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Saturday morning, taking my life in my hands by stopping at Costco, a big-box membership 

store in the area.  I expected it to be a zoo, so I snuck in the back way.  My lucky day!  A parking space!  
Well, I was helped immensely by a turkey leaving a shopping cart in the space.  I drive a Mini Cooper, 
so the cart didn’t bother me at all; both of us fit easily. 

 
I only needed a few things and managed to get in and out fairly quickly.  Exiting the store, I 

pulled up the zipper on my leather jacket, as the wind was picking up again and was cold (for Silicon 
Valley, at least). 

 
Walking back to my car, I saw drama unfolding.  Parked next to me was a small Audi station 

wagon.  The back was open and an attractive woman was standing there looking at a large cardboard 
box on top of a larger cardboard box on a large dolly.  The larger box was a good-sized flat-screen 
HDTV.  She stood, one hand at her chin, the other hand cupping an elbow, one foot slightly in front of 
the other.  Track-style pants, a windbreaker over something which must have been bulky, running shoes.  
Cute upturned nose, short brown hair.  Nice looking bottom and legs; couldn’t tell the rest of her figure 
for the bulkiness of whatever was under the windbreaker.  Definitely not a skinny gal -- she looked to be 
a few inches shorter than me, and solidly built with superb posture. 

 
“Good morning -- would you like help getting that in your car?” I offered as I popped the back of 

mine and put my stuff in. 
 
She looked to me, her forehead furrowed in concentration, and nodded with a slight smile.  “Yes 

I would, thank you.” 
 
The large box on the bottom was the HDTV, with a wall mount kit on top of it.  “Going to be a 

tight fit,” I muttered.  “Shall we fold the rear seats down?” I suggested, moving to the rear passenger 
door of her car. 

 
“Yes,” she agreed, starting to move. 
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I followed her lead, opening the rear door and popping the releases on the seat back, folding 

things down.  As I did, I noticed...  The rear seats didn’t have covers, but the front seats...  “Wow -- nice 
seat covers!” I exclaimed.  “Are those sheared beaver?”  Way too nice for sheepskin! 

 
Walking back to the rear of her car, now she was smiling.  “Yes!  Very good!  I am Dasha.  Do 

you like furs?”  She held out a hand. 
 
Eastern European?  Sounded that way.  I took her hand in mine; both ours were somewhat cold.  

“Rob; nice to meet you.”  Looked at the big box again.  Sitting at an angle, it should work.  “Tight fit,” I 
muttered again. 

 
“Do you like furs?  Do you and your wife like furs?” she asked. 
 
I looked into her pretty green eyes.  Sparkling eyes, sparkling diamond earrings; I was wearing 

my spider earring.  “I’m a widower.  I do like furs, very much.  Let’s get the smaller one put in, then try 
the TV at an angle.”  I gestured with my right forearm at an angle. 

 
A sigh and a smile, she nodded and moved the wall mount box into the back of the car. 
 
I lined up the cart with the back of the car and waited on one side.  She moved to the other. 
 
“Okay, pick it up on the count of three -- you lift your side higher, so it will go in at an angle, 

with my side lower.  Bend your knees and lift with your legs, not your back.  Understand?” 
 
She nodded.  “Yes, I understand.” 
 
We squatted down.  I called it out; we picked it up and got it started into her car.  Once the big 

box was resting on the inside of the car it was easy to slide it in at least part way.  “Lift the inside edge 
so we can slide it in more?” I asked. 

 
Dasha went to the back car doors and lifted the bottom of the box over the little lip of the folded 

down seat.  I levered my end, sliding it in the rest of the way. 
 
“Success!” I called as the back closed with two inches to spare.  Dasha was all smiles. 
 
“Dasha, I don’t mean to pry, but when you get home, how are you going to get it up the stairs?” 
 
Her smile vanished, replaced by surprise and concern.  “How do you know about the stairs?” 
 
I chuckled and shook my head.  “Dasha, this box is bigger than you -- there must be stairs!” 
 
Her expression turned to a sheepish grin as she nodded and chuckled with me.  “You are right.  I 

thought I would take it out of the box on the back porch, and move it up stairs myself.” 
 
I shook my head.  “What do you expect your chances are for dragging this up a flight of stairs 
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without damage?  Or lifting it onto the wall mount?  Do you have tools to install the wall mount 
properly, securely?”  I still had my tools in the car from work I’d done at my brother-in-law’s place. 

 
A glum look and nod, but then a big smile.  “But you can help?” she asked optimistically. 
 
“Do you live close to here?” I asked.  Modesto is right out! 
 
“Oh, about five minutes.  You have the time?” 
 
“All weekend.  At your service,” I told her with a bow and a flourish.  “Let me get rid of the 

cart.”  I pushed it to one of the cart areas and walked back to our cars. 
 
She gave me an inquisitive smile, pointing at the back of my car.  “I believe license plate frame 

is Buddhist, but what is your license plate?  Is not aircraft.” 
 
I smiled.  The frame around my license plates says, “Clear Seeing - Calm Abiding.”  “You’re 

right, it is Buddhist.  The license plate is my amateur radio callsign; I’m a ham radio operator.” 
 
“Oh!  That explains antennas!” she exclaimed, her pretty eyebrows going up. 
 
I nodded; I only had three antennas on top of the Mini currently, plus the factory ones. 
 
“Follow me?” she said with a twinkle in her eyes. 
 
“Anywhere,” I replied softly, looking in her eyes. 
 
“We work well together!” she chuckled, and got into her car.  I got into mine.  And the first 

damn thing she did was get out her phone!  Is she going to talk while driving?  I may reconsider this 
deal...  But she spent a very brief time on the phone, glancing at me momentarily, and put it down before 
even starting the engine.  Okay, Dasha, you’ve earned some respect.  And a little more as she chirped 
the tires cornering -- can’t do that in a stick-shift car with a phone in one hand! 
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Well Hung 
 
Dasha led me to an older section of Santa Clara, a few miles away, and into the driveway of a 

nicely and recently refinished Victorian house.  She accelerated into the driveway -- I held back!  She 
shot towards the garage, braked suddenly, then backed up turning sharply, bringing the rear of the car 
next to her back porch.  Okay, maybe she did plan out part of this...  I parked closer to the garage. 

 
“Is this okay or do I need to leave room for someone else?” I called to her; looked like there was 

a car in the garage. 
 
“Oh, that is fine,” she told me. 
 
She wanted to haul the thing out and get right to it. 
 
“Let’s walk through it first and plan,” I suggested.  I wanted to see what I was up against! 
 
She nodded.  She propped open the screen door and opened the back door.  A few feet inside the 

back door was a small door which opened to reveal a narrow staircase going up, with the required 90 
degree turn at the base.  “Tell me there’s a wider staircase up front?” I practically pleaded. 

 
She laughed, “Oh yes -- this way.” 
 
We walked by the kitchen, nicely modernized but still fitting into the style of the house overall, 

an office area, half bath, very pretty formal dining room, and up front a living room and parlor.  Also a 
nice wide staircase with a beautifully finished banister.  “This woodwork is beautiful!” I told her.  The 
central area of the stairs was carpeted, but the wood, and the wood floor for the hallway was very pretty 
indeed, old, wide planks, probably refinished recently from the looks of things. 

 
She gave me another smile and a nod.  “Upstairs,” she said, and headed up. 
 
I followed a nice bouncing bottom.  Nice carpeted hallway, beadboard and chair rail with what is 

probably plaster above it.  Closed doors along the hallway. 
 
“In here,” she says, heading for the open door just off the end of the stairs.  Nice straight shot for 

a big box. 
 
A comfortable den, rectangular.  Most of the furniture covered in sheets, as was a pile of stuff 

along one wall.  Bookshelves along the walls, floor to ceiling on some, even above the door; I liked that 
and let her know.  Obvious spot for the new TV, a large area on that wall cleared, with blue painter’s 
tape outlining a rectangle.  Surround sound speakers built into the cabinetry front and back of the room. 

 
“This is where you want it?” I pointed to the rectangle.  That wall had obviously been reworked, 

with a divided double-wide wall box in about the middle of the rectangle, drywall over plywood.  One 
half had an outlet in it, and the other half, divided off, had a blue plastic box.  But...  “Is this recent?”  It 
didn’t look like it, and I was confused.  “Where does this box go?” 
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When I turned around, Dasha had taken off her windbreaker.  Under the windbreaker she wore a 
vest-like top which was a sheared fur, possibly beaver, on the inside and the outside, barely trapping a 
beautiful pair of very full breasts.  She was smiling, and I was dumbstruck!  Her shoulders and arms 
were bare and well muscled.  A strip of skin between the bottom of the vest and her pants showed off a 
very attractive waist and luscious hips.  A sturdy build, with well developed shoulders and arms, nice 
waist, dynamite hips. 

 
Her smile turned into a grin. as she turned slightly and put her hands on her hips  “Most of this 

work was the previous owner.  We purchased house for a tune about six months ago.  Would you like to 
see the wiring?” 

 
“Y...  Yeah,” I managed to say.  For a song?  Difficulties with American idioms? 
 
She smirked more, hands on her hips, canting them a bit. 
 
I sighed.  “Dasha, you are stunning; you are beautiful,” I told her. 
 
Her smirk turned triumphant and she headed out of the room, turning, going to what you would 

figure is a closet door at the end of the hall, more swing in her hips. 
 
Made sense -- they’d cut a few feet off the end of the room for equipment.  She opened the door 

and stepped back, gesturing for me to enter first. 
 
Jesus -- the same width as the den, about six feet deep.  Loaded with equipment, and not cheap 

stuff, either!  Racks at the end, a counter running the length of things on the back of the wall shared with 
the den.  Drawers and pedestals with more gear below the counter.  And the counter was littered with 
tools, first class tools.  I shook my head -- weird. 

 
I walked in more, looking closer.  The mounting space for the TV was easy to identify, with its 

two by four framing exposed, two by eight brackets in strategic places to take the display mount.  I 
walked to the racks and looked them over.  I shook my head.  Complete overkill! 

 
“You understand all this?” Dasha asked behind me. 
 
Looking at the gear, tracing out the flow, I replied, “Oh, I understand the equipment, but not a lot 

of other things!  This belongs in a very high-tech company, not in a home!  And...”  A half-wired patch 
panel was hanging open, multiple cat6 cables, each labeled, cut to length and prepared, some of them 
patched into the 110 block, others waiting, a punch down tool sitting on a pulled out rack shelf. 

 
“What is it you do not understand?” she asked, that accent again. 
 
I turned to her.  “It looks like whoever was working on this left for lunch and walked away!” 
 
She nodded, smirking, “I believe they ran away...” 
 
I shook my head again.  I moved the punch down tool, looking at the page of handwritten notes 
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under it.  Couldn’t read it, so I turned it.  Still couldn’t read it...  “Jesus!” I muttered.  Cyrillic? 
 
“What is it?” she asked, stepping closer. 
 
I looked at her with concern; she was standing a few feet away, smiling.  “Let me guess -- the 

previous owner and the people doing the work were Russian Mob?” 
 
She shook her head, frowning seriously.  “Oh, No, no...” she paused for a moment and then 

added,  “Ukrainian,” with a smirk. 
 
I rolled my eyes.  “Oh, that’s a relief!  That’s completely different!” 
 
She laughed out loud, her head going back.  She looked at me with more intent.  “But you 

understand all this?” 
 
I nodded.  “Oh yes,” I pointed as I described, “at the bottom is the uninterruptable power supply.  

It provides power to this equipment if the main power fails, for a few hours at least.  This part is 
computer networking, this part is telephone, and this part looks to be security.”  I moved to the counter, 
behind where the TV would go.  “This is the equipment for the TV and the speakers in the next room, 
and this controls speakers in other rooms.”  Notes there next to the cables which came from a set of 
shelves with the AV gear for the den.  “Least they’re in English,” I muttered.  The traditional seat of the 
craftsman, the plastic bucket with padded top was near me.  I had a seat as I flipped through the AV 
diagrams.  Done by an outfit in Palo Alto, and they didn’t cut corners. 

 
“Tell me more of the history of this place?” I asked, turning and looking up. 
 
As I looked up, Dasha pulled my head into the softness of her sheared beaver top.  Make that a 

perfumed sheared beaver top.  Her hand at the back of my head found exactly the right place to close my 
eyes and melt me into her.  My arms went around her waist, feeling the luxury of the fur, and her in it. 

 
The house had been owned, she explained softly, by a businessman who was moving here from 

San Francisco.  Some of his past business dealings caught up with him, and he and his associates 
thought it best to leave the country very quickly.  She had been able to work out an arrangement with the 
mortgage holder, who was quite happy to sell the place as-is.  They had been finishing the interior for 
the last few months and had just recently moved in. 

 
She held me to her breasts, filling me with softness and scent, making me hungry and dizzy. 
 
Moving back, her hands on my shoulders, leaning me against the counter, she asked about me. 
 
With a slight smile I told her I wasn’t working currently. 
 
She frowned a bit and held me close once more, a hand going to the back of my head so nicely. 
 
I nuzzled in, running my hands over her, enjoying the sensation of the fur.  Very nicely built!  I 

started to tell her I had a lot of money from my previous job, but she smothered me into the fur, into the 
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scent, into her.  I ran my hands up her back to her shoulders, feeling, enjoying.  I wanted to drown 
myself in her softness and scent. 

 
She moved me so an ear was against her chest, filling me with her heartbeat.  Did I have time to 

help? 
 
Yes, I did... 
 
After another hug, she let me go.  Damn, that had been nice...  She held my shoulders and we 

looked at each other.  My head was buzzing. 
 
“Shall we begin?” she suggested with a smile. 
 
She held out her hands; I put mine in hers and she helped pull me to standing, and surprisingly, 

pulled me into a hug.  I held her gently, putting my head by her shoulder and inhaling deeply. 
 
She stepped back with a big smile.  “You like?” she growled. 
 
I shook my head.  “You are delicious as well as beautiful.  I love being held.” 
 
She took me by the hand to the stairs. 
 
Downstairs looking at the hallway I asked, “Do we have something like old towels to put under 

the box so we can slide it along this very pretty wood floor without scratching it?” 
 
She smiled and nodded.  “I have just the thing!” she said, and turned to head up the stairs.  But 

she stopped, turned again, and went out the back door.  She soon returned, carrying the wall mount kit.  
As she passed me, she gave me a quick kiss on the cheek and headed up the stairs. 

 
She came back down carrying two pieces of fur -- sheepskins?  Yup, she put them on the floor, 

fur side down, as we got to the back door. 
 
Not an easy job, but not all that hard, getting the large box out of the car and on the skins, 

pushing it down the hall (I pushed, she guided) and turning at the base of the stairs.  Slow and easy, I 
told both of us.  At least the box had hand holds in it.  Those came in useful getting it up the stairs, with 
Dasha guiding from the front and me pushing from the rear/bottom.  Slow and careful, one step at a 
time, up to the top and on to the carpet where it was an easier job to slide it into the den and carefully lay 
it on the floor. 

 
I thought about my tool bag in the back of the car -- I’d helped my one time brother-in-law out 

with some work at his place.  But I remembered seeing some tools and a Ryobi battery charger in the 
closet.  Where there’s a charger (and a battery sitting in it for how long?), there should be tools. 

 
Back in the equipment closet, I found a tape measure and a framing level.  Popped the lid off the 

bucket I’d used for a seat.  “Christ,” I muttered.  Tools, yes, but not what I’d expected -- a top of the line 
Anritsu portable spectrum analyzer?  A piece of equipment the size of a laptop that costs at least twelve 
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grand -- why?  Other gear for the spectrum analyzer, including some things I didn’t recognize, which 
was a surprise in and of itself, as I’m in the RF business.  Look at those later. 

 
Three other buckets, and the second one had the Ryobi tools I was interested in, a variable speed 

drill, assorted bits, drywall screws, and a Ryobi impact driver.  I popped the batteries on both tools into 
the charger that was sitting out, putting the battery from the charger on the drill.  Loaded the level and 
tape measure into that bucket and went back to the den. 

 
Dasha?  Not in the room.  Noticed an iPad sitting face down on the bookcase running below the 

windows on the outside wall.  Flipped it over.  It was still on, showing ... a document about me!  Full 
name, date of birth, SSN, driver’s license number, address!  Summary: no arrest record and no traffic 
citations in the last decade.  No debts, house and car paid off...  Medical history!  Whoever they are, 
these folks are quick and thorough!  List of surgeries -- vasectomy, ruptured Achilles, laparoscopic 
cholecystectomy, and other than that a clean health record. 

 
I flopped it back over again the way I’d found it and moved to the boxes, shaking my head. 
 
Musing about that as I opened the display mount box.  An abundance of caution on her part?  

Inviting someone you met in the Costco parking lot into your house...  Still, she would seem to have 
some interesting connections to get that much information that quickly -- had to have been the phone 
call from her car?  The only thing she had was my license plate.  Hmpf -- the summary practically said, 
“Mostly harmless.”  A house with mob connections -- her too?  Would certainly seem that way. 

 
I had a pile of parts on the opened-up box for the wall mount and was opening the TV box when 

she came back in a few minutes later.  She saw the iPad and picked it up.  Blank screen -- it had gone to 
sleep.  She tossed it to the sheet-covered couch, then helped me slide the TV out of its box. 

 
“Wonderful!” I exclaimed when it came out. 
 
She gave me a confused look.  I was sitting on my ass on the floor, and she was on her knees, 

leaning over, giving me a very nice view. 
 
“This piece of cardboard,” I touched the cardboard covering the display.  “It’s just the size for 

doing a mockup, so you can decide where you want the real thing to go.” 
 
She smiled at that, and sat down.  “I like!  Very good!” 
 
But after another minute or so assembling the display mount, I started to get up. 
 
“What do you need?” she asked. 
 
“I need some things from the tool bag in my car,” I replied. 
 
She hopped up.  “You stay here -- I will get.  Car locked?” 
 
I nodded and dug into my pocket for the fob for the Mini.  “In the back,” I told her. 
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She laughed as she took it (giving me another good look in the process).  “Just like mine!”  Zip, 

she was gone. 
 
She returned quickly with the tool bag.  I got the thread locker and applied it to threads on the 

screws in the mount, tightening.  “This will keep things from coming loose,” I explained. 
 
Put the display part of the mount on the back of the TV and measured it.  Made cardboard 

hangers for the cardboard TV mockup and taped them in place.  Retrieved the bucket with the tools, bits, 
and screws.  Centering horizontally was easy; vertical was more of an issue but that only took us a few 
minutes.  I attached the mount temporarily with drywall screws and we temporarily hung the display. 

 
“We can move it a few inches up and down.  Is this where you want it?” I asked. 
 
She was standing back a ways, smiling.  She wiggled and clapped her hands -- that wiggle could 

arouse the dead.  “That is wonderful!” she called happily. 
 
“Good,” I replied, and turned to take the display off again.  “Help please?” 
 
She looked confused as we carefully put it back on the carpet. 
 
“Now I put in the large screws to hold it securely,” I explained, holding up one of the lag screws. 
 
“Ah, yes!” she agreed. 
 
Take my time, marking where the wood mounting brackets should be -- the plywood behind the 

drywall made it harder to just tap the wall and hear where they were.  Pre-drilled for the lags and used 
the impact driver to set them.  Not going anywhere! 

 
Re-hung the TV and pulled the mount arms out as far from the wall as it would go. 
 
“I thought it would be much closer to the wall,” she grumbled.  She was standing with stern 

pursed lips and arms crossed under her breathtaking bosom, one foot slightly ahead of the other. 
 
I smiled.  “You get to help more!  Here, please,” I requested, motioning her closer.  I plugged in 

the power, then moved her closer so she could see the connector panel.  I picked up the instruction book 
as well, open to the connector page.  “I’m going to go in back and push cables through this box one at a 
time.  I will tell you where to plug them in, and that’s what I need you to do.  Once all the cables are 
connected and we check everything out, we’ll move it into position, and it will be far closer to the wall.  
Okay?  Can you help me with that?” 

 
She smiled and stepped closer, pushing me back against the wall as she leaned forward to look at 

the connector panel on the back of the set, pressing into me.  She turned, her back against me nicely, 
pushing her bottom into me as she looked up at the connectors, her head next to mine. 

 
I took a chance, putting a hand on her waist.  She raised it to a fur-covered breast.  I took the hint 
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and ran both hands over her lightly.  She leaned back against me more, sighing and moving lasciviously.  
“Ah yes, I can help with this,” she sighed.  After leaning and moving against me for a while, she stepped 
away, turning and taking my hands, pulling me into a hug and a kiss standing in the middle of the room.  
Her kiss was enthusiastic, energetic.  I held her gently, running my hands over her.  She gave me a 
squeeze, digging her fingers into my shoulders and back.  I responded by squeezing her closer, picking 
her up.  So tasty! 

 
She was grinning from ear to ear when I put her down and we separated.  I sat on the floor again, 

partially because I was a bit dizzy.  Picked up the remote and installed the batteries.  I held it up for her, 
saying, “So you can test it.”  She looked like she was going to lunge for me!  “Work first, play after!” I 
told her semi-severely. 

 
She pushed out her lower lip in a pout, her shoulders drooping.  I couldn’t help but laugh.  I held 

out my arms to her. 
 
Too much of an invitation!  In a flash, she pushed me to my back and was sitting on me, 

wiggling her luscious bottom, then leaning forward for a kiss.  I held her closer, enjoying her weight.  
She pushed up, her hands on my shoulders, looking in my eyes as she rocked her hips.  I ran my hands 
over her fur-covered breasts, urging her forward again.  She smiled more and moved, smothering me 
once more into fur and softness.  I ran my hands over her back, moving one to the back of her head, and 
the other to the base of her spine, pulling her closer. 

 
“Oh, yes!” she growled. 
 
It was difficult, but I did it, moving my hands to her shoulders and pushing her up and away 

from me. 
 
“Too much, darling?” she asked with a slight frown. 
 
I sighed.  “Not enough!  But work first!” 
 
She nodded moving back a bit and pulling me to sitting.  But she sat in my lap, wrapping her legs 

around me and pulling my head to softness once more. 
 
She let me go and helped me stand.  I held her and whispered, “You make me dizzy -- and very 

hungry for you,” in her ear. 
 
She felt my back and growled, “Very good!” 
 
I got back to the equipment room and sat for a moment, letting my head clear.  Wow!  Had I 

plugged the damn thing in?  I took a breath, stood up, and shouted at the blue boxes, “Is the power cord 
plugged in?” 

 
“Yes!” came the reply. 
 
I fed cables through the hole in the bottom of the wiring box.  Each cable was already labeled, so 
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all I had to do was call out the label as I pushed it through, and then feed wire. 
 
“Dasha? Are you there?” I called, rattling a wire after a while. 
 
“A moment -- I am doing other things!” she yelled back. 
 
Should have been a two to three minute job, running a handful of pre-labeled cables.  Instead it 

took almost fifteen!  Gave me time to organize thoughts on next steps and gather the required manuals, 
remotes, and batteries.  I need to check out each source, then program the tuner in the TV; while it’s 
doing a channel scan I can start programming other remotes.  A lot of button pushing! 

 
“Next one!” Dasha called out eventually. 
 
“That was the last one!” I replied as I loaded the last of the remotes with batteries. 
 
“Good!” she called back. 
 
I gathered the stack of equipment and manuals and headed back.  No, a pit stop -- next door 

down, a bathroom!  A quick pit stop, including washing my face and hands after using the loo. 
 
Going over the list in my mind as I walked down the hall.  First is push the display back against 

the wall -- looks are more important than functionality!  Pretty up the cables later on.  Checkout, then 
start programming.  I opened the door and said, “Okay, first let’s...” 

 
Black drapes had been pulled over the windows for the length of the room.  The lights were 

dimmed.  The sheets covering the furniture were gone, revealing an abundance of furs -- and in the 
middle of the floor... 

 
A pile of cushions, of furs, with Dasha in the middle -- a naked Dasha, with hands, a bare foot, 

and head visible in the furs. 
 
“Come here,” she growled, extending both arms, revealing more skin and a succulent breast. 
 
I slipped off my shoes and peeled off my shirt.  I knelt by her feet as I quickly lost the rest of my 

clothes.  She opened her arms and moved her feet, both feet now showing. 
 
I touched the insides of her ankles, running my fingers up her calves a bit.  She sighed loudly, 

her head going back.  I moved down and followed her legs up, my head and shoulders going under the 
furs, sliding my hands up her thighs. 

 
She shuddered and moaned as I kissed the insides of her thighs, working my way up.  I moved 

my arms under her legs, brushing soft, dense furs.  She was hot, moist, and tasty.  I wasn’t very subtle, 
kissing her and probing with my tongue.  I ran my hands over her as much as I could while teasing and 
tantalizing her with my mouth.  At first her legs were wide open, but when I found the right spot and 
rhythm, they closed around my head as she moaned and moved beneath me. 
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She felt like she was on a fast track.  I backed off a little, only to have her pull me closer again.  
Running my fingers on the insides of her hips seemed to help.  I eased up a little as she came; she wasn’t 
clamping me in place with her legs and hand as much. 

 
But I kept up my attention, slower, but just as earnest.  After a while her whole body was sharing 

our rhythm, her legs wide apart again.  I moved my hands to the insides of her thighs, stroking in time.  
She did something, pushing fur around my right hand.  I took the hint, pulling on the fur throw with both 
hands and resuming my torment on the insides of her thighs with the fur.  That got more noise! 

 
Close enough -- I started kissing my way up her mound, pausing briefly at a delicious nipple, but 

only briefly as I kept moving up, starting my hard cock into her.  Hot, wet, and tight!  My head emerged 
from the furs as I moved closer, going deeper into her as she raised her knees. 

 
We moved a bit and I pushed at cushions or something under her to give her better support and 

to make room for my knees on either side of her.  I put my hands on her shoulders, pulling us together.  
She gave me a wild lascivious smile and flung her head back against the cushions as she held my arms 
and rocked her hips with abandon. 

 
I pulled her thighs closer to my chest; she put her heels into my back to hold me as I ground into 

her.  Her breasts looked so full, so tasty, and so far away. 
 
I grabbed a fur throw and started rubbing her body with the fur; she really liked that.  Feeling her 

breasts, caressing them through the fur, she felt so good. 
 
She moved a hand to her mound, pressing.  The way her vocalizations sounded, she felt it; I 

know I did!  I grabbed her fur-wrapped thighs again, holding them to me, thrusting, moving my hands to 
her waist to hold her, to press deeper into her, and deeper as she rocked her hips. 

 
I let out a moan as I felt the tingle start.  She said something I didn’t understand, and started 

swirling her hips.  She raised her head, looking at me intently, smiling.  I pulled closer, past that point of 
inevitability, wanting where I was to last yet knowing it wouldn’t.  She reached up and grabbed my 
head, holding me, and that did it.  Looking into her eyes as I filled her, as she smiled more, rocking her 
hips, her eyes closing halfway as she shuddered and moaned wantonly, her head releasing back as she 
continued to hold me. 

 
She did something with her hips, her internal muscles, that got a moan and another spurt from 

me.  Holding on, but not very well, she guided me to my left.  She jammed something between us as I 
collapsed and we separated with a slurp.  She sighed as she wiped my used equipment, then moved 
beside me.  As she moved closer, I aimed for a nipple.  She caught on, saying something and pulling me 
to her, wrapping us up in soft, dense fur.  I wrapped my arms around her, partially touching skin, 
partially enveloped in fur, and settled in.  Her nipple was delicious and her breast full and warm, 
pressing into my face.  She held my head, moving me as she whispered, wrapping us more in fur.  I 
don’t know which was softer, the touch of the fur or the soft fullness of her breast. 

 
Waking later, still in her arms, still at her breast, so comfortable.  I ran my free hand down her 

body, gently caressing her through a layer of fur.  I felt her move in response, and her nipple tightened in 
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my mouth.  I kept it up, sucking gently and caressing her mound, occasionally pressing more.  I pressed 
more, rubbing her with the fur and she clamped my head to her, moaning loudly and shuddering from 
head to toe.  I eased up and returned to just holding her. 

 
Moving again, she switched me to the other side, more atop me.  Fine.  But after a while, the real 

world intruded. 
 
I let go of her nipple and started moving away. 
 
She pushed up and leaned back, still with a hand behind my head, caressing me.  “Too much, 

darling?” 
 
“No -- not enough!  But I need to pee!” 
 
She sighed and moved, unwinding and unwrapping us. 
 
As we sat up, I noticed we’d been in a nest of fur spreads on a large cushion with a bunch of 

smaller cushions, some attached and some free. 
 
“You like?” she asked with a smile. 
 
I took one of the spreads.  “Very nice,” I whispered as I caressed her breasts with the spread.  

Her eyes closed halfway and she sighed. 
 
“You are quite a surprise,” she growled. 
 
I started standing.  She stood, and we hugged, going into a kiss.  Stepping back she sighed, 

smiling, and took my hand.  “This way,” she told me, leading the way. 
 
Out into the hallway and down to the other end of the hall, two larger doors.  We went in the left 

one. 
 
Her bedroom -- a large four poster bed with a fur spread and plenty of fur-covered pillows.  A 

lounge, similarly covered.  Two doors along the left wall, both open, one into a large closet and the other 
into the bathroom.  Dressers and storage, a woman’s mirrored makeup table.  A door in the back along 
the right wall as well. 

 
Dasha let me have some quality time on the loo.  She came back into the bathroom and took her 

turn as I was washing up. 
 
When she finished and paused briefly at the sink, she took my hand and led me to the bed.  The 

fur cover had been turned down -- a flannel bottom sheet, and the cover was fur on both sides.  A 
number of pillows and such that looked like different kinds of furs, and some smaller fur throws.  She 
got into bed and invited me in with open arms and a warm smile. 

 
I slid in next to her.  She pulled the cover around us as we kissed.  After a bit, I started moving 
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down...  She moved, helping me as she growled, “You were very good to me, darling,” placing a hand 
behind my head and moving me to where I wanted to be.  “Oh, I like this as well,” she encouraged 

 
We were on our sides wrapped together.  At first I was aware that she was caressing my 

shoulders and head with the soft fur of the spread, holding me close.  As she wiped me out, melting me 
in her arms, I was more and more on my back. 

 
I moaned and took a sharp breath as the fur caressing my head, neck, and chest moved down my 

body.  Now she was caressing my stomach and my groin, and I moaned again as she started including 
my cock in the torment. 

 
“Enjoy, darling -- would you like me to finish you like this?” she whispered, leaning over to kiss 

me. 
 
I gasped as she pulled away to bite my neck.  “On top of me, please!” I moaned.  I didn’t know if 

she was going to do it or not, though, the way she was stroking me with the fur.  But she did, moving a 
leg over me.  She leaned over to the other side, grabbing a cushion. 

 
“Lift up, darling,” she said, and slid it under my bottom.  She lined me up and eased down, 

making us both moan.  Her weight on top of me, sliding me in deeper, the cushion under me helping fill 
her was so good. 

 
“What a wonderful idea!” she moaned, rocking her hips, moving me inside her.  She picked up a 

fur covered pillow and held it to her, wrapping her arms around it and pressing her face into it.  With 
another moan she leaned forward, pulling up a grey-colored fur throw.  She draped it over my chest an 
drew the ends along the sides of my face and head, oh so soft. 

 
“Lift your head,” she asked, sliding a fur pillow under my head and shoulders as I lifted up.  As 

soon as the pillow was in place, she pulled the throw up around me again, caressing me through the fur. 
 
“Look at me, darling,” she sighed. 
 
It was hard for me to keep my eyes open, looking at her.  She leaned forward, tantalizing me 

with that so soft fur.  She did something with her hips, something incredible, sending shockwaves 
through me.  “Look in my eyes,” she repeated in a lower, growling tone.  I tried to focus on her, her eyes 
drawing me in, a lusty smile on her face, and she did it to me again with her hips.  “In my eyes,” she 
repeated, doing it to me again.  The look of concentration on her face, the satisfied look, the shockwaves 
she sent through me, the softness of the furs combined with the magic of her hips and internal muscles -- 
I was moaning, incoherent with pleasure, trying to hold her but tangled up in the furs as she held me, 
caressed me, and rocked on top of me. 

 
I felt the inevitability, an incredible relief.  She must have felt it as well; her smile broadened and 

she slowed her hips, more intense, holding me at the edge, her eyes and her smile filling me, her gaze so 
intent as she studied me, drawing it out as long as she could.  Coming at last, filling her, still being 
swirled and squeezed.  I couldn’t focus.  I heard her speaking softly in a language I didn’t understand as 
she moved my head around, still cosseting me with those amazingly soft furs.  All the tension drained 
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out of me, my eyes closing. my hips moving on their own, giving her all I had. 
 
In her arms again, surrounded by the softness of furs, but more important, by the softness and 

fullness of her breasts, the beating of her heart filling me. 
 
Awakening to motion, Dasha slipping out of my grasp and getting out of bed. 
 
I made it to my back, closing my eyes.  I was wiped out still, gloriously wiped out!  Yet I still 

wanted more...  Laying there, head buzzing, surrounded by softness... 
 
The sound of a toilet flushing, and shortly after, movement on the bed once more. 
 
Cool skin against my own, Dasha purring, “You are so warm...” as we wound together, my head 

once more resting on her bosom. 
 
“Thank you so much,” I whispered, kissing the side of a breast. 
 
“Thank you, darling!” she replied, kissing my head.  “You have been very good to me!” 
 
“What did you do to me?” I asked. 
 
She chuckled, squeezing me.  She moved away a bit, but only to her side, up on one elbow. 
 
I turned to her more, opening my eyes.  “You are so delicious, and so pretty -- what did you do to 

me?” 
 
That carnivorous smile once more...  “Did you like, darling?  I was worried I was out of 

practice...” 
 
“Practice any time you want!” 
 
She laughed, picking up one of the tantalizing pieces of silver-gray fur and touching the side of 

my face. 
 
I sighed, closing my eyes for a moment, enjoying. 
 
“Oh, darling...  Would you like to be a kept man for a while?” 
 
I opened my eyes, took her hand, and kissed it.  “I would like that very much.  Besides, I still 

have work to finish.” 
 
She nodded.  “And we will pay you for that work.” 
 
I chuckled, shaking my head.  “You don’t need to.” 
 
She frowned a bit.  “You have no job.” 
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I shook my head again.  “More complex than that.  Some friends and I started a company about 

two years ago.  We developed some very interesting ideas.  So interesting that a much larger company, 
the leader in that field, bought us a few months ago.  They paid us a great deal of money.  And they are 
paying two of us a great deal of money for the next year.  I have no office, no responsibilities other than 
a meeting every Tuesday morning, and they pay me very well.” 

 
“That is very strange,” she said with furrowed brow. 
 
“Our technology is a big threat to them -- they are still deciding if they are going to use it, or 

bury it.  They pay us so they can be sure we won’t cause them more trouble.” 
 
She smiled and nodded.  “I understand.  They are paying you to make love to me!” 
 
I shook my head.  “No, not to make love to you; to make love with you.  There is a big 

difference.” 
 
She smiled more.  “Yes there is, darling!  And you can stay with us?” 
 
I nodded.  “Of course -- I should get more clothes, and I may need more tools to finish the 

wiring; I’m not sure if everything I need is here.” 
 
She shrugged.  “Get what you need.  All the tools here, you can keep.  I think you can tell; we 

are not experts in these things.” 
 
“The previous workers left some very unusual and interesting tools,” I told her, thinking of the 

Anritsu SA in particular. 
 
She shrugged.  “Of what use are they to us?” 
 
I pulled her closer.  “You are experts at other things...” 
 
She growled, moving more on top of me and pulling me to a nipple.  I wrapped my arms around 

her, holding her close. 
 
It’s not fair -- I’m so hungry for her, enjoying being in her arms so much, and she changes the 

way she’s holding me, so comforting, so safe, and the next thing I know I’m waking up as she’s getting 
out of bed. 

 
She helped me out of bed, stretching and hugging.  “Would you like lunch?” she asked. 
 
“That would be very nice,” I told her, kissing her neck. 
 
“Good.  I will fix.”  She gave me a strong hug. 
 
“I’ll check out the TV and start programming the remotes.” 
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She picked up a simple cloth robe and headed out.  I followed, stark naked, going back to the den 

as she went down the stairs.  Damn, nice to watch her jiggle down the stairs... 
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Opening the door, stepping back into the den -- what a glorious mess!  And what an interesting 
story the room told...  In front of the wall with the TV, cardboard boxes, packing materials, tools.  
Bucket with a bunch of remotes and manuals.  A man’s clothing, hastily removed.  A large ... tuffet?  
Too big to call it just a cushion, not a beanbag as it had shape...  Nest?  Love nest?  Okay, a love nest 
piled with furs.  More cushions, then a wooden coffee table with neatly stacked women’s clothing, and a 
couch, also bedecked in furs.  Looks like an interesting story.  Hope it has a happy ending!  Hope it goes 
on for a while! 

 
Where to start? 
 
I started by going to the coffee table and picking up Dasha’s top.  An interesting, intricate 

garment, soft sheared fur on both sides, shaped and shapely.  Picked it up and brushed my face with it, 
buried my face in it.  Soft and carrying her fragrance...  I put it back down in her pile. 

 
Cold in here, with the forced-air system going.  I put on socks, shorts, and my shirt, folding my 

pants on the coffee table next to Dasha’s clothes.  Moved the bucket of remotes and manuals and set 
them out on the coffee table.  Powered up the AV system -- success!  Brought up the new TV, and the 
Blu-Ray player.  Programmed the Blu-Ray player with my Pandora account and started it playing 
Brazilian - Jobim - Bossa Nova stuff.  That worked, and sounded nice.  Okay, flip the TV back to 
external antenna and start it doing a channel scan.  That would take a few minutes. 

 
Cleaned up the cardboard boxes and packing material, putting the lot inside the TV box. 
 
Tidying up the furs was a lot harder.  Yes, harder...  Picking them up, feeling them, smelling 

them, folding them and putting them on the back of the couch.  Different types, different styles.  Some 
long and sleek, some short and dense, some sheared, some long, soft, and fluffy.  The tuffet/cushion was 
around six feet in diameter, maybe a little less.  Higher at the “back” than the front.  Interesting 
construction; a central section ran from front to back, narrower at the low front end, maybe a foot wide, 
and about two feet wide at the back end.  Cushions right next to it on both sides, so you had slits going 
down pretty much to the base.  Fabric cover with a soft finish, but sturdy fabric.  Interesting... 

 
I sighed and moved to the couch -- imagining geometries and combinatorics could wait for later.  

For now, let’s program remotes!  But even there I was distracted by large sheepskins on the couch, and 
more folded fur throws. 

 
I’d gotten a lot done when the door opened and Dasha came in. 
 
“Lunch with me in kitchen?” she asked.  She looked around the room and nodded, smiling.  

“Very nice! Do you do floors?” she asked with a smirk. 
 
“No.” I replied quickly, standing up. 
 
She gave me a mock pout.  I put on my pants and we headed downstairs. 
 
Small table in the kitchen, she’d made us grilled ham and cheese sandwiches and a fruit salad.  

We sat next to each other. 
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“You were a gymnast?” I asked as we ate. 
 
Raised eyebrow.  “How did you know?” 
 
“I guessed -- your shoulders and upper back.” 
 
She nodded and smiled, then sighed.  “Yes, and I was good, but not good enough.  And then one 

day, it happens.”  She cupped her breasts and jiggled them. 
 
I nodded.  “And your balance is never the same -- but I am very glad that happened.” 
 
She smirked.  “Oh, I know you are, darling...”  She sighed again, spearing more fruit from the 

bowl.  “So it was with my sister as well.  But our mother, she prepared us well and made us study.”  She 
looked up for a moment, then at me, smiling and smirking.  “Monday morning!  You can help!” 

 
“With what?” I asked. 
 
“I fly out and my sister Julya flies in, early Monday -- could you do that?” 
 
“Take you to the airport and bring Julya back?” I asked. 
 
She nodded.  “Yes, much easier than leaving car for her -- she left her keys here, silly sister.” 
 
“I can do that.  What time?” 
 
She smirked again.  “Early, but don’t worry, darling -- I’ll wake you...” 
 
I put a hand on her thigh.  “Give us time to snuggle, please.  I need to snuggle.” 
 
She nodded.  “So do I, and so does my sister...” 
 
My turn to do the raised eyebrow thing. 
 
Dasha laughed.  “I have only told her a little about you, darling.  I don’t even know what furs 

you like!” 
 
I smiled and shrugged.  “Whatever you are wearing.” 
 
Her laugh went lower.  “We will find out, darling...  Soon?” 
 
“Work first -- I’d like to show you how things are set up.” 
 
She gave me the mock pout again.  “If you insist.  The music it was very nice -- does it play 

here?” 
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I looked around...  A suspicious looking switch plate with a knob, a rocker switch, and an IR 
receiver, maybe some LEDs?  I got up and went to it.  Assume the knob is volume, I pushed the rocker 
and after a few pushes we had music!  “Yes!” announced. 

 
She clapped again, smiling from ear to ear.  “Wonderful!  What else do you need to do?” 
 
I sat down again for a little more fruit.  “The remotes are almost programmed.  I should write 

down instructions for you.  Then look at the wiring, and what needs to be done to complete it -- someone 
was in the middle of things when they left for lunch.” 

 
She nodded.  “Many things were unfinished.  Some was good, some not so good.” 
 
We cleaned up the kitchen a bit and then headed upstairs.  I started for the den, but Dasha turned 

me to her bedroom, and into the bathroom.  “Wash up first!” she insisted. 
 
I gave my face and hands a cursory going over while she used the loo.  I was ready to take my 

turn but she said, “No, darling...  Sit, please.”  She pulled up a stool and put me on it. 
 
Not sure I liked the way she looked me over.  She ran the hot water, and scrubbed my face with a 

washcloth! 
 
“Much better!” she declared. 
 
I pushed my lower lip out in a pout; not sure I liked that. 
 
She laughed and pulled me to her bosom.  “Oh darling -- I am sorry!  But you are so good to me, 

and so warm!  And you could be very dashing man!” 
 
She used the sink and I used the loo.  But once I flushed and stood up, she picked up the 

washcloth again, and gently wiped my wedding tackle.  She dried me gently, smiling, and gave me a 
questioning look. 

 
Well, two can play this game...  I took the washcloth and warmed it up, squeezing it out some.  I 

brought her closer to the sink and went down on one knee.  Opening her robe, I washed her off gently, 
looking up into her eyes.  Well, mostly into her eyes...  She sighed a bit, and her nipples crinkled up 
nicely at the attention I gave her.  I plopped the washcloth in the sink and patted her dry with a hand 
towel, then leaned in closer and kissed her nicely trimmed thatch. 

 
“Mmm, I like the way you think!” she sighed. 
 
I stood up and she took my hand, leading us back to the den.  She spread one of the large 

sheepskins on the couch, and swung me around to sit on it.  I took the hint.  She picked up one of the fur 
throws, and sitting in my lap, wrapped the throw around us. 

 
Wrapping the throw around us to the point that I couldn’t reach the remote sitting on the coffee 

table in front of us, “Uh, can you get the remote?  The one closest to us?” I asked. 
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As she leaned forward, she moved her bottom in my lap.  I slid a fur-covered hand into her robe 

and on to her skin, letting her know I appreciated her. 
 
“Oh that is nice -- what did you want to show me?” she teased. 
 
I pulled her back to me and took the remote.  She gave me an impish look, then looked me in the 

eye and said, “I will listen.” 
 
“Thank you,” I replied softly, kissing the end of her nose. 
 
I showed her how to use the main remote and how the various components worked.  She 

listened, and asked good questions.  She also agreed that most of what was on television was garbage.  
She kissed me on the nose and told me she thought we had better ways to spend our time together. 

 
I closed my eyes and tilted my head a bit, holding her as we kissed.  Such an enticing, soft, warm 

woman -- so delicious, so animated. 
 
“You are delicious,” I told her when we paused for a breath. 
 
Such a voracious look, such a carnivorous smile.  “Will you humor me, darling?” 
 
“What would you like?” I asked, holding her, running my hands over her and the furs. 
 
“Back to my bedroom?” 
 
“Of course.” 
 
We stood up.  She moved to the tuffet.  “Help move this?” 
 
I nodded.  I pushed the master off button on the remote and put it back on the table. 
 
Hadn’t noticed the loops around the edge of the tuffet; they were under flaps in the outer fabric.  

They were well anchored and made it quite easy to pick up the bulky but not too heavy thing and move 
it to the bedroom. 
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Introduction 
 
We put the tuffet with its high side near the bed.  Standing up again, she put her hands on my 

shoulders. 
 
“Darling, I would like to introduce you to our furs,” she purred. 
 
“That sounds nice,” I replied. 
 
What a carnivorous smile...  “Use the bathroom and we should disrobe...” she suggested. 
 
I kissed her forehead and visited the loo.  Didn’t have a lot to offer. 
 
I folded my pants and put my clothes on the chair in front of her vanity.  She was standing by the 

bed, still wearing her white cloth robe. 
 
As I approached, she picked up a pair of eyeshades from the bed.  “Darling, I would like you to 

humor me.  I promise, if you ask me to stop, I will -- but I believe we will both enjoy this very much.  
Will you trust me?” 

 
I nodded and said, “Yes.” 
 
She smiled more and put the eyeshades over my eyes.  “Now for these,” she said, and she slid 

something like mittens on to my hands, fur lined of course.  “Now we start introducing you,” she said, 
leading me by the hand. 

 
Stepping from carpet to something like hardwood and then back to carpet again, a much softer 

carpet with much thicker and compliant padding.  I was trying to figure out what I was standing on when 
I learned something else. 

 
Dasha brought my hands together and raised them -- the mittens were more like cuffs!  There 

was something snug around the wrists, and soon my hands were raised above my head! 
 
“Comfortable, darling?” she asked, a lilt in her voice. 
 
“This is okay for a while,” I replied, not entirely sure anymore. 
 
I gasped and tugged at my hands as I was enveloped in softness.  From knees to nipples and then 

up to my face, incredible soft fur.  I turned, gasping, suddenly hanging from my hands, quickly getting 
my feet under me once more. 

 
“Oh, I am so glad you like that, darling!” Dasha cooed.  She teased me more with the fur, so 

good... 
 
A moment’s respite, allowing me to catch my breath, then more fur, more like one of the ones in 

the den or from the bed, not the shock of that first one... 
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“Not as exciting, hmmm?  We try this?” 
 
The next one, soft, but -- I pulled away, being poked. 
 
“Ah, those are guard hairs, an interesting sensation, but not for you, I see...  Possibly this one?” 
 
Another fur, softer, denser, much nicer.  Didn’t have the shocking lightness and softness of that 

first one...  Suddenly I was wrapped in it and Dasha was kissing me.  Breaking off the kiss and caressing 
me with the fur, stroking my rapidly hardening cock with it, then pulling away... 

 
So many different kinds, so many sensations.  Some soft and silky.  Some coarser, to the point of 

being prickly -- didn’t like those.  And some so soft, so creamy...  With one, she brought me close to the 
edge...  And then let me hang in the coolness until I settled down again. 

 
I don’t know how long it went on, being teased and tormented.  Some of the furs were delicious, 

creamy, and almost orgasmic -- she was careful.  Yet others were so-so to uncomfortable; I didn’t like 
prickly guard hairs, or coarse furs. 

 
Half-standing, half-hanging, catching my breath once more, my heart still pounding, I called to 

her.  “Dasha, I’m cold and uncomfortable.  This is hurting my arms and shoulders.” 
 
She replied immediately, “Oh darling!  Thank you for telling me!” 
 
My hands, still in the mittens and still connected together, lowered. 
 
They lowered over her head, my arms around her neck, and her arms around me, holding me and 

kissing me, pressing me into one of those oh so soft and tantalizing furs. 
 
Holding me, easing my head into the soft collar of the coat, she told me, “I will get what we need 

and we will go.  Thank you for being so patient with me!  The next part will be far more enjoyable, for 
both of us!” 

 
I felt another fur pressing up against my back; we walked back onto the hardwood floor and from 

there to carpet again.  “Let me help you down on your back,” she told me, and I collapsed in a semi-
controlled fashion on the tuffet. 

 
On my back on the tuffet, with her in that tantalizing fur on top of me!  She moved up, my head 

now engulfed in soft fur and skin as I nuzzled for a nipple. 
 
I was so intent on my oral search I didn’t notice my hands being separated and clipped to loops 

in the tuffet! 
 
“Now let’s take care of those cold feet!” she called, moving off me and slipping my feet into 

comfy fur-lined low boots that came up a few inches above my ankles -- and were quickly clipped to the 
tuffet as well!  I’d been moving my hands to see if I could get loose while she’d done that. 
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I was covered with soft fur as she called, “I will be back in a moment, darling -- relax!” 
 
I sighed and relaxed back.  Might as well go with it.  My feet did feel warmer, and it was nice 

laying down again.  The fur I was on was denser, softer.  The one on top of me was one of the 
tantalizing ones. 

 
The softness went away, exposing my naked body to the coolness of the room.  Then with a tug, 

the eyeshades went away. 
 
Oh my -- I gasped.  Dasha was standing in front of me wearing a beautiful full length fur coat 

and a matching hat.  The fur was so thick and luscious, a silvery white with darkness at the tips.  The 
body of the coat, so thick, and the collar was so full, as were the sleeves. 

 
She turned back and forth a little, showing off.  “Do you like, darling?” she purred. 
 
“You are beautiful,” I whispered. 
 
She smiled.  “Oh, but you are getting cold!  Let me help!” 
 
I gasped as she leaned down, letting that soft delicious fur barely touch me. 
 
I’m not sure what she did, or how it happened.  I was lost, caressed by softness, drifting in 

softness.  So relaxed, yet so turned on.  So soft, so gentle, so delicious -- yet I wanted her weight on top 
of me.  I wanted to feel my cock gripped by her hot, wet, tightness, pushing, pressing into her.  But all I 
got was softness, soft touches, soft whispers, at least for a while.  She let me drift attached to a nipple, 
surrounded by her softness and the softness of the furs. 

 
She slid down my body, caressing my face with the soft collar of the coat.  The cool air of the 

room startled me a bit, but not enough to get me to open my eyes. 
 
A soft laugh, and, “Look at me, darling.” 
 
I opened my eyes to see her sitting between my legs.  She smiled, moving her arms together, 

sliding fur-covered arms up my thighs, groin, and stomach, the fur just touching me -- so electric!  I 
gasped, and she moved her arms down again, slowly, enticing. 

 
She teased me, teased my cock, balls, my skin from the insides of my thighs and stomach, with 

those oh so soft, fluffy, and full fur sleeves of the coat.  She soon had me moaning and moving, wanting 
more, needing more, wanting more to finish me off. 

 
But she paused and sat back, leaving me panting, my cock so hard. 
 
“Oh, we don’t want you to get cold!” she cooed.  She leaned forward, putting her divine weight 

on me, her weight through the fur of the coat and I tried to move, to thrust against her, but she leaned 
forward and then leaned back, pulling away, putting a fur throw on me, covering my chest and up 
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around the sides of my face, soft and enticing. 
 
“Let’s try some different things, shall we?” she said, getting my attention again. 
 
She picked up a piece of fur a couple of feet long and a few inches wide.  Holding one end in 

each hand, she lowered it on to me, one end near my sternum and the other end between my legs.  I felt 
the electrifying contact of soft fur.  Looking intently into my eyes, she started drawing the fur up and 
down oh so slowly, teasing me.  Something about it seemed to envelop my cock, and I started moving 
my hips to try and thrust into it.  She stopped and switched to another one.  That felt good, and would do 
the job if only she... 

 
The next one, soft and smooth as she pulled it in one direction, but going back, sharp jabs!  I 

jerked and tried to pull away!  But she teased me with it more, tugging along my balls to poke me, 
making me thrust deeper into it, pushing into a tighter, snugger end at the top of the fur. 

 
That got pulled away as well, leaving me panting once more.  “See, darling, that can be nice as 

well,” she tried to convince me.  She shook her head and smirked, then picked up another piece of fur.  
“You will like this one more,” she said with an affirmative nod. 

 
Oh yes, that one felt better, denser, giving me more of what I needed.  I relaxed back, enjoying, 

another minute or two would do it... 
 
“Good, darling, relax and enjoy -- but not that much with this one!  I have saved the best for you 

for last!” 
 
As I looked up in some disappointment, she surprised me by wrapping a hand around the fur 

covering my cock and giving me a few strong squeezing strokes, strokes that had me moaning, my head 
back and eyes closed once more.  But that tantalizing fur pulled away, to her laughter.  “Oh, we will 
return to that another time, I promise,” she told me.  I let my head drop back once more. 

 
“Darling!” she called sharply. 
 
I raised my head and looked at her, moving the soft fur surrounding my face and neck. 
 
She was holding a long piece of the same kind of fur as her coat, silvery white with dark tips, so 

full and soft looking.  She smiled and nodded a bit.  “Like with the last one, relax and let it happen 
darling, relax and do not strain.”  She drew it slowly over my cock and then down again; it felt like my 
cock was encased in softness.  “Relax and let me, darling,” she repeated, moving the fur slowly. 

 
I sighed and let go, letting my eyes close again.  Such sensation -- so soft, so luscious.  It felt 

good, so good, yet I wanted...  I wanted her weight on top of me, the hot tightness of sliding into her, the 
combination of softness and solidity in sliding our bodies apart and together. 

 
But she continued, soft and slow, so tantalizing, so dizzying!  She moved between my legs, 

pressing more fur from her coat into my legs.  She kept it up, occasionally reminding me to relax, or 
telling me how good it felt -- that I knew! 
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Finally, finally!  I felt it, getting close.  I probably moaned; I could feel my hips moving on their 

own, trying to push deeper into the softness. 
 
“Good, darling, enjoy!” she cooed, moving closer. 
 
I was close, so close -- and I felt things change, my cock sliding into something with more 

definition than that soft fur, something snug, oh so good, sliding in and out of that snugness even as she 
teased my groin and balls with the softness of the fur, sliding out, then sliding in, thrusting my hips... 

 
Finally coming, letting go and pulsing, listening to her coo as she fondled me with fur, now the 

firmness of a hand on the fur covering my cock, firmly yet gently finishing me off. 
 
Her weight and her fur moving atop me once more, engulfed in fur, finding a nipple once more. 
 
Like in a dream, moving to the other side, my hands were free!  I held her, my arms holding her 

and that soft fur, feeling her through the fur of the coat, drowning myself in her.  She helped, squeezing 
me, smothering me to her, only releasing me partially to envelop me in a cloud of fur, my head between 
her breasts. 

 
She moved, lifting away.  I held her more.  She wrapped her arms around me, holding me, 

rocking back and forth.  She pulled up her knees and pressed against me, rubbing her groin against my 
fur-encased cock as she smothered me to a breast.  I moved a hand to squeeze her other breast through 
the fur, pressing my other hand on her lower back as she ground against me.  The attention to her nipples 
helped, I hope...  She made more noise, her hips moving with more abandon, then focusing on one area, 
one movement, squeezing me tight. 

 
With a shudder and a sigh, her hips slowed.  She released me, moving as I took a breath.  Her 

lips on mine, panting as we kissed, cosseting both of us with the lush fur collar of the coat.  I ran my 
hands over her back, enjoying her, and the fur. 

 
She propped herself up on her arms, her face filled with a satiated smile. 
 
“Thank you,” I told her, reaching to feel her breasts gently through the fur.  She closed her eyes 

and rocked her hips sensuously.  “What do you need?” I whispered.  She smiled, tilting her head to one 
side to brush the fur of the collar more.  I moved my hands, sliding them under the outside of the collar, 
bringing both sides up to envelop her face in fur.  She sighed, moving her head around, then pressing 
into the fur more, her hips picking up their action.  I spread my fingers out, pressing the fur against the 
sides of her face and head.  That did something strong -- her vocalizations changed and her hips moved 
more strongly, her hands going to her breasts, pleasuring them with fur as she leaned into my hands.  I 
pressed against the sides of her head with my fingers as best I could, moving her head slightly.  She 
moaned and shuddered, her knees squeezing my sides, eventually collapsing down on top of me.  I eased 
her down as best I could making sure her face was wrapped in fur, moving my arms around her 
shoulders to hold her gently. 

 
What a wonderful glowing smile she had when she looked at me!  Propped up on her arms again, 
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she sighed and shook her head with a satiated glow. 
 
“What?” I asked, gently stroking the fur at the sides of the coat. 
 
She looked at me more intently.  “It is I who am supposed to be having my way with you, 

darling,” she growled with a smile. 
 
I sighed, moving my hands back up to her breasts.  “Oh, but you have,” I whispered in reply. 
 
She moved her legs, squeezing me for a moment, pressing her hips against me once more and 

shuddering.  She sighed and swirled her hips around slowly.  “Did you enjoy, darling?” 
 
“What you did?  It was intense,” I told her honestly. 
 
“Would you like again?” she asked tentatively. 
 
I smiled.  “Not tonight!  But yes, especially if you enjoy it as well.” 
 
More of a smile...  “Oh darling, thank you -- I enjoy doing that for you, almost as much as I 

enjoy this...” 
 
She moved down, caressing my face with the fur again, easing me to a nipple, carrying me off to 

some distant land, a place of serenity... 
 
“Oh, so good,” she whispered, pulling away, sitting up, running her hands across my chest. 
 
I managed to open my eyes.  “More than I can tell,” I whispered. 
 
“We are both very lucky,” she whispered in reply. 
 
A big sigh, sitting up more.  “But the real world, it is still there.  We have things to do.  Help me 

pick up?” 
 
“Of course, but you have to turn me loose first,” I told her, moving my legs, my feet still clipped 

to the tuffet. 
 
She nodded moving off and unclipping me from the bottom of the tuffet.  “You can do this to me 

if you would like,” she offered. 
 
“That would be fun,” I agreed with her. 
 
After freeing my feet, she leaned forward, fondling my balls through the fur still on me.  I 

dropped my head back to the tuffet.  Different sensation as she pulled my fur torment away, wiping me 
with a hand towel as I looked up again.  She stood, offering me her hands to help me up.  I accepted her 
help, and pulled her into a hug, enjoying the fur once more, and a soft, long kiss. 
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Humming the Wrong Tune 
 
I got to “see” the fur vault, helping Dasha put things away.  Still a little wobbly but wow, getting 

there had been a trip!  Dasha loaded me up with an armload of furs, the objects of my torture.  She wore 
that incredible silver fox coat, with a mink one over one arm. 

 
The door looked like any other closet door...  But opening that door and stepping inside -- a cool 

(cold) storage room, shared by both bedroom suites.  It had to be twelve by twenty feet or so?  Hanging 
rods suspended from the ceiling with a huge array of fur coats, fur jackets, a bunch of leather jackets, fur 
vests, fur spreads, an amazing assortment.  The hardware I’d been hung from...  Shelves along the sides 
with more furs of every description, furs and fur pieces, storage boxes? 

 
“You like?” Dasha asked with a sly smile as she put her pile on a counter and started hanging up 

the mink. 
 
I was still looking around, remembering the sensations, coming in here with my eyes covered.  

“This is amazing,” I managed to say.  I saw one, a long dark brown coat, long fur and a lush deep 
collar... 

 
“Go ahead and touch, darling,” Dasha said.  She took the furs from my arms, brushing me with 

the coat she was wearing and sending shivers through me.  She moved us closer to the brown one I’d 
been looking at.  “This is one of Julya’s favorites.  Would you like to be taken by this one, hmmm?”  
She urged me closer to the coat with one hand at my back, and with the other brushed my face with the 
collar, so soft, instantly lost. 

 
Moving me away, I managed to open my eyes again.  She moved me to a nearby stepstool, 

sitting me on the top step.  She held my head between luscious fur-covered arms. 
 
“Oh, you are quite the catch,” she whispered, and stepped closer to me. 
 
I let my eyes close as she drew me into the softness of the collar on the coat, surrounding me in 

fur.  I wound my arms around her, taking in softness.  Eventually she stepped away, leaving me drifting. 
 
I blinked my eyes open, rolling my shoulders and then my head to try and clear it some.  Dasha 

was just about through putting things away from the looks of it. 
 
“What’s that?” I asked, pointing to a saddle-looking thing on the floor. 
 
Dasha looked at it and sighed sadly.  “Help me move it,” she requested. 
 
It was a seat or saddle-shaped thing, heavier than it looked, covered in fabric and built on a 

sturdy base.  It had a central seat area, clearly defined areas for your bottom, a backrest coming up a foot 
or so, and a front section that also came up a foot or so, narrower than the backrest.  As we put it down, I 
poked at it; the center section was lined with a few inches of a memory foam under the cloth covering.  
A lever on the front?  Two levers, and a switch.  I looked at Dasha in bewilderment. 
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She smiled and nodded, but kind of a sad smile.  “Oh, this was so good; it used to be a favorite, 
especially of my sister, before we moved to your country.  This,” she nudged a power transformer the 
thing was plugged into, “was supposed to make it work, but is not the same.  Here, I show you.  Sit, 
please.” 

 
I sat down on it; it was indeed lined with something like memory foam.  My legs were spread a 

bit, and I was eight inches or so off the floor. 
 
She plugged the other end of the transformer into a wall outlet.  “This,” she said as she moved 

one lever to the other side of the device, causing something to move internally, “here for boys,” she said 
with a smirk.  “Then this, not too tight the first time...”  She moved the other lever and the front foam 
portion moved in closer, pressing into me and holding me snugly.  “Then we do this...” 

 
She pressed a switch and the thing came to life, filling me with a strong vibration against my 

cock and along the seam between my legs!  Vibrating and rocking, pulsing and moving randomly, oh... 
 
I sprang out of it before I came!  I rolled to my side and to my back on the carpeted floor.  Dasha 

took advantage of the situation by sitting on me as she flipped the switch off and the buzzing stopped. 
 
“Why did you not enjoy it, darling?  Is easy to clean,” she said with a smirk as she moved her 

hips slowly.  She leaned forward to smother me in fur a bit more, then moved to a kiss.  I held her on top 
of me. 

 
She sat up, hands on my shoulders.  “Did you like that?” she asked. 
 
“It was quite a surprise,” I told her. 
 
She chuckled, then sighed, shaking her head again.  “Yes...  At home, it was so good...  But here, 

it does not work the same.  It does not even sound the same.  A pity, as we...” 
 
Like someone ringing a bell in my head -- it didn’t sound the same!  That got the technologist’s 

attention!  “It doesn’t sound the same?” I interrupted, “It sounds like this,” I made a humming noise, 
trying to remember what it had sounded like, “and it should sound like this?” I made a lower pitched 
humming noise. 

 
She tilted her head to the side a bit.  “Yes, that is so.  Do you know why?” 
 
I nodded, still on my back on the carpeted floor.  “Yes, and I think I can make it work as ...” 
 
She squealed in delight and pounced on me again, smothering me to softness and kissing my 

head. 
 
I worked my head more inside the softness of the fur until I found a nipple.  I latched on and she 

held me.  She was saying something, but I couldn’t quite hear her from the way I was wrapped up. 
 
Disentangling and helping each other up, she asked again, “You can make it work as it should?” 
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I put my arms around her, pulling her closer, letting my head down on her shoulder.  So good!  “I 

need a piece of equipment from my house to do some tests, but I think I understand the problem.  If I am 
correct, I should be able to get it working as it did in Europe.”  I even remembered where in the garage 
the power stage should be hiding. 

 
She squeezed me.  “Oh if you can do that, darling, you will have two women very happy with 

you!” 
 
“I will do my best,” I told her. 
 
She wiggled her hips against me.  “You have done very well up to now!” 
 
She got up and started taking off that delicious coat.  I guess I sighed louder than I thought. 
 
She turned to me and shook her head.  “Do not worry, darling!  We will take very good care of 

you!  Here, come here.”  She stepped to the leather coats and jackets. 
 
I walked over.  She pulled a brown leather jacket off a hanger.  “I think this,” she said, and 

helped me try it on.  It was lined with sheared fur, and fit nicely.  “Yes!  That is a good start!” 
 
We left the storage area; too large to be a mere closet.  I took off the coat and put it on a chair. 
 
Dasha looked at me, holding out open arms.  We hugged, skin on skin.  She sighed, a long sigh, 

like one of my sighs... 
 
I leaned back and looked at her.  Was it over already?  It had been a fun ride, if so. 
 
“I must do grocery shopping, to get some food in this house,” she told me. 
 
I nodded.  “And I should get more clothes, and some equipment, some tools, from my house.” 
 
She frowned a bit, holding my waist more.  “Promise you will return?  Please?” 
 
I smiled and leaned in to kiss her neck.  “Yes, I will return.  I want to go to sleep in your arms 

and wake up in your arms in the morning.  Please?” 
 
She ran her hands up to my shoulders.  “Mmm, yes, that sounds very nice, darling.  Will you 

keep me warm?” 
 
“I promise,” I told her, kissing her neck more. 
 
She sighed again, a much better sigh.  “Then I will let you escape for a while.  We should get 

dressed.” 
 
“Take the jacket!” she reminded me as we were leaving her bedroom.  I picked it up -- it felt 
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better than my old one. 
 
We went to their office downstairs.  It had two desks, each with LCD, keyboard, mouse, and a 

desktop windows box.  Another table had a laser printer and an all-in-one color inkjet, scanner, fax 
combo.  Add to that short file cabinets and the usual clutter of paper.  She opened a file cabinet and 
rooted around, pulling out an envelope, extracted something, and put the envelope back. 

 
“Here is key to our house,” she told me, handing me the key.  Looked like a standard hardware-

store Kwikset; I wasn’t impressed.  “Thank you,” I told her. 
 
She smiled and we hugged again.  We spent a few minutes discussing dietary likes and dislikes, 

with no real conflicts. 
 
“Off to our errands!” she declared.  And with a leer she added, “The sooner we return, the sooner 

we can return to bed...” 
 
I nodded and sighed.  “I am not a teenager -- and have not been for many, many years,  I’m not 

twenty anymore -- hell, I’m not forty anymore!” I reminded her.   She’d put that sheared fur top back on, 
and I enjoyed running my hands over it, and her. 

 
She nodded, a wry smile.  “I know, darling,” she said softly, leaning close to kiss me on the nose.  

“I am no teenager as well -- and you have been very good to me.”  She held my hands over her breasts. 
 
Another hug, more sighs, and we made it out of the house. 
 
I tagged my GPS to show me the quick way home; I wasn’t sure what the best route to the 

freeway was.  Thinking of what I’d need -- my MacBook pro and charger, clothes and bathroom stuff, 
power meter from the workbench, and the eurobox from the garage. 

 
I had to chuckle about that...  Early on in our startup, David ranted about this great piece of gear 

he’d found on eBay, a random bitstream generator, certified to all these standards, yada, yada, yada.  It 
would save us weeks, if not months of work.  We agreed that if it met its published specs, it would be a 
big help.  Big help!  When it arrived, the sucker weighed over sixty pounds and was built like a damn 
tank.  A German tank, as it was from a German company.  Coming from Germany, it wanted 220-240 
volts.  David had already purchased a step-up transformer from Fry’s.  We plugged things in, turned it 
on -- and promptly smoked the step-up transformer! 

 
I started taking things apart and quickly determined that the beast not only wanted 240 volts, it 

demanded 240 volts at 50 cycles per second, not the North American 60 cycle standard!  It had a 
particularly large and nasty ferro-resonant power transformer, which would only work on 50 cycles.  
That’s what had smoked the poor step-up transformer. 

 
So I spent a few days cobbling together an old audio power amp and an oversized filament 

transformer with dual primaries from a local surplus house, driving it with my trusty HP 3314A function 
generator.  My benchtop kludge let us power up the beast -- it drew 140 watts.  But it came up and 
David checked it out.  The three of us agreed we needed a better, or at least more compact, solution to 
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powering the beast. 
 
I put together a more compact solution, based around a better commercial audio power amplifier, 

a handbuilt 50 cycle sinewave source, and a custom toroidal core transformer made specially for us.  I 
even packaged it so it wouldn’t be a safety or fire hazard, and looked reasonably professional.  It ran the 
beast pretty much continuously for thirteen months, until we learned that its bistreams had some very 
subtle flaws.  Well, we were now the experts in this field...  We designed and built our own box, 
decommissioned the beast, and the 50 cycle power supply went into hibernation on a shelf in my garage. 

 
To be gloriously recalled to service -- to run a sex toy!  Let’s hear it for science! 
 
That was my last stop, after getting clothes and bathroom stuff.  I took it off the shelf and out of 

its protective plastic bag.  Plugged it in on the garage workbench and turned it on -- three green lights!  I 
held down the test button; a pair of 100 watt 120 volt incandescent light bulbs in series, and they lit up, 
the meters displaying what they should.  We’re in business!  Turned it off and loaded it in the back of 
the car. 

 
Locked up the house, making sure the lights were set to go on and off automagically.  Sighed 

again, then told my self to stop looking back, and look forward instead!  Back to more fun! 
 
I parked in the back where I’d been, giving Dasha plenty of room for the Audi.  Unlocked the 

back door and made a few trips, what with clothes and bathroom stuff, the bag with my laptop and 
assorted tech stuff, and finally the power supply.  Clothes went in the bedroom, bathroom stuff in the 
bathroom, tools went into the server room behind the new TV that started this whole deal, and the power 
supply I hauled into the fur vault. 

 
Took me a moment to find the light switch...  What an incredible sight!  All those furs!  I took 

my power supply over to the saddle and sat on the carpeted floor. 
 
Reached for the step-up transformer...  “Oh crap...” I declared.  The saddle thing had a 

permanently attached power cord with a permanently attached euro plug that fit nicely into the socket on 
the transformer, but wouldn’t fit for shit into the different euro socket on my power supply.  I knew 
where to go to get the right socket for my gadget, and I also knew they were closed until Monday 
morning.  “Well shit, son,” I added to nobody in particular.  If this thing worked, and I had no doubts 
about it, I had the hunch it would be used regularly, and so should be safe for mere mortals -- no 
paperclips. 

 
I got up and retrieved my Kill-o-Watt power meter from my bag in the server closet.  Still 

needed to be sure the saddle drew less than 150 watts or so.  Plugged the power meter into the wall, then 
the transformer, and plugged the saddle into the other side of the transformer.  Turned on the switch for 
the saddle and listened to it make noise -- 68 watts peak, no problem!  I moved levers around and turned 
it on and off some more, but 68 was the peak load.  Get the socket Monday, and we’d be in business. 

 
Standing up...  I reached over and buried my face in a fur coat, inhaling deeply.  Feeling it...  I 

stood up, dizzy.  Wow!  Picked up the power meter and the power supply and went back to where I’d be 
safe! 
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Set the power supply and power meter aside and got out my laptop, plugging in an Ethernet cable 

that was on the workbench. 
 
Surprise!  Shortly after entering my password, up pops a dialog box asking for the password to 

an Airport Extreme Simultaneous Dual Band access point that needs its firmware upgraded!  Ooh -- I 
remember seeing something on that...  I dug for the stack of hand-scribbled notes. 

 
Whoever had set the thing up had a sense of humor at least.  DSL modems in the area were from 

a company called 2Wire, and advertised wireless SSIDs in the form “2WIRExxx” where xxx is a three 
digit number.  The wiseass that set up the network here, and even though the house used cable rather 
than DSL, named it “2WIRE666.”  Nice.  I found the scratch sheet and laughed; the password was 
“mel0ns” which I took as a definite nod to the ladies...  And he used WPA2, better security. 

 
Brought up the config for the access point and frowned.  My opinion of him dropped a few 

notches.  It was configured for full DHCP, even though we had a perfectly good router and firewall 
upstream.  I was about to click the box to put it into bridge mode when I had another thought.  Running 
the access point as it was, all the wireless clients appeared to the upstream boxes, such as the router, as 
one IP.  That was bad for reporting and tracking, but great if you wanted to obscure things...  Brought up 
the DHCP client list. 

 
Nine entries -- four pairs of related MAC addresses, and one weirdo!  I took a screen shot of that, 

then looked up the MAC addresses on the IEEE OUI website to see who they belonged to.  (The first six 
digits of the MAC address identify the device manufacturer.)  Okay, four of them are Apple -- two 
iPhones, and two iPads.  A pair of Dell ones, a pair of HP, and one Hua Wei, which could be just about 
anything. 

 
The easiest way to find out which of those is still alive -- I deleted everything from the table and 

clicked the buttons to go ahead with the firmware upgrade, which would reboot the access point.  
Anybody that was still around would reconnect.  And if it’s more than just the Apple devices... 

 
A mild curse off to Cisco/Linksys land -- the web interfaces on their managed switches insist on 

Explorer running under Windows.  Barf.  But that’s one of the reasons I kept VMWare Fusion on my 
MacBook Pro.  Started XP under Fusion -- that would take a while to boot, and the access point was still 
going through its update process. 

 
Looking once again at the shit sheet, I frowned.  Yeah, easy to administer -- whoever set the stuff 

up used the same password for everything, from logging into the wireless network to accessing the 
access point, to accessing the switch and the router. 

 
Not acceptable -- ever hear what happened to HBGary?  I’ll leave the wireless password alone -- 

for a while, at least until I get more data.  But the other ones were going to change, now.  The router was 
easy to change, as was the administrative password for the access point.  Log into XP (one of my 
passwords), bring up IE and log into the switch.  Change its password. 

 
Well whaddya know -- the wireless access point is back up, and one of the Dell devices and the 
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Hua Wei have reauthenticated.  Guess Dasha isn’t home yet. 
 
Not gonna slam the door on someone’s foot just yet, but...  Managed switches are nice to have.  

Everything from the access point goes through one switch port, one MAC address.  Assign that MAC to 
its own VLAN and subnet, then isolate that VLAN so the only thing it can see is the gateway and the 
outside Internet -- no internal access.  That won’t cause any problems with the Apple devices, and if the 
Dell and Hua Wei boxes are just stealing Net access, they won’t see any changes either. 

 
Hmmm... Moving to another screen in the managed switch, I can use port mirroring to send 

everything from that port to the port my laptop is on.  What the fuck!  Port mirroring is already turned 
on!  Someone is mirroring port eight to port 23 on the 24 port switch, and nine to 24!  Dig through the 
shit sheets -- oh my, eight and nine are the PCs down in the office!  I do not like the looks of that! 

 
Went back to port config -- my next step would be to downshift the mirrored port to 100, leaving 

the mirroring port at 1000.   Yeah, whoever did it knew what they were doing; ports 8 and 9 are set to 
100, with 23 and 24 running at 1000, gigabit speeds. 

 
That’s two more mysteries to deal with.  Update and reboot the switch -- at least whoever was 

leeching in on wireless wouldn’t be looking at what was going on internally. 
 
But the shit sheets said 23 and 24 on the switch were vacant -- the status screen for the switch 

shows them very much connected. 
 
The door opened, Dasha sweeping in and hugging me, pulling me to fur covered breasts.  “Oh, I 

am so happy you are here!” 
 
I held her, running my hands up her back, inhaling deeply. 
 
I know I was smiling when she let go of me; I was probably glowing.  Too damn long...  “Dasha, 

you and your sister each have an iPhone and an iPad, yes?” 
 
She had her hands on my shoulders.  She leaned closer, teasing me with fur-covered breasts.  

“Yes, darling, why?” 
 
“Do you have or use any other computers or wireless gadgets?” 
 
She frowned a bit.  “Just computers downstairs.  No laptops -- too much trouble.” 
 
I nodded and pulled her close to nuzzle each side. 
 
“Why, darling?” 
 
I took a breath, resting the side of my head against her chest.  Something so nice about hearing a 

heart beating that way.  “I think someone is using your wireless connection.  I’m still checking.” 
 
Her posture and the way she was holding me changed.  “Please check!  Please check and stop 
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it!” 
 
I squeezed her closer.  “I will.  We may have to change some things on your and your sister’s 

iPhones and iPads.” 
 
“I am certain you can handle that quite easily.  Dinner in half an hour?” 
 
“That would be very nice.  What ever is convenient.” 
 
She gave me a squeeze and kissed the top of my head.  “I like seeing your things in bathroom.  I 

will come get you for our dinner.  If we have rats in our barn, get rid of them!” 
 
I quizzed her on use of her computer, iPad, and iPhone.  The iPad and iPhone talked to each 

other, she didn’t know how, things just happened.  Both of then had tried using iPads and iPhones with 
their computers, but couldn’t get things to work right, so they stopped trying.  I smiled at that.  When I 
queried, and she brought out her iPad, yes she used MobileMe to synch things.  I told her to change the 
password right now, and send a message to her sister telling her to do the same thing -- change her 
MobileMe password as soon as possible.  She understood, and would do that, right away! 

 
I gave her a hug.  She stepped away and closed the door behind her. 
 
I returned to my laptop.  Okay, rules of engagement are clear -- get rid of rats in the barn!  Back 

to the Airport Utility, and glad I made that screen shot...  Turn on MAC address access control, and give 
it the four Apple addresses.  On second thought, I added the addresses for my MacBook Pro, and my 
iPhone.  Double-check the stuff I’ve entered.  Turn on logging, sending entries to my laptop.  “AMF!” I 
announced to the rats in the barn as I hit the Update button, restarting the access point. 

 
“Nice,” I muttered a minute or so later, with two Apple devices authenticated through the access 

point, and the device logs showing repeated authentication failures from two rats.  Maybe they’ll get the 
hint and go away.  Took out my iPhone and told it about the house’s Wi-Fi network.  Bingo, log entries 
for my iPhone associating. 

 
Thinking about overall system architecture -- I really wanted a dedicated server at a fixed IP 

address running something like Cacti and collecting syslog and SNMP crap from other systems.  Talked 
to the router telling it to give my MacBook the same IP address whenever I connected.  Turned off sleep 
on the laptop.  That will work temporarily. 

 
Starting up Network Utility so I can map out what’s on the local subnet, when the door opens 

and Dasha comes in. 
 
No, the door opens and Dasha enters, moving towards me with a sway in her hips...  The way she 

walked, the look on her face stirred such feelings in me. 
 
She stepped closer, putting a hand behind my head and pulling me closer, but stopping a few 

inches from bliss.  “Dinner in oven.  Come sit with me downstairs?” 
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“Of course,” I agreed, putting my hands on her shapely waist. 
 
She pulled my head into softness and kissed my forehead. 
 
I put my arms around her waist and held her gently.  “Thank you,” I whispered. 
 
“For what?” she asked. 
 
I sat back, looking up at her.  “When you hold me like that and kiss my forehead -- that is very 

special.”  If that didn’t explain it, nothing would. 
 
She smiled, a smile from deep inside.  She pulled me closer and did it again, whispering, “Yes,” 

afterwards, and holding me for a moment. 
 
Walking downstairs, arms around waists, I asked, “Would you like something to drink?  Wine?” 
 
She chuckled as she led us to the parlor.  “You are a very smart man.” 
 
Walking into the parlor, there was an ice bucket set up with a bottle in it, and two empty wine 

glasses on the table in front of the loveseat. 
 
I helped her sit, then sat next to her.  “Would you like some wine?” I offered. 
 
“Thank you, darling,” she replied with a smile. 
 
“Please call me Rob,” I suggested, pulling out the bottle and pouring.  A California Sauvignon 

Blanc.  Handed a glass to her, and took the other.  Raised mine.  “A pleasure to meet you, Dasha -- I 
hope we can get to know each other better.” 

 
Nice wine. 
 
She smiled, shaking her head a little.  “Already we know each other,” she growled. 
 
I put my wine glass down and took one of her hands.  She put her wine glass down so we were 

holding hands. 
 
“Dasha, today has been quite the experience -- and in spite of it, I feel comfortable with you.” 
 
She sighed and shook her head slowly, smiling.  “You are not a young man, interested only in 

bed...” 
 
I chuckled.  I’m probably old enough to be her father, but I won’t mention that...  “Dasha, I am 

interested in being in bed with you -- but I am also interested in holding you, snuggling with you, and 
sitting and talking with you.  Making love with you is wonderful, but holding you afterwards, and being 
held -- that is better, and more important.”  I shrugged my shoulders.  “I am an old man -- making love I 
can only do for a little while.  But I can snuggle for hours.” 
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She laughed, a soft, warm laugh, looking in my eyes.  “Oh you are such a puzzle!  Resting in 

your arms was very nice...  We both need much more of that, yes?” 
 
I nodded my head, smiling. 
 
Her smile turned to more of a smirk.  “And as to the other...  There are drugs for you that would 

help...” 
 
I nodded.  “I’ve used them in the past.  Haven’t had any for a few years, but yes, they do help.” 
 
Her smirk turned more into a smile again.  “I have one we could try this evening, if you would 

like.” 
 
“Would you like?” I asked. 
 
Her nostrils flared...  “I think that would be a very good idea,” she growled. 
 
“Then let’s do it,” I agreed. 
 
She smiled, opening her mouth slightly as if to say something, but then moved closer, resting her 

head on my shoulder.  I put an arm around her and held her gently.  After a bit she snuggled in more; I 
moved my hand to holding her head.  Holding her gently, leaning my head against hers, the world is so 
simple if only for a few minutes. 

 
Something beeping?  From the kitchen?  I raised my head, then leaned down and kissed her 

forehead.  She moved in my arms, taking a breath and moving, so I did it again, cradling the back of her 
head and kissing her forehead.  A rumbling exhale from her and she gave me a squeeze, which I 
returned. 

 
She stretched and got up, pulling me up with her.  After another hug we started for the kitchen.  

I pulled away, which elicited a pouting frown -- until I picked up the wine glasses and the wine bottle! 
 
In the kitchen she checked a covered pot on the cooktop, and then took a peek into the oven.  

“Good!” she pronounced, looking to me with a smile. 
 
“How can I help?” I volunteered, “Set the table?” 
 
“Yes!” she agreed with a nod. 
 
In a few minutes we sat down to a nice dinner of salmon, rice, green salad, bread, and wine.    

When Dasha tried to apologize for the meal, I stopped her and told her it was very good, and the 
company was better.  We managed to talk a little about the schedule for the upcoming week; I would 
take her to the airport Monday morning and bring her sister Julya back.  Tuesday morning I had my 
regular non-meeting; last week’s had been spectacularly bad, so maybe this week would be worse and 
either I would quit or they would tell me not to come in any more.  Dasha would fly back Thursday and 
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of course I’d pick her up!  We also exchanged cell phone and e-mail info. 
 
Dessert was simple and nice -- fresh fruit chilled with kirschwasser.  I told her I did similar 

things -- I was a big fan of blueberries with lemoncello,  She thought that would be a good one to try. 
 
“Now what shall we do?” she asked in a steamy voice as we finished our fruit. 
 
“Why don’t we clean up the kitchen?  I’ll help,” I suggested. 
 
She laughed and shook her head.  “Oh, what a surprise!  But I will not disappoint you!” 
 
After carrying things back to the kitchen from the dining room, she washed and I dried.  In 

response to a look she gave me, handing me a plate, I told her, “This is part of being together.”  Her 
smile changed, and she nodded. 

 
Everything cleaned, dried and put away -- as she reached for the towel I held, I stepped closer 

and pulled her into a kiss.  Closing my eyes, holding and feeling her as we kissed... 
 
Dasha hurried us upstairs and into the bathroom.  She insisted on washing not only hands and 

face, but also the fun bits...  I insisted on washing hers -- I was hungry for her. 
 
I’d used the various ED medications in the past; I thought I knew what to expect from them, 

including nasal stuffiness as a side-effect.  But I was feeling light headed, practically stoned!  And damn 
I was horny and hard! 

 
It wasn’t just my hands that were wandering, either...  “What would you like, darling Rob?” 

Dasha asked. 
 
“You on your back on the bed -- you might get something to keep you warm for a while,” I 

suggested hotly, holding her and running my hands over her. 
 
“Mmm...  We can do that,” she growled, and escaped my grasp, heading for the fur vault. 
 
I had an idea, and went to her makeup table.  The room lights were on dim, but I saw a group of 

small bottles ... bless her, the one I was looking for!  I picked up a perfume bottle and put it on the 
nightstand. 

 
She came back carrying a wrap, practically a bedspread of dark fur wrapped around her.  She 

opened her arms as she approached, wrapping me in her arms and in the fur.  “How would you like me, 
darling?” she asked, kissing and biting my neck. 

 
I turned to put her on the bed on her back.  She put the fur partially on the bed and lay back on it.  

“Is this good?” she asked, spreading her legs a little more. 
 
I reached for the perfume bottle, giving it a bit of a shake as I replied, “That will be delicious, 

thank you...”  I stepped closer, spreading her knees with my legs as I unstoppered the perfume bottle and 
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touched the end of the stopper to the lower edge of her neatly trimmed thatch.  That elicited very 
positive sounds... 

 
“Relax and enjoy,” I told her, going to my knees. 
 
I kissed the inside of a thigh to a low moan and her throwing the sides of the fur over our bodies. 
 
Sorry, not subtle -- my head was spinning, and I was so hungry for her!  The perfume just made 

it better.  And the fur -- sheared beaver?  She tucked it in between her legs and my head, squeezing me 
and writhing, some times a hand at the top or back of my head through the fur, some times just her 
thighs holding me where I wanted to be.  I slid my arms up under her legs and up her sides, feeling 
teasing as best I could.  I pulled my right hand down to administer the coup de grâce, hooking a finger 
inside her while I tongued her jewel. 

 
Eventually I figured out she was slipping off the bed!  I stood partially, sliding her back up, 

getting my head out of the furs as I pushed her more on to the bed.  It had gotten hot under there!  And I 
was still in a quite altered state, leaning forward, oh so hard and hungry for her still. 

 
She was holding the fur to her bosom loosely, a satiated glow on her face. 
 
“Dasha?” I called, wiggling my hips, and since I was still holding hers, wiggling her as well.  No 

response...  I ran my hands to her stomach, and then up her stomach over the fur to her breasts, so far 
away, giving them a squeeze.  That got a moan and movement of her head.  Somebody there, but not 
completely home...  She moaned and moved again, squeezing her legs around me. 

 
Good enough!  I rolled her to her stomach on the fur and spreading my feet a little more to line 

up, I started easing myself into her.  I moaned -- hot, wet, so good!  Holding on, easing in a little at a 
time...  Pressing her into the bed more, moving a bit from side to side, slowly in and out, sliding out and 
easing in to slam home that last little bit, oh so good.  I flipped the fur around her, running my hands up 
and down the fur at her sides and now covering her back as I moved.  Sliding in and out, feeling her 
bottom through the fur, I felt like I could do this for a long, long time. 

 
Dasha made a noise and moved on the bed.  I pressed into her more and slid my fingers around 

to the insides of her hips.  That elicited more noise!  Her arms moved, hands grasping fur and pulling it 
towards her face.  And as I moved out and back in again, she swung her hips, and brought her legs closer 
together!  I pressed in more, holding her hips as she started swaying and rocking.  Intense -- and 
suddenly I didn’t think I was going to last a long time!  I moved, spreading my legs more to lower 
myself and change the geometry slightly, oh yeah, tilting my hips more, holding hers.  She did 
something and I started moaning, which meant she did it more.  I did all I could, which was to hold on 
and push and press in more until it was too late and even then I tried to press in more as I filled her.  She 
helped as best she could, moving her hips. 

 
Stick a fork in me, I’m done -- I started collapsing, and decided it would be best to collapse 

forward, on to the bed.  Dasha was scrambling for something; I guessed it was the dark green hand 
towel.  I grabbed it and managed to get it between our legs.  I secured one end in place between her legs 
and wiped myself with the other end, managing to hold myself up somehow. 
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Tidied up as best I could, I got on the bed, pulling her up and collapsing at her side, pulling her 

closer as I got my arms around her and found a nipple.  Her arms wound around me, swaddling us in fur 
and holding me where I wanted to be. 

 
Waking in the dark to a hand wandering my body and my head being held to a tight nipple; I 

hungrily captured her nipple in my mouth as she continued to tease me.  My arms were tangled up in 
something soft; my head was tangled up as well.  She pulled away from me, but before I could 
complain, I felt her hot mouth descend on my cock.  I gasped at the contact, but that too was brief. 

 
She straddled me and slid us together, pulling a pillow under my head as she swung and lifted 

her hips, easing us together.  One more swirl and we were together.  She grabbed my head, smothering 
me to her as she did delicious things with her hips and internal muscles. 

 
She let out a wanton moan and shook, exaggerating the motion of her hips, encouraging me to 

moan along with her, making one of those seemingly small adjustments that suddenly had me at the 
edge and coming, filling her.  She cooed as she held and rocked me, teasing out as much as she could. 

 
Then it was back to wrapping me up and holding me close, now so soothing and comforting. 
 
I woke to early morning light, my internal alarm clock undoubtedly going off.  Got up for a 

quick pee, and a rinse and dry of my well used wedding tackle.  Back in bed!  “Cold!” she complained, 
but pulled me closer.  We snuggled together for a while, even snoozing a bit.  She woke me by 
smothering me to her breasts; I think she liked that as much as I did. 

 
Downstairs in the kitchen after cleaning up and getting dressed, she fixed bacon and eggs while I 

did the toast. 
 
Sitting at the kitchen table eating breakfast, sitting close, I asked, “Dasha, what did you give me 

last night?” 
 
“You liked?” she asked. 
 
“Very much!” 
 
“So did I darling!  I should give more often!” she laughed.  “Oh, I had it too -- was in fruit.” 
 
I nodded.  “And it was?” 
 
She smiled.  “Why, darling?” 
 
“It was much different from what I had experienced. 
 
She frowned and nodded.  “You are intelligent man.  You have studied syndrome, yes?” 
 
I nodded, “Studied and experienced, and nitric oxide potentiators.” 
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She nodded, smiling a bit.  “Your United States medicine, so difficult to understand!  If you have 

studied the syndrome, you must be aware that it has both physiological and psychological components, 
and they cannot be separated.” 

 
I nodded, a rueful smile.  “I understand this all too well.” 
 
She gave me a very curious look, moving closer as she shook her head.  “Then why does your 

American medicine treat only half of the syndrome?” 
 
I nodded my head.  “I do not know -- perhaps that Puritan ethic, not wanting to make something 

which deliberately causes pleasure?” 
 
She smiled wryly and chuckled.  “That is good answer!” 
 
“So last night I was feeling the effects of the components designed to address the psychological 

aspect of the syndrome?” 
 
She smiled and rubbed my back.  “As was I, darling -- a mild euphoric, a minor tranquilizer, and 

a muscle relaxant -- carefully selected so as to not interfere with other processes.” 
 
I nodded.  “That makes a great deal of sense.  Thank you.  We could do that again.” 
 
She smiled.  “You are very good without, darling,” she praised, rubbing my back more.  Then 

she frowned and sighed a bit.  “Also I wanted you to experience voluntarily, as this is something my 
sister may do without asking.” 

 
I nodded more.  “Thank you for giving me the choice.  This formula is available in Europe?” 
 
A thoughtful look...  “Is not marketed so much as being tested, widely and for extended period -- 

I think your explanation, darling, is most cogent.  To those who know it and wish it, it is available.  Not 
even testing in this country; must be brought in privately, and I think for reasons you expressed.” 

 
“I am a little surprised -- from my experience I would expect it to be quite popular.” 
 
“Oh very much, darling!  But as with many things, not available in this country in direct 

manner.” 
 
More room for “free enterprise,” but I wasn’t mentioning that. 
 
“Darling?” she asked, still rubbing my back. 
 
“Yes?” 
 
“There is another we could try, this afternoon perhaps?” 
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“If it is with you, certainly,” I replied, kissing her on the nose. 
 
“Good.  We will clean kitchen, then I prepare for trip tomorrow.  Then we can try -- you can 

watch your football if you like.” 
 
I smiled.  “I have some work to do as well, but sitting together watching football this afternoon 

would be nice.” 
 
She chuckled.  “I may try and distract you...” 
 
“You will not be a distraction -- I will pay attention to you,” another kiss on the nose. 
 
We cleaned up the kitchen.  I went back to my networking puzzles. 
 
Yeah, some wireless devices getting auth failures -- how sad.  And the router and switch 

complaining of auth failures as well?  From where?  Not the wireless side ... unless someone is cloning a 
MAC address. A step any teenager should know, right?  Not likely, looking at the logs. 

 
Okay, what’s going on with the port mirroring?  The charts had 23 and 24 unused, but those were 

the mirror destination ports.  Looking at the switch, 23 and 24 have cables plugged into them, with 
LEDs on the ports lit to indicate connections. 

 
Someone had made his cable bundles very pretty and then put tie-wraps on them.  Snip, snip, 

snip!  All the better to trace wires with. 
 
“Mother puss bucket,” I announced to nobody in particular, tracing the runs from ports 23 and 

24.  They ran, along with everything else, down and back in the rack, off to plates in the walls. 
 
Except for those two, which ran to a nominal 1U high plain rack box.  The cables ran into the 

enclosed box, not to RJ45 connectors as you would normally expect.  Power cord going to the UPS, so 
something is in the box that uses power.  A bunch of other smaller cables running in -- security stuff?  
Might make sense.  One more to trace. 

 
“Curiouser and curiouser...” I muttered.  I traced a wire from that unlabeled 1U box to the back 

of the cable modem -- which had both USB and Ethernet connections.  The Ethernet connection I 
expected, but my mystery cable ran to the USB socket and was epoxied in place! 

 
Back to my laptop, log in to the cable modem and go to its status page -- yeah, two IP addresses 

in use, one for Ethernet and one for USB. 
 
Unfortunately, the Ethernet output from the cable modem ran to the router, which did firewall, 

DHCP, NAT, and all that fun stuff.  The router fed the switch.  I wanted to look at the output, no both 
outputs of the cable modem.  I had the passive Ethernet tap with me -- four RJ45 connectors wired 
together and wrapped with electrical tape.  That’s the Ethernet side.  For USB, I need my vampire tap. 

 
Our little startup did security things.  As we developed our main technology, we took on some 
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side jobs doing pen testing and the like.  Surprising how few people realize you can do networking off 
USB...  I had a good bag of tricks for tapping live USB connections. 

 
Got my shoes and keys.  Stuck my head in the office.  “Dasha, I’ll be back in half an hour -- I 

need some tools.” 
 
She had a pencil between her teeth, looking at the computer screen.  She waved and smiled. 
 
Driving back to my place, I knew that I could get a lot of information with a promiscuous tap on 

the Ethernet output -- while I didn’t expect to see data frames from the USB side, I did expect to see 
ARPs and other such multicast crap on the drop from the CMTS.  Sealed box, two Ethernet connections, 
mirroring other ports.  A USB 2 drop to the cable modem.  Had to be a CPU in the box.  No shit, 
honey...  A penguin probably, doing data filtering and compression, something else with the other lines 
coming in.  But epoxied in place?  Somebody doesn’t want that connection moved!  That’s where the 
whacks at the router and switch are coming from.  I can throw those ports onto restrictive VLANs. 

 
Picked the case off the shelf and checked the vampire tap set up -- scalpel, clip frame with FET 

isolators, home-made cable-piercing probes, cable.  I’m in business...  Not sure what kind of business, 
but we’ll find out!  Grabbed a short CAT5 jumper as well to use with the passive tap. 

 
Back to the house, upstairs, and put the passive Ethernet tap in place.  Damn, hope I’ve got some 

longer Ethernet jumpers!  Yup, a two meter yellow one will work fine.  Let’s look at downstream traffic.  
Started up Wireshark and cabled things up.  I knew what IP address to watch for; the cable modem told 
me that.  Took a brief sample of everything coming downstream and looked at that, then started 
applying filters.  Also did a quick probe of whatever was at the other end of the USB run.  Signatures 
came back looking like a penguin, a Linux box.  Another check mark in the “no shit, honey,” column. 

 
Okay, next step is to ruin someone’s day -- sign into the switch and put 23 and 24 onto a 

restricted VLAN.  Not going to see anything there, I hope! 
 
I was getting out the vampire kit to do the cut-down on the USB cable when Dasha came in, still 

wearing a plain cloth top. 
 
“No, no, today is Sunday, your day of rest!  You should be watching your football, not 

working!”  She draped herself over my shoulders, pressing her breasts into my back.  Very nice. 
 
I’d much rather have her pressing her breasts into other parts of me...  I sighed and made sure I’d 

turned off packet capture in Wireshark.  Put the machine into a safe configuration and turned around on 
my bucket stool. 

 
A very smart woman, pulling my head between her breasts.  “Good, this should be your day of 

rest,” she said, kissing me on the head. 
 
“Am I going to get any rest?” I asked. 
 
She squeezed me and growled, “After a while, you will rest very nicely in my arms.” 
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“Sounds good.  Let’s go,” I told her, kissing cloth covered breasts. 
 
First stop, as expected, was the loo to use the can and then wash up.  Gee, my fun parts like it 

when someone else does the washing and drying!  I think her corresponding parts agreed. 
 
Into the den, something on the couch covered with a sheet...  She steered me to the tuffet, set in 

front of the coffee table.  It had a fur draped on it, a largish piece of mouton.  Also had ankle cuffs and 
what seemed to be wrist cuffs installed.  Hmmm...  I slipped off my shoes and gave one of the ankle 
cuffs a poke with a foot. 

 
Such a sexy smile -- “Will you trust me, darling?” she asked. 
 
So far, so good...  “I trust you,” I told her. 
 
“Thank you,” she said, serious all of a sudden. 
 
She moved into my arms and we kissed gently, passionately.  We helped each other undress.  

She had me sit on the tuffet and secured my ankles. 
 
She produced a nose sprayer.  “Do you know how to use?” she asked. 
 
I nodded.  “Hold one nostril closed, exhale and with the start of the inhale, pull the plunger 

evenly as you inhale.  Inhale deep, hold, exhale through the mouth, inhale again. 
 
She smiled and nodded.  “Once for each nostril, then we will tie you up and finally I will have 

my way with you!” she said overdramatically. 
 
I pouted, pushing out my lower lip.  “Haven’t I been good to you?” 
 
She smiled and put the sprayer down, pushing me back and straddling me.  “Darling, you have 

been wonderful to me!  I have never enjoyed just being in bed holding and being held as with you.” 
 
I took the sprayer, blocked a nostril, exhaled and did one up the left side, nice and even.  Held it, 

exhale through mouth, smooth slow inhale again.  Tingling?  Switch sides and repeat.  Handed Dasha 
the sprayer and flopped to my back.  She quickly secured my wrists, draped a fur cover over me, then 
draped herself over that!  She settled in, cradling me nicely to her, rocking, holding me. 

 
I blinked my eyes open -- I was hard, almost painfully hard, and feeling quite stoned!  And I felt 

-- raising my head, I looked down to see Dasha between my legs, stroking my very erect cock with a 
silver and black fur, incredibly soft.  Chinchilla?  My cock, balls, insides of my thighs.  I moaned and let 
my head drop again, closing my eyes.  Different sensation, wet and warm, her mouth, hands and fur still 
going at it.  The warmth of her mouth was replaced by coolness, but not for long.  I managed to lift my 
head and open my eyes in time to see her line me up and slide us together. 

 
As she slid us together, she looked into my eyes.  She held me in her eyes; I couldn’t look away.  
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She swirled her hips, dipping down a little bit more, more, settling her weight on me.  She leaned 
forward, elbows near my shoulders, soft fur touching my neck and face as she held my head. 

 
Looking into her eyes, seeing her smile, her expression changed a little ... and she did something 

with her hips and muscles that sent a lightning bolt of pleasure through me.  I moaned and my vision 
wavered.  She did something else, a gentle rocking of her hips.  “Push,” she told me.  I rocked my hips.  
“Keep going,” she whispered, moving her face closer, her eyes holding me.  I kept rocking my hips; she 
changed the timing of hers so we pulled apart and came together.  When we’d had the rhythm for a bit 
she smiled more and said, “Good, darling -- just like that!” 

 
I could almost relax -- rocking, feeling so good, a nice rhythm I could enjoy for a while. 
 
As we were sliding together, she did that thing with her hips and internal muscles again.  I 

gasped, pushing into her more, so intense and so good, then started sliding apart.  Same place on the 
next cycle, she did it again, and my hips pushed in more, then started sliding apart.  Again, again! 

 
“Good, darling!  Just like that!” she whispered, holding me in her eyes. 
 
I couldn’t stop -- and she wouldn’t stop!  So good, so intense!  I started getting close, stiffening 

up, getting harder to move my hips -- and she stopped, holding us mid-stroke... 
 
Caught in her eyes, her smile, panting, dizzy.  All she did was smile and hold me in her eyes. 
 
Until I was off the edge and she started us moving again, without the added torment, those oh so 

good cycles again.  Adding in the torment once we got back in rhythm, taking me once more to the point 
where I was oh so close, stopping and letting me cool off, then doing the whole thing again. 

 
I don’t know how long that went on.  I was beyond delirious, cresting yet again, barely able to 

move, so close, and this time she took over, moving more, moving slowly and strongly, starting that 
internal squeeze earlier in her stroke.  She started to moan, her vision wavering, holding my head, her 
eyes boring into me as she took me over the edge.  Leaning forward, kissing, my eyes could close,  Oh 
but I wanted to hold her and pull her more on top of me! 

 
She moved a bit, her lips replaced by a fur-covered cushion pressed into me.  She started in with 

her hips and internal muscles again, milking me, squeezing me as she moaned and shook around me. 
 
But then my hands and arms were free!  I could hold her close, wrapping my arms around her 

and the furs, pulling her close.  She made happy noises, moving more, pulling the cushion away but 
replacing it with flesh and fur, wrapping us together once more.  Oh to wrap my arms around her, filled 
with softness and the sound of her heart.  Such a contented sigh from her as we snuggled together. 

 
Waking in her arms to her moving around, squeezing me, kissing my head and making happy 

noises.  I held and squeezed her, running my hands over her, feeling her through the furs. 
 
“Are you getting hungry, darling?” she growled as she held me. 
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In response I squeezed her and found a nipple, sucking hungrily. 
 
She held me and laughed.  “Oh, I should have known!  I need more of that too, darling, but I was 

thinking of something from the kitchen...” 
 
I sighed and rested my head between her breasts.  She wrapped her arms around me and held me 

close, her chuckling turning into a sigh. 
 
We managed to get up, hugging once we stood.  She took me to the loo and cleaned us up.  I was 

a bit sensitive, but also surprisingly responsive. 
 
“How are you feeling, darling?” she asked, immediately taking a few steps back with a big smile. 
 
I pouted, pushing out my lower lip, making her laugh.  I chuckled as well.  “That was quite 

intense.  I feel good, and you feel great!” 
 
She smiled at that, running her hands over her body.  “Mmmm, I agree!”  She looked at me for a 

moment, a carnivorous look that I liked...  “Darling, would you mind going out for dinner?  I want red 
meat.” 

 
I smiled.  “That sounds good!  But we have to get dressed.” 
 
She nodded and sighed.  “Is traditional, yes...” 
 
She insisted on driving. 
 
“Did you enjoy this afternoon, darling?” she asked, putting a hand on my leg. 
 
“You took me to some very interesting places!” I replied, running a hand along her thigh. 
 
“But not too much?” 
 
“It was intense, and good.  The spray was very quick!  I think I’m still feeling it.” 
 
She smiled, nodding.  “Yes!  Most rapid!  Also why I am driving!  What would you do 

different?” 
 
I sighed, shaking my head.  “Not sure...  At times I wanted to hold you so much...  But if my 

hands and arms had been free, I would have grabbed you to finish much earlier, missing so much of the 
fun.” 

 
She gave my shoulder a squeeze, smiling. 
 
“And snuggling and snoozing afterwards is the best part,” I whispered. 
 
She nodded.  “Oh yes, darling -- this is something I did not know before!  To wake with you 
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holding me is so good!  To wake with you at my breast, darling...”  She growled the last part. 
 
We ended up at Outback, which was okay.  I told her some time if we wanted to celebrate, we 

could go to Alexander’s in Cupertino, a carnivore’s paradise, expensive, but worth it. 
 
“Would you like to do that to me, darling?” she asked quietly during dinner. 
 
“Tie you to the tuffet?” I asked.  The thought sent a wave of sensation through me. 
 
“I think answer is yes!” she growled, moving her head closer, brushing my cheek with her lips. 
 
“With you buried in furs?  What are your favorite furs, Dasha darling?” I whispered in her ear. 
 
Fingernails on my leg...  “I think we should discuss this in different place,” she growled. 
 
She insisted on paying for dinner. 
 
Outside in the cool night air, I swept her into a kiss, holding and squeezing her.  She managed to 

run a hand down my front; I was getting hard.  “Mmmm,” she reiterated, “very encouraging!” 
 
She drove us back to the house.  As she was reaching for her keys to unlock the back door, I 

turned her and pushed her up against the back of the house, kissing her, pressing into her.  I was feeling 
almost twenty again! 

 
We made it upstairs.  “I would like to move it to the bedroom,” I suggested. 
 
She smiled.  “Of course, darling!” 
 
We moved the tuffet into the bedroom; I arranged it so the low side was close to the bed. 
 
“What would you like, darling?” she asked, sliding up to me. 
 
“Let’s see how this works,” I suggested, and leaned her over the tuffet, her bottom at the high 

side.  I went around to the low side, stretching her arms forward.  “Hmmm...” I pondered, not sure how 
to make this work. 

 
But she smiled and offered, “We have just the thing, darling!” 
 
She started to get up, but I moved behind her and said, “Just a moment,” and pressed into her 

bottom.  Oh, this was going to be good...  She leaned forward, relaxing, enjoying.  “Very nice, darling!” 
 
I helped her up.  We went into the fur closet.  She went to one section of drawers, looking 

through them until she found...  Wrist cuffs with longer straps on them, and wider ones, “For the knees,” 
she said, handing them to me.  In going through the drawers, I also saw something else which piqued my 
interest...  I’ll come back for that. 
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“And what kind of furs would you like to be smothered in?” I asked, kissing her neck. 
 
She turned and gave me quite the kiss...  She sighed and said, “I promised Julya sister...” then 

turned to a different section of furs.  “Ah, if my hands were free,” she mused, brushing one piece of fur.  
She picked out a fox throw, and another, and what looked to be a piece of sheared beaver. “This will do.  
Now we clean up!” she announced. 

 
We put our bits and pieces on the tuffet.  She headed to the bathroom.  I looked around and 

turned the tuffet so the high and low sides ran parallel to the bed, with the high side closest to the head 
of the bed.  Then I joined Dasha in the bathroom. 

 
We were both quite friendly in cleaning up!  And I was clearly quite ready!  Back in the 

bedroom, Dasha put the larger of the fox throws on the tuffet sideways, then put the beaver where her 
beaver would be.  “This is easier to clean,” she instructed me before laying down.  I got the cuffs on her 
wrists and clipped the straps to the front loops on the tuffet, leaving the straps loose.  With her knees 
bent, the wider ones would work well just above the knee; did those and secured them.  She told me to 
put the other fur throw on top of her, folded so we could both enjoy the fur.  I folded it and draped it 
over her, then ran my hands up and down her back and sides gently.  “Mmmm, thank you, darling,” she 
purred. 

 
Tightened up the wrist straps and told her, “Relax; I’ll be right back.” 
 
Went back to the fur closet and the drawers.  In one I found fur-lined eyeshades; picked those up.  

In another drawer, I got the Hitachi Magic Wand and the extension cord in with it.  Surprise, dear! 
 
Left the Magic Wand by the door and took the eyeshades out and put them on her; a bit of a 

surprise, I hope!  Also got a small towel from the bathroom. 
 
I lifted the fur exposing her bottom and knelt down.  Ran my hands along her thighs eliciting 

moans.  Leaned in and ran my tongue along her slit, which got more than moans!  Replaced the fur and 
went to get the surprise. 

 
There was a wall outlet just outside the nightstand where I plugged in the extension cord.  Picked 

up the Magic Wand -- damn, should have checked it in the fur closet, as she’s bound to recognize the 
sound!  So I took it back into the closet and plugged it into one of the outlets there.  Turned it on --damn 
that was powerful!  Turned it off and held it behind me as I expected to use it, the business end at my 
balls.  Turned it on.  Wow!  Turned it off quick!  I wouldn’t last very long with that kind of additional 
stimulation!  This calls for a change of plans... 

 
Took it back to the bedroom and plugged it in to the extension cord.  Raised the fur again, 

exposing her bottom and that amazing target.  I licked two fingers and teased her for a while, 
occasionally kissing her slit as I ran my hands along her thighs or bottom, some times caressing her with 
the furs. 

 
Idea -- I lifted the sheared beaver, pulling it up between her legs.  Pressed the glory end of the 

Wand against the fur in what should be the proper spot.  Turned it on. 
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As much as she could, she jumped!  And she moaned, pushing her bottom back to meet her 

tormenter, which meant I pulled it back a little, pressing it in again when it was clear she’d reached the 
limit of how much she could move.  I pressed gently, moving her forward again. 

 
I settled on a gentle rhythm, pressing into her a bit and pulling back as she gyrated around it.  

When her vocalizations changed, sounding like she was close, I pulled back and turned it off.  I don’t 
know what she yelled out, but I don’t think it was nice!  In response I pressed it against her through the 
fur again, waited about twenty seconds, and turned it on for just a few seconds.  Quite the response! 

 
I put the Wand down, spreading the fur over her bottom again to keep her warm, and leaned 

forward into her bottom.  Damn, but that fur felt nice!  I straightened my cock up so it was pressing into 
the fur between her cheeks.  Got to be careful, that was a little too good!  Reached up and massaged her 
back and shoulders through the fur.  She muttered a few things, but sighed and smiled, even when I 
stroked her sides going for the sides of her breasts. 

 
I wanted her...  I rocked my hips, pressing into that fur and her pneumatic bottom... 
 
Dropped back again, pulling up the beaver quickly between her legs and tormenting her briefly 

with the Wand, getting her warmed up again.  This time though I saw that shift in her pelvis that I 
associated with her getting close, and she went quiet -- enough of a giveaway for me; I pulled the Wand 
away, letting the beaver fur drop down again. 

 
She whimpered, clutching the fur spread in her hands. 
 
I lined myself up and pushed into her.  Glorious!  She moaned and moved her hips and bottom as 

best she could, moaning and saying things I took to be approving.  I held her hips, pushing into her, 
enjoying the way everything felt, rubbing her bottom with the fur as we rocked together, running my 
fingers up her back and her sides.  I leaned down on her fully, stretching to bite her neck as I held her 
breasts through the fur.  She moaned and moved her bottom as best she could. 

 
Lifting back up, leaning into her, she was rocking and swirling her bottom. 
 
“Relax for a while, please,” I asked her. 
 
She did, and I explored the sensations of pressing into her bottom.  “Oh you feel so good, 

darling!” I moaned to her. 
 
Pressing into her, she did it to me again, something with her internal muscles that made me cry 

out and press into her more.  So she did it again!  I could see her smiling as she drove me crazy... 
 
I picked up the wand and slid it under me.  Her expression changed a little as she felt it touch, 

but she kept up her efforts on me. 
 
I was getting close...  “I hope you’re close, darling,” I moaned. 
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She nodded her head, saying something and rocking her hips in addition to the torment she was 
giving me on the inside. 

 
I turned on the Wand, pressing it in more. 
 
She shrieked, pushing her bottom back and shuddering from head to toe.  For me, the vibration 

on my balls and perineum was too much; I couldn’t hold back, and I hoped she couldn’t either. 
 
She was quivering and moaning as I pressed the wand into her, filling her at the same time.  She 

started vocalizing something, becoming more insistent -- I pulled the wand back a little and she quieted 
down. 

 
I was still quite hard inside her.  I moved the wand back a bit further and put more of my weight 

on it, pressing it into my perineum and the root of my cock.  Damn, I felt the vibration all the way up!  
And from the low moan starting in Dasha, so did she!  I pressed into her more, moving around inside 
her, feeling my cock vibrate.  She moved her hips, working up to the edge.  Her breath caught and she 
let out a shuddering moan, going limp.  I had a feeling like I was coming again, something letting go, 
intense and good.  I pulled the Wand away, turning it off. 

 
I held her hips, panting, my knees against the back of the tuffet.  Wow!  I was going soft, sliding 

out of her.  Managed to get the towel and tuck it under her, and wipe myself off with the other end.  A 
little sensitive!  No shit -- from more use than in how long? 

 
I unclipped her -- moving on my hands and knees.  She was breathing slowly and regularly.  I 

stood up, using the nightstand and the bed, a little wobbly.  Gathered cuffs, the Wand, and its extension 
cord and put them away in the fur closet.  Seeing that spectacular fox coat she’d tormented me with, I 
paused to hold it, to sink into it.  Damn but that’s good! 

 
Back to the bedroom, I turned down the bed.  I took off her eye shades, then rubbed her gently 

with the fur.  She opened her eyes, giving me such an incredible smile and extending her arms. 
 
I moved around on the tuffet, helping her sit up, making sure the towel was under her.  She put 

her arms around me; we kissed. 
 
“Help me to the bathroom?” she asked. 
 
Her legs were wobbly as well; she held me with one hand and the towel with the other.  I helped 

her to the can.  I went to the sink to brush my teeth and wait my turn. 
 
She got up on her own -- I felt her arm on my bare back.  I stood and we kissed.  She whispered 

something in my ear, and I think translated, whispering, “Thank you, darling.” 
 
“Thank you,” I replied, holding her close. 
 
I got my turn on the can, sitting with a sigh, my eyes closing.  Heard the sink going. 
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Opened my eyes to a touch on my shoulder.  Dasha was standing in front of me.  She slid her 
hands to the back of my head, holding me to a nipple.  “Mmm...” she announced to the world. 

 
Now my knees were wobbly again!  We finished our routine and made it to bed.  I helped her in.  

She settled in with a big sigh, turning to me smiling and with open arms.  I got in, letting her draw me to 
where I wanted to be.  She swaddled us in pillows and furs.  We settled in.  She sighed and kissed my 
forehead, a hand at the back of my head cradling me just right.  “Go to sleep, my wonderful man,” she 
whispered, and kissed me once more, taking me to a place of comfort and safety in her arms. 

 
 

End of part 1 
Rev 2011/07/31 
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Monday 
 
So nice waking up in someone’s arms in the morning!  Even if it is to an alarm clock, hitting the 

snooze bar and snuggling for a few more minutes makes a big difference.  But we got up, showered 
together, dried off together.  Dasha let me say goodbye, a little while on each side.  Then it was dress 
and head downstairs.  Nothing more than that; I guess we both were in business/travel mode. 

 
She’d packed last night, her carry-on bag and boarding pass ready to go.  And her sister’s 

incoming flight from Los Angeles was early! 
 
“How will we recognize each other?” I asked, again, as she helped me put on my “new” fur-lined 

leather jacket. 
 
“She will recognize you, and you will recognize her -- she is my big sister,” Dasha told me as we 

hugged.  We put her bag in the back of my car and headed off. 
 
“Did you enjoy last night?” I had to ask. 
 
She sighed, moving a hand to my shoulder and touching me gently, moving her fingers up to my 

neck, sending a sexual charge through me.  “You are very creative man, and very caring.  I thought I 
knew what would happen.”  Such a smile!  “You are very creative!”  She sighed, playing with the hair at 
the back of my neck.  “Curling up in bed with you after, putting you to sleep in my arms, going to sleep 
with you at my breast, having you at my breast most of the night and waking with you there...  Darling 
Rob, that is very special.”  Her voice had gone down to a whisper. 

 
“I wonder how they’ve moved the cheese this time,” I muttered, changing the subject as we 

approached the San Jose airport.  Still/yet in the throes of construction, moving things around... 
 
She laughed and moved her hand to my leg.  “Riding with such a wonderful man is much better, 

not to worry about such problems.”  She sighed.  “I will miss you -- be patient with my sister?” 
 
What was that? 
 
I parked in the short-term area across from the terminal housing SouthWest and others.  We 

crossed to the terminal and parted company with more hugs and a kiss.  Dasha went upstairs to check in 
and I went to baggage claim to wait for her sister.  That left me standing there sighing.  What a trip! 

 
Checking one of the info displays, the flight was supposedly at the gate.  I walked to the 

designated baggage carousel.  As I did -- is that Leo?  Recognized him from my checkered past, and 
from his frown, he recognized me.  Okay, he’s working, so I won’t bug him, just a curt nod and wait. 

 
Standing in the open, with a clear view of people coming down the stairs from the arrival exit, 

and with a clear view of the baggage carousel.  Hurry up and wait. 
 
People starting to dribble down the stairs and down the escalator; a good sign. 
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“Big sister?” I think so!  A head taller than Dasha, at least a cup-size larger, same hair colour and 
style, and the leather coat she was wearing -- a family member of the one I had on!  She saw me and 
laughed, waving.  As I went to meet her, I distinctly heard Leo say, “Oh fuck!”  When I quickly glanced 
back at him, he’d turned away.  Interesting! 

 
“Robert!  So good to meet you!” Julya said, pulling me to a full body hug.  I returned the favor.  

She felt very good, definitely the big sister!  I turned us as we hugged -- Leo was looking the other way. 
 
“It’s good to meet you as well.  Checked bags?” I asked 
 
“Oh yes!  A very successful trip!  Where is Dasha sister?” 
 
I looked at my watch.  “About to get on her flight, I would imagine.” 
 
She looked me over again and gave me another strong hug.  “I am so happy you met!” 
 
“So am I,” I agreed.  Looking around, Leo stood twenty feet or so behind us, a hand over the side 

of his face, another guy standing next to him.  Leo was shaking his head.  This is definitely a data point! 
 
For such a new facility, the klaxon on the baggage carousel sounded like something out of the 

1900’s.  It blatted, lights flashed, and the carousel groaned to a start, circling invisible bags for a couple 
of minutes before disgorging anything possibly of interest to the gathering throng. 

 
I saw one, two, three...  Very large bags, very!  “Let me guess -- the three big dark blue ones?” I 

suggested to Julya. 
 
“Yes!  How did you know?” she asked, arm around my waist giving me a squeeze. 
 
“Had to be,” I told her.  I figured we could do it, though.  I’d handled a ten foot conference table 

before.  Did I still have the straps?  If I didn’t, I was screwed -- no, just have to go home and get them. 
 
At least they weren’t that heavy!  Bulky, yes!  “Any more?” I asked, afraid of an answer. 
 
“This is all!  Very good!” she said. 
 
At least they had wheels.  I pulled two and she got one, and her carry-on.  When we turned to the 

doors, Leo and compatriot were nowhere to be found. 
 
We headed to the parking garage, and to my car. 
 
“No, is not possible!” Julya announced as we walked up to my Mini Cooper dragging three huge 

bags and her carryon. 
 
I smiled.  I figured one would fit in the back after flipping down the rear seats, and her carry-on 

would go with it.  I’ve got a rack on top of the car; a cow-orker the first time she saw my car cooed, “It’s 
so cute!  It’s got handles!”  Yeah, the roof rack does kind of look like handles.  I’ve also got aluminum 
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bars running from the front to the rear rack member.  I use them to mount things like direction finding 
arrays, antennas and tuners, Doppler radar, pen test gear, a home-made ECM pod, all sorts of fun stuff. 

 
At our startup, I’d gotten a panic call at lunch time from Phil one day -- he gave me an address 

and said, “Get here as quick as you can!”  I did, only to find him sitting on top of a (free) wood 
conference table that had to be ten feet long!  But we got it on top of my Mini, strapped it down, and 
made it back to our little rented office, now outfitted with a much more business-like table. 

 
“Is possible!” I told Julya as I opened the back.  Good, the bag with the straps!  Got that out, 

flopped the seats forward, and put one large bag and the carryon into the car. 
 
Swung one large bag up top in the front, the other large bag behind it.  Opened the bag of straps. 
 
Julya was hopping up and down and clapping, saying something I didn’t understand, then, “Very 

good!  You are very clever man!” 
 
“Prepared, too,” I admitted, sotto voce, getting out the straps. 
 
It took a few minutes, with her help, to get the two large bags secured.  As long as I don’t drive 

like I usually do, we shouldn’t have problems.  “Drive it like a Camry,” I told myself, getting in.  I 
looked to Julya as she bucked in.  “We will drive slow.” 

 
She nodded, grinning.  “Is good idea!” 
 
Driving through the parking structure looking for the exit (driving slowly), I spotted... 
 
“Julya -- see that guy standing over there?  As we go by, wave to him and blow him a kiss 

please?”  I pointed to Leo’s friend from baggage claim. 
 
She laughed and did just that, definitely making eye contact, smiling and blowing him a kiss.  I 

think that counts as being outed... 
 
After we’d paid and were out of the parking structure trying to find our way out, she asked, 

“Who was he?  A friend?” 
 
I smiled and shook my head.  “I believe he is local FBI -- he was talking to a guy in baggage 

claim that I know is FBI.” 
 
Both her eyebrows went up.  “FBI?  You are certain of this?” 
 
I nodded.  “I worked with him a year ago?  I recognized him this morning and he gave me a look 

that said he was working.  When I stepped up to meet you, he said some naughty words.   Why would he 
do that, dear?” 

 
She sat there with pursed lips. 
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My usual approach leaving the airport involves enthusiastic cornering -- a squealing tire is a 
happy tire, after all.  Not today!  Drive like I’m a lobotomized Camry owner with a pile of stuffed 
animals in the back window.  Shook my head -- used to tell my daughter when we saw a car with those 
in the rear window that each one took five points off the driver’s IQ.  She laughed and told me it had to 
be more like ten. 

 
Drove carefully back to the house and pulled into the driveway. 
 
“Bags go to workroom behind garage,” Julya announced as I parked. 
 
I opened the back and pulled out the first one, then worked on the straps. 
 
She was nowhere to be seen when I had the bags down and the straps restowed.  Took the two 

bags in through the open garage door, past Dasha’s Audi wagon and a few year old E-class Mercedes. 
 
A door in the back of the garage was open -- I’d not explored the area.  Wheeled the bags into a 

largish workroom.  Julya had the bag up on a large table. 
 
She’d taken off her leather coat.  She was wearing a simple button-up fabric top with mid-length 

sleeves.  She was definitely Dasha’s b-i-g sister -- taller, bigger hips, much bigger bust line, great 
looking waist.  Nicely developed shoulders, athletic but not a gymnast; too tall for a gymnast.  Gymnast 
in bed?  There’s hope... 

 
“Good -- up here,” she indicated. 
 
I put the bags up on the table with their friend.  “Open,” she told me as I lifted them up. 
 
I opened one.  Inside, clear plastic bags containing furs? 
 
She was taking similar plastic bags out of her bag, slicing a corner, and loading them on to open 

wire shelves which were suspended above an open freezer? 
 
“We are loading furs into a freezer?” I summarized. 
 
She looked to me and smiled.  “Yes!”  Her bag empty, she moved it to the shelf under the table 

and pulled the next bag closer.  I opened the third one, watching her as she quickly loaded bags on to the 
wire racks. 

 
The rack assembly was suspended on cables, a pulley arrangement, going to a shaft with a motor 

- gearbox on it.  Okay, this is definitely purpose-built! 
 
As she moved a bag to the rack, she slashed a corner using a box cutter. 
 
Looking around the room more, there were a couple of very industrial-looking sewing machines 

-- for furs?  A pair of large rotating-drum things, with storage drums of something next to them.  
Various sized dressmaking mannequins with clear plastic covers along one wall.  Door that looked like 
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it was to a walk-in freezer (refrigerator).  Cold storage for furs? 
 
“Julya, why are we loading furs into a freezer?” 
 
She gave me a puzzled look, then waved me closer.  She held up a bag with a fur in it, then 

slashed the corner.  She held it up and sniffed it, squeezing it gently a couple of times.  She nodded and 
held it up to me.  I took a sniff. 

 
“What did you smell?” she asked. 
 
I shrugged.  “Old perfume?  And something musty?” 
 
She smiled and put the bag on one of the wire rack shelves.  “Very good -- good nose!  Old 

perfume, possibly mites, maybe other things living in furs.  We put in freezer for week and all those 
things are gone!  We take her out and clean, then grade for use.” 

 
I pulled the last bag over to her and put the second one, now empty, underneath with its friend. 
 
She smiled.  “Thank you!” 
 
With the contents of the third one loaded, she moved to a control panel and pushed a button that 

lowered the rack into the freezer.  We unhooked the clips and she hit another button that raised them 
again.  Together we closed the freezer lid; she snapped down a pair of latches and put a lock on one. 

 
“Very good!” she called out.  We walked out of the garage.  She got her carry-on bag and headed 

into the house.  She walked to the office, announcing, “More work!” and closed the door in my face! 
 
Okay...  I looked at my watch.  If I headed over on surface streets, the electronics place with the 

Euro power socket I needed would be open about the time I got there.  After that, swing by my house for 
clothes for my Tuesday fun meeting, and head back here for a while at least; I do have more work and 
mysteries to solve.  Dasha did warn me to have patience with her sister... 

 
I visited the loo before I headed out.  Brought up the destination on my GPS and told it to lead 

me there.  No, think I’ll use Central Expressway this time of morning instead of the 101 parking lot... 
 
Got the combo Euro socket I needed.  Did an eyeball comparison with the kind I had on the box 

now; the mounting hardware and spacing looked the same.  Let’s hope so!  Traffic hadn’t quite 
dissipated on the way back to my house, but it wasn’t that bad.  I picked up clothes for tomorrow.  Don’t 
think I need anything in the way of tools.  Oh!  Can I find one of Leo’s biz cards?  Yes!  Let’s see what 
the future brings... 

 
Back to the house, left my clothes hanging in my car.  Took the socket upstairs to what was 

becoming my workroom off the den.  To swap out the socket I had to take off the fancy perforated metal 
cover I’d made, which involved a lot of screws.  Tedious but mindless work.  Swapped out the socket 
and reassembled.  Plugged it in.  I’d seen a DMM case in one of the buckets -- found it, opened it to find 
a nice high-end Fluke multimeter.  That should work!  Turned my power supply on, held down the test 
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button and the lamps lit up.  Checked the voltage output, 230.6 Vrms, close enough.  Power things 
down.  Guess it works; we’ll try later.  Maybe late Thursday, who knows. 

 
Now back to the network issues...  Tugged gently on the USB cable from the mystery box to the 

cable modem, giving my self some slack to work with.  Clipped it in place on my vampire stage, then 
dissected away part of the outer plastic layer with the scalpel.  Opened up the cheesy wire braid -- not a 
high-quality USB cable -- and then the foil wrap.  Four wires, which I spread out and clipped into the 
stage.  My cable-piercing probes were made from 30 gauge silver-plated acupuncture needles; strong, 
sharp, and good conductors.  Placed them in the lines using a pair of jeweler’s pliers.  Wires from the 
probes went to the small circuit board on the vampire stage which held my FET isolation circuitry.  Ran 
a USB cable from the vampire tap to my laptop and started up Wireshark again. 

 
“Bingo!” I congratulated myself, seeing packets flying by. 
 
Started studying those packets...  Not surprisingly, most seemed to be for a GRE (encrypted) 

tunnel.  Yeah, that’s how I’d do things.  Okay, let’s start cracking headers and other packets open. 
 
“Idiot,” I told myself a few minutes later.  I was used to doing packet analysis on the big 

machine at home; I didn’t have the right libraries loaded on my MacBook Pro.  I knew where to get 
them -- but I hadn’t told that machine to talk to the outside world.  Another trip! 

 
Back to the house, telling the guardians of the gate to let my MacBook Pro in again.  Dumped a 

folder to the USB memory stick I always carry as well. 
 
A little after eleven -- I stopped at Togos, a local sandwich chain for lunch.. Small number 

sixteen no lettuce extra peppers on an onion roll for here, please. 
 
Okay, there’s a bigger rat in the barn...  It had been mirroring Ethernet from the two desktops in 

the office, and has a stinkload of smaller cables running to it, not Ethernet or USB -- so what are they?  
All that stuff gets digested and dumped out through the USB2 connection to the cable modem.  That 
puts a definite upper bound on bandwidth -- can’t be just shoveling all the traffic from the desktops. 

 
Thought to myself how much I liked target disk mode on the Macs -- hold down the “T” key 

while booting the machine and it turns into a Firewire external disk drive.  All of a sudden, I really 
wanted to scan the drives in those desktop Dell boxes, and from a different system, to sniff out rootkits 
and other vermin.  I was betting on a keylogger at least. 

 
Finished my sandwich and swung back by the house, picking up the IDE and SATA drive sleds 

so I could pull and scan the drives.  Put them and their power supplies in a Trader Joe’s reusable bag as I 
was gathering a lot of crap to take upstairs! 

 
Drove back to the house and hauled things upstairs.  Updated my Wireshark libraries and started 

whacking packets. 
 
GRE tunnel, not surprising.  Bursty traffic, not continuous.  I smiled -- I know how I can get 

more info out of this thing...  Stop packet capture.  Walk over to the rack and pull the power connector 
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from the back of the cable modem.  Back to my laptop and resume packet capture.  Apply power to the 
cable modem.  Sit and wait until we have steady-state. 

 
When I had a good bushel of packets, I started looking through them.  Where’s that IP?  Points to 

Dallas.  A relay?  Does TOR use GRE?  Don’t know. 
 
I know something is sending data in a GRE tunnel to a box in Dallas.  It’s bursty.  Yeah, there 

are the usual handshakes, but those are easy to spot. 
 
The door opened and Julya came in. 
 
“Oh darling, you are here!  I am so sorry!” 
 
I turned as she approached and I found myself smothered to a very full bosom.  I held her waist 

as she squeezed me to her still-clothed bosom, rattling on about having work she had to get done but 
feeling so sad when she looked and I had gone and she was so happy I was back she wanted to get to 
know me better had I eaten lunch yet? 

 
Yes, I’d had lunch.  What could I do for her? 
 
She gave me a squeeze and growled about being tired and dirty from her flying.  She was 

thinking of taking a shower and then having a short nap before fixing us dinner. 
 
I ran my hands along her back; a nap would be nice.  Would she like me to scrub her back? 
 
No, not this time -- it would be a quick shower.  Was there anything particular I would like? 
 
I’d moved to mouthing a nipple through her blouse and bra; she was cradling my head and 

giving me the occasional extra squeeze.  I moved my head between her breasts again and told her that if 
she showered and washed well, I would have to find out how she tasted, and that would help her relax 
for her nap. 

 
She growled and moved me to the other side, squeezing me closer.  Then I should join her in her 

bedroom in ten minutes? 
 
When she let go of me enough so that I could breathe I told her I would be there. 
 
She gave me a kiss on the top of the head and left the room. 
 
I sighed and turned back to my work.  Parked things in a safe condition.  The alligators will still 

be here later! 
 
Should I haul the power supply to the fur vault between the bedrooms?  Not yet, I decided.  I 

went to Dasha’s bedroom, stripped, and used the loo, spending a few minutes in seated contemplation 
before cleaning up.  Washed and dried the happy bits.  Now for some fun! 
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I decided to take the shortcut through the fur closet.  Hadn’t noticed the automatic closers on the 
doors before. 

 
Stepping into the coolness, the scent, one of the lights was on?  I looked and saw Julya sitting at 

a table. 
 
“Shortcut,” I said quickly, pointing to the other door; I think she was as surprised as I was. 
 
She smiled, closing a small door in the cabinet she was sitting in front of. 
 
When she stood, I gasped -- she was wearing a dark brown fur, so thick, so deep, it made her 

look huge.  I’d touched it before...  A tingle spread across my body just looking at her. 
 
She swayed closer, smiling, and engulfed me in it, pulling me in, kissing.  As we kissed I 

wrapped my arms around her, sinking into the fur, being enveloped in it.  The fur felt so good, and she 
felt even better inside it.  I could feel the fullness of her breasts, her waist, the shape of her bottom. 

 
She pulled my head into the thick collar of the coat, so soft.  I caught a scent, and started moving 

my head trying to get more of it. 
 
She took my hand and led me to her bed, pushing me back on it, sliding up on top of me.  I 

gasped as she slid on to me, covered by her weight and that delicious fur, kissing once more. 
 
She pushed up onto all fours, smiling, saying something in her native tongue.  She slid a hand 

behind my head, the fur on the sleeve caressing the back of my neck and my shoulder.  She moved up 
sensuously, dipping her shoulders and easing me into the thickness of the fur collar.  I closed my eyes 
and let the softness take me.  I moaned as that delicious scent got stronger, and moved my head to 
follow it.  I met the softness of a breast and quickly latched on to her nipple; she responded by holding 
me close, smothering me in her and the fur.  I held her, filling myself.  I was dizzy, my arms failing; off 
in the distance I realized this was probably a cousin of one of the drugs Dasha introduced me to. 

 
As my arms fell away, she moved me to her other nipple, still enveloped in fur, but not the 

intensity of the scent.  She held me, murmuring something, moving my head slightly, encouraging me. 
 
Oh it was familiar -- after a while I had that stoned and painfully hard feeling again, moaning 

and able to hold her more.  That must have been the signal for her to move, taking me inside her.  I was 
so hard, and she was so wet that it only took a few ever-deepening strokes to join us fully. 

 
Her weight on top of me, the fur, being held to her breast, it was all so good, my head buzzing, 

trying to hold on... 
 
I managed to push her up a bit; she straightened her arms.  “Wait, slow down!  Stop for a 

moment!” I managed to call out. 
 
She stopped, lifting her hips up a bit.  “Too much, darling?  Are you all right?” she asked, 

concerned. 
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I pulled her hips down on me again.  “It’s wonderful!  I want it to last!” 
 
She smiled and started moving her hips slowly.  “And I want you to fill me,” she growled, 

rocking slowly, sensuously. 
 
My hands were on her breasts, feeling them through the seductively soft and full collar of the 

coat.  She didn’t seem to mind...  “Please sit up on me, and don’t move for a bit.  Please...” I whispered. 
 
She sat up, holding my hands where they were, letting her head go back and moving her hips.  

Oh, that felt so good!  I pulled one hand away, licked my thumb, and put it where it would do more 
good, teasing her button.  She sighed something I couldn’t understand, then looked at me and said, 
“Very nice, darling, yes, oh yes...” 

 
I found the right spot and the right rhythm...  “Please, just let me help,” I begged her. 
 
“Oh, very nice,” she moaned.  She moved my other hand inside the coat on to her skin.  I started 

rolling her nipple between my fingers.  She clamped a hand on the outside of the coat, over my hand.  
“Not yet, darling,” she whispered.  “I will tell you...” 

 
“Then finish me on a nipple,” I suggested. 
 
She looked at me with pure lust.  “Oh yes, darling...”  She moved her hips, moving me around a 

bit.  My head was buzzing; I was so stoned, and so hard.  Yet I knew from recent experience I could go 
from that feeling of being able to last a long time to inevitability in a heartbeat... 

 
Her hips were jiggling more, making it harder for me to maintain contact and match her rhythm.  

Both her hands were on the full collar of the coat, massaging her breasts through the soft, dense fur.  Her 
breathing shifted, and she sighed, “Now,” and something I didn’t understand.  I squeezed her nipple 
gently, rolling it, feeling her delicious breast as I worked on her nub with the other hand. 

 
Her hips moved more, her head went back, and she shuddered atop me as she let out a satisfied 

moaning sigh. 
 
I let my eyes close, enjoying.  I opened them when she pulled my hand from her middle.  She 

slipped a hand under my head again, and with a look of lust and determination, leaned forward.  Once 
again she plunged me through the soft shock of the fur, taking me to her nipple and setting her hips into 
ecstatic motion.  I don’t know if she was merciful or merciless; she squeezed me, rocked me, moving 
her hips and her body, and kept going and going and going long after I’d come and was barely able to 
hold on to her.  Her hips stilled and she settled in to hold me, enveloping me once more in softness. 

 
That’s where I woke, still attached to a nipple, with her weight partially on top of me.  We’d 

detached from the waist down, and it felt as if I had something ... I moved my free hand and felt a towel 
at my groin.  I moved both hands through the thickness of the fur, holding her as I devoured her nipple.  
So good!  She moaned and started to move in my arms, holding my head more.  I felt rumblings ... could 
I be ready again so soon?  I moved her a bit to get to her other nipple, the one with the perfume.  I found 
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her nipple, and some of the scent, but it wasn’t as strong or mind-altering. 
 
Julya held me, and from the sound of her laughter, I guess she figured out what I was searching 

for.  She moved my head some, bringing me to a different piece of soft cloth or something on the inside 
of the coat.  I took a deep breath through my nose.  A little more, but not much, and it didn’t have that 
zing.  I returned to her nipple, pulling her more on top of me. 

 
“You want more, darling?  I want more, so you shall have more!  But I also need dinner!  Here, 

we do this...” 
 
She moved me around, repositioning part of the coat as well, surrounding me with skin and fur, 

cradling me to her, rocking gently...  So good, dizzying in a different way, and I soon faded out. 
 
I faded in to her nipple pulling away replaced by her lips and a full body kiss.  I held her, and she 

engulfed me in fur again, holding me until I started to fade.  “Is that fair?” I sighed, pushing myself up 
on an elbow; she was already sitting up. 

 
She chuckled and pulled me on top of her.  “Is very nice, darling!” 
 
We managed to get up.  She teased me with the coat a little more, holding, smothering, and 

cosseting me.  Glorious! 
 
We both put on simple robes and headed downstairs after straightening up the bed a little. 
 
“You can open wine for us?” Julya suggested. 
 
“Of course,” I agreed.  But that meant I couldn’t keep running my hands over her...  “I still want 

to hold you and feel you!” I complained. 
 
“Good, darling -- we will have time!”  She opened the refrigerator and handed me a cold bottle 

of Riesling.  As I looked at it, she said, “I also did errands!  Such as getting us food to eat!” 
 
I opened the wine and poured us each a glass while she got out a rice cooker and started that 

going.  We both worked on a green salad.  She was surprised when I mentioned that Dasha had cooked 
for us. 

 
“Only two things Dasha sister does better than me -- one is back flips,” she smirked. 
 
I put an arm around her waist.  “The other, she was very good at!” 
 
Julya turned us together, putting her arms around my neck.  “Did you like the way I held you?” 
 
As I rested my head on her shoulder, she slipped a hand behind my head cradling me to her and 

closing my eyes.  “That was wonderful -- I want to go to sleep tonight in your arms, and wake up there 
in the morning.” 
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“Oh you will darling,” she whispered. 
 
I made some remark, I’m not sure what; I’d thought that she was older than Dasha, and 

something about the size difference between them. 
 
“No, darling -- Dasha sister is three years older!  I am the baby girl!”  she said with an incredible 

smile.  She looked at the rice cooker and the clock.  “Would you like to hear family story?” 
 
“Yes, please,” I told her, still with my arms around her waist. 
 
She pulled out one of the chairs to the kitchen table, a wooden chair without arms.  She sat me in 

it, then sat in my lap facing me!  I put my arms around her again and rested my head on her.  “Very 
nice,” I sighed. 

 
She chuckled and held me for a moment.  “You are a good catch...  Ah...  We start with mother -- 

she was very, very good gymnast -- silver medal gymnast!  She, and many others, were working hard to 
compete again when man who headed sports program was purged.  Purged, gone!  Mother was also 
coaching younger girls.  She was swept out with many other coaches.  Lucky she had other training, and 
found position as schoolteacher, also coaching at that school.  But it was poor school, not much pay, 
with small, cold flat.  And she was pregnant with Dasha!  Dasha father was gymnast and coach, also 
swept away in purge.  He did not like this new life, and soon he left.  Nobody knows where.  With not 
good pay, nutrition not so good either, no?  This is hard on mother, and not the best for her baby.  But 
Dasha is born a healthy happy girl.” 

 
“When Dasha was only six months, new sports director takes over and changes direction.  People 

come to see mother.  They tell her, you were great gymnast, now we need you to be great coach!  They 
took her and Dasha sister to new sports town, to a new flat with heat and light, with dedicated staff, with 
plenty of food and care.  Mother so happy!  She loves working with the girls, teaching, coaching, 
helping.  She is firm and loving both, knowing they are still young girls, giving them room to grow and 
time to be girls.  In year and a half, she helps take team to Olympics!” 

 
“Her girls compete hard and well.  No medals that time, but everyone, even other competitors 

and coaches, say how improved they are, how good the girls are, how happy, and how they will do 
anything for coaches they love and trust.  Mother did not bring back any medals, but she brought back 
something very special.”  She threw her hands in the air and said with a big smile, “Me!” 

 
That opened her robe enough to give me the opportunity I wanted to take a nipple again, my 

arms around her.  She laughed and held me, pressing her hips into me.  “I am so glad you are still 
hungry,” she growled. 

 
“Nine months after Olympics, Dasha has baby sister!  So many things were different with 

mother; nutrition, rest, stress...  Also father, who was tall man, Swedish track coach.  I was big baby!” 
 
“We grew, happy loving home with many friends.  We were both started early in gymnastics.  

Dasha was very good.  Julya not so good, tall even at young age.  But as we grew, other sports found 
me.  At first it was summer, track and field, but then winter, particularly cross-country.  Dasha competed 



Tight Fit 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 63 http://www.asstr.org/~artie/ 

in gymnastics; I competed in cross-country and biathlon, ski and rifle.”  She squeezed me and sighed.  
“Still hard to describe, helping mother watching Dasha compete in Olympics, in winter knowing mother 
and Dasha are watching as I compete.  Seeing your sister standing on podium getting medal, standing on 
another podium getting medal myself.  So many years ago, yet such bright memories...” 

 
We held each other for a while in silence. 
 
“Mother was very smart.  She made us study, made all her girls study, because she knew sport 

would only provide lasting career for a very few.  The girls who followed her advice are very glad they 
did.  When our country fell apart years ago, Dasha and I were well prepared.  It has been interesting 
journey, and here we are!”  She kissed me on the head.  “And now your story?” 

 
She leaned back a bit.  I looked up into her face, moving my arms from around her waist to her 

hips, pulling her hips closer.  I think she wrapped her legs around the back of the chair, pulling herself 
closer.  I smiled and sighed.  “That’s nice,” I whispered.  She did it rhythmically a few times more.  “We 
need to make love looking in each others’ eyes,” I suggested to her.  She smiled more, moving her head 
closer, looking into my eyes as she rocked her hips against me.  I slid my hands up her back as I tilted 
my head a little to the side.  We kissed. 

 
She leaned back again, hands on my shoulders.  I put my hands on her breasts. 
 
“Your story?” she asked once more. 
 
A far simpler story; growing up in Southern California, going back East to college to study 

Physics and Math.  I got tied up with computers and electronics as well, as I needed to build tools to do 
the things I wanted to do.  Turned out I was good at building tools, as well as with theory.  Back to the 
Left Coast, the bay area, getting my doctorate in Physics, getting married along the way, going to work 
for a local company, working in their research labs until the place was taken over by vermin with 
MBAs.  They retired me, and I did some start-ups, making a lot of money.  But a few years ago, my wife 
and daughter were killed by a drunk driver and the company that employed him is still fighting.  I sighed 
and told her that we held each other in bed every night and every morning.  Most nights I went to sleep 
in my wife’s arms, and on good mornings that’s how we woke up. 

 
Julya wrapped her arms around me and held me close again. 
 
Something went beep-beep, demanding attention.  She kissed me on the head again and stood up. 
 
I enjoyed watching her move.  “You are beautiful,” I told her. 
 
She glanced over her shoulder at me and smiled. 
 
I helped by setting the table, occasionally running my hands over her.  She had two very nice 

looking pieces of ahi and a rapidly heating skillet.  “That looks delicious, but you are better,” I told her. 
 
She chuckled.  “You are biased,” she replied. 
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“I am very lucky,” I admitted. 
 
That got another look and a bigger smile.  “So are we!” 
 
Dinner was simple; ahi seared on both sides, rice with butter, green salad, wine.  I interrupted our 

dinner conversation to let her know I had a very important meeting in the morning, and had to leave the 
house around eight thirty, ready and able to drive and attend a business meeting.  She smiled and told 
me she understood; she had an important call at eight thirty in the morning as well.  Then with a 
different smile and flared nostrils she told me she would be sure I slept well... 

 
I also told her of the rats in the barn -- others probably getting into their computer network, and 

that someone had been monitoring both the computers in the office; I had put a stop to both of those.  I 
was still concerned, though, and I would assume that both computers in the office and everything on 
them had been compromised until I was able to check them. 

 
That got quite the frown, and a serious nod.  “Unfortunately this makes sense.  When could you 

do this checking?” 
 
“I can start when I get back from my meeting in the morning, around ten or eleven.” 
 
She nodded again, muttering something in a language I didn’t understand.  Don’t think it was 

friendly.  “Yes...  This is most troubling...  But it fits...” 
 
After a few more moments of frowning, her smile returned.  “So tonight and tomorrow morning I 

cannot use; we must find something else to do!  And I still wish to go to bed early!” 
 
“That sounds like a good idea to me,” I agreed.  “Shall we clean up the kitchen?” 
 
She chuckled and shook her head.  “Dasha told me you were quite a catch.  I am almost ready to 

believe what she told me.” 
 
“I hope she told you I need to be held,” I whispered. 
 
She smiled and took my hand in hers.  “Oh yes, she told me that, and how good you were at 

keeping her warm.  There is more of me to keep warm, darling...”  She wiggled her shoulders a bit. 
 
“I will have to hold you closer, then...” 
 
We cleaned up the kitchen.  Putting things away in the fridge, Julya took out a bowl covered with 

plastic wrap.  “Silly Dasha sister!” she said, showing me the bowl.  I smiled -- it was our spiked fruit, 
with just a few pieces of fruit left in around a cup of the liquid.  “We share?” I suggested. 

 
She nodded and handed me the bowl, going to a drawer.  When she turned back with a fork, I 

had one of the six pieces of fruit in my fingers, holding it out for her.  She smiled and put the fork back! 
 
We fed each other the fruit.  Much better with fingers!  I drank about half the liquid and passed it 
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to her; she drank the rest.  Rinsed the bowl and into the dishwasher it went. 
 
Secure the downstairs, and upstairs for us.  We did our nighttime bathroom thing, neither of us 

hesitating at the other’s presence.  If anything, I was quite friendly...  “I want to see you, feel you, taste 
you!” I told her.  And I held still for her while she washed and dried me, my interest perking up. 

 
Finishing in the bathroom, I thought I felt a bit of a glow from the fruit and the wine. 
 
In the bedroom she stood naked by the side of the bed, arms up, smiling.  “Here I am!” 
 
I approached, looking, touching, kissing.  “What is this?” I said, kneeling and kissing scars on 

the side of her left knee. 
 
She sighed.  “That is end of my life as Olympic competitor.  I tore a ligament.  Mother wanted to 

take me to Paris or Berlin for surgery.  We let ourselves be talked into staying...  And they used a man’s 
ligament, so whenever I need to use public toilet, that leg goes to men’s toilet...” 

 
I chuckled; she had a good attitude at least.  I kissed her knee.  “Could it be repaired, improved?” 
 
She sighed.  “Perhaps, but that part of my life is over.” 
 
I moved from kissing her knee to kissing her neatly trimmed thatch, running my hands up her 

legs to her bottom.  She sighed, spreading her legs a little and shifting her hips.  Staying on my knees, I 
backed her up to the edge of the bed.  She leaned back with a sigh.  I caressed and kissed the insides of 
her thighs to get her warmed up, then put her legs on my shoulders and moved in for dessert. 

 
But after a warmup, she was moaning, “No, no -- up here with me!” pulling me up with her. 
 
A I moved up on the bed, she pulled that incredible deep brown coat closer.  “Dasha sister 

warned me about you,” she growled as she smothered me in the fur, then uncovered my face just enough 
to hold me to a nipple.  Soon she was on top of me, with me deep inside her, rocking.  I was lost, tangled 
up in her and in the furs.  At one point I realized she’d slowed down.  I held her closer and moved to 
drown myself more in the softness of the fur as I devoured her nipple.  That must have been her signal to 
sweep her hips, pressing down more on me, quickly taking both of us to the edge.  I moaned and she 
swirled me in the fur, smothering me to her breast as she moved her hips encouraging me more.  I felt 
her quiver around me as I filled her, hearing a satisfied moan and sigh.  She cradled me so nicely as we 
wound down, kissing my forehead and wrapping us in fur as we settled in, holding me as I held her. 

 
I woke in the darkness; I needed to pee.  I untangled myself carefully from furs and bedclothes 

and made it to the bathroom.  What a trip!  I had a sip of water afterwards and headed back to bed.  
Walking by her makeup and whatnot table in the bedroom, I picked up one of the perfume bottles on a 
little shelf in front of the mirror.  I took a little sniff, then a deep one -- very nice!  A pang went through 
me -- after my wife died, occasionally I’d put a bit of our favorite perfume just below my nose before 
going to bed, or in the middle of the night if I was having trouble sleeping.  I stoppered that bottle and 
put it back.  Picked up another and gave it a sniff.  Interesting, spicier -- I took a deep breath of that one 
and put it back. 
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I’d been holding my breath, holding it in me, and as I got to the bed, it hit me like the kick of a 

mule, my head buzzing and my cock being on fire!  Julya was on her side and stomach on top of the fur 
coat, her bottom so luscious, a glistening target between those shapely legs...  I licked two fingers as I 
moved closer on my knees; I started working those fingers along her glistening nether lips as I got one 
end of that fur with my other hand and stroked myself with it. 

 
Julya moaned and moved, opening her legs a bit more.  I moved closer, straddling her and 

starting myself into her.  With a gasp and a moan we slid together.  Leaning forward on her, I grasped 
the edges of the fur under her, pulling it around her, trapping her in it.  I had part of the so thick collar 
near my face; I enjoyed the sensation of the collar as I enjoyed the sensation of riding her pneumatic 
bottom.  She moaned and struggled underneath me.  I lifted up a bit, pulling the fur more around her, 
trapping her more.  I took one of the sleeves and wrapped it more around her head, holding it with more 
of the fur.  That did something intense to her as she started moaning and shuddering under me, pulling 
her knees up a bit and giving me more of her bottom to ride.  I leaned forward, practically collapsing on 
top of her, holding on to her shoulders, holding her in the fur still, riding her bottom and trying to drown 
myself once again in the softness of the furs.  As I got to the edge, I had to hold her hips, to help me get 
deeper into her.  As I came, she pushed back more and did some kind of wiggle that was incredible, 
making me moan and thrust so deep into her. 

 
I fell to one side, holding her, pushing in as she pushed back.  I was panting, so good.  I heard 

her panting as well.  She brushed my leg with her hand, then dragged fingernails along the inside of my 
hip, getting more noise and a last spurt from me.  She held my hips close, wiggling her luscious bottom 
and sighing more. 

 
A while later, I felt her moving -- we were slipping apart.  She pushed a towel between her legs 

and wiped me up as well.  I was feeling for something to pull over me when she pulled me closer and 
wrapped me once more in sumptuous furs.  “Dasha sister was right...  Here, darling...” She pulled me to 
a nipple again, holding and cosseting me in that special way of hers, and I faded out. 

 
I woke to the sound of a radio, and motion on the bed with Julya moving.  I had time to sigh and 

stretch before she grabbed me and pulled me to her, wrapping me up and telling me what to do.  She did 
it to me again, turning out my lights. 

 
Only to wake me in her arms, still attached, asking if I would scrub her back.  Of course! 
 
Showering with her was interesting; taller, and much stronger than her sister!  So was drying off 

together.  I was a big help of course, needing to be sure she was dry... 
 
But no sooner did I manage to get one of her nipples, she swung us around so I was sitting on the 

side of the tub, and she did it to me again, cradling and holding me to her and turning my lights out... 
 
I blinked my eyes as she stepped away, still holding my shoulder thankfully, so I didn’t fall over. 
 
“Is that fair?” I sighed.  It was wonderful... 
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She turned back to me with a comb, combing out my hair.  “Dasha sister told me about you...” 
she accused, pointing at me with the comb. 

 
“Told you what?” 
 
She chuckled.  “About how she would want to take you and have her way with you, but you 

would start with your talented tongue, or your hands, and soon you are having your way with her!” 
 
“I didn’t hear any complaints,” I offered. 
 
She chuckled more.  “No, darling and you will not...  And what you did for me in middle of the 

night was big surprise, and very, very nice!” 
 
I smiled and sighed.  “I agree.  Thank you.” 
 
She held my chin moving my head a little this way and that, then put the comb down.  She 

smiled and held me again.  “I hold you like this, and then...”  She cradled my head, I sighed, and let go. 
 
She kissed the top of my head, now nestling me between her breasts.  “Do you like, darling?” 
 
I wrapped my arms around her.  “It is wonderful,” I sighed.  “Before I was married, and recently 

again, the work I do, I carry it around in my head all the time.  Some times it doesn’t go away, it won’t 
go away.  That’s especially when I need to be held, to turn it off so I can rest.  Thank you.”  I kissed the 
side of a breast. 

 
She had the most interesting smile on her face, looking at me.  “I never thought of that...  You 

are quite the catch!  But this morning we are both busy, yes?” 
 
“Yes, and the clothes I need are still in my car!” I confessed. 
 
She handed me a robe.  I put it on and went through the closet to the other bedroom, where I got 

my car keys.  Went to the car and got my clothes, bringing them back upstairs.  When I was dressed, I 
looked for Julya; must be downstairs.  Oh!  Went to the server closet and got the power supply.  Took it 
back to the fur closet, plugged it in, and connected up the saddle, moving it out so it was conspicuous. 

 
Standing up, turning around, I saw that magnificent dark brown coat hanging up separately, up 

on a high hanger, like it was staged for cleaning or checking. 
 
I walked over to it, closing my eyes and wrapping my arms around it.  So soft, so dense...  Damn, 

that was nice!  Of course being in her arms, without furs, that was nice, too... 
 
Went to another section, some sheared furs and distracted myself with the beaver.  Nice as well. 
 
Another exciting meeting -- do I want to take my laptop?  Nah, hopefully it will be quick. 
 
About time to leave, figuring on traffic.  I was much closer; hopefully it wouldn’t take as long. 
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Downstairs I stuck my head in the office.  Julya was there, looking over some notes and 

handwritten entries in a  journal.  She smiled when she saw me, and opened her arms wide.  I stepped 
closer and she hugged me, her head on my chest.  She hugged me and sighed.  Then she looked up.  
“You do not like jacket?” 

 
I looked up.  “Forgot -- thank you.”  I kissed top of her head; she sighed.  “When I’m in your 

arms and you are holding me, when you kiss my head that does something very special,” I whispered. 
 
She held me and sighed again. 
 
“I left a surprise for you in the fur closet -- check it after your call,” I told her. 
 
She looked up, questioning.  I kissed her head once more, and took off.  Detoured upstairs for the 

jacket, then down to the car to join the commute traffic. 
 

 
End of part 2 

Rev 2011/04/22 
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Tuesday 
 
I guess the economy in the Valley is picking up again; traffic is a bitch in the morning once 

more.  When I worked at Labs in Palo Alto, Ian and I used to talk about it -- during the dot-com bust, 
traffic on the 280 freeway got pretty damn light.  Then as the economy picked up, traffic got worse and 
worse, pushing us back to Foothill Expressway going to and from work. 

 
By the traffic indicator, things were looking up! 
 
I pulled in to the parking lot about ten minutes to nine, and I’d taken my time.  Even though I’d 

been working for the place for about six months, I parked in the Visitor lot, which was close to the main 
Visitor’s entrance.  Why?  Because I don’t have a fucking badge.  I’m on the payroll, they direct-deposit 
money to my bank account, I meet with a clown every week, but no badge, no office, no phone, no 
respect.  Just money.  I laughed at myself, my attitude -- like Dasha said, they’re paying me to make 
love with her, and her sister.  When you put it that way it sounds a lot more tolerable... 

 
Went through the doors and headed to the reception desk, smiling for once. 
 
“Doctor Rudy?” I asked, hoping I recognized a guy in the lobby. 
 
“Rob!  So good to see you!”  Rudy walked over to me, smiling, and shook my hand. 
 
He’d been a grad student in Labs many moons ago, earning his Ph.D. and taking a lot of abuse 

(and learning a lot) from Mike and me in the process.  “Rudy, it’s great to see you!  How are you doing?  
I’d heard you ended up here.” 

 
“Rob, I’m doing great.  The research group here is fantastic.  Joel is a great man to work for.” 
 
I shrugged.  Guess he didn’t know my deal. 
 
But he shook his head, smiling.  “Rob, I’ve got news for you -- I’m here this morning because 

you now report to me.” 
 
I gave him a strange look. 
 
He pulled out a plain white badge from his pocket and handed it to me.  “This one’s yours.  Let’s 

get you a picture to go with it.”  He clapped me on the shoulder and led me to the doors into the 
building.  “You do it, please,” he said. 

 
I waved the badge at the magic plate.  Beep, green light, clack, and we’re in.  I shook my head.  

“Explain, please.” 
 
He smiled.  “About three weeks ago, one of my folks came to me and said you were on our 

payroll -- his girlfriend is in HR, and she recognized your name from some of the stories she’d heard us 
telling.  He didn’t believe it, so she showed him.  He came to me and wanted to know why you were on 
the payroll, but with no extension, no e-mail, and reporting to some clown in Legal.  He gave me your 
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employee number.  I went to Joel, and he had his HR person check.  Yup, you work here but you don’t.”  
We were in front of a soft drink vending machine.  “Buy you a drink?” he asked with a smile. 

 
They were still subsidized, a quarter a can.  I dug a quarter out of my back pants pocket, an old 

habit, and got a Dr. Pepper. 
 
He got a Pepsi, laughing.  “Anyway, Joel and I talked for a while, and Joel raised hell!  What is 

one of the best researchers in the Western hemisphere doing reporting to some clown in Legal, not even 
a patent attorney?  We eventually got the run-down.   Legal graciously accepted Joel’s offer to take you 
off their hands.  That’s the good news.  The bad news is he made me responsible for you.” 

 
I smiled, smirked really, and took a cold sip of soda.  “Okay, now that you’ve got me, what the 

hell are you going to do with me?” 
 
He nodded with a smile.  “We eventually got a copy of your contract.  What a deal!” 
 
I frowned.  “It sucks, big time.  Buying us so they could bury the technology is one thing, but 

having to put up with this crap...” 
 
He nodded this time with a sigh.  “Yeah, that’s what we figured.  Anyway, out the door here and 

we’re left headed to building 3.  I can’t make you do anything that’s not in your contract.  I can’t make 
you do squat.  Oh, if you don’t want to come in every week, that’s fine with me.  But what Joel and I 
can do -- your badge gets you into Labs twenty four by seven, including lab stock, machine shop, and 
the proto shop.  You need help from the research library, proto fab, cal lab for your own gear, board 
layout -- you’ve got it.  We’d like you to come in this Monday morning and go through Labs orientation 
so we can get you set up with e-mail.  We already know you have a Mac; lots of people in Labs have 
them actually, and we’ve got simple rules that I’m sure you’re exceeding already, such as keeping work-
related documents on an encrypted image and using File Vault.  And I think I’ve got some things that 
might interest you.” 

 
“Such as?” 
 
He reached into a pocket and handed me a duck call. 
 
I stopped and laughed, taking it.  “Really?  You want me to do it again?” 
 
Mike and I started it as a lark back in Labs, making semi-official something we did for others.  

We made some silly signs and put them up around labs, announcing, “The Doctors are In” design 
consultation.  We set up a schedule, and folks could drop by with their design problems, questions, 
funky designs, and we’d look them over and try to help.  It really helped folks, and we had fun. 

 
Only we did it our way.  We wore long white lab coats and propeller-topped beanies.  “Do you 

have a gong?” I had to ask Rudy.  Mike started it by bringing in a gong, which he struck when we got a 
doozy.  I responded by bringing in the duck calls, which we would blow as we marched around the 
victim, flapping our arms, to announce a really “fowl” design. 
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Rudy smiled.  “Not only do we have a gong, we have THE gong -- Joel got it from Mike.  He 
was going to buy it, but when he told Mike we were reviving the program, Mike gave it to us, for as 
long as we use it appropriately.  We’ve been doing it for about four months, and while our people are 
technically quite good, they don’t have the flair that you and Mike showed...” 

 
I laughed at that...  “Well, you and Joel know what you’re getting into...”  I looked at the duck 

call, remembering going to town on Rudy years ago, watching him turn beet red as he stood in the 
middle of the lab with Mike and I doing our silly dance around him, with plenty of others gathering 
around to see who the latest honoree was.  We helped him clean up his design though, and it turned into 
a damn good product. 

 
He smiled and said, “Rob, we’ve got a few folks in the Lab that need just the attitude adjustment 

you gave me...” 
 
I clapped him on the back as I laughed.  “Hey, they still sell that product!  Guess they haven’t 

figured out how it works...” 
 
Rudy laughed as well. 
 
We went into Building 3, to the security office.  I was introduced; a young gal took my blank 

badge and looked at it strangely.  She popped it into her reader, looked at the screen, and asked Rudy, 
“Doctor Clark, is this information correct?” 

 
Rudy looked things over.  “Yes -- you’ll learn that Rob is an exception to almost any rule.  Oh, 

he’s been an emergency medical responder in this valley forever, so if you can get him on your squad 
we’ll all be a lot safer.  Yep, all that looks right.” 

 
She looked at me a little differently.  “Let me get the right background for this; just a minute, 

sir.” 
 
I shook my head.  “Rudy, you’re teaching people bad habits -- she just called me ‘sir’ -- is that 

what I’ve got to expect around here?” 
 
He laughed.  “Anything else you’ll have to earn.” 
 
“Are you challenging me, punk?” I asked him, eyebrows raised. 
 
He laughed and clapped me on the shoulder.  “I am most certainly not!  Joel and I have already 

had that conversation!” 
 
The gal came back with a blue over white background card and put it into clips on the wall.  “If 

you’d stand at the marks please, sir?” 
 
“Please don’t call me that -- it just encourages me to do something silly,” I asked her. 
 
She chuckled. 
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I stood with my toes at the marks on the floor, then held the duck call up next to my head. 
 
“Perfect!” Rudy called out. 
 
“Really?” the gal asked. 
 
“Do it, please!” Rudy confirmed. 
 
Flash, flash.  She looked at her screen and chortled.  So did Rudy.  I walked around and looked. 
 
“My girlfriend thinks I could be dashing,” I offered, looking at a picture of me with a wild smile, 

holding the duck call. 
 
Rudy shook his head.  “I think this is about the best warning we can give people,” he told the gal. 
 
“If this is what you want?” she offered, once more, we can still fix it. 
 
I chuckled.  “I would be honored.” 
 
Rudy nodded. 
 
She sighed, drew the frame to include the duck call, and brought up the preview. 
 
“Wonderful!” I proclaimed. 
 
She shook her head and hit a button.  A small printer started groaning. 
 
She looked at the duck call more closely.  “Is that what I think it is?” 
 
Rudy shook his head.  “You had to ask!” 
 
I put it in my mouth, tucked my hands into my arm pits, and did an impromptu dance.  Damn, it 

felt good!  I knew I had to be grinning from ear to ear when I stopped.  As our hostess put the picture on 
my badge, I explained.  “There’s a history behind this -- in a previous life at a different lab, a colleague 
and I helped people with their designs.  We pulled these out when we got a really foul one.” 

 
She made a face at first, then chuckled.  “I heard about that!  And you’ve got a gong?” 
 
Rudy and I nodded. 
 
She handed me my badge.  I shook her hand, then Rudy’s.  “Things are looking up!” 
 
We walked out of the security office, the gal still chuckling.  “Okay, what next?  Dunk tank?” I 

asked Rudy.  As senior researchers, Mike and I did the dunk tank thing for the summer Labs picnic.  I 
wore a tux, and Mike wore a dress... 
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Rudy laughed.  “We’ll have to remember that for this summer.”  He sighed and shook his head.  

“I’m supposed to deliver you to another meeting -- Monday morning at ten, oh, I’ve got it written down, 
here,” he handed me one of his cards with some stuff on the back.  “Please send me a good e-mail 
address for personal stuff, and I’ll send you a package to look over.  Rob, we’d really like it if you 
would be there.  It’s a short orientation for Labs people, after they’ve gone through an hour of 
paperwork, HR, and Legal.  You’ve been through those hoops, and then some.  About forty minutes on 
Labs, then we do a tour, ending in lunch with folks you’ll be working with.  I know I can’t ask you to do 
anything, but I’d sure like you to help housebreak some of our folks.  You’ve got carte blanche -- have 
fun, and show others how it’s done, not only doing things right, but having fun at the same time.” 

 
“Rudy, as weird as it sounds, you may be giving my girlfriend some competition...” 
 
“Rob, I don’t wanna know!” he laughed. 
 
We walked back to the main building, to the lobby.  Rudy walked me to one of the little 

conference rooms off the lobby. 
 
“See you next week?” he asked, extending his hand. 
 
I shook his hand.  “I’ll be here Monday morning -- thanks for turning my attitude around.  I hope 

to have you questioning your sanity in this whole deal in nothing flat.” 
 
He chuckled, shaking his head.  “Joel and I had that conversation as well!  See you Monday!” 
 
He turned and headed back to Labs.  I knocked on the conference room door and opened it. 
 
Leo and his buddy from the airport! 
 
I walked in anyway.  “Leo, good to see you!”  I shook his hand.  I turned to his buddy and 

extended my hand.  “Rob Marsh, but you probably know that already.” 
 
“Carson Lamb,” he said curtly as we shook. 
 
I sat down, as did Leo and Carson. 
 
“So what’s going on, Leo?  I’m guessing I freaked you out at the airport yesterday?” 
 
He shook his head and sighed.  “Doctor Marsh,” he started out. 
 
I pulled out the duck call and made a short comment.  “Let’s not get nasty, Leo -- talk to me.” 
 
He shook his head again and managed a small smile.  “Rob, how the hell did you get involved 

with those women?” 
 
I looked at Carson.  Something clicked.  “Where did you do your missionary work, son?” I 
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asked. 
 
“Costa Rica, sir,” he answered. 
 
I nodded and looked to Leo.  Leo shook his head. 
 
“Leo, this whole thing started Saturday morning when I decided to go to Costco.  I’ve still got 

the same car -- I zipped in the back way, got in, got what I needed, and made it out the door in pretty 
good time.  Didn’t even stop for a hot dog.  And when I got back to my car, there parked next to me is 
this beautiful young woman with an Audi wagon and a large screen TV box that’s bigger than she is!  I 
introduced myself and asked if she needed help loading it in.  Oh yeah.  Oh, that was Dasha.  Once we 
got it loaded, I asked how she was going to get it up the stairs once she got it home.  She gave me this 
priceless look and asked ‘how did you know about the stairs?’  I told her the box was bigger than she 
was -- there had to be stairs!” 

 
Leo managed to chuckle at that, and Carson smiled. 
 
“Seeing a damsel in distress, and an attractive one at that, I volunteered to help.  Agent Lamb, 

you may want to cover your ears...  They moved into a house that had a lot of unfinished technology in 
it.  I hung the TV and straightened out the AV system.  She jumped my bones.  She asked me to take her 
to the airport yesterday and give her sister a ride.  Did that, and big sister has given me one hell of a ride.  
That’s the story.” 

 
Leo was looking at me with a partial frown. 
 
“Leo, could I make up something as wildass as that?” 
 
He managed a slight smile.  “What do you know about them?” 
 
I shrugged.  “Dasha and Julya.  I know part of the family story, undoubtedly sanitized, mom a 

gymnast and gymnastics coach, them competing, their country collapsed a few years ago, and they 
moved West.  The house -- I was looking at notes on a bunch of half-wired networking stuff, and they 
were Cyrillic!  I guessed the previous owner had been Russian mob, and Dasha said, no, no, Ukrainian.  
Well, that’s completely different!  Evidently there was a sudden change of wind and the previous owner 
and crew decided to depart the country suddenly and permanently.” 

 
“No trace, no bodies, no nothing,” Leo interrupted dourly. 
 
I nodded, “And they bought the place.  That’s what I know.” 
 
“Do you know what they do for a living?” 
 
“Nope.” 
 
“You’re not curious?  Two women buying an expensive house like that, no traditional jobs?” 
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“Hey, watch out with that traditional crap -- what have I been doing for the last six months?  You 
probably know better than I do how much I’m worth, without a traditional job, right?  Doesn’t mean a 
lot in this valley.” 

 
Leo frowned but nodded. 
 
“Would you find it interesting that they don’t actually own the house, that it’s owned by a legal 

vehicle?” Lamb offered. 
 
I shrugged my shoulders.  “A trust?  My place has been held by a trust for over twenty years.  

Doing that has its plusses and minuses, but they’ve been big plusses for me -- when my family was 
killed a few years ago, having the house held by a trust made things a whole lot simpler and easier.”  I 
looked to Leo, who nodded. 

 
“What was in the bags?” Lamb asked. 
 
I gave a sideways glance to Leo. 
 
Leo shook his head, a slight smile. 
 
I gave Lamb a mild toot on the duck call.  “Won’t go there.  Ask her, or get a warrant.  Not going 

to boost a search through me.  Leo knows better -- ask him.” 
 
The look on Leo’s face, he’d had this conversation already. 
 
Lamb tried again.  “There are rumors of pictures of those two on the Internet...” 
 
I gave Leo another sideways glance, then looked back at Lamb.  “The ones with Dasha and the 

cucumbers, I mean, those were boring -- but that broccoli sequence!  Man, that was amazing!” 
 
Lamb turned red. 
 
I started laughing, and Leo even chuckled.  “That’s my way of asking if that’s the best you’ve 

got, son...  Pretty lame.  I mean, both of those women are beautiful!  I wouldn’t be surprised if there 
were pics of them floating around.” 

 
I looked at Leo again, then back to Lamb.  “Now, if you’d done something like, ‘Doctor Marsh, 

you know that we are not allowed to breach the confidentiality of what may or may not be a Grand Jury 
investigation or the possible targets of such an investigation...’ that might have been different.” 

 
Lamb frowned a bit.  I looked to Leo, who smiled and shook his head.  “Okay, clear on that one.  

Leo, you’ve heard it from me before.  Work with me, and I’ll work with you.  So far, it sounds like 
you’re fishing.  I haven’t seen anything that scares me or weirds me out.  And if I do, I’ll run like hell.” 

 
Leo sighed again.  “Rob, so far we’re just looking.  The character they bought the house from -- 

he was in it deep.  From what the San Francisco office says, he was moving down here to cool off, but 
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things turned nasty, and he’s gone, with his crew.  What did you hear?” 
 
“Dasha said they left the country really quickly.  That’s it.” 
 
He nodded.  “Thanks.  So far ... it’s curiosity based on the previous owner, but they have more of 

a past -- they may have been part of a program to seduce men, get them in compromising positions.” 
 
Lamb spoke up, “There are reports they use some kind of sexual hypnosis or conditioning.” 
 
I looked at him and shook my head.  “Son, I was married for twenty eight wonderful years -- my 

beautiful wife knew just how to hold me, how to squeeze me, to get me to do just what she wanted in 
bed.  Every woman knows how to do that -- if you’re lucky.” 

 
He blushed again. 
 
“Rob, be careful?” Leo asked. 
 
I could tell he meant well. 
 
“Leo, I will.  But I’ve got to tell you -- I haven’t had this much fun in quite a while.  I’ve got 

more shit to fix at their house, and if they’re taking advantage of me, I hope they keep doing it!  So far 
we’re consenting adults doing consenting adult things, and damn it’s nice!  And like I said, if things go 
weird, you’ll hear the sonic boom from me leaving!” 

 
He nodded.  “You know how to get in touch with me?” 
 
I took out my wallet and pulled out his card.  “Still current?” 
 
He made a face.  “Yeah, nothing changed.  Have you shown that to them?” 
 
I shook my head as I put it back in my wallet.  “Nah -- as we left the airport, after I had Julya 

wave to Agent Lamb she asked if he was a friend and I told her I thought he was FBI, and I’d seen 
someone I knew was FBI in the airport, and he freaked out when you came up to me.  She frowned, and 
hasn’t said anything about it since.  I imagine the subject will come up again -- I haven’t dropped it.” 

 
“Going to mention this conversation?” 
 
I shook my head.  “I’m not going to volunteer it, but if we do get into it, I’m going to tell her that 

I don’t think you’ve got anything other than curiosity and maybe a queasy feeling, and you’ve asked me 
to be careful.  I appreciate that, Leo.  If you give me cause to be concerned, I’ll damn well be concerned, 
and from a distance.”  I held out my hand.  Leo shook it.  I turned to Lamb and offered him my hand.  
He shook it as well. 

 
“Leo, you need to get this kid thoroughly corrupted.  He’s still too shiny and new.” 
 
Lamb turned red again and Leo laughed. 
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“Hang in there,” I told Lamb.  “Leo is one of the good ones.” 
 
He looked at me and shook his head. 
 
I stood up.  “Gentlemen, I’ll leave you to your work.  I hope to not see you any time soon.” 
 
I headed out. 
 
Gee, next time I won’t be able to park in the Visitor lot!  I laughed and shook my head as I 

fished for my sunglasses. 
 
What a trip -- leaving a little late, but nothing had gone the way I’d expected!  A little early for 

lunch, let’s just go back to the house.  Wonder if Julya found my gift...  Wonder if she’s still using it... 
 
Parked and went in the back.  Thought about calling, “Honey I’m home,” but it didn’t feel right. 
 
Let’s crack open a couple of desktop machines, shall we?  Detach my laptop or haul the drives 

upstairs?  Let’s pull the drives and take them upstairs; everything else is up there. 
 
Went into the office and dropped the side on the first Dell, pulled the power cord and watched 

the standby power LED on the logic board go out.  SATA drive in a sled; pop the cables and pull the 
drive.  Took the little Sharpie marker out of my pocket and labeled it and the box, “L” for the left one. 

 
Went to the other box and did the same thing, labeling it, “R.”  Upstairs we go! 
 
No buzzing sounds upstairs...  Guess that’s a good sign.  In the server room, wake up my laptop.  

Still had Windows running under VMWare.   Force an update on Security Essentials.  Dug the SATA jig 
and power supply out of the bag and set it up.  Pop the drive from its mounting sled.  Let’s configure 
Security Essentials to scream when it finds something, but not snuff it out automagically; I want to keep 
track of this stuff.  Okay, do I want to make an image of the drive?  Each machine had a 320Gb 7200 
RPM drive.  Don’t know how much room is in use on each, probably at least 20Gb.  I’ve got around 60 
Gb free on a partition.  Let’s see. 

 
Put the drive in the SATA jig.  Gave it my blessing and powered it up. 
 
33 Gb in use.  Don’t know how much of that is crap, but it doesn’t matter.  Let’s give it a scan, 

shall we?  Turned Security Essentials loose on it. 
 
Security Essentials promptly screamed -- Trojan/rootkit found.  Popped back out to the Mac side 

and googled the vermin in question.  A known Windows rootkit, specializing in keylogging, remote 
access, and generally keeping quiet, mostly seen in commercial spear-phishing deals.  Very hard to 
exorcise, and you had to scan the disk from another running system to find it.  I smiled; just like I was 
doing.  Did a screen shot.  I imagine I’m going to see the same thing on the other machine...  Read some 
more notes on it.  Recommendation when found was to scrape the drive and nuke from orbit. 
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Deciding what to do next when the door opened and Julya swept in.  I turned partially and saw 
her in a white cotton robe, smiling, and she sits in my lap holding and kissing me. 

 
If you insist!  After kissing for a while, she moved to kissing my neck and ear, telling me, “Oh 

thank you, darling!  Thank you so much!  It is wonderful to have back again!”  Kiss, kiss, kiss.  She 
leaned back, hands on my shoulders, pressing her heat into me, rocking her hips slowly, hungrily, 
lasciviously.  She looked pretty damn satiated and blissed out... 

 
She frowned some.  “But there is problem, darling,” she sighed, still that satiated smile. 
 
“What?  Did it stop working?”  I thought the thing was bulletproof; it had driven that German 

monstrosity for over a year, twenty four by seven... 
 
She shook her head.  “No, that is not it...  Come with me, darling...” 
 
She took me by the hand to the den.  She peeled off my shirt, then started on my pants, dropping 

them and pushing me back onto the tuffet.  She slipped off my shoes and then took off my pants and 
boxers. 

 
I started to ask ... but was distracted by her hands on my cock and balls, and even more distracted 

by her mouth!  I dropped back and let go -- this wasn’t something I was going to argue with!  As I 
quickly got hard, her mouth pulled away to be replaced by her breasts.  I raised my head, looking at her 
as she rocked against me, tormenting me between her breasts. 

 
She looked at me, smiling, and bent down to take the tip of my cock with her lips as it peeked 

above her succulent bosom.  My God, what an incredible sight that is!  I moaned, but kept watching. 
 
“Darling,” she said, speaking in a husky voice, “is so good to have back, but it leaves me so ... 

hungry...”  She moved up my body and impaled herself on me in practically a single stroke.  She sat up, 
her head going back as she moaned, squeezing her breasts.  She swirled me inside her, and I felt her 
quivering around me.  She rocked and moaned.  I held her hips, squeezing.  That seemed to help. 

 
She slowed and looked at me.  “Better now,” she whispered.  She leaned forward with a hungry 

look.  “And getting even better...” 
 
She attached me to her left side.  I latched on and she started growling at me in a language I 

didn’t understand.  Her growling lapsed into a moan as her hips moved more, practically vibrating on 
top of me, suddenly squeezing me to her so tightly, her hips and internal muscles practically spasming, 
carrying me over the edge. 

 
She slowed down and held me, kissing my head, cradling me, making me even more delirious. 
 
She propped herself up on her arms and gave me an incredibly satiated and steamy look.  “Much 

better now...”  She kissed me on the nose. 
 
I lifted my hands up and slid them inside her robe to stroke her sides and rest on the sides of her 
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breasts.  “I agree.  Much better.  I am so glad it worked...” 
 
She laughed, pushing me out.  She sat up and grabbed my boxers, using them to clean us up.  “I 

must prepare better!” she told me. 
 
I sighed, pulling her closer again.  “But I love it when you grab me like that.  I would love 

having you surprise me like that, or holding me the way you do...” 
 
Her smile came from deep inside.  “Mmmm, I like that too, darling.  And Dasha sister, already 

she misses you very much.”  She sighed again.  “When she returns, we are going to have problem, but is 
good problem, sharing you.  Yes?” 

 
I stroked the sides of her breasts.  “Is very good problem.  Hold me, please.” 
 
She smiled and eased herself back down, holding me very nicely.  “I understand what Dasha 

sister told me better -- taking you to sleep in my arms, going to sleep with you attached...  Oh the 
dreams, darling!”  She touched my cheek and I picked up my sucking.  “And to do that and feel you 
respond, waking with you at my breast...  That is so strong, darling...” 

 
I sighed and held her, letting her know I agreed. 
 
She kissed me on the forehead.  “And I can feel what that does...  I can feel what that does when 

you are inside me...”  She kissed me on the forehead again. 
 
Eventually she sat up.  She chuckled and messed up my hair.  “Oh you...”  After a moment she 

sat up more.  She put her hands on my shoulders. 
 
“Tomorrow, darling, we take you to salon!  Very special, run by a friend.  They will clean skin, 

trim hair, moustache, eyebrows,” she rubbed my nose, “and nose, do hands and nails.  Dasha sister and I 
agree on this.  We will do wardrobe later.”  She smiled, then turned more serious.  “Is this permissible, 
darling?  Do we ask too much?” 

 
I smiled.  “I know I need a haircut.  Will you be there?” 
 
She laughed.  “Oh yes, darling!  I will be there all day!” 
 
“How long will this take?” 
 
“Oh, a few hours, perhaps four or five.  They are not in hurry.”  She laughed again. 
 
“Rasha, my friend, she did this at home ... I do not have words ... preparing bodies for funerals?” 
 
I nodded.  “No need to hurry, but not a lot of conversation, either.” 
 
She chuckled.  “No arguing, that is certain.  She and her people are very, very good.  You will 

see.”  She frowned again for a moment, and ran her fingers through my hair.  “You have very good hair 
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for man your age, darling -- but this white streak?  What is that?  Looks natural.” 
 
I smiled a bit, I guess, and moved my hands back to happy places on her breasts.  “My father had 

a full head of hair in his 80’s, as did his father, and my mom’s father.  A few years ago, my wife and 
daughter were killed in a traffic accident.  The first week was hell, and after that the streak appeared.” 

 
She nodded, smiling a little.  “We would not take it away -- it means too much.  Would you 

lighten the rest of your hair?  Is going silver in many places, more every day.” 
 
I smiled a little more and sighed.  “My moustache went that way years ago.  I don’t know -- 

taking care of it is the big question.  I wouldn’t want anything that would involve a lot of work, a lot of 
maintenance.  Your hair is beautiful, and so is your sister’s.” 

 
She smiled and nodded.  “We will see.  Both Dasha sister and I think you can be dashing man.” 
 
I laughed.  “I will always be the joker, the iconoclast, I hope.  I may get old, but I never want to 

grow up!”  I pulled her closer, burying my head between her breasts.  She laughed and held me. 
 
When we’d separated a little, she told me, “We will never tame you, darling -- we just want you 

to look your best!” 
 
“That I can agree with,” I told her. 
 
“Good,” she growled, and leaned down to hold me to the other side. 
 
A kiss on the head and we looked in each other’s eyes.  “Lunch?” she asked. 
 
I nodded.  “That would be good.”  I reached up and kissed her nose.  She laughed. 
 
I remembered what I’d found -- I was going to take that smile away. 
 
“What is it, darling?” she asked, looking concerned. 
 
I sighed.  “We need to talk of more rats in the barn.” 
 
She nodded.  “As I feared.  Yes, and we look to you for assistance.” 
 
“But we can talk about that over lunch,” I suggested. 
 
She sighed and smiled, nodding, and started to get up. 
 
I pulled on her waist.  “But I like where you are!  I love you on top of me!” 
 
She smiled and stretched out on top of me, letting me hold her and enjoy. 
 
But we got up.  We got up and hugged. 
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“You are good catch,” she whispered to me. 
 
We got the plain robes again, and went downstairs. 
 
“Soup and bread?” she asked. 
 
“Sounds good,” I agreed. 
 
She started the soup heating and sliced some bread. 
 
She sat down at the table and held my hand.  “Rats?” she asked. 
 
I asked what she and her sister did with the computers.  The answer was the usual -- e-mail, 

some word processing, spreadsheets, looking at things on the WWWeb.  Good -- any special programs, 
programs with special requirements?  Websites with special requirements?  She frowned for a moment.  
No, she didn’t think so, should check with Dasha sister to be sure, they used their iPads and iPhones 
more and more.  So no reason to stick with Windows?  She raised an eyebrow.  No -- that is what 
everyone used.  She smirked and told me that in their country, Windows and Office were free... 

 
I laughed at that.  I told her that while I’d only tested the disk from one machine, I expected to 

find the same thing on the other.  The machine was compromised with a nasty piece of software that 
essentially recorded everything that happened and sent it off to someone else, every key pressed, every 
mouse click.  The nasty also let others look at everything on the machine.  They should assume that 
everything they have done on these computers, everything stored on them, can and has been seen by 
others.  I don’t know how long ago this took over the computer; I was going to try and figure it out. 

 
She sighed and nodded.  “This explains many things,” she told me.  “This explains why some 

business has been hard, why some things have been expensive, why we have lost out on others.  I think 
we know who has been listening.”  She sighed.  “What do we do?  What would you do?” 

 
I nodded.  “I’d like to take you shopping this afternoon.  From what you say, you don’t do 

anything that requires special software.  I would treat both computers as compromised and get rid of 
both of them.  The rat I found is very difficult to get rid of; simpler to burn down the barn and start over.  
I would replace them with Macs.  There are lots of arguments that Macs are or are not more secure than 
Windows.  I know how to secure a Mac system extremely well, and up to now, Macs are not as popular 
with hackers and thieves.  I think you will be more secure with a Mac.  I know your iPhones and iPads 
will work better with Macs.  If you insist on using Windows, or have some software you need to run that 
is Windows only, we can also load Windows on to the Mac and run your software there.  My wife had 
special software for her brokerage work that only ran on an old version of Windows; she ran that 
software on her Mac with no problems, and in fact when a particular Windows exploit ran through her 
office, because of the way her Mac was set up, hers was the only system not affected.  Oh, all the 
Windows systems in her office that were nailed were completely up to date on security patches and 
antivirus definitions.  I would go with wired keyboards, but wireless mice, or trackpads.” 

 
She nodded and smiled.  “I would love to go with you.  This sounds like a good approach.” 
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“After lunch, we can go upstairs and I can show you what the scan found, and we can continue it 

to see if more trouble is present.” 
 
“One rat is sufficient, but we should see if he has friends, yes.” 
 
We had our soup and bread, then went back upstairs.  I pulled up a bucket for Julya and 

explained what I’d done, and what we were seeing.  If we were going to replace the machines, I 
wouldn’t bother trying to disinfect or rebuild the two disk drives.  I would keep them so we could 
recover as many of their files as possible, and I didn’t think we would lose any.  Contacts and e-mail 
lists will come over through their iPhones and iPads. 

 
We continued the scan.  Some minor vermin associated with the main Trojan/rootkit surfaced.  

Did screen shots of those.  Most Trojans screw with the ability of the system to do updates.  That can 
provide a pretty good indication as to when the infection occurred.  Nine and a half months ago?  I was 
able to narrow it down to about a week and a half period, as the second Tuesday MS Patch day was 
successful, and the antivirus stopped updating a week and a half later. 

 
I dismounted that disk and brought up the other one.  It found the same things, with the same 

range of dates. 
 
Julya looked at the screen, nodding, frowning, looking very serious. 
 
I rubbed her back and told her.  “There is good news...” 
 
She frowned.  “What?” 
 
I kept rubbing her back.  “We found the rats, and we are getting rid of them.” 
 
She smiled a little.  “And we found you.” 
 
“Let’s go look at computers,” I suggested. 
 
She slipped a hand inside my robe to fondle my fun parts.  “Is traditional to get dressed first.” 
 
“Yes, dear,” I sighed. 
 
She laughed and pulled me to my feet. 
 
“You didn’t have to stop,” I whispered in her ear as we hugged. 
 
She laughed more. 
 
We went next door and gathered my clothes.  I thought I was safe. 
 
Until we got to her bedroom and she pushed me on to the bed.  Okay, she didn’t have to push 



Tight Fit 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 83 http://www.asstr.org/~artie/ 

very hard.  She crawled up on top of me, sliding her breasts to my groin.  So good, but I’m afraid age 
and use were catching up with me.  After a bit she moved up and held me to each side for a while, 
finishing up with a whole body kiss. 

 
We got dressed and took my car.  We headed for the Apple store at the nearby Valley Faire mall.  

Of course they look beautiful!  Showed her multiple language support, and she was very impressed.   
 
Side discussion with the guy helping us.  Told him I was moving stuff from two iPhones and two 

iPads off a pair of severely compromised Dells, and wanted to be sure I had the sequence down right -- 
if I upset her, I’d have to sleep alone, and I’d much rather sleep with her... 

 
The guy blushed at that.  Julya, who had been leaning over getting used to the Magic Pad, 

straightened up and told me, “I know where you are sleeping, darling,” kissed me on the cheek, and gave 
me a hug before returning to the iMac. 

 
That crossed the guy’s eyes momentarily...  He looked up into space for a moment, getting back 

on track, then went over the steps to make sure things synched up properly -- I had it right. 
 
“You’ve done this before,” he told me, trying to stay on track. 
 
To which Julya, without straightening up or even looking at us, tossed in, “Twice so far today...” 
 
The guy turned beet red, and one of his female colleagues who’d been standing nearby chortled. 
 
We settled for a pair of 21 inch iMacs, wired keyboards, trackpads, and software -- and my new 

badge got Julya a discount!  Julya thought the picture was very funny, and what was I holding?  I told 
her I would show her later...  Trundled things back to the car.  “Was that nice, teasing that guy?” I asked 
her, smiling. 

 
She held me close, running a hand down my body.  “I would rather tease you,” she whispered 

hotly in my ear. 
 
We made it back to the house and unloaded our goodies.  I let her unbox hers.  With Apple, even 

the packaging is well engineered.  Half an hour for setup and to load software, another half an hour to 
scrape stuff from the old Windows disk.  And I got a flat panel to use upstairs with my laptop! 

 
Julya went to work on dinner while I set up the other computer.  Easy.  I set them up with 

separate admin accounts and nonprivileged accounts for everyday use.  Yeah, it’s a pain some times, but 
I do it on my machines as well.  Firewalls in paranoid mode.  Log everything.  Went back upstairs for a 
moment and turned those wired ports back to gigabit and had them share the same VLAN so they could 
see each other, and the printer. 

 
Julya came in; things were in the oven for half an hour.  She sat down and I helped get her 

started.  She was very happy with the choice -- the new machine was faster, took up less room, had a 
better screen and keyboard, and from the looks of it she was getting used to the magic pad quickly.  I 
also count the lack of Internet Explorer as a major advantage as far as security is concerned. 
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She even responded to some e-mail; we’d do more folders and filters in the next few days.  I 

explained why Outlook’s default preview mode was an invitation to disaster. 
 
Dinner was rack of lamb, new potatoes, salad, and a nice Rutherford Merlot. 
 
She surprised me with a question.  “Darling, the box for the saddle; how much did it cost?” 
 
I thought about it for a moment.  “Well, that’s the second one I built, and...” 
 
“You made that yourself?” she interrupted. 
 
I held her hand.  Nice being left handed and she’s right handed; we could hold hands as we ate.  

“Yes, I did -- it is the second version, and it was built to run a scientific instrument, one which was made 
in Germany, so it required the same power as your saddle.” 

 
She nodded, smiling.  “And you made this!” 
 
“One of the parts was around $80 a few years ago, another part around $60.  I would say $200 or 

so in parts.  Why?” 
 
She pursed her lips, contemplating.  “We are taking saddle tomorrow, to demonstrate.  There 

may be a market for this, even with box at $500 or so.” 
 
My turn to contemplate.  “That was designed to run an instrument twenty four hours a day, seven 

days a week, and did so for over a year without any problems.  If I was going to make more of those, 
even if it was only four or five, I would design it differently.  I think the parts cost could be reduced to 
under $100, probably less.”  Phil and I had kicked around a few design ideas.  “How much does the 
saddle cost?”  What’s the degree of price sensitivity on a thing like this? 

 
She smiled, still contemplating.  “That model is around 1200 Euro.  The company making saddle 

says on their website over and over it will not work in North America, and they will not sell or ship to 
North America.” 

 
Okay, expensive, but under half the cost of the supported product.  Would be much better at 

$250 to $300. 
 
“How long would this take to do, to redesign and to make?” she asked. 
 
“It’s redesign, make, and test very, very thoroughly.  This is a device, which if it fails, could burn 

your house down or kill people.” 
 
She nodded.  “How long to produce a first article, estimated price, and bill of materials?  Would 

new unit be smaller and lighter?  Or should we just make more of existing more expensive unit?” 
 
“You sound serious, darling,” I suggested. 
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She smiled more.  “This is business; very serious.” 
 
Gee, Rudy had told me I could work on whatever I wanted...  Power supply for a sex toy?  “I 

would say six to eight weeks to design, build, and do initial testing on a prototype.  What’s your plan?” 
 
She nodded.  “Building this device is not a business I wish to get into, particularly if there are 

potential liability concerns.  One option would be to sell design to saddle company.  Other options are to 
set up or find interested company.  I worry this side of problem and you worry design side of problem?” 

 
I smiled and nodded.  “I will think about it; we can talk more about this.” 
 
She smiled.  “This could be very interesting, darling -- do you have valid passport?” 
 
“Of course,” I replied. 
 
“A trip to Europe in two months would be nice with you.  A good mix of business and pleasure.” 
 
“That could be interesting, yes,” I agreed finishing my wine. 
 
“We will discuss more when Dasha sister returns,” she agreed, swirling and finishing her wine. 
 
We cleaned up the kitchen.  “Darling, I need to check things using beautiful new computer, and 

get ready for tomorrow.  After that, I would like to introduce you to one of our products?” 
 
“Will you be introducing me to this product in the bedroom?” I inquired. 
 
“Oh yes, darling,” she growled, looking at me hungrily. 
 
“Sounds very interesting.  I will work on Dasha’s computer for a while, if you have questions, 

and then move upstairs to work on the other equipment.” 
 
We set up synch on Julya’s machine and kicked it off; I’d manually moved as much as I could, 

and the rest went automagically.  She was doing quite well adapting to the Mac; she had the dexterity to 
make the magic pad fly, and really liked it. 

 
I made sure I’d gotten as much as I could off the other disk for Dasha.  She had more music on 

her system, and luckily enough none of it was protected.  I frowned -- really need to set up Time 
Machine backups for both these things.  I poked around more on the Dell drive, seeing if I could suss out 
parts of the vermin. 

 
Julya leaned over and told me, “I change all passwords, and tell Dasha sister to do same.  This is 

good idea?” 
 
I got up, leaned over, and kissed her on the neck.  “Yes, this is very good idea.” 
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“You are certain on range of dates?” 
 
“For the infection of the old computers?  Yes; and I can show technically competent people how 

I arrived at those dates.” 
 
“That is good.  We are warning others.  We have friends in rat-catching business...” 
 
I smiled.  “How nice...  I will be upstairs working.”  I headed for the door. 
 
“Wait...” she called, extending a hand. 
 
“Yes?  What do you need?” I asked. 
 
She looked at me with such a smile.  “All afternoon and evening as we work here, you help me, 

just help, not grabbing at my breasts at all!” 
 
I shook my head, puzzled.  “As you said, I was helping you!” 
 
She sighed and pulled me closer, pulling my head to her bosom.  “I appreciate that very much, 

darling -- you are a very good catch!” 
 
I held on for a bit, then got up, kissing her on the neck again.  “Thank you, Julya, and thank your 

sister for catching me!” 
 
I headed up to harass the remaining rats. 
 
What I wanted to do was take that mystery box in the rack apart.  If I’d built it, it would have 

interlocks.  So?  What’s an interlock going to do when the power is off?  Unplug the sucker first!  I 
thought about it, but no, self-destruct scenarios don’t make sense. 

 
Well, what else can I learn from outside the box?  I can certainly look at those other cables!  I 

can dissect one, or...  I can get an idea what’s going on by using a sense loop with the spectrum analyzer 
to sniff the cables, dissecting if need be to sniff individual lines. 

 
Got out the spectrum analyzer, and the gray mystery box in with it.  The mystery box was quite 

obviously built to work with the spectrum analyzer.  Three cables interconnecting -- RF in, tracking 
generator out, and a multi-pin aux/synch connector.  Two color-coded TNC connectors to a cable ending 
in a pancake-sized probe around eight inches in diameter on a two foot or so nonmetallic handle. 

 
“Let’s take this sucker apart!” I announced, digging out my Swiss Army knife. 
 
Eight pozi-drive screws later, it comes apart. 
 
“Oh my...” I announced, digging for my notepad and a drawing instrument.  And a better light 

and a magnifier. 
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Half an hour later, after popping the lids off some shield cans, I had a better idea. 
 
“Holy spook shit, batman!” I announced.  I concluded that I was looking at a non-linear junction 

detector, spook gear for finding electronics!  The output of the tracking generator (TG) went to a divide 
by two followed by a divide by 64.  The resulting TG/128 signal went to a counter/microprocessor 
module.  The TG/2 went to what looked to be a tunable filter, followed by a first wideband amp with an 
AGC loop, then a wideband circulator, a fast PIN diode switch, and another wideband amp driving one 
of the TNC connectors -- the exciter antenna.  The other antenna, the sense antenna, ran to the spectrum 
analyzer RF input.  The counter/micro module drove the filter, AGC stuff, talked to the AUX connector, 
and to a slick looking switching supply sucking power from the AUX connector. 

 
Very slick!  I put the lids back on things and buttoned it up. 
 
The theory of nonlinear junction detectors is fairly simple.  If you excite a nonlinear junction, 

such as a transistor, diode, or other semiconductor, whether it’s powered up or not, it’s going to do 
nonlinear things -- it is, by definition, a nonlinear junction, right?  So you excite the sucker at frequency 
F, and listen for stuff at 2F, where the first harmonic will appear.  Or, use f/2 and f, whatever.  That also 
explains the largish external battery pack for the spectrum analyzer -- that external module had to use a 
few watts of power... 

 
Powering up the analyzer, the pancake antenna was definitely wideband -- set my iPhone on the 

desk and set the analyzer to max span, and it picked up signals at the expected places in the spectrum. 
 
Swapped the iPhone for a dead little IR thermometer I’d been carrying around meaning to 

replace.  Even with the preamp on, the analyzer thought it was quiet as a dead mouse. 
 
Turned the power switch on the gray TSCM box.  The spectrum analyzer goes clickety-clack, 

and it goes into user mode with new menus!  I left it on auto and moved the pancake over the dead IR 
thermometer, which held a microprocessor and lots of other goodies.  Oh yeah!  The gating really did it, 
letting me know what was background stuff, and what was resulting from the pulsed excitation. 

 
Got the 144 and 440 MHz handheld ham radio from my bag and set it on the counter.  Snuck up 

on it with the pancake.  Clickety clack, the analyzer changed span, centering on lower frequencies!  Nice 
job, guys!  Looking at the analyzer display, I could see major resonances on the ham bands, and the IF 
frequencies for the radio.  Powered the radio on, swept it again, and clickety clack, the analyzer backs 
off on sensitivity!  Now I can see spikes from the local oscillators, as well as other resonances, and the 
radio is making funky noises as the TG/2 signal sweeps through the spots on the ham bands the radio is 
listening to. 

 
LOW BATT flashing in red -- okay, enough fun for now.  Powered things down, located the wall 

wart chargers, and got things charging. 
 
Hmmm, this is interesting -- this is a serious piece of spook equipment.  The analyzer isn’t 

cheap...  Yeah, with the options listed on the serial number sticker, around $16k.  That TSCM box cost a 
few bucks as well, I’d guess a few thousand, as the boards were Duroid and gold plated.  And someone 
walked away from this kit? 
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Back to the rats in the network...  I could get a cheap hard disk and load a Linux distro on one of 

the Dell boxes, use it as a syslog server to collect shit for analysis, load up Cacti to show me graphs. 
 
“Ready, darling?” Julya asked, sticking her head into the closet. 
 
No more answers tonight, just questions -- time to declare victory and move on.  “Yes.  You 

were successful?” 
 
She smiled and nodded.  “New computer is very nice!  Faster, easier to use!” 
 
“Something to thank the rats for?” I suggested. 
 
She frowned, then smirked.  “We will thank them in other ways...  But I wish to thank you for all 

your help...” 
 
I stood up, shutting down the things I didn’t need.  Should put a motion-activated light switch in 

here. 
 
To the bathroom to clean up. 
 
As I’m brushing my teeth, Julya asks, “The fur last night darling, did you like her?” 
 
My knees damn near gave out...  After I had a chance to rinse my mouth, I told her, “Julya, that 

was incredible -- you are incredible.  Did you like being held in it in the middle of the night?” 
 
She moved up to my back, kissing my shoulder.  “Waking up that way, feeling you, being 

wrapped and held in the fur was very intense, darling.  Waking with you in my arms is better...  Thank 
you...” 

 
After a not so brief hug, she insisted I wash my face again, and she washed my happy parts, 

getting happier by the moment...  We moved into the bedroom, dimly lit by nightstand lights turned 
down low.  I thought I saw some things piled at the foot of the bed...  She urged me on to the bed, on my 
back.  Same flannel sheets on the turned-down bed. 

 
I moaned as she pulled some kind of fur up my body.  It had it softness, but also some stiffer 

elements.  She brushed my abdomen with it, then my chest, using only the weight of the fur itself.  She 
moved parts of it up to my neck, and then brushed my face.  “Oh thank you, darling, for letting me 
pleasure you with the fur.”  Then my cock and balls were enveloped in nothing but softness as she 
pumped me a few times, bringing out gasps and moans. 

 
As suddenly as it started, it stopped, though.  I sighed and took a deep breath, almost laughing. 
 
I didn’t see it coming; my eyes were closed.  I first felt the fur pull away from my face and neck 

a bit, then felt something oh so soft at the edges of my face.  That continued, something so soft sliding 
over my face, my head.  As the softness covered me, I felt something else, an artificial nipple teasing my 
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lips.  I took it, and as I did, the softness enveloped my face and head.  It surrounded me, yet I could 
breathe through my nose.  Softness along my thighs up to my groin made me moan again, and when I 
inhaled, I was filled with a delicious scent.  I moaned more, exhaling, and inhaled deeply as I sucked. 

 
The softness turned to buzzing.  I started moving, turning, and she let her weight down on top of 

me, pressing the thing into my face, filling me, but I could still breathe! 
 
So dizzy, so wrapped up -- the fur pulled away from my face, replaced by cool skin and a real 

nipple, which I took hungrily. 
 
But suddenly she moved off me, leaving me hard and hungry and exposed to the coolness of the 

room. 
 
I turned and pushed up on an elbow.  She was next to me on the bed, on her back, pleasuring 

herself with the furs.  She held out her arms, inviting me in... 
 
I grabbed the two pillows at the head of the bed, folding one, putting the other on top of it, and 

putting those at her belly button level and rolling her on top of them.  I moved them more to hold her 
bottom up a bit.  She was holding the fur still, and started moving her bottom.  I moved behind her and 
eased myself in.  So good!  Easing in all the way, holding her hips, pressing and moving just a little as 
she moved under me. 

 
The room was cool, all the better to snuggle in, but I was feeling it.  I went down on top of her 

and pulled a fur cover over part of me.  Much better!  I held her shoulders as I rode her bottom. 
 
She was moving under me, mostly her hips, but moving her arms as well.  She got hold of the 

sides of the fur covering me and pulled them tight around our middles, holding us together.  Nice!  As I 
moved my hands and arms around, holding my chest up a little off her, my right hand found something 
soft.  As I continued to ride her luscious bottom, I pulled the thing closer.  A fur ball, volleyball or 
basketball sized?  With an opening!  Oh, this is the thing she pulled over my face!  I paused my 
inspection to hold her shoulders for a bit and more vigorously ride her.  Leaning on her back, enjoying 
the ride so much, I pulled it closer.  I slid my face into it, finding the nipple, and finding that scent once 
more.  I took it off quickly and moved on her back some, stretching out my arms. 

 
Her arms were probably at her sides, gripping the fur throw, holding it tight around me, holding 

us together.  Her head was back, her eyes closed, a wanton smile on her face as she panted and moaned. 
 
I positioned the fur hood, and quickly pulled it over her head, engulfing her in it.  There were 

loops along the edges of the entrance -- I pulled them together as I held it on her head, riding her as she 
bucked underneath me.  The sounds she’d been making changed, more moaning.  She didn’t try and 
shake it off -- if she tried that, I’d pull it off quickly.  I was also trying to remember how long it had 
taken before I faded.  But as I was trying to figure that out, her vocalizations changed and her body 
started relaxing under me.  I pulled the hood off quickly, bringing it closer and thrusting my face into it, 
taking that nipple and sucking for a moment, drowning myself in softness, pulling it off as my head 
started to buzz again.  Holding on, thrusting, feeling her thrust back, both of us moaning, coming... 
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Half waking to her kissing and holding me, wrapping arms and legs around her, kissing as she 
pulled a fur cover over us.  Holding her, responding to her urging me down, repositioning and letting her 
guide me to a nipple.  Her arms flew around my head, holding me as my lips made contact.  Wrapping 
my arms around her waist, holding on as she kissed my head repeatedly.  Settling in, getting more 
comfortable, moving so my head is resting against her, filling me with the sweet sound of her heart. 

 
End of part 3 

Rev 2011/04/22 
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Wednesday 
 
Snuggling nicely in the morning when the alarm clock went off, but when I got randy, she 

squeezed me the way she does and turned my lights out.  She kissed me awake and rolled out of bed. 
 
“Is that fair?” I sighed, sitting up and swinging my legs over the edge of the bed. 
 
Julya laughed low.  “Saving you for later, darling...” 
 
“Thank you for holding me; thank you for squeezing me,” I told her. 
 
She stepped closer, pulling my head between her breasts and holding me.  “I enjoy it too, darling 

-- sleeping and waking with you is very special.” 
 
We cleaned up and got dressed.  We also packed up the saddle and my power supply, and carried 

it downstairs.  We had toast downstairs.  Julya wanted to get going, because traffic would be rough.  I 
told her it would be easy much of the way.  And why is that, she demanded?  Because I’m with you, I 
told her.  To her not-very-charitable look, I reminded her -- carpool!  That got me a smile, hug, and kiss. 

 
We still left early, loading the saddle in the trunk of the Mercedes along with a midsized 

cardboard box.  I got to sit in the passenger seat and drink my Dr. Pepper. 
 
The carpool lanes saved us a lot of time.  Her friend Rasha’s salon was up near 101 and Highway 

92, Burlingame and Redwood Shores.  We headed to a light-industrial area, and pulled around the back 
of a building.  A number of cars were parked behind one, including a newer full-size Mercedes.  
Business must be good! 

 
Julya popped the trunk lid open; I stood by the trunk while she went to the back door and pressed 

the doorbell. 
 
A large woman came out, smiling and hugging Julya, both of them jabbering on.  Three more 

came out, younger women in white smocks typical of beauty salons or medical establishments, and 
came to the car. 

 
“We are to bring it in?” one of them told me with a slight accent.  They were probably late 

twenties, very pretty, none wearing any makeup to speak of.  One took the box and the others started 
picking up the saddle. 

 
I helped them get it out of the trunk and they hauled it off without any problems.  All three of 

them seemed to be slender builds, nice. 
 
Their boss, Rasha, was built like a tank.  A little taller than her two assistants, but as wide as the 

two assistants put together.  Julya was waving me over; I closed the trunk and headed to the door. 
 
I guess I was introduced; Rasha shook my hand in both of hers, “A pleasure to meet you.” 
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We went inside, and to a small exam room where I was seated in the victim chair. 
 
Another woman joined us.  Where Rasha was the Captain, this one was clearly her XO.  Precise, 

perfect in her dress (even though it was a version of the same smock/uniform the others wore), posture, 
complexion.  Even carrying a clipboard.  The three ladies spoke for a couple of minutes.  The XO pulled 
a high intensity light over to examine my face.  They took turns positioning my head, looking at me.  
Julya ran fingers through my gray streak, and as she was talking, I got sympathetic looks from the other 
two; clued in on how I got it, I guess. 

 
“Professor Marsh, if you would disrobe please?” the XO requested. 
 
“You can leave your shorts for now,” Julya offered. 
 
I stood up and got undressed, folding my clothes and putting them on a shelf nearby. 
 
Damn, in spite of the exercise I’d been getting, I felt stiff -- I hadn’t done any serious yoga in a 

few days!  I did a sun salutation, going into forward fold, putting the palms of my hands on the floor and 
relaxing.  Damn that felt good!  I rolled up to standing again, took a breath, and let it out with a sigh. 

 
“Very flexible!” the XO commented. 
 
Now they stood, looking me over.  Too damn old to be a prize calf, that’s for sure.  Years of 

abuse, years of yoga; what did Indiana Jones say?  “It’s not the years, it’s the mileage?”  Thinking about 
it, I was hoping I was still in the low-mileage category, with a long ways to go yet. 

 
The three ladies seemed to have settled on my fate, if the nodding was an indication. 
 
Rasha and Julya exited the room, leaving me with the XO, who handed me a plain white robe 

and indicated the chair.  “Sit, please.” 
 
“Has my fate been decided?” I asked, putting on the robe and taking a seat. 
 
She laughed.  “With your agreement, yes.  You understand, we have few male clients; most of 

our clients are European, with an increasing number of Chinese.  Some of our methods are somewhat 
unorthodox, but from what Julya has told us, I believe you will find them quite interesting and 
enjoyable.” 

 
“I understand in your home country, you seldom received compliments directly from those you 

worked on,” I offered. 
 
She smiled, nodding.  “That is an interesting way of stating it, but yes.  This morning, we will 

cleanse your skin, your face, neck, down to your shoulders, and then your hands and feet.  We will trim 
your hair, and take care of your nails.  We are still discussing lightening your hair to match the very 
attractive colour in the front.  Do you have a preference or opinion on this?” 

 
I nodded.  “As you can undoubtedly tell from my dress, I do not spend a lot of time on my 
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appearance.  Usually when I look at myself in the mirror in the morning, I laugh.” 
 
That got the chuckling I’d hoped for.  “I look for low maintenance.  Eventually my hair will go 

entirely silver.  Helping that process along, not through extreme stress, though, would be acceptable.  
What would not be acceptable is something that requires constant attention and upkeep.  As I said, when 
I look at the person in the mirror in the morning, I stick my tongue out.” 

 
She smiled and nodded. “You are happy with who you are.” 
 
I smiled and shook my head.  “I am not trying to be someone else.” 
 
She smiled more.  “Very good.  We s...” 
 
The door opened and Rasha jabbered something.  Julya added, for my benefit, “They’ve started 

without us -- come along, please!” 
 
Both of us got up and followed Rasha and Julya.  Approaching a door that was partially open, we 

could hear moaning of a quite pleasant nature!  Julya said something and the other two laughed.  I could 
hear a pulsing 50-cycle hum as well. 

 
We entered a fifteen or so by twenty room set up as an exercise room with mats on part of the 

floor, one mirror-covered wall with a barre, massage table pushed up against one wall, other cushions, 
large exercise balls. 

 
But the center of attraction for the eight or so women in the room before us was the saddle.  A 

young woman was in it, and one sitting behind her.  The woman in the saddle had her head back against 
the one holding her, eyes closed as she moaned in ecstasy.  Both her breasts were being held by the one 
behind her, who was also leaning over and looked to be biting her neck.  I thought the one in the saddle 
was one of the ones who took things into the shop.  Surprising, she looked to be fully clothed, still 
wearing white pants and the smock top. 

 
The noise from the saddle was interesting.  On 60 cycles, it had been pretty jumbled.  On 50 

cycles, it was purring and pulsing, and having a definite effect on the young lady! 
 
She was working up to another one, her vocalizations becoming more insistent as she got closer, 

collapsing with a moaning sigh.  If not for being held up, she would have fallen over. 
 
Julya moved in, kneeling and hitting a switch stopping it, talking to the crowd as she moved the 

lever holding in the occupant.  Two colleagues took the dear by the arms and pulled her to a different 
spot on the mats.  The crotch of her pants looked quite damp.  She looked to be out.  Nice way to go! 

 
“Whoa!” I muttered as the one sitting on the back of the saddle straightened up, flung her hair 

back, and turned giving me a smoldering look.  She had dark brown hair to the bottoms of her shoulder 
blades, hair that reminded me of that incredible fur coat.  But what triggered my comment was her very 
prominent, very large and firm looking breasts, sticking out like ... like I’d never seen before.  She said 
something, and Julya looked up to me and laughed, nodding, replying. 
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Julya looked to me again and said, “Petra says hello -- she will be working with you today.” 
 
I could panic or I could smile -- I smiled and nodded.  “I look forward to it, as you can imagine,” 

I told Julya.  She snorked back a laugh and told Petra something, which had them both chuckling.  I 
swear I could see Petra’s nipples standing out...  Going to be a fun morning! 

 
Julya got the cardboard box we’d brought and opened it -- pieces of fur?  She took out a piece of 

some sheared fur, could have been mouton, and placed it in the saddle.  She said something to the rest of 
the assembled crew, looking around.  One of the girls stepped forward, and looking right at me, 
proceeded to strip!  Pretty, athletic body, a B cup at best.  Still, they were quite perky and looked tasty. 

 
She took her seat in the saddle, making appreciative noises at the fur.  Julya moved the lever 

snugging things up.  With a glance back to Petra, the girl gave Julya a nod.  Petra slid up right behind 
the girl, who leaned back against Petra, closing her eyes and smiling.  Petra held her gently and nodded.  
Julya threw the switch. 

 
That nice 50-cycle hum...  Interesting, started out low with a slow pulsing, growing slowly in 

amplitude, the pulsing staying about the same frequency.  Gee, the young lady in the saddle seemed to 
track the building intensity nicely... 

 
But unlike the young woman before her, she just went with two (or was it three?), then sat up, 

moving away from Petra, reaching for the switch, which Julya hit for her.  Julya and one of the others 
helped her up and wobbled her to one of the cushions where she sat with friends, holding on to their 
arms to steady herself, smiling, catching her breath. 

 
We went through a succession of young ladies.  Thought one was shy as she disrobed; she was 

teasing me. 
 
The penultimate one, save for Rasha and her XO, she looked right at me as she disrobed.  Oh 

my, much larger breasts, larger than Dasha, but not as big as either Julya or Petra, the Saddle’s unofficial 
co-pilot.  The way she stretched and moved, she knew what caught my attention.  She was beautiful, 
head to toe.  She started to sit in the saddle, exchanging words with Petra.  In response to something 
Petra said, and Julya made a remark, the young lady walked right to me! 

 
Julya announced, “Kiki would like you to help...” 
 
Kiki took my hands and drew me to in front of the saddle, to increasing noise from the crowd.  

She pushed on my shoulders, and I went to my knees. 
 
As I went down, I ran my hands from her waist to her bottom, pulling her closer.  I could smell 

her arousal; she was quite wet.  I think watching made everyone horny as hell; I know I was.  I pulled 
her closer and kissed her neatly trimmed thatch, moving lower, tilting her hips, going for her slit.  She 
moaned, opening her legs to give me access;  the crowd roared!  Her hands found the back of my head 
as my tongue got closer to the mark, but she was pulled away and put in the saddle. 
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The look she gave me was one of intense sexual frustration.  She held her arms out and pulled 
me closer.  Our lips met.  Hell, she was going for my tonsils, if not my larynx!  I heard the buzzing start 
and felt a hand in the middle of my back encouraging me forward.  I was on my knees, and scooted 
closer to the saddle to better hold her.  She was moaning in my mouth, holding me, running her hands 
over me.  I felt another pair of hands between us working on her breasts.  A hand from behind me slid 
down my chest to my groin, giving me an enticing feel... 

 
Kiki pulled away a bit, moaning out loud and pushing down on my shoulders, saying something.  

I aimed for a nipple, and from the enthusiastic response I think that was a good guess.  Her arms flew 
around me, and I held on as best I could.  After a long rolling one, she called out something else, pulling 
me back to kissing.  I felt hands reaching around me and the buzzing stopped.  She panted as we kissed.  
I held her, running my hands over her shoulders and back. 

 
Other hands intruded, helping her up, moving me back. 
 
When I was helped back, I landed sitting on a towel-covered cushion two feet by five feet or so 

and a few inches high, sitting on top of the other cushions.  Looking around the XO was in the room, 
Julya and Rasha were gone, and a pair of the younger ladies were with us tending to a cart full of 
goodies. 

 
Petra moved forward from her back seat on the saddle, looking into my eyes, right into my lap.  I 

was quite hard; she wrapped her legs around my waist and proceeded to pull off her top.  As she reached 
behind herself to unhook her bra, I leaned forward, burying my head between her breasts and holding 
her waist.  She laughed and after more fiddling behind her, wrapped her arms around me, squeezing me 
tight.  So good! 

 
She scooted back, moving away, and stood, dropping her bra.  She stood in front of me, feet 

spread.  I took the invitation, kissing my way to heaven.  As before, though, I only got a taste before she 
moved once more, taking her place in the saddle.  I started to move forward, but the XO and the two 
young ladies stopped me.  One helped me slip out of the robe.  Leaning me back momentarily, they also 
took my shorts.  Eager hands rolled a condom on to me -- encouraging!  Leaning me up again, one of 
them slipped something over my head, to my nose -- a nasal cannula?  I nodded, repositioning it.  
Someone snugged it up behind my head. 

 
“You know this?” the XO asked. 
 
“Yes,” I replied, nodding. 
 
She smiled and said something to the ladies, who took my hands and placed them on Petra’s 

beautiful breasts.  “For now, touch only, understand?” 
 
I held her breasts, stroking the sides gently.  She smiled and looked into my eyes.  “Yes,” I 

replied. 
 
Someone hit the switch.  I held and stroked Petra’s breasts, our eyes locked together.  Her 

breathing picked up; I could feel her moving.  I did what I could to help.  As she sounded like she was 
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getting close, I focused attention on her nipples, rolling them gently and generating quite the response. 
 
I thought we would go another round or two -- I was mistaken.  Petra said something, and the 

saddle’s buzzing stopped.  Hands pulled me back on to the cushion a ways, and to my back. 
 
Petra all but jumped me, on top of me, guiding me inside, pressing down, rocking a bit and 

crying out, then leaning forward.  Such a triumphant smile!  She leaned forward as someone lifted my 
shoulders, propping me up on the cushion.  Petra attached me to her nipple, filling me. 

 
She smothered me to her, and that’s when I felt coolness through the cannula!  I closed my eyes, 

holding on, devouring, rocking my hips, holding her waist, holding her shoulders.  So good, being 
smothered to her yet still being able to breathe.  Rocking, rocking, so good, and starting to get close... 

 
I moaned to let her know, pulling her on top of me, her weight so good.  Rocking and swirling 

her hips, squeezing me to her nipple, saying something, I’m so close and then there’s a hand on my balls 
and it’s all over, holding on as best I can as I’m filling her, hardly noticing the coolness from the cannula 
change until my arms are slipping and... 

 
Waking up, eyes covered, on my back.  Trying to move.  Hands on me, “Hold still and relax, 

darling,” in my ear.  I moved my hips and legs a little, twitchy.  Coolness through the cannula still, 
relaxing.  A nipple and breast filled me, insuring I breathed through my nose and the cannula.  Hands 
and a mouth on my cock encouraged me to take deep breaths... 

 
Waking to a mask on my face, moving a little.  “Deep breathing darling, only oxygen,” 

whispered in my ear.  Blinking my eyes open, my face felt ... taut, tingling?  Young lady on my right 
lifted the back of what I was on to sitting.  “Thank you,” I told her.  She smiled, sliding an automatic 
blood pressure cuff up my arm.  Remembered her from the earlier show.  She held my arm and hit the 
button on the cuff’s display box.  Whirr, inflate, pause, and inflate some more.  Deflating in steps to 
rapid beeps as I felt pulse in my arm. 

 
But the young lady frowned and moved the cuff to my left arm, repeating the process.  She even 

repeated the frown.  She removed the cuff and with a smile, left the room. 
 
I looked at my hands -- nice!  Nails trimmed and polished, something with the cuticles as well.  

Pulled up a foot -- toenails too!  Looked like the skin on the backs of my hands had been refinished; my 
feet were definitely minus some calluses. 

 
The XO, the young lady from before, and Kiki came in carrying a manual BP cuff and 

stethoscope.  Kiki smiled, put the cuff on my right arm, held my arm in hers, placing the stethoscope and 
doing it the old fashioned way.  Releasing the pressure, watching, calling off numbers (not in English), 
shrugging. 

 
The XO nodded.  “Professor Marsh, you have had anesthesia in the past?” 
 
I smiled and nodded, guessing where this was going.  “Yes,” I agreed. 
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She frowned.  “And the results?” 
 
I sighed.  “Cold hands and feet, high blood pressure, increased heart rate, twitching muscles.” 
 
The XO frowned and nodded.  She spoke with the gal who took my BP, who nodded.  XO said, 

“Kiki will help you get dressed.  We will return in a moment.” 
 
“Thank you, Kiki,” I said, looking in her eyes as she took off the cuff. 
 
I was a little shaky as I got dressed, glad for the help.  I pressed the nailbed of my right index 

finger testing cap refill -- I shook my head -- kinda slow.  Kiki repeated with a different finger and 
agreed with my assessment, indicating poor peripheral circulation. 

 
Putting on my pants, I glanced in a mirror -- what a surprise!  What a difference!  Hair, eyebrows 

tamed, my hair lightened.  Skin looked a lot better.  Pretty amazing.  Sat down and did socks and shoes.  
“Very good work!” I told Kiki.  She smiled and said, “Thank you.” 

 
Julya, Rasha, and the XO entered. 
 
Julya said, “What a dashing man!” giving me a hug, then switched to her own language talking 

with the others.  Rasha was proud of her team’s work, that was evident. 
 
The XO took over, gesturing to me, talking for a bit, then to Kiki, who initially looked surprised, 

but then looked at me and smiled.  Julya smirked, shaking her head. 
 
The XO turned to me.  “Professor Marsh.  In my country I was Medical Doctor.  Here, we are 

still climbing mountains of paper.  Also, Kiki was top emergency room Nurse.  As you surmised, you 
are having reaction to anesthesia used earlier.  This reaction is not serious, but it is of concern.  We are 
sending Kiki back to watch you,” she smirked, “very closely.  Kiki will re-check your blood pressure 
after you have been laying down quietly.  If your blood pressure has not dropped, Kiki will give you 
medication.  She will continue to monitor you.”  She spoke to the others, placing extra emphasis on 
some phrases, looking at Kiki and Julya, both of whom nodded but smirked. 

 
“The last time you had this, do you recall how long it took you to recover?” the XO asked. 
 
I shook my head.  “I don’t remember -- I was recovering from surgery over a few days.” 
 
She nodded.  “This will resolve within half a day to two days.  This will not be a problem.”  She 

smiled.  “And Kiki will take good care of you.” 
 
“Who would not want to take care of such a handsome man,” Julya said, then turned to Rasha, 

praising her work I’d guess.  Kiki ducked out on us. 
 
More conversation among them.  Julya pulled me to standing; I hugged her close.  My hands and 

feet definitely felt cold.  I was feeling twitchy as well.  “We will soon go home,” she told me. 
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I thanked Rasha, and her XO.  I would have liked to thank Petra as well...  We headed to the 
back door, picking up Kiki, who had changed clothes and had two bags with her.  She talked with Julya 
as we walked. 

 
I think Kiki opened the back door.  Bright sun hit me and I backed up, bumping Julya, as I 

reached into the pocket of my jacket for my sunglasses.  “Too bright!” I exclaimed - explained. 
 
Into the car, and away we went.  Except that shortly after we started moving, “Jesus,” I said, 

closing my eyes and putting a hand over my face. 
 
“Something is the matter?” Julya asked, concerned. 
 
“Seeing the motion is not good for me; I am okay with my eyes closed,” I told her. 
 
She translated, as I’d expected.  I felt hands from the back seat urging me back in the seat, 

pulling my head back against the headrest.  I reached with my right hand for buttons to adjust the seat, 
and found the one for the seat back, lowering it some. 

 
“This is much better,” I told them.  Julya and Kiki had a short conversation.  Kiki put a hand on 

my shoulder. 
 
The two of them talked a bit on the drive back.  At one point Kiki gently stroked the sides of my 

head, which was very nice. 
 
Thought I recognized the freeway offramp, and the succession of slower surface streets.  Yes, 

turning into the driveway and stopping. 
 
I hit the button to raise the seat back and opened my eyes, also popping off the seat belt. 
 
Lucky the area was somewhat shaded.  I opened the door and started to get out when a hand 

clamped on my left shoulder.  Kiki said something, and Julya told me, “Wait please for Kiki to help.” 
 
“Okay,” I agreed. 
 
Kiki got out and closed her door.  I swung my legs out and took a breath.  Hands and feet still 

cold, damn twitchy as well, and I needed to pee.  I got up, slow and not too steady.  I held Kiki, not just 
for balance...  Julya had the trunk open as we walked back. 

 
“We left the saddle?” I asked as she took out the cardboard box and Kiki’s bags. 
 
“Oh yes -- they are using two days.  We will pick up Friday with Dasha.  I think this will be good 

business.” 
 
“Why?” I asked, unsure what was going on. 
 
“We will talk about such things later; work for you too.  Right now someone wants to get you to 
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bed...” 
 
I took one of Kiki’s bags and she had the other as we walked together.  We went upstairs. 
 
“Use room for Dasha sister,” Julya called out. 
 
Inside, we hugged briefly and I went to use the loo.  My legs and my face both felt twitchy; 

hands and feet were cold.  Looking at myself more closely in the mirror, they’d done quite a number on 
me!  I felt my face -- very smooth!  Trimmed the wild frizzy eyebrows, and yes, the nose as well.  Even 
tidied up the mustache.  Ran warm water over my wrists and hands for a bit; don’t know if that helped or 
not.  Dried and headed back for bed. 

 
Julya came in, through the door rather than through the fur closet.  She spoke to Kiki, who was 

all smiles as she got undressed.  Being in the bedroom, seeing her undress, standing there naked myself 
it was very easy to see what I was interested in...  And Kiki paused to say something and give my erect 
cock a gentle fondle that weakened my knees...  She gave me a kiss on the cheek and urged me to the 
bed as she went into the bathroom. 

 
Julya shook her head and laughed softly.  I got into bed, pulling the fur cover over me -- cold and 

twitchy. 
 
Julya was holding a conversation with Kiki, still in the bathroom.  I opened my eyes briefly to 

see what was going on -- Julya was at Dasha’s dressing table, looking over perfume bottles.  I put my 
hands under my bottom to try and get them warm. 

 
Motion on the bed -- I opened my eyes to see Kiki on all fours, dipping her shoulders down to 

slide her breasts through the fur, going up my legs.  She paused at my groin, pressing into me.  Both of 
us enjoyed that!  She teased me more, pleasuring herself with the fur.  Such a look, a glow on her face.  
Sliding over me, teasing me with her breasts, hands, and the rest of her body.  But then she rolled off! 

 
Only to pull back the cover enough to slide into bed, slide on top of me, and start sliding me into 

her.  A smaller bottom than Dasha, a nice bottom.  I held her waist as she moved on top of me. 
 
Something soft dumped on top of me; I looked and Julya was standing by the side of the bed 

smirking.  “Pleasure her with the fur, darling,” she told me, waved, and headed out. 
 
A large piece of silver fox, a wrap or a throw...  I took it and reached for her breasts, covering her 

torso with it, feeling her.  Her hands went to the outside of it, pulling part of it up to her face as she 
rocked, her eyes closed, making wonderful noises.  I paid attention to her breasts and her nipples, 
caressing her with the fur.  She shifted her hips, moving differently, and oh my God, that was going to 
do it...  I moaned, feeling it build. 

 
She looked at me, an incredible smile on her face.  One hand holding the fur to her face, I felt her 

other hand press against her lower abdomen.  I was there, and tried to let her know.  As I was filling her, 
I felt her quiver around me, her pleasure evident in her expression as she swirled her hips, looking at me 
so intently. 
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Moving the fur around, moving the part by her face, she leaned forward, caressing me with it, 

caressing both of us, putting part of it between us as she moved down to hold me to a nipple. 
 
So good, and such a delicious scent as she held me and murmured to me, cradling my head and 

holding me close.  I relaxed in her arms, fading as she held me. 
 
I was in a very nice place, not awake and not asleep. 
 
She got up after a while, returning with the BP cuff and checking my blood pressure again.  She 

also held my hands, and my feet briefly.   Still cold, my legs still twitchy.  Vanished again. 
 
Back with Julya in tow.  “How are you feeling, darling?  Your hands and feet?” Julya asked. 
 
“My hands and feet are cold.  I have a headache, and my legs still feel twitchy,” I told her. 
 
After a brief conversation with Kiki, she told me, “Kiki is going to give you medicine.” 
 
I’d been on my side for a while; she moved me to my back and gave me an injection in my right 

arm.  I felt warm and fuzzy. 
 
I’m not sure what happened.  I don’t think I was there for all of what went on.  Probably best I 

don’t have good memories of it.  I was sad, but someone held me and talked with me. 
 
I had my gallbladder taken out about six months before my family was killed.  I spent a couple of 

days in bed, part of that with my wonderful wife holding me.  Years later, I was still upset about losing 
them, the continued court fight on liability, so much crap. 

 
I had someone to hold, and someone to hold me.  I was in bed with Kiki; she was making noise 

rolling around in luscious furs.  I went down on her, enjoying her so much, the feeling of being squeezed 
between warm thighs so arousing.  Enjoying her, getting rolled to my back, smothered in furs and in her 
as she rode us to paradise.  Settling in again together, holding on, and going back to sleep. 

 
I got up in the middle of the night, thirsty and needing to pee.  I felt a little wobbly, but better.  

My feet and hands felt warm, which was a big improvement.  Sat on the can, cleaned up, drank some 
water.  It was a little after two in the morning.  Back to bed, snuggling up close to a delicious woman, 
resting my lips on the side of a breast only to have her pull me to her nipple. 

 
Up at six to pee again, back in bed to snuggle up to her back.   
 
Waking to the sensation of fur, spreading my legs more, so good.  Opening my eyes to see Kiki 

on all fours between my legs with a thick silver fox throw draped over me as she dips and runs her 
breasts over my groin, pleasuring both of us.  As she moved up, I reached for her, reached to tease and 
pleasure her.  She moved the fur up and grabbed my arms, pinning them over my head, sitting on me 
and now teasing me with her breasts.  Sliding across my face, not letting me have a nipple, smothering 
me between them, smothering me to one or the other. 



Tight Fit 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 101 http://www.asstr.org/~artie/ 

 
She moved to the side suddenly, rolling to her back and pulling me on top of her.  As I moved, I 

slid down a bit and moved up, sliding into her most of the way, laying on top of her, kissing her while I 
pleasured her face and head with the fur, rocking my hips to work in the rest of the way.  My hands on 
her shoulders, I pushed up, thrusting into her as she picked up her knees.  I tossed the fox up over her 
face and reached behind me to get a fur-covered cushion, putting it on top of her as well.  As I grasped 
her legs, pulling them to my chest, she wrapped her arms around the cushion, enjoying the fur.  I 
moistened a thumb to add to the fun, reaching down to pleasure her button. 

 
My, that got a bit more noise from under the pile of furs!  More noise and a very nice wiggle of 

the hips...  Soon she pulled my hand away, leaning a knee to the side, arching her back.  I pushed her top 
knee down, turning her partially to the side, letting me push in a little bit deeper.  She moved a bit more, 
and pretty soon she was on her stomach and I was riding her bottom, but not for long as I filled her.  I 
collapsed to her side, first pulling our hips closer and staying attached, then reaching up and pulling the 
cushion and furs more into her face.  She pulled them down from her face some, panting as I kissed her 
neck.  I flipped part of the cover over us so we wouldn’t get cold and held on to her. 

 
Suddenly wide awake -- shit!  I’m supposed to pick up Dasha!  

 
End of part 4 

Rev 2011/05/18 
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Thursday 
 
Shit!  I’m supposed to pick up Dasha!  I sat up and rolled out of bed, turning to see what time it 

was -- and got incredibly dizzy and fell to my hands and knees.  I think Kiki helped move me to sitting 
on my ass -- she was in front of me holding my shoulders.. 

 
I was still wobbly, but...  “I have to get Dasha from the airport,” I told her, unsure of how much 

she understood.  I started moving to all four’s again. 
 
She pushed me back, then sat in my lap.  “You stay -- Julya already go,” she told me, shaking her 

head, ending the conversation by cradling my head between her breasts. 
 
I sighed, closing my eyes again.  Okay, no need to rush.  Still don’t know what time it is. 
 
Silly person -- it’s time to hold and appreciate the wonderful woman sitting in your lap! 
 
I pulled one of the furs down and wrapped it around us, rubbing her back with it as we kissed.  

That helped.  “Shower with me?” I asked. 
 
She smiled, nodded, and said, “Yes!” 
 
The skin on my face still felt tingly and tight.   My legs still felt a little wobbly.  Kiki approved 

of my Neutrogena body wash, and scrubbed my back with a washcloth.  I helped work up a good lather 
between us...  I was a big help as we dried, too.  She sat me down and combed out my hair; she combed 
and brushed out hers. 

 
Something irresistible to me about women fresh from the shower...  I took her to the bed, putting 

her on her back and kneeling at the side of the bed, pulling her legs over my shoulders.  So tasty! 
 
I looked up to see her caressing herself with the fox throw, aglow with carnal pleasure.  I was 

still recovering, but I didn’t mind.  I joined her on the bed for a while, relaxing in her arms. 
 
We put on the simple white robes and headed downstairs.  She heated up a cup of coffee in the 

microwave while I did toast. 
 
I was getting the grape jam from the fridge when I felt a hand on my shoulder.  I turned, putting 

the jam on the counter, and stepped into her arms, sharing a kiss. 
 
“You are feeling better,” she told me with a big smile, leaning back, still hip to hip. 
 
I ran my hands over her back and down to her bottom.  “Yes, thank you.” 
 
After our toast, I had an idea.  “Maybe you can help?” I asked her. 
 
She perked up.  “Yes?  I would like to help.” 
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We went upstairs to the closet.  I pulled out the cheat sheet with the Cyrillic on it.  There was a 
diagram on the back side, almost a floor plan.  I got a blank piece of paper stolen from one of the 
printers in the office.  “Can you translate?” I asked, handing her a mechanical pencil. 

 
She nodded, “Yes, is easy.” 
 
Damn -- easy but troubling.  I’d expected it to be a list of Ethernet ports.  But we didn’t have 

ports in the hall downstairs, or at the top of the stairs...  The list on the flip side better matched Ethernet 
ports. 

 
Time to take apart the mystery box...  I took out the screws holding it into the rack and slid it 

forward.  Hah -- secure torx!  I’d seen a set of bits in one of the buckets.  Two in the front and two in the 
back that took some reaching, but the cover came off, and whoever set it up left long enough service 
loops in the cables so I was able to pull it most of the way out of the rack, leaving it balanced hanging 
out the front of the rack. 

 
Jetway motherboard with an Intel Atom processor, two and a half inch hard disk, four Ethernet 

ports with three in use, and a very pretty board hooked to a pair of USB ports, with multiple connectors 
and our small mystery cables.  Too much circuitry for just a hub.  Hub plus mux?  Switchable?  Each of 
the mystery connectors was four pin, so these were USB devices?  Pico PSU with funky charging - 
switching board connected to what looked like a lithium battery and a simple AC supply. 

 
Disconnected my vampire tap from the USB cable feeding the cable modem and pushed the 

probes on to one of the connectors, the third one from the left. 
 
Hand on my shoulder.  Kiki was holding the top cover, which had a piece of paper taped to the 

inside.  “Should I translate this?” she asked. 
 
One block looked like my mystery board.  “Yes, please!” 
 
Hooked my vampire tap up to my laptop.  The little LEDs on the vampire tap were blinking 

steadily -- a datastream.  I went with my rapidly souring gut and threw the datastream at Quicktime. 
 
“Oh fuck,” I muttered to an image of the kitchen as seen from the ceiling on the screen. 
 
“Done,” Kiki told me, leaning into me and kissing my shoulder. 
 
I gave her a hug before I looked at what she’d done.  Yeah, another list of rooms, including top 

of the stairs and downstairs hall...  Damn.  Kitchen was third on the list, third connector from the left. 
 
“Kiki, I would like you to go to the den, next door, just go in the room, sit down, and talk or sing 

for me please?” I requested. 
 
She gave me a strange look.  “Go to next room,” she pointed, “sit and talk, or sing?” she asked. 
 
“Yes, please -- I will be there in a few minutes.” 
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She smiled.  We kissed again.  She headed to the den. 
 
Cursing under my breath, I moved the taps over to what should be the proper connector.  Damn - 

the camera had to be right over the tuffet!  Watched Kiki walk around some.  I turned up the volume on 
my laptop.  Didn’t have to turn it up very far and I could hear her quite clearly.  Damn!  She picked up a 
fur throw from the couch and moved to the tuffet, leaning back, pulling her robe open and pleasuring 
herself with the fur as she moaned and spoke. 

 
The fucking house was wired for video and sound! 
 
Not for long.  There was a six inch wire between the Pico PSU plugged into the motherboard and 

the power switching board.  I popped the connector at the Pico PSU.  The green LED on the 
motherboard went out.  The video and sound on my laptop went away.  I shook my head and sighed. 

 
I had to chuckle -- Lamb just might be right about those pictures, and I just might be in them!  

“Fucking A,” I announced to nobody in particular. 
 
I went to the den, as I’d said I would.  Kiki turned on the tuffet, holding her arms out open to me. 
 
Into the arms of a warm, soft woman...  Kissing, feeling, teasing her with furs as she did the 

same to me.  Stroking her lower abdomen and mons with fur had quite the effect on her.  I managed to 
run a bare finger up her slit to add to her pleasure. 

 
I’m not sure what she did, but between the furs, her body, hands, and mouth, she managed to get 

the blood away from my brain and down to my cock where it could do some good.  I was on the central 
section of the tuffet; she moved on top of me, sliding her legs between the cushion sections, which really 
let her ride me.  I managed to grab a pillow and push it up against the fur so as she rode, she was 
pushing herself into that soft, dense fur as well. 

 
Eyes closed, holding my shoulders, she breathed deep and moaned as she moved.  She settled 

into one motion that was definitely going to do it...  I held her waist, pulling her closer, tilting my hips 
up more and opening my legs a little more to better hit the spot.  I tried to give her a warning moan; it 
was all over for me.  Now she looked triumphant and with another swirl of her hips started shuddering 
around me.  Her vocalizations shifted to deep sighs as her hips slowed.  She opened her eyes and leaned 
down for a long, deep kiss.  We started to slip apart and she snagged one of the robes.  I leaned in closer 
to take a nipple.  But as I did I felt her wince and move back a bit.  I know...  As she moved more, I 
spread one of the throws between us and snuggled in.  She sighed, murmuring something, and held me.  
That worked very nicely. 

 
Moving, holding her, both of us sighing, kissing again.  Such a wonderful glow and smile! 
 
“I’m sorry,” I told her. 
 
She gave me a questioning look.  “Sorry for what?” 
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I nuzzled a breast through the fur.  “For making you sore.” 
 
She sighed and wrapped her arms around me.  “A very good sore!” she rumbled. 
 
We managed to get up.  I looked at the ceiling.  Smoke detector; right.  There was a ladder in the 

garage that should work.  “I need to get dressed,” I told her. 
 
She pouted! 
 
I laughed and held her.  “Not for long though.  We could have lunch, and a nap.  I wonder where 

the sisters are?” 
 
“Julya and Dasha had a meeting?” Kiki offered. 
 
That reminded me...  “I have some work to do.” 
 
“I could make lunch?” she offered. 
 
“Yes, that would be good.” 
 
She gave me a kiss on the nose, picked up the robes, and left the den. 
 
I went back to the closet, naked.  I remembered a lesson from early in my career -- lab work 

naked is dicey, especially if you’re soldering...  Oh hell, I needed my pants anyway -- that’s where 
Rudy’s card was.  I went to the bedroom and got dressed, pausing briefly to bury my head in those soft, 
alluring furs.  Better when shared... 

 
Went back to my laptop.  Went to quit Quicktime, and it wanted to know if I wanted to save my 

movie!  Sure!  Call it kiki, and leave it on the desktop. 
 
I dropped a note to Rudy so he would have my e-mail address, and asked him to set up a meeting 

for me with one of their switch-mode power supply folks.  I had a design issue in the 150-200 watt range 
I wanted to explore.  That done, I headed for the garage and the ladder. 

 
Took a look at the “smoke detector” in the hallway downstairs.  Sealed, so I twisted it off its 

mounting clips.  One very smoke-detector like red wire, and a small silver-gray one, just like the ones 
going into the snoop box upstairs.  Gave the business end a good look with my high intensity LED light.  
Yeah, it had started out as a smoke detector, but someone added a little bit, a circular bit with a small 
lens, camera-phone sized, and a hole that would be good for an electret microphone. 

 
I put the sucker back up on its clip.  The smoke detector part we could live with.  The other part 

I’ve got powered down.  I headed down from the ladder. 
 
“Oh no, no!” called Kiki, stepping into the hallway.  “No ladders for you!  You are still 

recovering!”  She grabbed me and pulled me to the kitchen. 
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“Then you will have to watch me very closely this afternoon,” I told her. 
 
She smiled and nodded.  “Very close!” she agreed. 
 
We had a nice lunch, cleaned up, and went upstairs again.  We sat in the den.  I tried the TV, but 

still didn’t like the motion; guess I was still recovering.  Music was good, and we ended up on the tuffet 
wrapped in furs, her head on my shoulder.  That’s how we started our nap.  When I woke, I was in her 
arms, wrapped in furs and her arms, listening to her heart. 

 
Thought I heard a car in the driveway?  Kiki was up and out the door in a flash, grabbing her 

robe. 
 
I swung around to get up, whacking a shin on the bottom of the coffee table as I did.  I cursed, 

and as I reached for my injured shin, I noticed something like a drawer sticking out of the bottom of the 
coffee table?  I pulled it out. 

 
“My oh my,” I said, reaching for it.  I stopped.  Do I want my fingerprints on this just yet? 
 
I was looking at a shortened Benelli tactical shotgun, perhaps the best semi-auto shotgun in the 

world.  Doesn’t everyone have one in a secret compartment of their coffee table?  Folding stock with the 
speedgrip, and the extension tube for shells stuck out a little past the choke. Even had the little glowing 
green ghost sights.  I wonder -- target loads, or deer slugs? 

 
I pushed the drawer closed, feeling it latch with a click, and got dressed quickly. 
 
I was going for my shoes when the ladies came up the stairs. 
 
Dasha saw me and charged, that’s the only way to describe it.  She charged with a big smile and 

open arms, taking me to my back to the tuffet.  She felt great, smelled great.  We kissed, deeply, but 
only for a moment, as she looked up and shouted something at the others, then grabbed me again. 

 
After a few minutes of kissing and feeling, she sat up on me, smiling wildly.  She pulled off her 

top and bra and grabbed the fur throw that had fallen to one side of the tuffet.  Draping it around her, she 
leaned down again with a lusty sigh, sliding a hand behind my head.  She snuggled us together with me 
on a nipple, wrapping us in fur.  Big sighs from both of us.  She held me, squeezed me, and had me in 
another world. 

 
“I missed you,” she whispered, squeezing me to her. 
 
We got up, at least sat up.  In her hurry, she’d popped a button off her top. 
 
“What was the yelling about?” I asked. 
 
She gave me a questioning look. 
 
“When we kissed -- you sat up and yelled something.” 
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She chortled and held me close, whispering, “I taste another woman on you -- I told her she was 

very lucky, and not to get used to it!” 
 
Sitting back a bit, she combed my hair with her fingers.  “Such a handsome man!”  She chortled 

again.  “Did you enjoy the salon?” 
 
“I think they enjoyed the saddle more.” 
 
She nodded.  “We pick up tomorrow.  You will be able to drive by then?” She looked concerned. 
 
I nodded.  “I expect so.  I feel much better.” 
 
She smiled and sighed, running her hands over me, and putting mine on her breasts.  “You feel 

very nice, darling.” 
 
I pulled her back to the tuffet, listening to heartbeat once again.  She sighed and held me. 
 
We got up.  “I missed you,” I told her. 
 
She sighed.  “Show me this new computer?” 
 
I nodded and started downstairs, holding her hand.  I swung by the kitchen to get a can of soda 

from the fridge; Dasha grabbed one as well. 
 
“Did Julya tell you of the rats I found?” I asked her as we went into the office. 
 
She nodded with an upset look.  “Yes.  I am glad they are gone, but...” 
 
I nodded.  “You should assume everything you have done or said in this house is known to 

others.” 
 
She nodded, then stopped, frowning with her head turned to the side a little.  “This is not what 

Julya sister said.  You are usually most exact with words -- please explain.” 
 
I pointed to the smoke detector in the middle of the ceiling. 
 
She looked at it and frowned more.  “This is true?” 
 
I took her hand, picking up my can in the other, and took her upstairs to the closet.  Woke up my 

laptop and double-clicked on the movie file.  It opened, paused, on the kitchen.  I don’t think the words 
she used were friendly...  I clicked play and the image shifted to the den, watching and hearing Kiki.  I 
stopped playback after a few seconds of her on the tuffet when Dasha started laughing. 

 
“What’s so funny?” I asked. 
 



Tight Fit 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 108 http://www.asstr.org/~artie/ 

She shook her head, and grabbed me for a kiss.  “Is good you do not understand us some times, 
darling,” she told me. 

 
I gestured to the open 1U rack box hanging out of the rack.  “I disabled all that.  I only found it 

this afternoon, so Julya does not know about this part yet.” 
 
Dasha sighed, shaking her head.  She looked at me and smirked.  “I hope we made them very 

jealous...” 
 
I managed a smile.  “You heard the sound -- the microphones are surprisingly good.” 
 
She nodded.  “Ah, this explains much -- the computers, and then this.” 
 
“No longer operating,” I reinforced. 
 
She picked up her drink and took a sip.  We headed to the office again. 
 
She seemed distracted initially, but quickly focused on the new computer.  She liked the 

trackpad, and thought it was much faster.  Some things will take time to get used to. 
 
Out the window, we saw Julya drive in, Kiki in the car with her.  I hadn’t heard them leave. 
 
Got her started with e-mail; she had some catching up to do. 
 
I was sitting half zoned out, not paying attention.  Julya came in and sat in my lap, pulling my 

head between her breasts and holding me.  I held her.  That didn’t help my mental focus, or lack thereof.  
She and Dasha spoke. 

 
A sudden shifting of weight in my lap; Julya’s tone of voice changed, and the way she was 

holding me changed as well.  I think someone has learned of new rats. 
 
She sighed, moving me more and kissed the top of my head.  She moved back some.  I managed 

to open my eyes and look at her. 
 
She sighed again, her smile reappearing, if only for a moment.  “Show me, please?” she asked. 
 
I nodded.  She got out of my lap. 
 
I pointed to the smoke detector.  “It is a smoke detector, but many of them also have a camera 

and a microphone.  I found out this afternoon.  All of them are turned off, disconnected.” 
 
“Can they be turned back on?” Julya asked. 
 
“Not from the outside -- only be replacing a wire in a box upstairs,” I replied, and took her hand, 

leading her upstairs. 
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In the closet, I restarted the movie.  Julya watched it to the end, putting an arm around me. 
 
“What did she say?” I asked, “Dasha wouldn’t tell me.” 
 
Julya looked at me, smiling a bit.  “She said her nipples were sore and she wanted you, 

especially your head between her legs.  I think we keep you locked up just for us.”  She held me close. 
 
“Where were you this morning?” I asked as we held each other.  “I was getting worried.” 
 
She sighed and separated, shaking her head.  “We had meeting about rats, many rats.”  Another 

sigh.  “We did not know about this,” she pointed to my laptop.  “It does not change anything,” she said 
with a firm frown. 

 
A nod and another sigh.  “Tomorrow morning we go back to salon, for Dasha sister and me, also 

taking Kiki back.”  She smirked, “unless you would like her to stay?” 
 
I stroked the sides of her breasts.  “I thought you were going to keep me locked up just for you 

and Dasha sister?” 
 
She smiled, nodding.  “We think so...  Rasha would like you to check her computers.  You can 

do this?  You will be able to drive us back?  Or should we ask Kiki?” 
 
“Petra?” I suggested. 
 
That got a low laugh.  “Maybe later, if you are very good to us, darling...  But you will be able to 

drive?” 
 
I nodded.  “If I can get a good night’s sleep,” I tried to suppress my own smirk. 
 
She gave me a serious look.  “Mmmm...  That may be difficult, darling...”  She laughed and 

hugged me again.  “Dasha sister missed you.” 
 
She turned serious again and gestured to the rack.  “Show me and explain?” 
 
I took her closer to the rack and explained things at a high level.  The one board was a kind of 

switch, with each of the silver-gray wires running to a camera and microphone.  That went to the 
computer board.  The computer board also was set up to listen to the old office computers; that had been 
disconnected days ago.  It sent its information out on the internet; I didn’t know where.  I disconnected 
the power in two places. 

 
I told her Kiki had not seen the video, and didn’t know about the cameras; she had translated 

things for me.  I was surprised there were two more bedrooms upstairs; I’d never gone into them. 
 
Julya snorted a laugh and took me by the hand.  We stuck our heads in one; a small bedroom that 

looked depressingly normal.  The one across the hall was a little larger, also normal.  She pulled me into 
the room, closing the door and pushing me to my back on the bed, climbing on top of me.  I held her on 
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top of me as we kissed. 
 
She moved up to tease me with her breasts, so confined and so far away under all those clothes.  

“Who would you like tonight, darling?” she whispered, squeezing and smothering me to her. 
 
I pulled her closer.  “I want to go to sleep holding a wonderful warm woman, listening to the 

sweet soothing music of her heart.” 
 
She replied, “Mmmm...” and held me deliciously. 
 
But we got up a few minutes later.  With hugs and sighs, she headed downstairs again. 
 
I wandered back to the closet.  That 1U rat was still hanging out of the rack.  I looked at the 

disconnected cable.  I had a bad idea, a very, very bad idea...  I laughed to myself and looked for a 
suitable tool.  Found a pair of reasonably fine tipped tweezers.  Pulled a different power connector and 
replaced the one I’d pulled.  Spent a few minutes popping out pins from the cable I’d pulled and 
rearranging them.  I put a cable tag with “BRIAN!” written on it on the cable, leaving the end for the 
motherboard deliberately unplugged.  I put the cover back on the rat, put in one of the secure Torx 
screws, then took it out again.  Dug through the buckets until I found the thread sealer, and then replaced 
the secure Torx screws using sealer on each.  Slid the rat back into the rack and used thread sealer on the 
rack mount screws as well.  Not going to make it easy! 

 
Back at the old salt mines, Brian had been a marketing geek who thought he was a genius in the 

lab.  He was the only one who had that opinion.  He tried to fire up a prototype for a project and 
succeeded...  Somehow, he was sure that just like with batteries, you hooked plus to minus and minus to 
plus...  When the lab supply you are using is capable of delivering fifty amps at five volts, the thing you 
just connected backwards is indeed going to fire up...  The miswiring I’d done in his memory would 
destroy the rat’s motherboard if it wasn’t caught first.  So sad! 

 
I sat with Dasha and Kiki downstairs in the kitchen while they worked on dinner.  I drank 

Gatorade; they drank wine.  Julya was out on the back porch, talking on her phone, walking back and 
forth and gesturing in a manner that gave me the impression she wasn’t discussing the delivery of 
roses... 

 
But she came back into the house when called wearing a smile, a fierce, forced smile.  Olympic 

biathlon?  Do not piss this woman off!  Then again, I’d done quite well the last time I’d shot clays.  Big 
sigh -- off the fantail of a cruise ship, which must have been five years ago?  Bastards...  I should show 
them the shotgun.  Should I have someone, such as Leo, run the serial number?  Not quite yet. 

 
We had a nice dinner, and even some conversation.  I told them about my visit to the office, and 

that I seemed to have the beginnings of a day job again.  Even got the duck call and gave them an 
impromptu dance, which practically had them rolling on the floor. 

 
It was Dasha who mentioned how happy I was when I did my silly dance...  Yep, it will be good 

to get back to a larger tribe, at least for a while. 
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We talked schedules.  I was going to go in on Monday, trying to make some appointments -- on 
redesigning the power supply for the Saddle.  Everyone liked that idea!  I would probably go in two or 
three days a week; have to see how things worked out. 

 
Julya said they would probably have meetings on Monday as well, so that would be good.  Her 

jaw was firm when she told us that; I wasn’t going to ask the subject of those meetings. 
 
Dasha wanted to spend some time with her new computer, which she thought was much faster, 

and very pretty.  Then early to bed to hold me, so I could get the rest I needed... 
 
I nodded and told them I would pack up for checking computers and such tomorrow.  Julya tight 

lipped again; she had spoken to Rasha, and Rasha was nervous. 
 
Dasha and Kiki cleaned up the kitchen; Julya’s phone rang and she went outside again.  I went 

upstairs to prep for tomorrow.  I rejiggered router tables a bit to give me access to the laser printer 
downstairs and printed off copies of the forms I used for pen testing and security audits.  Even printed 
off a set and went through them for where I was...  Packing things up, decided to take the spectrum 
analyzer and the NLJ box with me as well.  Even had a few business cards in my wallet left over from 
when we did security work. 

 
Just about done when Dasha came in wearing a simple robe, hair still damp.  “I need you to hold 

me,” she said, wrapping her arms around me.  I held her, holding her damp head to my shoulder. 
 
Back to her bedroom, I cleaned up fairly quickly.  In bed, I started to go down on her, but she 

pulled me up to a nipple.  We wrapped around each other and settled in.  She rocked me to sleep in her 
arms. 

 
We made gentle love in the middle of the night, holding each other again.  In the morning we 

woke to the alarm clock.  She held me for a while before we got up. 
 
Cleaning up, dressing, loading the car, and we were on the road again, taking the larger 

Mercedes once again.  I could look out the window!  I was sitting in the back with Dasha, Kiki up front 
in the passenger seat and Julya driving.  “A good night’s sleep does wonders,” I told Dasha, squeezing 
her hand.  She smiled, but still seemed uneasy. 

 
Everyone seemed freaked out to some degree or another.  Rasha was smiling, but it seemed 

forced.  The ladies went one direction; she left me with one of the office girls.  Looking around, the 
desktop machines had wired Ethernet.  I asked her if there was a collection of network equipment 
somewhere; I should start with that.  Yes, and she led me back to an equipment closet. 

 
Telecom, security, and the computer gear -- a cable modem feeding an eight port router/switch. 
 
Okay...  I did the start of a network diagram.  The gal took me back to Rasha’s office.  I set up on 

an empty side table, getting out my laptop and the forms I’d printed out.  Someone brought me a hot cup 
of tea which was very nice.  I’d updated my forms with the info I had, and done air scans using my 
laptop and the spectrum analyzer.  Some local Bluetooth, Wi-Fi from the neighbors, no Wi-Fi that felt 
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really close.  Turned off my iPhone to make life easier.  Yeah, some of the Bluetooth hoppers were 
phones.  Another hopper in there that felt like a mouse; put a question mark on that one. 

 
Four of eight wired ports in use.  A tour of the place identified the four wired connections; three 

desktop systems in the business office and in Rasha’s office.  With Rasha’s assistance, verified that her 
system was up to date with patches and AV.  Booted a live CD and did a disk scan which came up clean.  
I explained to her that this was good news; my up-to-date tools had not found anything.  Repeated those 
steps with the other office systems, also repeating the results. 

 
During that process, Rasha left and was replaced by her XO.  She was very good -- she explained 

that nobody could bring in laptops or other devices, and nothing could be connected to the network.  
That is also why they did not have wireless. 

 
She also insisted on taking me back and having Kiki check my blood pressure.  That was fine. 
 
They also wanted to touch up my hair.  Why I needed to be naked for that I wasn’t sure, but 

ended up with Kiki giving me a thorough checkup, riding me quite nicely as she tried to smother me. 
 
Dressed and enjoying another cup of tea with Rasha and her XO, they asked about the box 

running the saddle; I had made it? 
 
Yes, and I was looking to design another one which would be smaller and less expensive; I 

designed the one they were using to run a piece of scientific equipment a few years ago. 
 
Rasha showed me some printouts from the manufacturer’s website, showing that model and 

another, newer one.  The newer one had a kind of reclining bench with the business part enclosing your 
pelvis at one end.  I looked over the printed information.  The XO asked what I was looking for; I told 
her I was looking for information on how much power it used, both peak power and average.  She took 
some notes on her everpresent notepad and told me she would find out.  Did I have any other questions? 

 
I didn’t understand the whole interest in the saddle, other than of course... 
 
Polite chuckling, and the XO explained.  The work they did on their clients, such as the work 

they had done on my face, cleaning and removing dead skin, could cause discomfort, if not pain.  This 
work could be done easier and more efficiently when their clients were not conscious.  Initially they’d 
used a drug in a cup of hot tea, but there were too many potential variables and complications with that.  
They had settled on giving the client a full body massage, ending with putting an initial cleansing 
product on the face, then bringing the client to orgasm with a mask supplying gaseous anesthesia held to 
their face.  This worked very well, but was time consuming, taking three quarters of an hour or so, as 
their massage people insisted on giving a good and thorough massage. 

 
Well good for them!  I hadn’t had a good massage in quite a while!  But I still didn’t understand 

why the saddle? 
 
The XO smiled and explained that with the saddle, they could give clients incredible orgasms 

and have them very happily unconscious in a few minutes.  It was a matter of saving time. 



Tight Fit 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 113 http://www.asstr.org/~artie/ 

 
That and not getting too many objections to the saddle... 
 
No, none yet -- and this newer model, having the client already in a reclining position would 

make them easier to handle. 
 
I understood now.  I would appreciate information on power consumption of this newer model; 

that would help with my design work. 
 
Rasha laughed a bit.  She had already spoken on the phone with a representative of the company, 

who initially did not believe the device could be made to work in North America.  She told them that a 
distinguished scientist had made it work, and she would send them a video to prove it, or they could 
come out and see for themselves! 

 
I laughed with them.  She could give them my e-mail address if she wished, and I could converse 

directly on technical matters.  Rasha thought that Julya especially wanted to keep me hidden away, as 
this could be good business.  I understood. 

 
The XO had ducked out for a moment.  She returned and told me she was sorry, but they didn’t 

have time to give me a good massage today, especially since Dasha and Julya would be ready to go 
shortly; when I returned in two weeks, it would be all arranged. 

 
I thanked them both.  I was surprised when I looked in the mirror -- they had done a very good 

job.  If they could do this to me, what could they do with someone who was good looking to start with! 
 
They laughed with me and tried to convince me that I was a good looking man.  We reviewed 

my work on their computers once more as I packed up my gear.  I reminded them once again to use 
Chrome or Firefox as much as possible for the Web, only using Explorer when they absolutely had to. 

 
Dasha and Julya were indeed ready a short while later.  Both looked beautiful, and I told them 

so.  Everyone claimed I was biased... 
 
They’d decided to leave the saddle with Rasha.  Julya growled that they had me... 
 
I sighed and shook my head, reminding them that the saddle could run for hours, and, I shrugged 

my shoulders, I was just a man. 
 
Both Julya and Dasha hugged me, Dasha reminding everyone that I could snuggle for hours and 

hold them so well. 
 
More hugs and we loaded into the Mercedes for the ride home.  Both of them sat in the back seat, 

thinking it quite the right thing to do.  They asked how my morning had gone.  Well, I replied, which 
elicited much laughter and the remark that Kiki thought so as well...  I let them know I’d found nothing 
on the computers, and the setup seemed about as secure as you could make it without going through the 
settings on the router.  I’d also spoken to them about the saddle, and they were getting technical 
information on the newer model. 
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Julya told me that Rasha had asked her to name her price on the saddle -- it saved them so much 

time, and was already generating business just through word of mouth.  Julya had agreed to rent it to her.  
Note to self -- don’t play poker with this woman! 

 
We got home a little after one in the afternoon.  Dasha told me they’d already made reservations 

for us for dinner; that is what they usually did, coming home for a short nap after the salon.  Julya 
growled that I was hers until tomorrow morning... 

 
But in bed, Julya held me close and I brought her to a shuddering orgasm.  She started to push 

me to my back after that, but I held her close.  She squeezed me closer, holding me and turning out my 
lights. 

 
After a dinner of red meat and red wine, she was definitely more aggressive!  She offered me the 

nose spray, and I used it.  Something about that stuff that tends to wake me in the middle of the night or 
in the early morning for another round.  Didn’t get any objections! 

 
The weekend?  Bipolar perhaps labels it best.  Arguments between Julya and Dasha (arguments 

unintelligible to me).  No clue as to whether this is nominal behavior, but I didn’t think so.  Saturday 
morning I tidied up the remainder of the networking stuff, including packing up tools.  We had lunch 
together, and I moved into the den to watch football and commit the sin of putting together a set of 
Powerpoint slides on the 50Hz power supply problem.  I know, every time someone makes a Powerpoint 
deck, Edward Tufte kills a kitten.  I had that net meme on the door to my office in the past, and will have 
it on my door in the future.  Far too often, Powerpoint kills brain cells. 

 
Sitting and thinking about design issues, sketching things on a green engineering pad (need to 

pick up a couple on Monday), Dasha swept in, pulled off top and bra and wrapped me up for a brief but 
very nice snuggle.  She left, I get back to work, and a while later Julya came in and repeated the process.  
Of course she isn’t satisfied unless she turns my lights out, so I woke to Dasha holding me again and 
telling me it’s time for dinner. 

 
I mentioned at dinner that I’d completed the network cleanup, including labeling things and 

putting together how-to sheets for the audio-visual equipment.  I had printouts for them to use and 
review for a few days; after a week or so we would revise with any changes needed, and then I’d get 
them laminated.  I also had technical descriptions of things pinned up to the wall in the closet. 

 
Dasha thought that was wonderful.  So did Julya, but now she wanted all the excess stuff moved 

out, like all the buckets of tools and such.  Where would you like them?  Take them away!  Out of this 
house!  Would you like them in the garage?  No!  Out of this house!  We take them to your house, 
tonight! Okay...  We loaded the buckets of tools into the Mercedes.  I didn’t understand why Julya was 
so bent out of shape on this.  Back in their house, upstairs in the den, it was just Dasha and me for a bit 
while Julya argued with someone on the phone again.  Dasha explained to me that her sister was not 
mad at me; she did not like the man who had built this place; they did not like or trust him or the people 
who had been working here. 

 
I moved to the coffee table and gave it a tap with my foot.  The drawer popped open a bit.  I 
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asked if they’d seen this, and opened the drawer more. 
 
Dasha gasped and jumped back.  No!  This had to leave the house immediately!  For them a gun 

in the house would be very, very bad!  They could be arrested and deported! 
 
I closed the drawer and held her.  Okay, I’ll take it in my car.  There should be a case for this 

somewhere?  When I mentioned the Benelli name, she took off, coming back a minute or so later with a 
hard case.  It had been in a closet downstairs; they’d never opened the case.  I opened it; a longer barrel, 
regular stock, the rest of the choke set and the choke tool, cleaning stuff, a gun sock.  I told her if she 
didn’t want to see it, she should leave and I would pack it in the case and take it to my car.  She nodded 
and left very quickly. 

 
Knowing our habits better, I knew there would be hand towels under the couch...  I got two and 

used those to pick up the very nice shotgun.  I’d bet on a round chambered...  Yup, cycled them out 
leaving it safe and put it in the sock, putting the shells into a clip in the case.  First one was a target 
round, the rest were slugs.  Into the hard case, checked the drawer for more and pulled out two more six 
shot clips which went into the case. 

 
Secured the hard case and took it down to my car.  Julya was ready to go.  Dasha told her I 

needed to drive my car over separately.  Julya gave her a frown but that’s all. 
 
They followed me over.  The buckets of tools went in to the garage; the ones with electronics 

related stuff went into the house. 
 
They wanted to look at my wardrobe?  Men don’t have wardrobes; they have clothes!  They 

laughed and I shooed them upstairs to look; I’ll be up in a moment.  I moved the shotgun from my car to 
the wine cellar under the stairs.  I left my laptop and the bag with the spectrum analyzer in the car. 

 
They’d taken most of my clothes out of the closet!  One pile, they wanted to know who it 

belonged to! 
 
That hit me hard. 
 
I sat on one corner of the bed with a big sigh.  Julya was still quite animated, but Dasha saw it 

and sat with me, holding me.  Julya paused after a bit and looked at us.  She came and sat near me. 
 
I explained that until a few years ago, I had been very happily married and very overweight; 

those clothes, those suits, are from that period.  When my family was killed, I stopped eating -- for 
many, many months.  I lost a lot of weight.  Eventually I started eating right again, exercising again, and 
that’s where I am today.  That’s the recent pile. 

 
They held me for a while.  I don’t know why I didn’t cry.  Guess all those tears are gone, which 

is a good thing, I think. 
 
Julya put things back in the closet, the larger stuff to one side.  When everything was back, they 

sat with me again.  Julya asked if they could get me new clothes so everyone could see the dashing man 
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they saw?  I agreed to that. 
 
Julya was still driven by something, looking in the other bedrooms, checking out closet space.  

The closets were empty and the rooms stripped back to bare furniture.  Didn’t go in those rooms very 
often; while I’d cleaned out the material things, the ghosts remained. 

 
I wanted to look for some design info on the big computer downstairs; I might have some more 

design files from the saddle power supply.  Dasha and I went downstairs while Julya wanted to do 
something else, including go to the bathroom.  It took me a few minutes, but I found a compressed 
folder of stuff.  E-mailed it to me as I didn’t have a usb memory stick in my pocket.  Had a duck call, 
but no memory stick.  I laughed -- I’d have to make a combo device!  Had to do it! 

 
Left that computer running so I could get to files across the net if need be; some things were on it 

that weren’t on the server in the closet.  I was winding the wall clock above the TV set in the family 
room when Julya came down the stairs.  She was smiling and happy!  I got a big hug and a kiss!  That 
was all for here, we should get back to their place. 

 
I locked up, leaving the house lights on automagic.  Do I want to copy down the serial number 

from the shotgun?  Not right now.  Grabbed some soda and Gatorade from the fridge in the garage and 
loaded them into the car.  Let’s go. 

 
Driving back...  I thought of the three hanging garment bags in the far side of my closet, off at 

the end my wife had used.  Three full-length fake fur coats...  There had been a period when I’d slept 
with them regularly.  I shook my head.  Different worlds, then and now. 

 
Back at the ladies’ house, Julya seemed more upbeat.  She got us a chilled dessert drink; it tasted 

high-octane, but good. 
 
Half an hour later, I was feeling quite stoned, and looking at Julya and Dasha, I was suddenly 

quite hard.  They’d done it to me again, and if I could get upstairs and into a bed with them, I wouldn’t 
be complaining!  They felt it too, or part of it, as we helped each other upstairs, getting cleaned up, and 
then helped me into Julya’s bed.  From there it was furs, skin, and passion.  And I woke somewhat 
disoriented and with a full bladder about four thirty, made my way to the bathroom, and back to bed to 
ride her bottom, restraining her in furs.  Pulling those furs tight around her really sets off something in 
her.  After we’d both stopped panting, she cleaned us up and as she grabbed me and smothered me to her 
she whispered, “Oh thank you, darling!” 

 
Late breakfast Sunday and I retired to the den for football and to work on the power supply 

design.  The first half of the morning football game was boring and I got a lot done.  The second half 
picked up, and I was at a point where I needed to do more ruminating, so I moved to the tuffet, closing 
my laptop. 

 
Soon thereafter Dasha joined me, at first cuddling up with me on the tuffet.  Then she started 

shedding her clothes, and mine.  I barely got settled on a nipple when she bolted from the room! 
 
But she soon returned wearing a luscious silver fox fur coat.  She “helped” me out of the rest of 
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my clothes, tantalizing me even more with the fur, then settled in on top of me to do the job right.  She 
had me so lost!  All I had to do was hold on.  She had me wrapped in fur, held to her, and started doing 
that thing with her hips.  What a way to go! 

 
I managed to see the last part of the second Sunday football game.  No complaints! 
 
Julya came in wearing that incredibly seductive dark brown fur coat; so soft, so deep...  She 

settled in with me on the tuffet and I was lost.  Later, still holding me, she asked if she could clean up 
my closet at home and take away some of the things that didn’t fit me anymore, that I didn’t wear 
anymore.  Yes, please.  She thanked me and told me she’d get my house key in the morning.  She asked 
about the coats in the garment bags...  She held me so well.  I sighed and told her I’d had them for a 
while; I’d slept with them, but not in a long time.  She told me she understood and held me.  She would 
need my car for a few hours Tuesday or Wednesday, and then again for a morning the next week?  That 
wouldn’t be a problem.  She held me, taking me to dreamland in her arms. 

 
We got up for dinner.  In the kitchen I told them both how much I liked holding them and being 

held.  I think they agreed.  I got the spare house key out of my wallet and gave it to Julya.  She started to 
ask if I minded if they had ... she frowned and held it up for her sister to see, with the “DO NOT 
DUPLICATE” stamp on it. 

 
I told them it was a Medeco restricted keyway, and there were only a few places that could make 

them -- look at the way the teeth on the key are beveled. 
 
Dasha asked if that made a difference.  I frowned and told her I could probably open their locks 

in under a minute with what I had in my pockets. 
 
Really? 
 
I stood up.  Let’s find out! 
 
I don’t carry real lock picks with me, as that can result in problems...  But I do have some other 

interesting pieces of kit in my coin purse, including some large paperclips with the ends flattened out...  
Kwikset -- renowned for being easy to install.  The doorknob lock practically popped open for me.  The 
deadbolt was stiffer and took all of thirty seconds, a matter of putting enough torsion into it. 

 
Now Dasha was frowning along with her sister.  What would I recommend?  Well, if you insist 

on staying with the same locks and keys, you can pee in the locks -- no really -- that will rust them 
internally and make them harder to pick!  Or I can give you the name and phone number of a good 
locksmith and he can install Medeco all the way around.  Both of them wanted the name and number, 
now.  Got out my iPhone and e-mailed the contact info to them. 

 
I suggested double-key deadbolts -- deadbolts which require a key to open on both sides.  That 

way when you lock up the house, even if someone comes in through a window, they can’t open the 
doors to get out or haul things out.  But it also means extra discipline if you use the deadbolts while at 
home -- you must leave a key in each one in case of an emergency.  They understood. 
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More muttering back and forth between Julya and Dasha as we cleaned up the kitchen.  What 
time did I have to leave for my work in the morning?  Oh, not until 9:30 or so.  And what time would I 
be back?  Not until 4pm at least; I’ll call if it will be after 6.  They suggested calling if it would be 
before four as well.  More conversation between them. 

 
In bed with Dasha.  She was soft and gentle and rocked me to sleep in her arms afterwards.  

Waking up with her in the morning was just as soft and gentle.  We got up and showered.  She thought 
my hair and my skin looked much better.  I thought she was as beautiful and sexy as ever.  She laughed, 
but held me and kissed me. 

 
Julya was already downstairs and had coffee ready for her and Dasha.  When I asked why she 

looked so glum, she pushed her lower lip out in a pout and told me she liked waking up with me in the 
morning -- I was warm and held her very nicely.  I buried my face between her breasts, holding her. 

 
I had toast and jam and a soda.  Got my stuff together upstairs, deciding to take my laptop and 

that was it.  I stuck my head into the office as I was leaving.  Dasha saw the laptop with just its 
decorative plastic shell and ducked out of the room again, returning with a nice looking leather valise 
which held it nicely.  Another piece left by previous owner.  I told her I should check out this closet!  
She laughed and told me we could go through it tomorrow.  Hugs and kisses with both, and I made it out 
the door. 
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I didn’t make it back until nearly five.  Getting out of my car, I knew it was good news, bad 
news.  I was smiling -- I’d had fun, and was going to have fun, and be challenged there.  The bad news?  
Less time with two beautiful, sexy women. 

 
They were both happy to see me.  Julya took me off to the couch in the family room, took off her 

top, and pulled me to a nipple.  She had me floating in a dreamland. 
 
At dinner, Dasha told me they’d had a busy day as well; the locksmith had been out in the 

afternoon and was returning Wednesday morning to replace locks.  I thought that was great.  They 
agreed.  I talked some about my day, seeing people I’d worked with in the past.  They’d seen the picture 
on my badge, me holding the duck call -- on the company information systems and e-mail, when you 
look up someone, you see their picture.  Guess what picture comes up for me?  They laughed. 

 
I’d met with the power supply people in the afternoon to discuss designs.  They liked my design 

ideas and would work up a prototype; we’d probably have one in two weeks.  They thought that was 
very good.  Then I told them the parts cost estimates were under $40!  Dasha was excited, but Julya 
shook her head frowning.  Then she gave us an evil smile and said, “That is too low...” 

 
I explained that this supply was going to be a universal supply -- you could use it on the West 

coast of Japan, the West coast of Australia, those were the extremes, or Europe, or North America, 
Africa, anywhere.  Julya understood; she nodded and offered, “You would build this into every one.”  I 
nodded and smiled. 

 
What was my schedule for the rest of the week?  Tuesday, Wednesday, Friday all day, I was 

afraid, and not sure of Thursday.  What time in the morning?  Around eight thirty would be good.  
Dasha said she would ride in with me tomorrow morning and take my car; I should call when I wanted 
to be picked up.  That would work fine. 

 
Things went bipolar again for a while, Dasha and Julya both grumbling about things changing, 

switching to their own language and talking (arguing) between them for a while.  Finally Dasha told me, 
“Is too early to tell yet.”  She managed a small smile and added, “Some things faster than others?”  She 
looked to her sister, who nodded and managed a smile. 

 
We cleaned up the kitchen.  They headed to the office.  I went upstairs to the den with my laptop. 
 
I was sitting on the couch, the TV showing the discovery channel, the sound on Pandora playing 

Brazilian stuff when Julya came in.  She took my laptop and put it on the coffee table, then covered me, 
smothering me between her breasts. 

 
She sat back after a while. 
 
“Thank you -- I need to be held tonight,” I told her. 
 
She smiled and told me she would; she needed to hold me.  But she had a question.  How secure 

was e-mail on their computers? 
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I explained that using gmail, with a secure connection, that was pretty good, but if the person 
reading and replying wasn’t using a secure connection, or their system had been compromised, things 
could be read at the other end.  She frowned and nodded.  I explained the artifice of setting up a separate 
account, making sure everyone used HTTPS for access, and creating and editing drafts -- never actually 
sending e-mails, just editing the drafts.  I could tell when the light came on -- especially when she pulled 
me to a whole-body kiss. 

 
When she got up to leave, I held her hand and told her to explain it to me so I knew she 

understood.  She smiled and explained it; she had it.  She gave me a squeeze and headed downstairs. 
 
My new career was picking up -- I had some design documents to review for folks already!  And 

tomorrow morning I’d meet the other members, one of whom suggested we re-brand ourselves as the 
“Committee of Public Safety” -- I was ambivalent, as I hoped for a better reception than those guys got... 

 
I switched to the local channel 2 news at 10pm.  Julya rescued me before the weather report 

came on.  We cleaned up in the bathroom, then to bed.  She teased me with furs and her breasts until I 
was dizzy, then rode us to heaven.  I went to sleep in her arms. 

 
That’s where I woke Tuesday morning.  We showered together, and she let me go down on her 

for a while afterwards; I told her beautiful women fresh from the shower were one of my weaknesses.  
She didn’t mind... 

 
I drove Dasha and me to work in my car, only regretting it when I heard her chirp the tires as she 

sped off... 
 
She picked me up a little after four in her car; Julya was with her.  We went to a tailor’s shop 

where I was measured, and then to the Macy’s Men’s store at the Valley Faire shopping center.  We 
went across the street to the Left Bank restaurant for dinner.  Both ladies seemed more upbeat. 

 
In bed that night Dasha did something to me, getting me spaced out, so hard yet so relaxed, 

riding me.  I was wiped out, and slept through the night. 
 
When I got home Wednesday, the locks had been changed.  The new hardware looked very nice.  

They even gave me a key.  They also put one on the closet with the networking gear! 
 
Dasha had to go off to speak with someone after dinner; she suggested Julya show me the closet. 
 
There was a largish storage closet, almost a room downstairs.  I spotted a cardboard box for the 

Anritsu spectrum analyzer -- full of manuals!  Also shipping boxes for some of the networking kit, and a 
hard case for a Glock 40 cal pistol.  When I pulled that out of the stack and opened it, Julya took a step 
back -- the same allergy to firearms as her sister, it would seem, even though it was empty.  She wanted 
it out of the house, now, and did that mean there was a pistol somewhere?  I guessed there probably was, 
but I had not seen it.  She shook her head.  This was not good!  Please take it out, right away! 

 
I took the Glock and Anritsu stuff to my car.  We broke up other empty cardboard boxes and put 

those in the recycle bin.  Nothing else strange in the closet. 
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She had more work to do in the office; perhaps until ten or a little later, then she would come get 

me.  That was fine. 
 
I went up to the den.  End tables on each side of the couch?  I gave the left one a few whacks.  

Nothing.  On the second whack, the right one popped open a little drawer.  Glock 40 cal, large clip with 
one in the chamber.  Used a towel to take it out to my car, clear it, and put it in the case.  After a little 
thought, drove it over to my house and put it in the wine cellar with the shotgun.  Unloaded the rest of 
the kit into the house, the Anritsu stuff in the office. 

 
Went into the office when I returned and kissed Julya on the head.  I told her I’d found the pistol 

and taken it to my house.  She turned and held me, thanking me.  She sighed, muttering something.  She 
looked up to me, shaking her head.  She thanked me again, and said she had about another hour of work 
to do.  She gave me a lusty look and told me she would find me...  I kissed her head once more and went 
back upstairs. 

 
Looked closely at the pop-out drawer.  Something stuck to the inside of the cabinet?  Felt like a 

little plastic box -- with a button?  I pushed it. 
 
When I pushed it I heard a quiet “clack” from the wall behind me! 
 
Walking to the back wall, I saw a section of left side cabinet that looked slightly askew...  

Hinged, and it swung back, providing about a three foot opening!  I got the little LED light I carry all the 
time and shined it into the darkness.  Found a light switch and turned it on. 

 
A narrow space between the back of the cabinets and the outside wall, about three and a half to 

four feet, with eighteen inch or so counter and shelves along the back of the cabinets.  Boxes of ammo -- 
shotgun shells and 40 cal rounds.  I picked up a canvas satchel from a lower shelf.  Felt like it had 
something in it, but I didn’t look.  Loaded in the ammo boxes.  Anything else that shouldn’t be here?  
The hard carrying case for the Anritsu spectrum analyzer.  Stack of papers held together with a binder 
clip.  Cyrillic -- nothing I could read.  Door at the other end -- spring loaded to close automatically.  I 
pushed it open, finding myself in the closet of the small bedroom!  I got it -- right across from that closet 
was the door to the narrow stairway at the back of the house.  This was someone’s escape route. 

 
I zipped the canvas satchel closed.  Pushed the secret door into the den closed and heard it click 

latched.  Satchel in one hand, Anritsu hard case in the other.  Holding my LED light in my teeth, I 
turned off the light and went out through the closet, across the small bedroom, through the door and 
down the narrow stairs.  Out that door, through the back door, and put things in the back of my car.  
They would have to wait until tomorrow to get dropped off. 

 
But luckily, I didn’t have to go in tomorrow! 
 
I got to see the weather report on the ten o’clock news.  Cooler tomorrow, maybe rain by the 

weekend.  I should re-do the RainX on my car windows. 
 
Julya came in.  She had a nasal spray in her hand, and a smirk on her face.  “For me?” she asked, 
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handing it to me. 
 
I pulled her to the tuffet with me.  “Will you do something for me?” I asked. 
 
An eyebrow went up.  “What, darling?” 
 
“Let’s go clean up.  Then I want you to pick out a fur, something you really like.  We take it to 

your bed.  I want you to use this,” I held up the spray.  “I want to pleasure you with the fur, and with my 
mouth, and my hands.  I will use the spray, and you can hold me while we are waiting for it to work.  
Does this sound good?” 

 
She pulled me into a kiss.  “To bed,” she growled. 
 
We cleaned up first.  She picked up the nose spray and used it before we went into the fur closet, 

naked.  Surprise!  The door hardware had been changed there as well, with locking hardware on both 
doors.  She looked around...  I was trying to keep from drowning myself in different furs...  Her choice 
seemed to come down to one very full fox and a chinchilla wrap. 

 
“Take them both,” I suggested, taking the end of the chinchilla and fondling her breasts. 
 
“What a good idea,” she sighed.  We went back to her bed; I put a cushion under her bottom for 

later. 
 
I spread the fox coat over her, holding part of the chinchilla wrap and sliding it under the coat 

and over her skin.  She sighed and moved as I ran my hands over her. 
 
A wanton moan and she sighed, “Kiss me, please!” 
 
I pulled the wrap up so I could caress her using both hands as we kissed. 
 
I was getting so hungry for her...  I left the wrap around her face and moved between her legs.  

But rather than dive in, I used the fox fur to caress her thighs and abdomen.  Such wonderful noises she 
made!  When she started tell me how much she wanted me inside her, I moved to use the nose spray, 
and then returned to between her legs.  The spray stung some, making my eyes water.  I moved the fur 
around and started kissing my way up her thighs, running my hands closer to her core.  As I got closer, I 
kissed her nether lips and ran my fingers along her outer edges, staying away from her jewel. 

 
The nose spray started to come on, leaving me hard and stoned, my head buzzing.  I moved in 

with lips and tongue, slipping a finger inside her and curling it back, pressing on that magic spot inside 
her.  She threw her legs open, one hand on the back of my head with the fur. 

 
I kept going until she started moving my head away.  I kissed her mound and moved up her 

body, kissing as I went.  When I reached a nipple, my cock was just about at her entrance.  It barely 
touched her, and she pulled me up suddenly and into her.  I couldn’t keep on her nipple, but it didn’t 
matter.  We kissed; her hands pressed on my lower back.  I wanted to ... I don’t know what I wanted to 
do...  It didn’t matter as she was holding me and after a very enjoyable ride I was coming, trying to pull 
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and push deeper inside her as I did. 
 
I was out of it; she cleaned us up and pulled me to where both of us wanted to be. 
 
I thought I’d get to sleep in Thursday morning!  Wrong!  The alarm clock went off and we only 

snuggled for a few minutes before Julya had to get up.  She and Dasha had a meeting in Marin, and 
Dasha was complaining they would be late.  They took off. 

 
So did I.  I drove back to my house and unloaded the latest load of stuff.  Triaged the mail, paid 

bills, and did homeowner maintenance things.  Decided to swing by work for a subsidized lunch.  Got a 
phone cal from Dasha after lunch; they wouldn’t be back until nine or so.  She sounded stressed, and 
told me she needed me, which helped a little. 

 
I had a cubicle in labs, a senior scientist sized cube.  I didn’t need (or want) a hard-walled office.  

Looking at the time, and a company calendar...  I dashed out of the building, made it home, grabbed my 
thankfully pre-packed workout bag, and made it back to the office in time to unwind and then go to the 
fitness center for the Tuesday-Thursday afternoon yoga class.  A damn good idea!  The instructor, 
Kimberly, watched me warm up before class, and commented that my yoga mat had seen some wear and 
tear.  I told her it knew the asanas better than I did.  She welcomed me to the class.  At the end of the 
class I told her I’d be a regular. 

 
The rest of the fitness gear looked tempting, but I decided to settle for a quick shower and then 

back upstairs for some reading before heading down to a subsidized dinner in the cafeteria. 
 
I headed back to the ladies’ house around eight thirty.  Should have snagged some of the 

spectrum analyzer manuals to read...  Checking work e-mail, I saw an announcement for employee 
calibration days in the calibration lab, and the URL for signing up equipment.  I updated my spreadsheet 
with the Anritsu spectrum analyzer details and the Fluke 87 handheld, and started signing up my gear.  
Eight pieces, three portable and five larger lab gear.  In the comments box provided, I left a note on my 
HP 3458A multimeter that its last cal had been three years earlier, done by myself and Otto, who had 
moved to head up the calibration and standards group at the new place -- I was willing to help with the 
cal work. 

 
Musical beds -- I went to bed a little after ten, crawling into Dasha’s bed alone. 
 
She joined me, in more ways than one.  Her skin was cool and soft, her kisses warm and full.  

She teased me and pulled me on top of her.  We kissed as we thrust together.  I sat up, holding her hips, 
enjoying everything.  She did something, moving her hips as she pressed a soft sensuous fur into my 
stomach and groin, and I filled her, collapsing forward into her arms again. 

 
Friday night getting home from work -- things were going on, but what they were I didn’t know.  

the three of us checked all the closets, going from room to room looking for I’m not sure what.  In the 
den, I showed them where the guns had been stored, and then showed them the secret compartment 
behind the rear bookshelves.  Back in that space, Julya was looking around and Dasha spied the stack of 
papers.  She glanced at it, flipped over to a different page, flipped back, and muttered something.  Julya 
stopped what she was doing and went over to look.  The two of them reviewed the stack, page by page. 
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In response to their question, I told them I’d found the stack about where it was.  We searched 

the area for more, not finding anything.  I showed them the exit through the bedroom. 
 
We sat in the den, music playing in the background.  I sat on the tuffet, the ladies on the couch, 

the stack of paper on the coffee table between us.  Dasha frowned and shook her head.  Julya frowned as 
well, but slowly broke into a smile and said something to Dasha.  Dasha looked back in surprise, then 
smiled and laughed, replying.  Both of them turned to me. 

 
“You still have this friend who is FBI?” Dasha asked. 
 
I nodded.  “I know someone who is FBI.  Why?” 
 
Julya’s look was definitely one of the canary who has just swallowed the cat.  “Late next week 

you should give this to him.  There will be people very interested in this.  We will say when.” 
 
I almost asked why not give it to him sooner, but reconsidered.  “Tell me when I should give him 

a call,” I replied. 
 
I put the stack into my leather valise with my laptop. 
 
Bed with Julya -- she teased me, complaining I only wanted her bottom in the middle of the 

night.  She had something for me to try...  She scampered out of the bathroom while I was still cleaning 
up. 

 
Stepping into the bedroom, dimly lit by the bathroom light behind me, I could see her bent over 

the edge of the bed, that wonderful bottom of hers...  I turned off the bathroom light and approached.  I 
touched her bottom, feeling it gently with both hands, leaning closer and kissing her, feeling her bottom, 
running my hands along her sides to the front of her hips.  She made noises and moved enticingly.  I ran 
a hand up the insides of her thighs, touching heaven, hot and moist.  I don’t think there’s an aphrodisiac 
as powerful as a woman’s moans... 

 
I stepped closer, nudging her feet apart a bit more.  She swung something over her, covering her 

bottom, tucking ends around her waist.  I touched it -- fur, a sheared fur!  And it was fur on both sides!  I 
moved closer, feeling, and found a conveniently located hole.  I slipped my cock through the hole and 
pressed into her, finding home, easing in. 

 
“Oh!  I am not going to last long!” I sighed, pulling on her hips, enjoying the combination of her 

luscious bottom and the softness of the fur.  I don’t know if the way she started swirling and rocking her 
hips helped or not.  I lasted longer than I thought I would -- it was exquisite.  I held her hips, leaning 
back as I filled her, trying to push in that little bit more...  Somehow I got on to the bed and into her 
arms. 

 
A different approach in the morning, that strategic hole over a nipple, wrapping me up in her.  

When she does things like that, I don’t stand a chance, and I love it! 
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End of part 5 

Rev 2011/08/13 
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Silver Linings 
 
Chaos, passion, argument, laughter -- everything intense.  On a hunch Saturday morning I sat 

down with both of them to check their Gmail accounts to be sure automatic forwarding had not been set.  
All clean; that was a relief. 

 
Then Julya was freaking out that there were yet more undiscovered secret rooms in the house.  I 

went out and bought a Fluke handheld distance measuring gadget.  We measured the house on the 
outside, then went and measured rooms on the inside, making detailed drawings.  No more secret rooms.  
We brought in a ladder and checked the attic -- plenty of insulation, nothing funny looking, nothing 
being stored there.  I wasn’t going to crawl under the house.  Dasha did, nothing that struck her as 
unusual. 

 
Dasha snuggled with me on the tuffet through most of Sunday afternoon. 
 
A man and a woman came to visit from Portland, arriving Tuesday and leaving Thursday.  I got 

the feeling it was a business deal.  We had another woman who came in Wednesday, Moira, going over 
a long list of things with Dasha and Julya.  At one point they spoke to me in English and asked me 
which of two carpet samples I liked.  Why me?  I pointed to one.  Moira asked if I liked the cabinetry in 
the den upstairs.  It was okay, but I liked a less ornate design.  Not IKEA-sparse and cheap, but less 
ornate.  Oak, walnut, or cherry?  I shrugged; for general work, the lighter woods, light oak or cherry.  
Darker stuff had its place, but tended to be more formal.  She agreed with that.  Something else that 
passed among them generated much laughter and shaking of heads, with looks my way.  Don’t know 
what I was being accused of. 

 
Oh, Julya and Dasha put sheared beaver seat covers in my car.  Very nice, and very comfortable, 

even made to work with the airbags in the outer edges of the front seats. 
 
They also argued more, and louder.  I tried to stay out of the way during those times.  Those 

were brief, but intense. 
 
I had a new wardrobe, with pieces still coming in.  Dasha had me pegged -- she sewed colored 

threads into different pieces to let me know what went with what. 
 
We got proto boards for the new saddle power supply at work; we built three, and I helped with 

assembly and test.  We ran two in test chambers, torturing them on the corners -- extremes in 
temperature, input, and load.  They performed as expected.  I put the third in a small metal box with a 
standard IEC connector on one end and a Euro socket on the other.  That one was for the salon. 

 
The three of us went to the salon.  The ladies thought I was oh so much more dashing now that I 

was dressing better!  I wanted to swap out the old power supply for the new one, and Rasha wanted to 
touch up my hair and face.  Julya and Dasha wanted to make sure the new power supply worked as 
intended.  Julya stripped down so she could go first, and insisted that I “help,” which involved me 
getting naked as well.  Why argue? 

 
As Julya settled into the saddle, she pulled me in front of her, attaching me to a nipple, and 
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turning on the saddle.  The saddle seemed to work well with the new supply!  My eyes were closed as I 
concentrated on her nipple.  The hand squeezing me in place fell away, and I thought I heard a change in 
her moaning.  Another hand eased me back. 

 
Kiki, also naked, was behind Julya holding a pink plastic mask to Julya’s face as well as holding 

her up.  One of the other girls turned off the saddle and two of them deftly put Julya on a low gurney and 
wheeled her away -- as Kiki pushed me to my back on a cushion, impaling herself and leaning forward 
to hold me to one of her nipples.  I wasn’t going to last long, and I didn’t care! 

 
I stiffened up as I got to the edge, and she smothered me to her, filling me with a breast.  So 

intense, filling her, being squeezed and smothered -- eventually I was trying to breathe, getting more 
animated, and she let me go a bit.  I turned my head and gasped, only noticing the mask on my face 
when it was too late. 

 
Opening my eyes, feeling a mask on my face, something quite pleasant going on...  I was half 

sitting up, and in my lap was a young woman, back to me, doing an amazing dance on my cock, hard 
and deep inside her.  I raised my hands and put them on her hips, feeling her soft skin as she danced and 
swirled on me.  I ran fingernails up her back from her bottom, eliciting a moan and her pressing down 
onto me, swirling and grinding, her long dark hair coming down below her shoulder blades moving in 
counterpoint to her hips. 

 
My head was buzzing and it was all so good, mesmerized watching her bottom dance on top of 

me, feeling her.  I turned my knees out and spread them a bit which helped us both. 
 
She started doing something, pushing back on me as she went down.  I started moaning. 
 
My hands touching her hips, fingers feathering out over her skin as she danced on me; I wanted 

to close my eyes and let my head fall back, but I was still mesmerized by the sight, watching and 
feeling.  I felt that tingling and felt it growing -- I was getting close.  I moved my hands so my fingertips 
brushed the insides of her hips, which got more noise from her and another shift in motion. 

 
So close, and she must have felt it as well, slowing, moving so sensuously.  I was making noise, 

too, not really with it.  The mask on my face pulled away, replaced by soft lips, Dasha’s lips, kissing me 
hungrily, pulling away only to be replaced by one of her nipples, and it’s all over as I’m coming, trying 
to move my hips, holding her hips, all so good. 

 
It took me a while to come back to Earth.  Dasha was still holding me to her as someone slipped 

out of my grasp and out of my lap.  Coolness of a washcloth and then a towel cleaning me up; the brief 
sensation of lips and a mouth had me flopping like a fish for a brief moment. 

 
Dasha pulled away and someone redid my hair with a comb.  Pulled more to sitting, I guess I 

need to open my eyes again...  Getting dressed with help from Dasha and one other.  Looked like my 
pants and shirt had been pressed or ironed...  Looking in a mirror, my hair had been lightened a bit more.  
Must have been because I was still spaced out, but I thought it looked good. 

 
We met Julya in the hallway.  Julya thought I looked even more dashing, and gave me a big hug 
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and kiss.  So good to hold her, feel our bodies pressing together. 
 
In her office, we thanked Rasha, and she thanked us.  I said I’d really like to thank whoever had 

been in my lap!  After the laughter, Rasha said something and one of her crew ducked out, returning 
with a cutie with long hair.  She was still glowing, barefoot, wearing a white robe.  I opened my arms, 
picking her up, holding and kissing her.  She wrapped her arms around my neck and her legs around my 
waist; I moved my hands to supporting her luscious bottom.  When I put her down she was smiling from 
ear to ear.  She said something that made the other ladies chuckle, and danced out of the office. 

 
Dasha and Julya stepped to my sides.  Julya said, “We should take you home -- while we can!” 
 
I got to sit in the back with Julya, Dasha driving.  Glad I took off my coat; I needed to hold 

Julya, and she needed to hold me.  I zoned out on the ride home.  Once we got home, Julya and I went to 
her bed.  I was so hungry for her, not just for her breasts, but for skin against skin, for her weight 
pressing against me, for all of her.  And the way she held me, I think she shared that hunger. 

 
At dinner that night the ladies were somewhere between questioning and teasing me about my 

experiences earlier in the day.  No, I most certainly had never experienced anything like that before!  I 
reached out to hold their hands and told them that I still needed to hold them, and to be held.  Dasha was 
amazed at how long I’d lasted and the noise I’d made.  News to me! 

 
Later, Julya’s phone rang.  She answered, soon stepping to the back porch.  Dasha and I cleared 

the table and started doing dishes.  Julya was screaming at someone over the phone!  So animated!  So 
loud!  Julya is not a petite woman -- I would not want her upset with me!  And that’s ignoring the part 
about being an Olympics-class rifle shot! 

 
Her call ended as we were drying pots and putting them away.  Back in the kitchen, Julya looked 

exasperated.  She shook her head and exchanged a few sentences in a calm low tone with Dasha.  
Shaking her head, she trudged slowly upstairs. 

 
“What can I do to help?” I asked Dasha, running a hand over her back. 
 
Dasha sighed and shook her head.  She put down the dishtowel and hugged me, head on my 

shoulder.  “I do not know.  Be in my arms and hold me.” 
 
That I could do. 
 
No more outbursts as violent or loud, but something serious was doing more than simmering. 
 
Julya turned clingy, wanting me in bed with her, or wrapped up together on the tuffet.  I was 

pretty sure she was using at least one of the nose sprays, or the equivalent, as she seemed somewhat 
spaced out and very responsive at the same time. 

 
Rough seas -- a good reason to go into work! 
 
Tuesday morning after an early morning meeting, I got a call from the cal lab.  Did I really have 
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a model such-and-so Anritsu spectrum analyzer.  Yes, I did.  Was it still in cal?  I brought up my 
spreadsheet; yes, it wasn’t due for two and a half months.  Would it be possible to borrow it for a few 
days?  They really, really needed another one for some testing.  Okay, how soon did they need it?  Ah, 
now?  How soon could I get it?  There was a big deal hanging on this.  I agreed to bring it in if they 
returned it to me with a fresh cal certificate.  Deal! 

 
Luckily traffic had dissipated as I drove back to my house to pick it up.  I knew where it was 

sitting, still in the cloth Trader Joe’s bag.   
 
What the hell?  I drive up to my house, and there are contractor’s trucks and panel vans parked 

around the place, even in my driveway!  My front door is wide fucking open! 
 
I parked in front and walked in my wide-open front door.  Besides a painting crew outside and a 

guy working on a lawn sprinkler, there’s a crew inside doing painting, and racket coming from upstairs 
and the family room!  Tradesmen all over the goddamn place! 

 
“So good to see you!” Moira called with a big smile walking up to me, clipboard in hand. 
 
“What the hell is happening to my house?” I demanded. 
 
She took my arm in hers, pulling me out of the doorway and into the living room.  She looked at 

the clipboard.  Two guys came in the door carrying a roll of carpet up the stairs!  The top page was a 
longish list, neatly hand printed in Cyrillic, almost looking machine done it was so precise.  “We are 
cleaning and fixing up, darling!” she started out.  “Clean house, inside and out, all windows and screens, 
repair and replace screens done.  Preparation and painting will be done tomorrow.  We ...” 

 
I heard the sound of a pneumatic nailer coming from the family room!  That’s where I headed, 

Moira attached to my arm.  Passing the kitchen, two young women were putting things back into the 
kitchen cabinets!  Why?  What’s going on! 

 
The family room furniture was up against the walls, covered in plastic.  The wall that used to 

have floor to ceiling storage and bookcases, with a center split for my antique wall clock and below it 
the TV, now had new cabinetry being installed with a wall mount for a TV where the clock had been. 

 
“Where the hell is my clock?  What’s going on?” I demanded. 
 
“Darling,” Moira tugged on my arm to move out of the way of more cabinets coming in, “Clock 

is with expert clock service being...” she flipped to a different page on her clipboard, “Cleaned and 
regulated.  Back tomorrow.  They say best place is there, that wall.”  She pointed to a blue-taped outline 
on an inside wall.  I could see a sturdy hanger at the appropriate height in the outline for the clock. 

 
A guy on a ladder was (re)painting the crown moulding.  As I looked around in growing 

exasperation, I turned to my office.  At least the lights were off and that looked untouched.  Wait...  
“Where are the fucking doors!”  The door to the office, the door to the downstairs bathroom, the closet 
doors, the laundry room door -- gone! 
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“They are being refinished,” Moira explained, “back later this afternoon.  Darling, you should 
come back Thursday afternoon when all is done.  I am so sorry for you to see house this way;  Dasha 
and Julya wanted to surprise you.” 

 
They sure as hell were doing that!  I took a deep breath.  I need to get out of here before I go for 

the shotgun and make a mess.  I untangled myself from Moira, walked into my office, and got the bag 
with the Anritsu in it.  Charger in the bag as well; I’d moved the NLJ box and its parts to another bag.  I 
turned to look for the Anritsu hard case but shook my head -- I need to get out of here!  Now! 

 
“Do not touch anything in that room!” I pointed to the office as I spoke to Moira. 
 
I had what I needed.  I walked past her and out to my car.  I got in and headed off. 
 
Shaking my head, trying to focus again.  Shaking my head, hell, my hands were shaking!  They 

were trying to help.  Think of it that way.  They were trying to help, cleaning up and fixing things.  
Another deep breath.  Reframe, you know how to do this...  God knows, the place needs it...  Just the 
screens and windows, getting those cleaned and up to snuff...  The new cabinets did look nice, and the 
old TV ... well, it was old.  Look on the bright side -- stuff I’d probably never have done.  Still, the 
liberties they were taking, going into my house like that.  I snorted a laugh; the liberties they’d taken 
with my body, the things we’d done together...  Operating from a different rule book, that’s for sure. 

 
Got back to the salt mines.  Called George in the cal lab and he came out to reception with the 

proper stickers for the Anritsu identifying it as my property and not the company’s.  The guy with him, a 
compliance testing engineer, was itching to get his hands on it.  We shook hands.  I told him to take 
good care of it.  He took off, grinning from ear to ear.  George thanked me again, assuring me that the 
guy who had my spectrum analyzer was not the one who had dropped one of theirs...  Thanks, George! 

 
About two fifteen, I was in a meeting not really paying attention when my phone started barking; 

a very distinctive ring tone.  People looked at me as I stood up.  “Gotta take this one,” I said as I stepped 
outside the conference room. 

 
From the barking, I knew it was my attorney, Tony.  Hadn’t talked to him in a while.  “Tony, 

what crazy thing do those bastards want now?” I answered the call.  About the only time I heard from 
him was when the other side had some ridiculous demand to further stall things. 

 
Tony laughed.  “Rob, it’s the craziest thing yet.  Are you sitting down?” Tony asked. 
 
I moved to a nearby empty cubicle and had a seat.  “I am now.  What do they want now?”  Last 

time they’d demanded I have a complete mental evaluation; it took us two months to get that shot down 
as irrelevant and fucking abusive.  Yeah, Tony told me that was practically lightning speed in legal 
terms, and the fact that they made the request and fought for it pissed off the judge no end, and he was 
plenty pissed with them already for all their antics. 

 
“Rob, I just got a call from Cameron, their counsel, and they want to settle.” 
 
“W...  What?  Did you say settle?  Let me guess, a buck fifty?”  Got to be some ridiculous low-
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ball amount. 
 
“No,” Tony said, “They’re offering four million to you, covering us separately.” 
 
“Jesus!  Tony, is this for real?”  I was glad I was sitting down! 
 
“Rob, it sure sounds real to me!  I’m as surprised as you are.  I had Cameron conference in his 

client, and he wants to settle, and he really, really wants to do it today!” 
 
“They’ll sign what we want, whatever gives me the best treatment tax-wise?” I asked. 
 
“Rob, I think he’ll sign anything up to and including admissions of bestiality and necrophilia.  I 

couldn’t understand a lot of what he was saying, but this guy wants to settle!  He wants to wire transfer 
money today, now!  Cameron insisted I call him back immediately after I talk to you.” 

 
“Jesus, Tony...  This is a shock.  ...  Damn, if it’s for real, take it!  Get the language we want and 

go for it.  I don’t know what else to say.” 
 
“I’m as surprised as you are, Rob; I was expecting another absurd demand, anything but this.  

Okay -- I’m asking you to confirm that we are willing to settle outstanding litigation with a payment of 
four million to you, under the terms we’ve previously discussed, and offered?” 

 
“Tony, I’ll accept their offer of four million on our terms.  Let me know what else I need to do.” 
 
“I’ll need you to sign paperwork, but that won’t be for a few days.” 
 
“Damn, this is a surprise!” I reiterated. 
 
“But a good one for a change,” Tony agreed. 
 
“Okay counsel, let me know.  And if this is some goddamn ruse...” 
 
“I don’t think so, Rob.  I think this one is real.” 
 
“Thanks, Tony.  Later.” 
 
I went back to the meeting, shaking my head.  The bastard that headed up the company we were 

suing on the death of my family had laughed in my face and told me I would never get a dime from him 
as long as he was alive... 

 
Half an hour later or so, the presentation now moved to software QA issues, a dim light came 

on. 
 
“Oh fuck,” I said out loud.  I stood up and went outside again, calling Tony on my phone. 
 
I got the desk, who transferred my call. 
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“Rob, great timing -- their wire transfer just hit our account.  We’ll turn it around in the next 

couple of days,” Tony told me. 
 
“Tony, that bastard is Eastern European, right?”  I didn’t remember what country. 
 
“Yeah, Ukraine I think, or something around there, why?” 
 
“Son of a bitch,” I muttered. 
 
“Rob,” he asked cautiously, “do you have any idea what may have precipitated this sudden 

change of heart?” 
 
I sighed.  How do I answer that?  I smiled, remembering all the coaching he’d given me for 

responding to questions in my depositions, which had been nasty and long.  “Tony, if I’m answering by 
the deposition rules you taught me, I don’t know.” 

 
He laughed, a low laugh.  “Rob, I am not going to ask any more questions along that line!  I most 

categorically do not want to know!  I’ll rack this one up to tenacious representation on our part!” 
 
“Yeah.  You’ve been great, Tony.” 
 
“I’ll give you a call when we do the wire transfer to your account.” 
 
“Thanks, Tony.” 
 
I made a stop at the loo before returning to the meeting.  It ended, thankfully, a few minutes later 

and I took a long walk around campus.  Someone giving me a little more help, it would seem. 
 
I was scatterbrained the rest of the afternoon.  Definitely people with a different rulebook! 
 
“Pay attention, dummy!” I scolded myself driving to their house.  But I arrived intact, a shorter 

drive than if I was going back to my house, which was good for me considering my state of mind. 
 
Parked in my usual spot and went in the back door, which was unlocked.  Julya was in the 

kitchen, stirring something on the stove.  Smelled good. 
 
She gave me a cautious smile.  I approached, arms out.  We hugged and kissed. 
 
Still holding each other, she asked, “You are not upset with us?” 
 
I sighed, holding her.  “About the house, or the other?” I replied, and kissed her neck. 
 
She held me closer. 
 
“You play by different rules than I do,” I told her.  “I am not upset with you.” 
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She tilted her head, exposing more neck, knowing I would need to kiss and bite her.  She let out 

a sighing moan, her hands on my back pulling me closer.  “You went to house today?” she asked. 
 
“Yes; I needed something for work.  That was quite a surprise.” 
 
She sighed again; I pulled her head to my shoulder.  She snuggled closer and kissed my cheek.  

“You have been such a help to us.  We want to do something to help in return.” 
 
“Tease me, be on top of me, and take me to sleep in your arms afterwards,” I whispered. 
 
She snuggled in more.  “Mmm...  But I would do that anyway, darling...  And you are so good in 

the morning...” 
 
After another kiss she asked, “Pour us wine?” 
 
“Of course.” 
 
She returned to the stove.  I pulled a bottle of Riesling out of the fridge.  “Two glasses or three?” 
 
“Dasha sister in office,” she told me. 
 
I poured three glasses, handing her one.  I took the other to the office. 
 
Dasha was at her desk, a pen between her teeth, looking at her computer screen.  She smiled 

initially, her look turning more uncertain.  I put the glass of wine down and kissed her. 
 
“You are not mad with us?” she asked as I sat in one of the folding chairs. 
 
I shook my head.  “I am not mad at you.  As I told Julya sister, you play by different rules.” 
 
She smiled a bit, a knowing smile.  “But are you happy with what we have done?” 
 
I smiled.  “That is a different question.  I’m not sure yet.” 
 
She smirked more and sat in my lap facing me, wrapping her arms around me as we kissed. 
 
Sitting back, a smiling frown on her face, she whispered, “You have helped us very much.” 
 
I put my hands behind her hips and pulled them closer, moving my legs apart a little more. 
 
She held my shoulders, letting her head fall back, moving her hips into me more and moaning.  

“Oh!  I want you!”  She looked at me, shaking her head.  “I can wait for you on the bed...  Unless?” 
 
I ran my hands over her breasts gently.  “I can wait.” 
 



Tight Fit 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 134 http://www.asstr.org/~artie/ 

She pulled my hands away and pulled my head between her breasts, holding me tight.  I held her 
as well. 

 
Eventually we headed to the kitchen to join Julya.  Dasha spoke with her for a bit.  Julya 

laughed, shaking her head, looking at me.  “Some times Dasha sister asks better questions.” 
 
I put down my wine glass and gave her a kiss. 
 
We had a quiet dinner.  No phone calls, no shouting.  As we finished, and after some 

conversation between the ladies, Julya told me, “One of us will drive you to your work on Thursday and 
pick you up, yes?” 

 
I nodded, taking another sip of wine.  “I promise to be surprised.” 
 
Julya smirked and gave me a low laugh.  “I think we can still surprise you, darling,” she 

threatened. 
 
No surprises in bed with Dasha that night; she teased me, then rode us to an intense orgasm.  We 

went to sleep wrapped up in each other. 
 
I got a call from Tony just before lunch Wednesday that they’d done a wire transfer to my 

brokerage account, and would like me to come by the office Friday before noon to sign papers. I 
checked my calendar; nothing at work.  I was about to quote an early time and reconsidered, agreeing on 
eleven at his place.  That would work; they’d get things filed with the court that afternoon.  I received a 
phone call from an actual human being at the brokerage service, confirming that I’d received a 
whopping amount of money.  Yes, it’s settlement of litigation.  They sounded interested in helping me 
spread it around.  I’ll think about it. 
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Thursday morning Dasha took me to work in my car.  Julya picked me up in hers at the end of 
the day and headed to my house.  Traffic wasn’t bad -- we could use the carpool lane! 

 
I was surprised -- from half a block away the place looked the same, but as we got closer I 

started noticing things.  Outside looked tidier, cleaner.  Bushes trimmed, looked like the fences had 
gotten a coat of preservative.  Trim looked sharper.  My car was parked in the driveway. 

 
We parked along the side of the house and went in the front door.  The door had been repainted 

and the sill worked on as well; it gets a lot of sun, and that’s hard on any finish. 
 
Inside, the place sparkled!  Cleaner than I’d ever had it, that’s for sure.  Looked like most of the 

trim had been repainted.  The windows were clean, the screens clean, even the glass doors on the 
fireplace were clean.  I could hear noise in the kitchen. 

 
Looking in the dining room...  “Whoa...”  The table was set for three, with the china and silver 

I’d inherited from my mother. 
 
In the kitchen -- two of the young women I’d seen as part of Moira’s crew?  “Where’s Dasha?” I 

asked Julya. 
 
Julya smiled.  “Getting ready.” 
 
Thanks for the non-answer...  Didn’t look much into the kitchen, except that it was in use and 

things smelled very good.  The family room -- what a change!  The old cabinetry had been painted 
white; paint-grade cabinets are less expensive.  The new cabinetry was very nice, light oak, a new 
widescreen TV integrated nicely into everything.  Looking at that wall, they had to have redone the 
drywall; some of my earlier sins were no longer visible. 

 
And my old regulator clock was hanging on an interior wall, looking like it had been there for a 

long time.  It would take me a while to get used to it there, but it looked good, matching the cabinets. 
 
“Stay downstairs -- I go change,” Julya told me, giving me a squeeze and heading to the stairs. 
 
Okay...  My office still looked a shambles, just the way I like it.  Well, some improvements in 

organization would be useful, but somehow I’d not had the cross product of time and motivation to do 
that.  It is a cross product; got to have both.  Oh, they did finish the crown moulding and the moulding 
along the floor, and the carpet had been vacuumed, at least where it was visible and accessible. 

 
The laundry room is at the back of the house, along with the door to the garage.  I’d left drywall 

sins there, too.  Did they fix those?  Sticking my head in the laundry room, not only had they fixed the 
drywall and repainted, the washer and dryer were new! 

 
Back in the family room, I walked to the bookshelves, the ones on the right side.  I reached up, 

touching the books on the second shelf.  They’d put them back.  My wife’s books.  Another connection.  
I sighed, turning as I sensed someone near me.  One of the young ladies, offering me a glass of red wine.  
“Thank you,” I said, taking it.  She nodded and returned to the kitchen. 
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The chair by the window had been my wife’s chair.  I sat down, picking up a unified remote.  Its 

touchscreen lit up with choices.  Gee, set up a lot like I did someone else’s!  I set it down; later. 
 
Dammit, I want to get a chair for me!  I knew what I wanted to get; I’ve known for a decade or 

more, just never thought it was worth spending money on.  I’ll go get one, or at least order it, tomorrow 
or Saturday. 

 
Sitting there, sipping wine...  It was almost over, the nightmare with my family.  Yeah, I get to 

relive it one more time, signing papers at Tony’s office in Palo Alto on Friday.  But then it would be 
over -- it would fucking be over!  Shook my head and took another sip.  I’d promised myself I’d do 
things when it was over.  What things?  Looked at the books again.  Why was I still keeping them?  Why 
was I still keeping them there?  I knew the answer, or at least part of it.  Yet if I got rid of everything in 
the house that I reasonably wouldn’t expect to use in the next ... five years?  At some point, are we 
reduced to nothing but our memories?  Our memories and the objects that rekindle them?  Clutching at 
the past, knowing what the future must bring? 

 
Is that living?  Look forward!  What have I wanted to do?  A snicker -- always wanted to build a 

swept-comb jammer for 2.4 GHz, something to take out Wi-Fi and Bluetooth locally.  Maybe extend it 
to 1800 - 1900 MHz...  Yeah, one for the car that covers cell and 2.4 gig.  Okay, a comb generator, 
filtering, amplification...  Generate the comb at target frequency, or baseband and mix it to get to the 
target range?  FM the comb some? 

 
Maybe I should rebuild the speed sign gadget, document it and post the docs on the web 

anonymously.  Wonder if Peter still had it...  Velcro one part to your rear-view mirror facing forward, 
that part connected to a little box with two buttons on it, one labeled 28 the other 48.  Those are the 
speed readings that X or K-band speed signs (Doppler radar) will show when you hold down the 
buttons...  A simple gadget, and fun.  Always wanted to semi-automate it with something like a 
Valentine One detector using their remote display.  Did I know anyone at Santa Rosa anymore?  A 
reasonably wideband TWT would do it; around here, Ka band was where the action was.  Could you 
punch out the front end?  What kind of transmit power would it take?  You’d have to stick with a small 
horn antenna; anything high gain would be too big, too unwieldy, and you’re not going to have the time 
or ability to aim the sucker.  Chirped Ka band magnetron? 

 
Don’t know how long I sat there gathering techno-wool...  I looked up when someone said, 

“Sir?”  One of the young ladies standing there.  “Dinner,” she said. 
 
I handed her my wine glass, got up, and visited the downstairs loo.  The trim had been at least 

repainted, if not redone.  Took a leak, then washed my hands and face. 
 
Dinner smelled good -- someone had killed at least one garlic. 
 
Stepping around the corner into the dining room, I froze... 
 
Lights in the dining room dimmed, candles lit -- and Julya and Dasha standing there, both 

wearing dresses.  Dasha’s was a light color, low cut, showing where I loved to be...  Julya was wearing a 
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long stretch velvet dress with a higher collar, one which showed her curves in a devastating manner. 
 
“You are beautiful, both of you -- what a wonderful surprise!” I managed to say.  I went to 

Dasha, holding and kissing her, “What delicious perfume,” I whispered in her ear.  I pulled out her chair 
and helped seat her. 

 
Going to Julya...  “Do you know what that dress does to me?”  I told her, trying to be somewhat 

subtle about running my hands over her, so sexy in that dress.  I managed to get her seated without 
grabbing her or burying my head between her breasts... 

 
When I sat down, I glanced to Dasha, who had opened the front of her dress a bit more, showing 

more cleavage.  I sighed.  “You expect me to concentrate, to be coherent, with the two of you looking 
like this?” I asked. 

 
Julya picked up her wine glass and replied, “No, darling.” 
 
I laughed, shaking my head, and they laughed with me. 
 
The other two served us a very good dinner; pork roast with a nice sauce, garlic potatoes, fresh 

veggies, salad.  Even had a very nice custard for dessert, and we didn’t have to do the dishes! 
 
Julya and Dasha wanted to sit in the living room after.  I wanted to grab them, but what else is 

new?  We talked about my schedule for Friday.  I needed to leave here around ten thirty to get to Tony’s 
office by eleven to sign papers.  After that?  Not sure.  Oh, definitely wanted to look for a chair!  I could 
do that in Palo Alto, the place that carried them had a location in Palo Alto. 

 
Could one of them meet me?  Possibly with Moira?  I started to bristle, but they quickly 

explained that they wouldn’t attempt to talk me out of anything, just suggest colors or options that went 
better with the décor.  And have lunch?  Okay, that could work.  They were probably twenty minutes 
away; I could give them a call as Tony and I were wrapping up business. 

 
I was feeling relaxed, maybe a little stoned, and could tell I’d be quite hard with the slightest 

provocation, such as looking at the way the light played on the soft fabric covering Julya’s delicious 
bosom.  Or Dasha’s delicious expanse of skin. 

 
“How long are you going to torture me?” I asked them. 
 
“Here downstairs, or upstairs?” Dasha asked with a smirk. 
 
Julya stood.  “I think we show you upstairs now.” 
 
She started to pull me to standing, but I pulled her closer, my head going between her breasts and 

my arms going around her waist.  She sighed and held me.  “You behaved well during dinner, darling,” 
she told me.  She stepped away and Dasha grabbed me for a moment. 

 
The three of us headed upstairs.  Three bedrooms upstairs, two of them sharing a bathroom, and 
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then the master suite with its bathroom.  New carpeting upstairs, the one I’d selected.  Both small 
bedrooms had been completely redone: repainted, redecorated, and refurnished.  Where there’d been a 
queen-sized bed in my son’s room and a trundle in my daughter’s, both now had queen sized beds and 
matching furniture, with fur covers for the beds.  They showed me how soft the bed covers were, by 
pulling me down on the beds with them. 

 
The shared bathroom also had been cleaned up.  Matching towels?  Heresy!  I touched a spot on 

a wall, once again the same texture as the surrounding area, recalling the evening when our daughter 
found out someone was seeing someone else behind her back, and the screams and loud noises we’d 
heard coming from upstairs, finding the divot in the wall the next day... 

 
Our, my bedroom -- the tuffet had moved!  It was on the floor near the window on the far side of 

the room!  All the furniture was different, and matching, something that had never happened before.  But 
the mirror above the bed was still there, a gift from a friend on our wedding day...  I had my arms around 
both ladies.  “Thank you, thank you both,” I whispered. 

 
The bed frame had two short posts at the bottom, robust looking, and taller posts at the head.  

The bedcover and the pillow shams were, of course, fur. 
 
“You should like this,” Dasha said, turning me to the master bath and turning on the light. 
 
I was very impressed!  “The cabinets didn’t get finished the way we wanted them,” I admitted, 

looking at the beautifully refinished woodwork in the bathroom.  Looking at the grout lines in the 
marble, those had been redone, repairing decades of settling.  Took a quick peek in the shower 
enclosure, and the grout had been reworked there, too.  “Very nice!” 

 
Did I hear a door closing?  I turned and Julya stepped closer. 
 
“I have you tonight, and Dasha sister has you in morning,” she whispered, pulling me into a kiss. 
 
On the bed, feeling her in that dress, kissing her, enjoying so much.  She held me and rolled on 

top of me, smothering me between her breasts in that delicious dress.  Getting her out of that dress, skin 
touching skin, on top of her, sliding into her, sitting up and teasing her button then kissing at both ends 
and giving myself to her.  Crawling into soft flannel sheets with a fur cover.  She pulled me to a nipple 
and rocked us both to sleep. 

 
I woke to Dasha, eager and energetic.  I managed to escape for long enough to use the loo!  But 

then it was back in bed with her, holding, kissing, feeling.  I gave myself to her, and she used me.  She 
had me on my back, doing that incredible thing with her hips, looking in my eyes, enjoying driving me 
crazy underneath her.  She enjoyed it too!  And the most important part, holding each other afterwards. 

 
We showered together, got dressed, and headed downstairs.  Julya had already taken off.  We 

had a little to eat; I was a little concerned at how my guts were going to respond to upcoming events, so 
I went easy.  We agreed, I’d call her when I was about done, and she and Moira would meet me at the 
chair place in Palo Alto. 
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Hugs and kisses and we took off in different directions. 
 
Sitting in Tony’s conference room, signing multiple copies of the settlement, drawing an end to 

a nasty chapter of my life.  I thanked him once again for his assistance and perseverance in making it 
through.  He sighed and shook his head.  I called Dasha and told her I’d be leaving in a few minutes.  
Tony and I talked a little about moving the money around; I’d made a call to the gal I’d used as a 
financial planner.  I wanted to put the money into grandma-grade tax frees, held by the trust that held 
most everything of mine, including the house.  He thought that was the way to go.  I got my copy of the 
papers and the rest were bundled up and handed to an associate to file with the court. 

 
Sort of a relieved feeling driving off to the chair place.  It was done.  Shook my head -- I hope 

the hell it stays done!  I felt sure the guy had been leaned on...  Don’t wanna know! 
 
Recognized Dasha’s car as I parked at the chair place.  She was talking to a salesgal.  I walked 

over to the chair I wanted, a wood-framed recliner done in a green leather.  It was even on sale!  I tried 
it, and it felt great.  That’s when Moira walked in;  she agreed that the colors would work fine.  Good 
answer, as I was going to get it anyway!  We wrote it up and the salesgal surprised me by asking if I 
would be home between three and five today for delivery -- sure! 

 
I was standing at the order counter near the back of the store.  I turned and looked to the chair to 

see Moira using her tape measure and writing down numbers.  I thought the chair would fit...  I nodded a 
bit -- I think this may be for a nice cover, something like that?  A hand on my shoulder. 

 
I turned to Dasha standing next to me, a pensive look on her face. 
 
She sighed and pulled me to one of the bedding sets the store had on display, sitting us on the 

edge of the bed together and sighing again, looking at me. 
 
“What is it?” I asked. 
 
“Darling,” she said in a somber voice, looking at me.  “This I know is very fast, too fast.  You...  

You need to stay at your house from now.  We thought maybe not until Sunday, but people arriving 
today late.  We have meeting at our house, many people coming in.  Julya sister and I share my room, all 
other rooms full as well.  Darling...”  She stopped and held me. 

 
I held her tight.  For all I felt, I didn’t have any tears.  I held her, cradling her head to my 

shoulder.  She held on, whispering something in her own language. 
 
She sat back a bit and looked at me again, a little bit of a smile peeking out.  She shook her head.  

“We had hopes, that we could start again here in your country.”  She shook her head again, sighing.  
“Perhaps is not meant to be?  You have helped so much!  Some things we learn we did no like, but is 
better for us to learn them.  You helped so much.”  She sighed again, looking at me, then tilted her head 
slightly, closing her eyes part way. 

 
That I understood -- we held each other and kissed.  At the end of a long soft kiss we held each 

other again.  Big sighs from both of us. 
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She looked at me, smiling more, maybe a little more upbeat.  “This is change, big change.  But 

this is not goodbye, darling.  That I promise.”  Another kiss, a brief one, and we stood up. 
 
With another hug, we parted.  She left the store.  Moira was already gone.  The sales gal had 

been holding back at a safe distance; she confirmed I’d be home between three and five; they’d be 
wrapping it and loading it on the truck shortly for their afternoon deliveries. 

 
I thanked her again for her help; I’d be home all afternoon. 
 
Sitting in my car in the parking lot again, shaking my head.  What a trip -- a month and a half 

with them?  What an incredible roller-coaster ride! 
 
Friday afternoon, just about lunch time.  I’m not at all hungry.  I shook my head -- I’d been 

through that mess before; I needed to eat something.  I didn’t need to do the whole withdrawal - not 
eating thing again. 

 
I got out of the car and walked across the street to Burger King for a gourmet repast -- Whopper 

with cheese no lettuce no pickle add bacon, Dr. Pepper no ice. 
 
Back to the car and head home, my home. 
 
Backed the car into the garage as I usually do.  Not much change there, except a few newer cans 

of paint on a plastic dropcloth by the other cans of paint. 
 
Took off my watch and put it and my keys in the little basket by the answering machine.  Put the 

stack of papers there, too.  I’d take them to the salt mines and scan them into a PDF. 
 
Any food in the house?  I’d refilled my soda cup before leaving BK.  Look later; I probably still 

had frozen chicken parts in the freezer -- bachelor chow.  I was covered for dinner, and could do grocery 
shopping tomorrow, or I could go out, which probably meant fast food. 

 
Went into my office and hooked up the laptop, reconfiguring systems for the normal me-at-home 

modes, and started a set of backups. 
 
Remembered my promise to myself and dug out the little X band Doppler modules I’d gotten.  

Each one had a DRO for the transmit side feeding a mixer on the receive side.  You could MCW the 
DRO around 50 KHz.  First rule of ECM -- beat the return by at least 3dB and you own the receiver; FM 
or MCW the transmitter at a few KHz and you can make a speed sign display what you want. 

 
I didn’t have any chips that could drive the DRO directly; I’d have to check lab stock at the salt 

mines.  I breadboarded a cheesy totem-pole driver that could easily swing the current needed.  Measured 
rise and fall times on the order of 20ns, not too bad.  I dug out my “Hot Wheels” radar gun and clamped 
it to the bookcases at the other end of the room.  I hooked one of the Doppler panels to my HP function 
generator through the totem-pole driver. 
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Worked great -- I could get the radar gun to display any number I wanted.  Next step was to use 
the RX mixer output and gate it on in longer bursts only when needed.  For that I had to do sort of a 
range-gate on the mixer output, amplify it, and then probably do an FFT as the thing would be moving.  
I had an audio spectrum analyzer hack on my Macbook Pro that would do the FFT, so all I needed was 
low-pass filtering and amplification.  I could build that on the same board as the totem-pole DRO driver. 

 
I was digging up parts when the doorbell rang -- a quarter to three -- they’re here already?  Did a 

quick sweep of the lab bench to make sure things were safe, and headed for the door. 
 
What?  Moira and one of the gals that had been helping?  I invited them in. 
 
“This is Helen,” Moira introduced.  “She is going to be your housekeeper, and help you tame the 

rest of your house.” 
 
Helen smiled. 
 
A little taller than Dasha, nice looking top, nice sized, and with a larger, softer looking bottom.  

Hadn’t noticed that when she’d been wearing an apron and serving us, or when she’d been wearing a 
smock over other clothes working on the place. 

 
“Welcome,” I told her, then asked, “Do you speak English?” 
 
“I should hope so, dear,” she replied with a British accent. 
 
I laughed.  “My apologies -- my world has been somewhat exciting of late.” 
 
She nodded.  “Oh, I understand.  It has been exciting for us as well!” 
 
We went into the family room and sat down.  I’d moved things around for my chair.  Moira 

thought the placement would be fine.  That’s where I’m putting it anyway! 
 
Helen would be my housekeeper; there were a few parts of the house that still needed attention 

(glances at my office)... 
 
To my looks of concern, Helen volunteered that she had spent her teen years working with one of 

her uncles, who was curator for the entomology collections at Kings in London. 
 
I didn’t know if my stuff would be quite so interesting... 
 
She smiled and told me she was looking forward to learning, and working with me. 
 
That satisfied Moira!  She stood up, told us she would check in the end of the week, and headed 

for the door! 
 
Standing at the door watching Moira walk to her car, I turned to Helen again.  “Do you need help 

bringing things in?” 
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She smiled and shook her head.  Short brown hair, bouncy.  “No, already upstairs.” 
 
I closed the door and sighed.  What a deal.  “Helen, I don’t want you to feel under any pressure -- 

I want you to be ...” 
 
She grabbed my head in both hands, kissing me and pushing me back against the door, pressing 

up against me.  Answered that question! 
 
“Oh you silly man!” she whispered in my ear.  She leaned back a bit, hips still pressing against 

me nicely, smiling, and told me, “That’s almost exactly what Dasha said you’d do.” 
 
I shook my head at that one.  I closed my eyes and held her close, feeling her, smelling her, and 

kissing her neck.  She sighed out, “That’s much better...” 
 
Stepping apart after a bit, she looked at the living room, the room where nobody goes.  “You 

know what I would do?” she asked. 
 
“What?” 
 
“I’d put the old chair over there,” she pointed, “moving those tables a bit.  And then...”  She led 

me to the living room.  “Move the loveseat over there, so the chair can be more centered.  Pull that table 
to the corner with the couch to block off that area, provide a safe path for cords from the chair, and a 
place to put things like remotes.  What do you think?” 

 
I held her close.  “I’m even happier you’re here,” I told her.  She laughed and held me. 
 
We moved the furniture around.  Yeah, that was going to work much better.  When we finished 

moving furniture in the family room, getting ready for the new chair, she pushed me to the couch and 
lay on top of me.  I held her tight; I couldn’t help it.  She moved up so my head was between her cloth-
covered breasts.  “I want you to make love to me in every room of the house,” she challenged. 

 
I pulled my mouth away from her long enough to correct, “I’ll make love with you,” and went 

back to appreciating her softness and listening to her racing heart.  She squeezed me close. 
 
I let her sit up a while later, only sighing a little.  She smiled, pulled off her top and bra, and 

leaned down again, pulling me to a tight, tasty nipple.  She held me, moving on top of me.  “Were they 
as sexy as they looked last night?  Did Julya tease you shamelessly before she took you?  Because that’s 
what I’m going to do...”  Her nipple was firm and so inviting in my mouth. 

 
I was drifting in that halfway place, halfway to heaven in her arms, when I felt her nipple 

tightening and felt her moving.  I sucked more and moved a hand to get between her legs.  As I slid my 
hand along her pants, she moaned and reached to pop them open for me.  I managed to move my hand 
and fingers where they would do her more good.  I’d barely started when she moaned and shuddered 
around me, holding my head tight.  She started moving a while later and I removed my hand, moving it 
to her back to hold her better.  She kissed my forehead. 
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The doorbell -- she moved to sitting.  I held her waist as she hurriedly redid her bra and top, 

getting off me, running a hand down to my groin in the process.  I moved to sitting and got up slowly, 
straightening myself out as well. 

 
She’d opened the door for the chair delivery people.  We showed them where it went.  They were 

pleasantly surprised that it wasn’t going upstairs.  One of the guys mentioned that the bigger and heavier 
it is, the more likely it has to go upstairs.  I laughed with them and told him I knew how that worked... 

 
They brought it in wrapped in plastic, put it in place, and unwrapped it.  I got an extension cord 

from one of my boxes of cables to provide power to it.  All set, and it looked great!  I signed for it, 
thanked them and wished them easy boring deliveries, and they took off. 

 
Helen wanted me to try it.  I sat down.  Looked like it would work great for watching TV.  I 

pushed the button to recline it, and it started moving.  Nice. 
 
“Hold it there!” Helen called. 
 
When I started to ask why, she swung a leg over the side and sat in my lap facing me! 
 
She smiled and rocked her hips.  Her bottom felt great.  “Oh yes, this is going to work nicely.  

Recline a bit more please?” she requested. 
 
I reclined the chair a bit more; she kept rocking.  We found a quite nice spot.  I was quite hard, 

pressing into her.  She was able to put her hands on my shoulders for a bit more leverage.  “Oh yes, 
quite nice!  What do you think, dear?” 

 
I held her hips, spreading my legs a bit more, which was a mistake.  I pulled one hand away and 

started returning the chair to upright. 
 
“Meanie,” she pouted, and got out of my lap. 
 
“A bit too good,” I confessed. 
 
She smirked.  “Good...  One more thing to try, if you would recline a bit more please -- just for a 

moment.” 
 
I reclined the chair a bit more. 
 
This time she straddled me, facing away from me!  Oh God was that good!  She leaned forward a 

bit, grasping the edges of the chair and using her upper body and torso muscles to torment me.  I held 
her hips and moaned -- and started raising the chair again. 

 
“We’re going to have to work with that quite a bit, aren’t we?” she suggested. 
 
I sighed, looking at her. 
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“And how about this?”  She pulled up her top and sat straddling me once more, leaning into me 

and holding me to a firm, tight nipple.  I was hard again, but she was just pressing into me.  She moved a 
hand behind my head, cradling me to her, and started reclining us.  She found a position that was very 
nice.  “Mmm,” she murmured as she held me, “Is it true that they have a way of holding you, that you 
are helpless in their arms?”  I shuddered and moved my arms up her back to hold her better.  “Sounds 
like it’s true...”  She kissed my head and I sighed, settling in. 

 
“You’re doing it again,” she whispered, almost gasped as I sucked on her.  Her hips started 

moving against me.   I loved the feeling of her nipple in my mouth, of her breast filling me, filling my 
face and my world, and of her hand at the back of my head holding me where I wanted to be.  I put my 
hands on her hips, not to help her along, but to keep her from rubbing against me, and she moaned and 
shook, coming intensely.  I moved my head, resting between her breasts as she held me, her rapidly 
beating heart filling me. 

 
She kissed my head and moved, getting up. 
 
“Why did you get up?” I asked. 
 
She smiled.  “There is house to keep -- I need to start dinner.” 
 
I sighed, raising the chair.  “But that was so nice...” 
 
She put a hand on my shoulder, her fingers digging in some as she sighed.  “Oh, I agree...”  She 

shook her head, sighing again, giving me such a look of concentration, still some afterglow, confusion, 
of I’m not sure what.  “They told me ... did you ... do you really hold them all night long?” 

 
I pulled her closer, my head under her bosom as I wrapped my arms around her.  “Those are 

wonderful nights, when we go to sleep holding each other, and wake the same way...” 
 
One of her arms was around my shoulders, the other hand found the back of my head and held 

me close as she shuddered a little.  “Oh how I want that,” she sighed. 
 
“All you have to do is hold me and rock me to sleep in your arms,” I whispered. 
 
Stepping back after a bit, that slight frown but with a slight smile as well. 
 
“What?” I asked, still holding one of her hands. 
 
“Why is it,” she started out, shaking her head slightly, “some men can’t or won’t, they think it’s 

not ‘man’ enough or something silly.” 
 
I nodded, smiling, looking at her.  “You said it -- so silly.  I love being held, being lost, being so 

comforted and safe like that.  And I love holding, sharing, and protecting as well.  We can do both -- we 
need both.” 
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She smiled and leaned over to kiss me on the head.  She turned and walked to the kitchen. 
 
I opened some white wine for us a while later when I saw what she was cooking -- chicken and 

rice.  We had a simple but nice meal with the remark, “You can show me grocery stores tomorrow.” 
 
After dinner, after cleaning the kitchen, she led me into the office, turning on the lights as we 

went in.  “Tomorrow,” she said, putting an arm around my waist, “I’m starting here,” she indicated the 
floor-to-ceiling bookcases along one wall of the office.  Well, the top part was bookshelves, filled with 
mostly paperbacks, with other stuff in front of them.  The bottom part is deeper cabinets, some with 
binders of stuff, and others, just filled with stuff.  “What would you suggest?” she asked.  “I want to 
organize the books, but I’m at sea over what to do with the rest...” 

 
I sighed.  “Yeah...  I guess pull all the non-book crap off -- we can set up a folding table in the 

family room?  I can sort through that, and you can organize books.  As much as it hurts to do it, once 
they’re organized alphabetically, we can go through them and I can decide on which ones to keep.  It 
hurts, but I can probably get rid of a lot of them.” 

 
She rubbed my back.  “I’ll do my best to ease the pain,” she murmured. 
 
I pulled her into my arms, kissing fully, holding her. 
 
“This is difficult,” I told her, still holding her close. 
 
“I think I understand,” she whispered in reply. 
 
Moving back a step, the look I gave her was probably not charitable. 
 
She moved closer, putting her hands on my shoulders, her forearms on my chest.  “Really, I 

think I do -- I’m learning.  When I was younger, I helped my uncle move out of his office at Kings.  I 
was helping him pack, after so many decades there.  I picked up something from one of his shelves; 
something small, something old, something broken, and asked him why he kept such things.  He took it 
from me, holding it as if it were one of the most cherished relics of the age, and to him, it must have 
been...  I saw the tears fill his eyes; I’d never seen such emotion in him.  He told me it would be a long 
time until I understood, but such objects anchor us to memories, to the past, and to life itself.  He told 
me that to part with them was to confront mortality, not only of ones we love, but one’s own mortality, 
to look at the certainty of our own death.  I looked at him, and everything in his office differently from 
that moment on.” 

 
I took her hand and led her to the family room, to that bookshelf on the right side of the TV.  

Holding one of her hands, with my other I reached up and touched those books...  “These were my 
wife’s books...  I remember her putting them here...”  I stopped and laughed softly.  “She never put them 
here; when we moved back into the house after remodeling, she put them in the previous shelves, one of 
the first things she put in this room.  When I came in earlier in the week and the shelves, the books were 
gone -- such feelings...  Then seeing them back again yesterday, all those memories.  And yes, 
confronting not only our own death, but the deaths of those we loved.  Is it silly of me to keep them?  I 
know I’ll never open them, yet...”  I couldn’t talk anymore. 
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We held each other.  I buried myself in her hair, kissing her neck, holding her. 
 
“I don’t know the answer,” she whispered, holding me, “other than to keep making new 

memories.” 
 
“How would you like to start?” I suggested. 
 
She sighed.  “I’d like a quick shower, and then...  Why don’t we go upstairs?” 
 
We tidied up downstairs.  She started turning off lights.  I explained that most of the light 

switches were remote controllable, and we could turn them off from upstairs.  She thought that a most 
useful idea! 

 
Upstairs, I showed her the little control box by my side of the bed.  The two larger buttons were 

labeled all lights on and all lights off, and that’s what they did -- I demonstrated.  The all on one even 
turned on a bunch of outside lights. 

 
She liked that, and had something to show me -- in the bathroom she opened the cabinet doors 

under what had been my wife’s sink and pulled out a cardboard box with dividers in it and a bunch of 
nose spray bottles!  There was also a paper card, hand lettered, mostly in Cyrillic, with English 
translations. 

 
“She said to use number 2,” and pulled out that spray bottle.  The English entry on the card for 

that one was “hard + relax.”  Number 1 was just “hard,” with the others being combinations of “hard” 
with “relax,” “sleepy,” “calm,” “stoned,” and “strong.” 

 
She handed me the bottle with a smile. 
 
“You should use this one as well,” I suggested. 
 
She shrugged.  “Why not?”  She took it and used it, then I did. 
 
“I’m going to shower -- wait for me?” she asked with a smile. 
 
“Of course -- I’ll clean up.”  I brushed my teeth and washed my face and hands while she 

undressed.  Beautiful!  Pale skin, beautiful breasts, full hips.  “You are beautiful,” I growled. 
 
She smiled, turning slowly to give me a better look, and got into the shower. 
 
It took me a while before I could pee...  Then it was off to the bedroom, taking off and folding 

my clothes.  Hmmm...  Tuffet or bed? 
 
I started to lay down on the bed, but feeling that fur cover, in my present condition that wouldn’t 

work...  I flopped on the tuffet instead, running a hand over the fur cover on the bed, letting my eyes 
close and my head buzz... 



Tight Fit 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 147 http://www.asstr.org/~artie/ 

 
“My, that does look inviting!” 
 
I opened my eyes to see her standing in the doorway.  I think she may have been referring to my 

cock, sticking up in the air...  Hope so, anyway... 
 
I got up as she approached, pulling her into a kiss, feeling skin against skin.  I eased her back on 

to the bed, pulling her hips close to the edge.  I grabbed one of the fur-covered pillows and slid it up her 
stomach to her breasts; she sighed nicely and held on to it.  “Good -- hold on to that for a while,” I 
suggested. 

 
I went down on my knees and started kissing the insides of her thighs. 
 
“Oh my,” she moaned... 
 
She was delicious, and her bottom felt so inviting...  She squeezed my head between her thighs 

for her first one, then let them fall open.  I kissed her mound, then rolled her to her stomach, sliding into 
her, holding on to her hips, and riding her generous bottom.  She held on to the pillow, burying her face 
in the fur and moaning as she rocked and pushed against me.  As I got close I slowed down, savoring...  
She pulled her legs together, doing something with her bottom, and all I could do was to hold on, 
pushing into her and coming.  I managed to grab the towel next to her on the bed as I collapsed on top of 
her.  We managed to get cleaned up and under the covers.  I held her close. 

 
As far as I’m concerned, that’s the best place in the world, in bed holding someone close. 

 
End of part 6 

Rev 2011/08/14 
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Wind-Up 
 
I woke up around six and got up to pee.  Getting back into bed, I snuggled up to Helen’s back, 

holding her, and went back to sleep. 
 
“Oh you bastard,” is not how I’m used to waking up!  But she pulled me to a nipple as she 

growled, leaning on me as I held her close.  We drifted together for a while, then she started running one 
hand over me as she held my head with the other.  When she had me dizzy enough, she pushed me to my 
back and impaled herself on me. 

 
I held her bottom, so nice a cushion.  She moved me to her other nipple, and growled at me to 

suck.  Oh, I knew it when we got the rhythm right!  She let me know in more ways than one!  She was 
quivering around me, making moaning sighs, holding me to her.  I got to the edge and she slowed down, 
drawing it out, moving my head a bit, doing a thorough job. 

 
We snoozed for a while holding each other; the best part.  I woke up with her at my side kissing 

my shoulder, snuggling up to me.  I had my arm around her and held her closer.  “Good morning.”  I 
leaned over to kiss her head. 

 
“Mmmm...” she mumbled, wiggling closer. 
 
“What was that greeting about?” I asked. 
 
“What?” 
 
“Something about ‘you bastard’...” 
 
She laughed and held me.  “I thought I was going to have my way with you last night -- Dasha 

told me all I needed to do was get a nipple in your mouth and you’d be mine.” 
 
“Well she’s right,” I agreed, staying on my back for a while.  “And you didn’t seem to object...” 
 
She sighed and snuggled in more.  “That was very nice.  She told me you’d be much more 

interested if I showered -- I gather so!” 
 
My turn to chuckle.  “You were set up.  Both of them know very well how I respond.” 
 
“And how is that, dear?” 
 
I nuzzled in.  “Something about a woman fresh from a shower or bath -- especially tasty.” 
 
She kissed me on the head.  “I’ll certainly remember that!  I’ll remember last night!  I suppose 

you’re just as helpful in the shower?” 
 
“Oh, I’m a big help!” 
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“I’m certain you are.  But we have other things to do today...” 
 
“Meanie,” I muttered, holding her. 
 
But we got up, got dressed, and even straightened up the bed.  Had a bite to eat, and then hit the 

grocery stores -- Helen insisted. 
 
She liked my little car, in spite of the added electronics.  After our last stop, she asked to drive us 

home.  In response to my raised eyebrow, she showed me her driver’s license, and said yes, she knew 
how to drive a stick.  Sure, let’s go! 

 
And I thought I was aggressive some times!  But the only comment she made while squealing 

the tires was, “Turbo lag...” 
 
Got home, unloaded groceries, and she announced she was going to start in on the office 

bookshelves.  Okay, I got the long folding table out of the garage and set it up to receive non-book 
artifacts for my triage.  Ever the optimist, I brought in a box for the “save” items, and a larger trash can. 

 
But after that, I made the executive decision to try out the chair.  Started iTunes on the server 

playing music through the family room, kicked off my shoes, and started reclining the chair.  Very nice! 
 
“You look awful tempting like that,” Helen commented. 
 
“Were you raised Lutheran or Protestant?”  I queried. 
 
“What?  No, why?” 
 
“Then you don’t have to worry about giving in to temptation,” I replied. 
 
She laughed. 
 
She went back to what she was doing, and I did the same, closing my eyes again. 
 
Feeling a touch on my arm some time later, I opened my eyes to see Helen moving to straddle 

me in the chair!  She draped some towels over the arm of the chair, a big one and a small one. 
 
One hand on my shoulder, the other on the little switch that raised and reclined the chair, she 

adjusted it until she found the best position.  That’s it -- we both moaned as she rocked on top of me.  I 
held her hips, relaxing and closing my eyes.  But after a short time, she raised the chair again.  I opened 
my eyes and looked at her. 

 
She stepped out of my lap and pulled me up and out of the chair.  She took the large towel, a 

beach towel, and put it on the chair, covering the leather.  Then she undid my belt, dropping my pants.  I 
helped with hers... 
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We returned to the chair.  After I took a seat, she reclined the chair some, then quickly pulled off 
her top and bra, leaning over to hold me to a nipple, using her free hand to make sure I was ready for the 
next part.  Thanks to her encouragement, I soon was, with my part meeting her parts and sliding 
together. 

 
She played with the chair, reclining it a bit more, bringing it back, finding good spots.  We found 

one very nice spot for her leaning forward to suckle me.  She could hold me to her, and rock her hips so 
nicely.  The other spot was for when she was sitting up more, her hands on my shoulders.  She could 
move her hips in ways that were astounding. 

 
But she didn’t move them much at all. 
 
In response to my puzzled look and panting, she smiled.  “It’s a challenge, love -- let’s see how 

long we can go.”  With that she gave her hips a slow roll.  I sighed and dropped my head back against 
the chair. 

 
Sitting in the chair leaned back, Helen in my lap moving every so often, moving enough to keep 

us both close to the edge...  I hope she was as blissed out as I was! 
 
My phone made a noise -- the ring telling me Dasha was calling!  “Pants!” I called out, and 

Helen handed them to me, moving more, oh so good...  But I got my phone and answered it. 
 
“Hello?” 
 
“This is Dasha -- we need help, please,” she asked. 
 
“Of course -- what do you need?” 
 
“Some of our guests want to use Internet with laptops.  This is something you need to do?” 
 
I sighed.  Too secure...  “Yes, this is something I need to do -- you do not have the tools.  I can 

be there in an hour?” 
 
“Oh, darling, that would be wonderful!  Please park in front and ring front bell; I will get you.” 
 
“See you in a while, then,” I told her. 
 
I hung up the phone.  Helen took it and put it on the table.  She put her hands on my shoulders 

and started rolling her hips, staring into my eyes so intently.  “Oh Jesus,” I sighed, letting my head go 
back, gently teasing her nipples.  She moaned and put the tip of a thumb into my mouth; I sucked it 
wantonly.  She did something that brought us both to the edge and over it, feeling her flutter around my 
cock as I filled her once more.  After a bit she leaned forward, sharing intense kisses. 

 
We managed to separate and get cleaned up.  I started getting dressed only to have her hold me 

and growl, “Don’t be away long, please.”  I squeezed her close.  “I won’t.” 
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Got dressed, gathered my laptop in its bag, and got in the car heading to the ladies’ place. 
 
I had to park in front; the back and the driveway were full!  Don’t think I’d ever used the front 

door before.  I rang the bell; the door opened. 
 
“Please come in,” Dasha said formally. 
 
I nodded, following her in, closing the door behind me.  We went upstairs.  She took out a key 

and unlocked the closet.  In we went. 
 
I put my bag down, expecting to get to work, but was interrupted by a passionate woman in my 

arms!  We held each other and kissed. 
 
“I miss you,” she whispered hotly in my ear as we held each other. 
 
Eventually I sat on my padded-top bucket seat; she sat in my lap.  “What can I do for you?” I 

asked, kissing her nose. 
 
She sighed.  “Five laptops to use Internet.  We gave them name and password, but something 

else is needed.” 
 
I nodded.  “Yes.  I can allow those five computers -- any iPhones or iPads, other devices?  I 

could also set things up so all you need is the name and the password, but I do not recommend that.” 
 
She smiled and shook her head.  “We do not want that; just five for now I think, but I will go and 

check.  Do you need anything from them?  To see computers?” 
 
I shook my head.  “I shouldn’t.  Go see if there are any other devices they want to use with the 

Internet; if there are, have them try and connect using the same name and password.  Okay?” 
 
She stood up and squeezed me to her breasts for a moment.  “My nipples miss you. Julya sister 

says hers too.”  She kissed me on the head and took off. 
 
I started up my laptop and wired into the network; the only way to talk to the Airport. 
 
Brought up the error log; repeated connection attempts by five different MACs. 
 
One looked strange.  I had a bad feeling...  Dug through older screen shots. 
 
I sighed, shaking my head.  I’d saved a screen shot of the initial rats who had been connected to 

the old network before I’d reconfigured and secured it.  One MAC matched -- a Dell laptop. 
 
Dasha came back in, smiling.  She sat in my lap and kissed me once more.  Sitting back her 

smile dropped.  “Something is wrong?” she asked. 
 
I nodded.  “One of those machines downstairs, a Dell laptop?  It is one of the rats that was using 
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your network when I first came here.  I am sure of this.” 
 
She sighed, glancing up for a moment.  “Yes, that is so.  Allow them internet; those are the only 

ones.  Thank you for finding this rat again.  We will deal with this.” 
 
I nodded and turned to my laptop again, adding the five MAC addresses to the allowed list, then 

updating the router.  “They can access the internet, but nothing else.  They cannot see the two computers 
downstairs.  Oh, they can print to the laser printer if they want, but not the color printer.  Is this okay?” 

 
She smiled again, a half smile.  “Yes; this will work.”  She looked at me, a moment of 

indecision, and stood up.  “I want to pull off my top and take you as we both love...  But that must wait.  
I am sorry.  Please forgive us?” 

 
I stood and hugged her.  “Of course.” 
 
I cleaned up my computer, made sure things were once again secure, and had her show me out, 

locking the closet once more.  Some trusted “guests...” 
 
I waited at the bottom of the stairs for a moment; she went back to the kitchen briefly. 
 
“All working now,” she verified, leading me to the door. 
 
At the door she shook my hand!  She thanked me out loud for coming out on a weekend. 
 
I waited until I was half a block away to shake my head.  What a deal.  Turned right at the 

corner, headed back to the freeway, and... 
 
A guy in the street waving at me?  Is that Lamb?  I pulled to a stop and rolled down my window.  

He approached. 
 
“Agent Lamb, to what do I owe this pleasure?” I asked. 
 
“If you could pull over, sir?” he requested. 
 
“Is this a Terry stop, a custodial stop, or do you just want to talk about the 49ers sorry excuse for 

a defensive line?” I challenged. 
 
He actually smiled!  I think Leo is making headway with him! 
 
“You’re free to go, sir, but I would appreciate a few minutes of your time.” 
 
“Happy to help -- I’ll park in front of your unmarked car,” I told him.  Only one car parked in a 

half block on that side of the street. 
 
I parked and got out, watching him walk up, shaking his head.  I offered him my hand and he 

shook it. 
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“What can I do for you?” as if I didn’t know. 
 
“Can you tell me what’s going on?” he asked. 
 
I shrugged my shoulders.  “Some kind of meeting.  I was thrown out Thursday morning.  Sounds 

like a bunch of people there, but I didn’t meet them; I don’t know who, what, why, or how long.” 
 
He nodded.  “Why were you out today?” 
 
“Dasha called me.  Going back to when I first met her, that first weekend working on their place, 

their computer network was a mess.  I secured it as much as possible given what they have.  Dasha 
called me; some of their guests wanted Internet access, and could I take care of that.  I came out and 
authorized those systems.  Dasha verified things are working.  That’s it.  I don’t know what’s going on, 
or for how long, or when or even if I will be invited back.  Don’t know, and I’m not counting on it.  
Would be nice, but, c’est la Guerre...” 

 
He nodded some more, finally saying, “Thanks.” 
 
We shook hands again, I got in my car, and headed home, my place.  Until I’d said it out loud, I 

hadn’t realized I’d made those decisions.  Yup, c’est la Guerre... 
 
When I got out of the car back at my place, I felt ... like I was in another of those transition 

things.  It would work out.  Not a bad transition; I liked the rats I was racing with, back in a big 
company.  Amazing how much better things had gotten there since I’d moved off the corporate hind tit...  
And I did happen to still have a very nice companion waiting for me! 

 
Walking in, Helen greeted me with a big naked hug and kiss. 
 
“Wonderful outfit -- one of my favorites,” I told her. 
 
She smiled, turning us so I was against the wall and leaning into me.  “You were successful?” 
 
I shrugged.  “I solved their problem, getting some machines to work.  That was all.” 
 
She smirked.  “Good.”  Then a sigh.  “Would you like to look over the table?  I’m running out of 

room for stuff.  Making good progress organizing books, though.” 
 
I kissed her on the forehead.  “Thanks.  I’ll start in.” 
 
She went back to the office to work on things and I started going through the stuff on the table.  

Some memories, but not a lot; most of it was stuff I could or should have tossed earlier, but what else is 
new.  Saved a few things, pretty much filling up the trash can. 

 
Going into the office, she was standing on the stepstool, working on the top shelf.  I put my 

hands on her waist, so pretty.  She turned and I picked her up, wrapping my arms around her and 
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holding her close.  When she laughed and asked me to, I put her down.  What a smile! 
 
“Thank you,” I told her, basking in that smile. 
 
She shook her head  “This is fun!  I may have to read some of these!  I’m surprised you have the 

‘Wilt’ books!” 
 
I nodded.  “Sharpe’s stuff -- a friend of mine lived in the U.K. for many years and suggested his 

books.  Fun stuff.” 
 
“You have some duplicates?” she mentioned. 
 
I scanned along the top row -- Aldiss, Anderson, Azimov...  “Some may be dups, but others may 

be different publications; remember the furor at the first Harry Potter book, the U.K. version and the 
horrible US version?” 

 
She smiled and nodded.  “Oh, I remember that!”  She looked at me.  “What is it?” she said, 

moving closer, putting her hands on my shoulders. her arms on my chest. 
 
I sighed.  “Oh, just the usual -- I want to be wrapped up in you, listening to your heart beat in my 

ear, feeling skin against skin.”  I held her waist. 
 
More of a smile.  “Let me finish these two shelves, we’ll have some lunch, and then have a nap.” 
 
“Sounds delightful,” I replied with a kiss on the nose. 
 
She worked.  I sat.  We had lunch.  We did books together.  We did other things together, 

napping afterwards. 
 
Sunday while not really watching a football game, listening to music rather than football, she 

appeared by the chair with towels and a smile, and maybe some perfume.  Definitely no clothes! 
 
She wanted to try something.  Fine with me!  She handed me a nose spray and suggested I use it.  

I visited the loo, always more comfortable on an empty bladder, used the nose spray, and returned to her.  
She’d spread the towel over the leather of the chair again.  “Should we get something purpose-made for 
that?” I suggested. 

 
She grinned at me. 
 
I stripped down and got in my chair again.  She leaned over me, reclining me to get me ready...  

When I was hard and stoned, she got in my lap -- facing away from me!  It took a bit to get us 
connected, but once she found the right position for the chair, wow!  We both moaned...  She was able to 
use the arms of the chair for leverage, moving in amazing ways.  I ran my hands over her bottom as she 
danced in my lap.  So incredible for both of us!  Then she reclined the chair a bit more.  What was I, a 
human coathook?  I don’t know, but God it was good! 
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She started moaning, the pattern that told me she was close.  I ran my fingers lightly over her 
hips.  That felt and sounded like it helped.  I let my head drop back, happy that she was enjoying it so 
much. 

 
Then she started something and I was moaning, holding her hips, don’t stop! 
 
She collapsed forward, I guess leaning on her arms.  I rubbed and caressed as much of her back 

as I could reach. 
 
Cleaning us up later, she looked at me with a glowing grin.  I pulled her back to me, holding her 

and kissing skin wherever I could.  “That was amazing, but I couldn’t hold you after!” I told her.  She 
sighed and snuggled in for a while. 

 
The week started, the old pattern started again.  The first alarm goes off and we grab each other, 

snuggling close.  The second alarm goes off and I get out of bed (eventually), shower, get dressed, and 
head off to the Salt Mines.  Some mornings Helen got up with me, some mornings she didn’t.  No big 
deal. 

 
When I got home, she’d grab me for a while.  We’d discuss part of the day.  We’d have dinner, 

and I’d help her with whatever dilemma she’d discovered. 
 
She did a fantastic job.  She even went through my surface-mount parts!  She found the BK LCR 

meter and the clip probes, and made little envelopes out of cut-up printer paper!  Ingenious! 
 
And she was so good to hold in bed. 
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Thursday 
 
Had a meeting scheduled for 8:30 AM -- drat!  But Helen wanted to get going on things early.  

She says that, yet she’s the one who complained about not getting enough of a snuggle. 
 
The icing on that cake was getting in to find an e-mail cancelling the meeting!  Oh well...  I had 

stuff to read, and some simulations and layout to do on a snap-recovery diode comb jammer.  I’m sure it 
would be a popular addition to the company’s product line... 

 
A little after ten, my phone goes off -- Dasha’s ring tone!  “Good morning,” I answer, not trying 

to sound too excited. 
 
“I am just leaving San Francisco Airport.  I must stop for gas, but meet me at house -- please!  I 

need you!” 
 
“I’ll be there!” 
 
Click! 
 
I puttered for a bit answering some e-mails, closed up my goodies, got my bag, and exited stage 

right! 
 
Downshifting enthusiastically for the last corner to the house, and ...  police cars and tape across 

the street!  Let’s hear it for good brakes and tires; not even a squeal. 
 
Looking beyond the initial police line, who do I see but Leo and Carson, talking to some 

uniformed guys.  Leo gives me half a wave.  He and Carson walked my way. 
 
I parked the car and got out. 
 
“Good morning gentlemen,” I greeted them as they approached. 
 
“What brings you by?” Leo asked. 
 
I looked at my watch.  “About twenty minutes ago I got a call from Dasha that she was leaving 

SFO and wanted me to meet her here.” 
 
Carson looks at me and asks, “What for?” 
 
Leo was trying hard not to laugh. 
 
“Son,” I said to Carson, shaking my head slowly, “We need to have a talk.” 
 
He started turning red. 
 
One of the uniformed guys and one in an ill-fitting suit approached. 
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The suit gave me a nasty look.  I could tell we were going to get along just fine. 
 
“You have some ID?” he demanded. 
 
“Yup, do you?” I replied. 
 
“Do you know the owners of the house?” was his frowning follow-up. 
 
“What house?” was mine. 
 
“He knows the Ivanova sisters,” Leo offered. 
 
Another frown.  “How well?” the suit asks. 
 
“Biblically,” I had to respond.  After a pause for Leo to smirk and Carson to blush, I added, “I 

know neither of them snores.  There’s a lot I don’t know about them.” 
 
“You know what’s been going on this week?” 
 
“At their house?  Nope.” 
 
“Then why the hell are you here?” 
 
I think he was getting upset... 
 
Leo shook his head.  He and I met in a similar manner, but we made things work.  He told me, 

“We’ve been observing the location since Saturday.  You know about the rental truck that they packed 
up yesterday and left earlier this morning?” 

 
I shook my head.  “Not a thing.” 
 
He nodded.  “Okay.  After the truck left, the rest of them left in the Mercedes.” 
 
I nodded.  “That must have been Dasha going to the airport.” 
 
“How do you know that?” demanded the suit. 
 
I looked to Leo for a clue.  He nodded his head. 
 
I told the suit, “I received a call from Dasha a little while ago.  She told me she was just leaving 

SFO and wanted me to meet her here at the house.” 
 
“What for?” he demanded. 
 
I looked to Carson, who managed a grin. 
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“Well, I was hoping we’d rip off each other’s clothes and roll around on her bed fucking like 

animals, but knowing her, there’s a good chance we might not make it up the stairs.” 
 
That stopped him for a moment, which gave Leo a chance to continue his narrative.  “A few 

minutes after both vehicles left, a trades van pulled into the back.  We couldn’t see what was happening.  
About forty five minutes later, one of our people saw a white male exit a side ground-floor window, get 
into the van, and leave. 

 
I nodded.  “Makes sense -- double-key deadbolts on the doors.” 
 
Leo nodded.  “That would slow folks down.” 
 
“Just pick them?” Carson suggested. 
 
“Medeco restricted keyways,” I told him with a smile. 
 
Leo asked, “You don’t know what they were doing?” 
 
“The van, or the earlier crowd?” 
 
“The earlier crowd, for a start,” he clarified. 
 
I shook my head.  “Dasha told me it was business.  That’s all I know, and I don’t know what 

their business is.  Don’t know anything about the van, either.” 
 
The suit frowned, turned, and waved to someone closer to the house.  “Well, we’re going to 

check the perimeter.” 
 
Leo spoke up, “We have a specialist crew on the way -- we suggest it would be prudent to...” 
 
The suit was taking a breath to yell at Leo when all of us were interrupted by a large explosion 

gutting the house.  I saw the front door blow out in a torrent of flame, along with the visible windows.  
The shock from the explosion was impressive.  So were the flames shooting from where windows and 
doors used to be. 

 
Leo motioned for Carson to stay with me, then followed the cops to the scene. 
 
Damn impressive fire, that.  Emergency vehicles showed up in probably under three minutes, but 

the whole place was engulfed almost immediately, with flames spouting from doors and windows.  
Some of the neighbors were out complaining about broken windows as well. 

 
Leo came back to us. 
 
Before he could say anything, I told him, “Leo, Dasha is going to be a wreck when she sees this -

- unless you are hauling her in, I’ll take her to my place.  You know how to find me.” 
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He shook his head.  “Yeah.  There’s going to be some questioning, but that makes sense.  Shit...  

The locals went around the place -- they looked in through the windows and saw devices attached to the 
front and rear doors, for Christ’s sake!  And they saw an open window!  Their guys were coming back 
when one of them pulled out his radio -- that seemed to set it off.” 

 
“Rather than Dasha and I opening the back door,” I muttered. 
 
Leo nodded. 
 
Dasha showed up about fifteen minutes later.  She was distraught, not surprisingly.  I held her 

and she clutched me.  I managed to back her away from things and remind her that she didn’t have to 
answer any questions from police without an attorney present if she didn’t want to. 

 
The suit introduced himself and was quite gentle, all in all.  Dasha confirmed she didn’t know 

anything about a van coming to do work on their house -- I had been the only one working on their 
house!  She had taken her sister and some friends to the airport.  Who were her friends?  Where were 
they from?  None of your fucking business was the quick and forceful reply, followed by yelling at them 
for watching someone go through the house and not stopping them. 

 
I was worried things were going to take a turn for the worse right then and there.  But the suit 

backed off, at least a bit.  They were only trying to figure out what happened, he tried to placate her.  
She told them bitterly that she had just lost everything except what she was wearing and the bag in the 
car -- she had even lost her car as this was her sister’s car, it held more people.  I told her she would stay 
with me.  She held me and broke into tears. 

 
Leo asked me if the contact information he had for me was still current.  I was about to say 

something nasty when I figured out he was trying to help.  I told him it was.  He turned to the suit and 
told him he’d provide contact information, and one of them would escort us to my house and he was 
welcome to send an officer along if he wanted.  The suit didn’t think that was necessary but they’d 
probably have more questions later.  I suggested 9AM Friday or later, please. 

 
It took a while for Dasha to get it together.  She insisted she could drive.  Leo told the suit that he 

and Carson would follow us; he’d already given him my address and phone numbers.  I gave the suit one 
of my business cards, and got one of his. 

 
Our small convoy made it back to my place.  I parked in the garage with Dasha parking in the 

driveway and the guys parking on the street. 
 
Helen had a big smile when I walked in, which changed in an instant as Dasha came in behind 

me.  I held her and she broke into tears once more.  I got her sitting on the couch and asked where Julya 
was.  On her way to Portland.  When should she arrive?  She looked at the clock and told me she should 
arrive in half an hour or so.  What was she doing once she got there?  They were finishing business; she 
expected a few days, and Julya would fly ... home.  She broke into tears once again. 

 
As I held Dasha, I explained to Helen that someone had burned down their house; nothing left. 
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I didn’t tell her that was the good news -- if the cops hadn’t set it off, both of us would have died 

going in the back door. 
 
That reminded me -- I had a stack of papers...  I gave Dasha a hug and managed to get away.  

“I’ll be right back -- I promise,” I told her. 
 
Lamb was still parked by the side of the house.  I walked over to his side of the car; he rolled 

down the window as I approached. 
 
“I’ve got a gift for you folks,” I told him. 
 
He perked up. 
 
“I need someone from your office that reads Ukranian, Russian, whatever the previous owner 

spoke.  I have something that might be useful, but I’m only handing it over to someone that can read it 
and give me a clue. okay?” 

 
He nodded and pulled out his phone.  “Got it -- you going to be in the house?” 
 
I nodded.  “Yeah -- we won’t go anywhere without telling you.  Knock on the door if you need 

anything, need to use the loo, or if you just get cold.” 
 
“Thanks,” he said, and punched numbers on his phone. 
 
I walked back to the house.  Just for grins, I took the stack and ran it through my all-in-one copy 

- print - eat expensive ink cartridges machine in the office. 
 
“Where’s Dasha?” I asked Helen when I came back into the house. 
 
“Back patio on her phone -- we went upstairs and she used one of the nose sprays -- the calm 

one, then got her phone and went out back.  I’ve been watching, love.” 
 
I rubbed her back, standing next to her.  “Thanks.  Hard to take, seeing your house burn down.” 
 
“I haven’t told anyone,” she mentioned. 
 
“I think that’s best, at least for now.” 
 
When it was apparent Dasha wasn’t talking on the phone, I went out to her.  I held one of her 

hands.  “What can I do for you?” 
 
She sighed.  “I will need held tonight very much.  You are helping, being here.  I have called 

attorney; he is coming.  I have called Julya sister with message to call me soonest.”  She shrugged.  
“Now we wait.” 
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“We can sit inside and I can hold you?” I suggested. 
 
“Da, good,” she sighed, pushing herself up out of the patio chair. 
 
We sat on the loveseat, me holding her, rather than me curled up in her. 
 
Her phone chirped after a while.  She shook herself a bit, got it, and headed outside.  I closed the 

sliding door behind her. 
 
She talked for a few minutes, not very animated.  She came into the house, still holding her 

phone.  She handed it to me.  “Tell Julya sister, please.”  She headed to the downstairs bathroom. 
 
I told Julya what happened -- getting the call from Dasha, talking to the FBI and the local cops, 

someone seen inside the house, the house blowing up and burning down.  I was trying to hold Dasha 
together, and I wished I could hold her as well. 

 
Long sigh over the phone.  “This was meant for us,” she said flatly. 
 
“It would have been Dasha and me,” I told her. 
 
I heard another sigh from the phone, and the toilet flushing from the bathroom.  “I speak with 

Dasha sister please?  Darling, thank you again.  This time you saved my sister.” 
 
“Here she is,” I told Julya, handing the phone back to Dasha.  She gave me a quick hug before 

taking it, then walked back to the patio again. 
 
She came back in a while later. 
 
“Done?” I asked. 
 
She shook her head, holding her phone.  “I cannot even charge ... this.” 
 
I held her, taking the phone.  “I have a charger; I will charge it for you.  If you still need to talk 

to Julya, use any phone in the house.”  I kissed the top of her head.  She held me tight. 
 
She sighed and looked up at me, a slight smile forming.  “We see you so much as man of 

passion, is hard to remember you are also man of reason and intellect -- I need both now, thank you.” 
 
I found the wall charger that I’d gotten for my iPhone, and connected hers. 
 
“I use phone in bedroom?” she asked. 
 
“Please -- go,” I told her. 
 
She headed upstairs, mumbling something to herself.  A little while later I saw the answering 

machine blinking, indicating the line was in use. 
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Half an hour later or so the doorbell rang.  I answered it; a guy in a suit with a loosened tie and 

collar.  “I am looking for Dasha Ivanova?” he said. 
 
“Why?  Who are you?” I challenged. 
 
He explained that he was the attorney who represented Dasha and Julya; Dasha had called and 

wanted to talk to him. 
 
I invited him in and said I’d go get her. 
 
I knocked on the bedroom door upstairs and then opened it. 
 
Dasha was off the phone -- and out of her clothes, wrapped up in the fur spread!  I closed the 

door behind me, went over and exposed a nipple, holding her wrapped up in the fur and sucking on her.  
One of her hands was busy, and the other tried to hold me.  She got off a good one, collapsing back. 

 
I kissed her on the forehead.  “Your attorney is waiting downstairs -- I’ll tell him you will be 

down in five or ten minutes, okay?” 
 
She looked at me, still panting a bit.  “Thank you darling!  Yes, I will be down soon!  Now leave, 

quickly!” 
 
I ran my hands over her, then scooted out of the room.  He was sitting at the dining room table, 

and Helen was putting the tea kettle on the stove.  “She will be down in a few minutes,” I told him.  
“This has been a very rough day for her.”  He nodded. 

 
She came down a few minutes later.  They talked quietly for a while; Helen and I stayed out of 

earshot. 
 
“Rob darling?” Dasha called. 
 
I went into the dining room.  Dasha introduced me; the attorney had some questions.  I went 

through the morning’s events in as much detail as I remembered.  He let me go through things, taking 
notes, then started in with questions.  I answered his questions using Tony’s deposition rules.  He asked 
how I knew the FBI people.  I explained how I’d worked with Leo when a previous company I’d started 
had been the target of industrial espionage.  I gave him one of my cards.  He thanked me.  I left the 
room. 

 
They were still talking almost an hour later when there was a knock on the door.  I opened it -- 

Leo, Carson, and a guy I’d not seen before.  “Be right back,” I told them.  I went to my office and 
grabbed the original notes, then went outside with them, going around the side of the house to the street 
where they’d parked. 

 
Leo introduced the third guy -- Eastern European expert from the San Francisco office.  I gave 

them the story, that I’d found a bunch of notes in the house.  I couldn’t read them, so I showed them to 
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one of the sisters, I didn’t remember which at first, but they both looked over them briefly.  They told 
me I should give them to my friend at the FBI the next time I saw him.  I handed them to the guy from 
SF. 

 
I didn’t know whether he was going to jump up and down, crap his pants, or both.  He flipped 

through the six or seven pages, shaking his head, some times grinning, some times frowning.  When he 
got to the end, he started to shake my hand and ended up grabbing me and giving me a big hug. 

 
“Good news?” I asked. 
 
He took a breath.  “This...  This is wonderful.  But we must get to the house, quickly, before they 

damage things -- this says...  We need to go, now!” 
 
They piled into their cars and went! 
 
The doorbell again about fifteen minutes later!  This time it’s the suit from the house and two 

uniformed guys.  They wanted to talk to Dasha. 
 
I told them she was busy and in no condition to answer questions at this time.  They insisted, 

loudly. 
 
Loudly enough to be heard in the dining room, which is just off the entry way -- the attorney 

joined us, introduced himself as Dasha’s attorney, and told them if they had questions, Miss Ivanova 
would be happy to speak to them at his offices at ten tomorrow morning.  He handed the suit one of his 
cards.  They grumbled and took off. 

 
The attorney left shortly thereafter, thanking me for my assistance.  He suggested I might want to 

line up counsel as well.  I frowned but nodded. 
 
Helen took Dasha to Target to get essentials -- Dasha was in no condition to drive.  Yeah, I can 

understand that. 
 
I got a call from Leo -- what did I remember about a closet downstairs?  A big closet?  I told him 

to hold on, I had measurements.  I dug in my bag for the drawings we’d done.  I explained that the 
sisters had been convinced the place was riddled with hidden rooms and passages, so we’d done 
measurements.  I was able to tell him that from the front left corner of the house, that closet started back 
seventeen feet, five feet wide, and extending seven and a half feet into the house from the foundation.  
He repeated the numbers, and told me that was great, thanks, click! 

 
Twenty minutes later, Lamb reappeared on my doorstep to collect my hand-drawn maps.  When 

I asked him what was going on, he grinned and shook his head and said, “It’s a fucking treasure-hunt!” 
 
We had a light dinner.  Dasha spent more time on her phone, with Julya, I think.  She sat in the 

dining room for that call, though.  I thought about calling Tony and giving him my tale of woe, but 
decided to wait until the morning. 
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Dasha found me in my office.  She sat in my lap and held me, thanking me again for helping 
them.  She was going to go upstairs and use a spray to help her sleep.  She wanted me to hold her when I 
came upstairs.  I asked if she would like me to come up now and she nodded her head. 

 
I closed down what I was doing.  I nodded to Helen, who smiled and nodded back as we went 

upstairs. 
 
I let Dasha do her thing in the bathroom.  I did mine, and crawled into bed with her.  I held her 

and went to sleep. 
 
She held and suckled me early in the morning;  I think we both went to sleep again for a while. 
 
But both of us had to get up.  I let her shower first.  I showered, and when I got downstairs, 

Helen was putting breakfast for Dasha on the table.  I hugged Helen and kissed her forehead, thanking 
her for being a savior.  She growled that I could thank her later... 

 
I told Dasha that Helen would be here, and she knew how to reach me if I could do anything.  

We parted with a hug and a kiss. 
 
Glad I have Bluetooth in the car -- I called Tony on the way to work, filling him in briefly.  He 

agreed that he could handle things, and should be around for any questions they had for me.  Gee, 
somehow my hypothesis that the guy we’d just settled with had been leaned on heavily didn’t come up... 

 
Got a call from Helen just after lunch that Dasha came back and was pissed beyond belief -- 

Helen had never seen someone so upset.  Dasha was in the bathroom cleaning up, and then they were 
going have some lunch and go to the Valley Faire mall to get Dasha some clothes. 

 
I got a call from Dasha’s attorney, wanting to verify some of my personal details, like date of 

birth, social security number, home address, that kind of shit.  He asked if I’d been contacted by the 
police yet.  Not yet, but if they did contact me, I had counsel lined up.  Good.  If they do, he’d like to 
talk to my counsel afterwards; now that I was represented by counsel he couldn’t contact me directly.  I 
understood that dance and gave him Tony’s name and number. 

 
And just like a bad burrito, guess who’s back?  They HAVE to talk to me today.  Okay, I put 

them on hold.  Got Tony, who agreed to be at my office at 2pm.  Got back on the other line and gave the 
clowns the visitor lobby address and ask for me, 2pm.  I had the guy repeat the address because I wanted 
to make sure he had it right.  Good -- see you at two. 

 
Tony showed up and I ran through things again.  He gave me the rules.  Glad you’re here, Tony! 
 
The reception desk showed the guys in, one uniformed, two wearing sports coats.  Tony 

introduced himself.  One of the guys gruffly wanted to know why I had an attorney present.  Tony just 
as gruffly reminded them it was my constitutional right. 

 
They wanted to know how I’d met the Ivanova sisters and how long I’d known them.  I 

recounted the tale of the very large box in the Costco parking lot once more. 
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One guy wanted to know what languages I spoke.  English -- a little Spanish, but not much.  Did 

I speak or understand any Eastern European languages?  I just told you -- English and a little Spanish. 
 
They had a list of names -- did I know ... and I didn’t know any of them. 
 
One of them asked me flatly why would they want to burn down the house? 
 
I gave Tony a nasty look and told the questioner that was among the stupidest things to come out 

of his mouth so far, but I’m sure he could do better if he tried. 
 
The other one actually smirked and asked me why I thought it was stupid. 
 
I looked to Tony, who gave me the okay to proceed.  I told them that both Dasha and Julya had 

told me, separately and together, on a number of occasions how much they liked the house, the area, the 
layout of the house, how easy it was to get to the airport, to shopping, yet the neighborhood was quiet.  
They loved the weather and the thought of a winter without snow.  They were trying to settle down, and 
were looking forward to it.  Dasha was so happy one day when one of the people at the local Starbuck’s 
recognized her and asked if she wanted her usual, and named it.  They were looking to build a 
comfortable, stable nest here.  I glanced to Leo, who nodded. 

 
A change of course with one asking if I was aware of ... yada yada yada.  I gave Tony another 

nasty look and told the guy his question was leading, misleading, crap, that I didn’t know anything of 
the kind and I considered the statement it wasn’t a question, to be borderline slander. 

 
They wrapped up, thanking me for making myself available.  They bugged out. 
 
Tony and I talked for a few minutes; he’d give counsel a call on his way home, but he didn’t see 

anything exciting.  The cops didn’t realize they’d just gotten the pool boy... 
 
I got a laugh out of that one, too.  I told Tony that’s about the only thing I hadn’t done, clean 

their pool, because they didn’t have one! 
 
I bagged it early and went home; my brains were fried. 
 
About twenty minutes after I got home, the ladies arrived.  Helen helped Dasha carry in shopping 

bags.  But as soon as Dasha got in the door, she stopped, gave a sigh of exasperation, and muttered 
something.  As I approached, she shook her head and said, “Stupid Dasha!” 

 
I held her.  “Beautiful Dasha -- what can I do to help.” 
 
She sighed and held me, things in both hands still.  “Suitcase?  You have?” 
 
“Of course -- let’s go upstairs.” 
 
Up in the bedroom, I showed her -- up on the top shelf in the closet, a blue set that I used, and the 
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red set my wife had used; each having a large suitcase, a smaller one, and a carry-on.  “The red ones -- 
use any or all.  What’s happening?” 

 
She sat on the bed.  I sat with her.  “Tomorrow I fly to Portland to see Julya sister.  You can take 

me?” 
 
“Of course,” I told her. 
 
We held each other for a few minutes. 
 
We got up and she started unpacking clothes and removing tags. 
 
“Tell me what happened?” I asked. 
 
She gave me a sad look, sadness transforming to anger and bitterness.  So stupid!  They were 

accusing her and Julya of having the house burned down!  Why?  Why would they want such a thing?  
She shook her head.  Making stupid impossible demands -- for bank records, for insurance papers -- they 
were in the house!  Threatening to have them jailed and deported!  She left the room and her attorney 
talked to them for over an hour.  When she came back in, things were calmer, but still did not make 
sense.  Her attorney would get copies of some documents as soon as possible, but that would probably 
be early next week.  They wanted them sooner -- then go get them yourselves!  So stupid!  Why did they 
stand around while a man was in their house?  Why did they not stop him? 

 
We hugged again.  Her heart was pounding and her hands were cold.  I held her as she sighed. 
 
She wanted to wash some of her new things -- bras and undies.  I showed her the bottle of 

Woolite under the sink in the bathroom, or she could use the washing machine.  She gave me a kiss on 
the cheek and said this would be fine.  Her hands were still cold. 

 
I went downstairs and sat with Helen on the loveseat. 
 
She shook her head.  She’d never seen someone so upset.  But then she’d been so focused, and 

was polite to people as they were shopping.  What’s going to happen? 
 
I didn’t know.  Dinner was going? 
 
Helen nodded.  It would take a while; she hoped Dasha liked it.  She needed to get back to it in a 

few minutes, but...  I held her.  My turn to be the protector, the comforter.  My eyes filled with tears as I 
remembered holding my little girl one time when she was sick.  She just wanted to be held.  We all do. 

 
Dasha was more upbeat at dinner; we charged her phone again.  I told her she could take that 

charger.  She replied that Julya sister had bought a new one for them to use. 
 
Dasha thanked Helen for a very good dinner, and all her help; she was sorry to be such trouble. 
 
I was still screwed up as well after dinner; Dasha brought down some things to run through the 
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drier, no heat, just tumbled.  After I double-checked the buttons and we started the drier, she held me. 
 
She wanted me to come upstairs in half an hour, and use the nose spray she’d put on the counter, 

then wait on the bed for her.  Please.  Of course, was my reply. 
 
We needed to be out of the house by seven to get her to the airport for the indignities of Security 

Theatre.  That meant I should go to bed soon.  Didn’t know if I’d sleep...  Hah -- somehow, I think that’s 
going to be taken care of! 

 
One last time?  As much as I didn’t want it to be, that’s sure what it felt like. 
 
I got my shit settled and headed upstairs.  Helen was already upstairs, I guess.  Didn’t know 

which room she was using.  Didn’t matter. 
 
I used the nose spray set out for me.  Sat on the can, then washed up.  The windows in the 

bedroom wee open a bit, cooling down the room.  I could hope, right? 
 
I flipped the fur cover back and crashed on top of the light blanket, pulling the cover over me.  

Damn, that feels nice! 
 
I opened my eyes later to the sound of the door opening.  I was feeling very hard and somewhat 

stoned.  Oh my!  Dasha in that incredible silver fox coat! 
 
She pulled the cover back and flowed over me, tantalizing me with that fur.  Her hands were 

warm and her touch electric.  She took her time sliding up my body, teasing me with the fur and her 
body.  She engulfed me in fur and perfume, holding me to one nipple, then the other.  She moved down, 
impaling herself on me and kissing me.  I held her, running my hands over her and the fur. 

 
She pushed up on her arms, moving to tease my face with her breasts and the incredible collar of 

the coat.  She started rocking.  I caressed her body with the fur as best I could, concentrating on the 
insides of her hips.  That changed the sounds she was making!  It also started her doing that incredible 
thing with her hips and inner muscles, sending shockwaves of pleasure through me.  Then lowering 
herself, taking me into the softness of the collar and to the nipple I so wanted, finishing me off. 

 
Holding her, curling up with her, the softness of the coat on top of us, holding and being held. 
 
Snuggling in the morning, so nice -- shit, I forgot to set the alarm clock! 
 
Luckily we were only a little off schedule; enough time to dress, for her to finish packing up, and 

out the door.  She’d get coffee inside the airport.  She wanted to take the big car; fine with me, all her 
luggage in the back seat. 

 
Holding hands as we made the short drive to the airport.  “Thank you so much, Dasha -- for last 

night, for everything.  Thank your big sister for me as well.” 
 
She held my hand, not saying anything. 
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At curbside, helping her with the bags, one last hug.  I could feel her tears, and I’m sure she 

could feel mine.  “Thank you, oh thank you so much darling,” she told me emotionally. 
 
As she started away, she paused and gave me another hug.  Sighing and clearing her voice she 

told me, “Use car as you wish.  I will call.” 
 
With that she headed inside with her bags. 
 
The big suitcase had been pretty light; I’m pretty sure it had the coat and hat in it. 
 
I got in the car and headed out from the airport. 
 
Shit, I knew a McDonald’s close by -- headed there and got an Egg Mc Muffin for breakfast.  

Add ketchup and slam it down. 
 
What the fuck -- let’s check the house! 
 
Driving over, taking the last corner a lot slower than I would in the Mini, although the S-class 

Mercedes handled really well.  It was a lot smoother ride than the sports suspension on the Mini, that’s 
for sure! 

 
Oh wow -- a tent set up over part of the foundation?  And a bunch of vehicles around the site! 
 
I parked across the street and started walking over. 
 
A guy with a dark blue windbreaker clearly emblazoned with “FBI” headed to me, calling out, 

“Sir!  You’ll have to...” 
 
I heard Leo call out, “Brian!  He’s okay!  Bring him over!” 
 
Brian stopped and looked back at the site.  He turned to me again. 
 
“Rob -- I’ve worked with Leo before, and I lived here for a while.”  I extended a hand. 
 
He shook my hand and led me back. 
 
What was left of that beautiful house was a foundation and piles of rubble.  I recognized sinks 

and tubs, toilets, but all that had been pushed to the back of the lot.  The garage and its attached building 
were also reduced to little more than foundation and slab. 

 
I was shaking my head, standing on the driveway, when Leo walked up.  He was grinning from 

ear to ear and shook my hand enthusiastically. 
 
“Glad this shit’s making someone happy!” I told him. 
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He shook his head, still grinning.  “Rob, it’s fucking amazing.  That guy...  He saved so much!  
So many records!  And put them in a safe under the house, under that closet -- the notes you gave us had 
the hints on where to look.  We wouldn’t have found it otherwise.” 

 
My turn to shake my head.  “So that was why the place was torched -- to try and get rid of his 

records?” 
 
Leo nodded enthusiastically.  “Oh yeah -- we got the guy who did it, and when we confronted 

him with the notes, he admitted it all.  Others in the syndicate were afraid their buddy had kept records, 
and were pretty sure he’d hidden them in the house somewhere.  Solution, burn the fucker to the ground.  
But he’d put them under the ground -- safe and secure.” 

 
Holy shit.  “So this had nothing to do with Dasha and Julya?” 
 
“Hell no!  Oh, the other guys wanted them dead, but mainly because they were uppity women.” 
 
I put a hand on Leo’s shoulder.  “Leo, you’ve GOT to talk to the locals -- they gave Dasha all 

kinds of shit about having the place burned down, and are threatening to have both of them jailed and 
deported.  Please, talk to them.” 

 
He nodded.  “Yeah, okay, we’ll definitely do that.  We took over from the locals right after we 

got the notes from you.  It’s time we sat down and gave them a briefing.  We’ll do it this morning.” 
 
“Thanks, Leo.  Can I mention any of this to Dasha or Julya?” 
 
He sighed.  “Not yet -- not for a few days.  Our guys, the guys in the SF office want a chance to 

go through some of this stuff.  Goldmine doesn’t even start!  Records going back a decade!  No wonder 
they wanted the place torched!” 

 
I nodded.  “Okay, Leo -- I’ll keep my mouth shut, you can depend on that.  Just get the locals off 

Dasha’s back for me?  Please?” 
 
“I’ll do that, and I’ll give you a call later today when it’s done.” 
 
“Thanks, Leo, I appreciate it.”  I looked at the site again and shook my head.  “Fuck, what a 

mess.  But glad something good is coming out of it.” 
 
“Rob, you might not read about it in the papers much, but this is a really big deal.  Thanks 

again.” 
 
“Glad to help, Leo.  We’ve got to stop meeting like this, though!” 
 
He laughed.  “Rob, I agree with that!  I’ll call you later today.” 
 
We shook hands again and I walked back to the car, shaking my head. 
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Drove home, feeling a little better.  Some closure at least.  Still... 
 
Parked along the side of the house where the car had been parked before and went in the back 

door. 
 
Helen hugged me.  We curled up together on the loveseat. 
 
I woke up with her partially on top of me, my head between her clothing-covered breasts.  We 

untangled and I got up to pee. 
 
Cold gray day out, matching my sentiments.  We had soup and bread for lunch. 
 
I got the call from Leo around two -- they briefed the locals and told them many times that the 

Ivanova sisters were victims, and had nothing to do with it other than being victims.  The guy who’d 
done it was in custody and had already provided information to the FBI; he’d be arraigned Monday on 
Federal charges.  The investigation was still proceeding and needed to be kept quiet. 

 
I thanked Leo once again; that took a lot of weight off my shoulders.  Didn’t replace the house, 

but it helped. 
 
Helen gave me a questioning look.  I told her Dasha and sister were cleared, at least as far as the 

FBI was concerned.  She smiled and gave a sigh of relief as well. 
 
We had a quiet dinner.  We worked together in the office for a while; I was sorting out what 

books I wanted to keep, and which ones I could part with.  I went to the shelves in the family room and 
took out my wife’s old books, and some of mine, adding them to the pile that would go. 

 
We went up to bed early.  We held each other, nothing more. 
 
Sounds and smells of light rain Sunday morning; we stayed in bed until almost nine.  We got up 

and had a light breakfast.  We sorted more books, music playing and a football game on the TV. 
 
Dasha called around three. 
 
They were at the airport, getting ready to board.  They were going to Bergen, in Norway.  They 

had friends there.  They would miss me very much, but... 
 
I interrupted, telling her that the FBI had cleared them -- and told the locals as well.  They didn’t 

have to leave. 
 
That didn’t matter, she told me.  I could feel the emotion in her voice.  What they had tried to do 

had been destroyed.  In Bergen, they would be working and living with friends. 
 
I sighed; I couldn’t think of anything to say, and didn’t think anything I could say would sway 

them.  “Thank you for everything, Dasha.  Thank Julya sister as well.”  That would have to do. 
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A sigh from the other end of the phone.  “Rob darling, we thank you -- you did so much for us.  
You showed us so much and helped us so much.  Some of what you showed us was not pretty, but you 
showed us rats we needed to see.  Without your help it would have been much, much worse.” 

 
“You won’t reconsider?”  Might as well ask outright. 
 
“No darling; we have been discussing this step.  We sold existing business and just in time.  And 

... we could not come back.  Oh, we will miss you.  We will want you to visit in Spring; by then we will 
be settled.  Darling, this is best.  Do not be too sad -- you helped us so much!  Without you we would 
have lost so much more, and never known why.” 

 
Helen was leaning against me, a warm hand rubbing my back lightly. 
 
“Thank you for all you have done for me,” I managed to say. 
 
“We ...” her voice was full of emotion, “we will call again.  Goodbye darling.” 
 
I pushed the button on my phone and dropped it in my cap on the counter. 
 
Helen turned me and pulled me into a hug. 
 
“Over,” I summarized the obvious. 
 
We held each other. 
 
Another light supper.  I got my stuff ready for the start of the week.  We had some design 

reviews coming up, and one I already intended to use the duck call.  Thinking about that brought a little 
smile to me.  My co-conspirators on the review group were Chinese and Indian, and really, really needed 
loosening up.  Maybe I should bring in duck calls for them and get them out on the floor with me. 

 
Eight thirty, too early to go to bed but too late to start anything major.  The phone rings. 
 
“Rob, this is Leo.  Do you know where your friends are?” 
 
I sighed.  “On their way to Bergen, Norway.” 
 
“Okay, we only have them booked to Amsterdam.  I thought I’d let you know they officially 

departed the United States early this afternoon.  We put them on a watch list, so they popped up when 
they exited customs and immigration in Seattle.” 

 
“Yeah, Dasha called me and told me they were leaving.  I tried, but they’d made up their minds.” 
 
“Did you tell them?” he asked. 
 
“I told them they had been cleared by the FBI, that’s all.  Not a word more.” 
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“Okay, I had to check.  We’re still lining things up.  We’re moving as fast as we can, but it’s still 
going to take a few days.” 

 
“Leo, thanks for letting me know.”  I sighed again.  “They said they’d call again.  Let me know 

when I can tell them, and I’ll let you know when they call.” 
 
“Will do, Rob -- we owe the bunch of you that much.  I wanted to be sure you knew.” 
 
“Yeah, I knew.  It was a lot of fun while it lasted, that’s for sure.” 
 
“Okay, Rob -- I’ll keep in touch.  Watch yourself, please?” 
 
“I’ll do that, Leo -- thank Carson for his help, and corrupt that kid, would you?” 
 
He laughed.  “Oh, he’s loosening up -- a few hours digging in dirt and mud did wonders for his 

attitude, to say nothing of his vocabulary.” 
 
I laughed as well.  “Glad to hear it.  Like I told him before, he’s working with one of the good 

ones.” 
 
“Thanks, Rob -- take care. 
 
“I will, Leo, you too.” 
 
I put the phone back in my pocket. 
 
Another half hour and Helen dragged me upstairs.  As I brushed my teeth, she rummaged the box 

of nose sprays, taking out one. 
 
I rinsed my mouth and looked at her. 
 
She nodded, smiling a bit.  “I know -- you’re wiped out.  Well, you’re wiped out and I’m horny 

as hell.  This one is ‘hard + sleepy,’ which sounds about right for you.  I promise you’ll sleep well, and 
wake up in my arms in the morning.  How does that sound?” 

 
I took the sprayer from her.  A few minutes later, in bed in her arms, I was feeling very relaxed 

and very hard.  She took advantage of the situation very well.  We curled up holding each other and 
went to sleep. 

 
End of part 7 

Rev 2011/09/03 
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Life Goes On... 
 
Got up Monday morning (after a nice snuggle), showered alone, and made it to the salt mines. 
 
Shortly after I got in, a call on my phone from a number neither the phone nor I recognized. 
 
“Hello?” 
 
“Darling!  This is Dasha!  How are you?” 
 
I sighed.  “Are you over jet lag?  How are you and your sister?  You know you were cleared?” 
 
“Yes, Darling, because of you, something more we have to thank you.  We have favor to ask?” 
 
“Yes, what?” 
 
“In small bedroom are nine black bags in closet.  Is important -- can you take to Rasha friend?  

This morning?” 
 
“Yes, of course I can.  What else?” 
 
“That is good, darling -- all the others are yours to keep.  I must go, darling.  Thank you so 

much!” 
 
Click.  Okay, remember that number as one for Dasha.  International, Norway -- makes sense. 
 
I had the Mercedes; Helen had talked about needing to run some errands, and I told her to take 

the Mini.  Really?  Yes, really! 
 
I headed home, found the bags in what used to be my daughter’s closet, loaded them into the 

back seat of the Mercedes, and headed for 101 North. 
 
I guessed the lettering on the front said something like “Ivanova Furs” -- there were repeating 

elements in the right places for “Ivanova.”  I could guess what they had; I didn’t want to know. 
 
Rasha was expecting me, no big surprise.  She looked at my hair and asked if I could stay for a 

while.  Sorry, I have meetings this afternoon. 
 
Ah, a pity...  Her XO said something, and Rasha nodded.  Perhaps have Kiki bring both of you 

up next Wednesday for the day, and take you home?  They have visitors next week I should meet? 
 
I told them that would work.  The XO said she would call early next week to schedule. 
 
I understood.  I drove back to the salt mines, arriving in time for lunch. 
 
That afternoon, got a call from Dasha’s attorney.  He’d just gotten off the phone with the Sheriffs 
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Office, who’d told him that Dasha and Julya were officially cleared and that the FBI had a suspect. 
 
I let him know I’d heard from the FBI over the weekend, and had spoken to Dasha and told her 

they’d be cleared, but couldn’t go into details.  He understood and thanked me.  He also had some other 
matters to cover. 

 
Okay, such as? 
 
Did I know that a trust held everything for the sisters? 
 
Yes, I did, just as a trust holds everything of value for me. 
 
He’d spoken with Dasha and Julya.  The property was to be sold; the insurance plus anything left 

from the sale would be returned to them.  The car was mine; he suggested transferring it to my trust as 
soon as practicable (you know you’re talking to a lawyer when they use that word).  I looked up my 
attorney and gave him the information.  He’d take care of it, have a good day. 

 
Helen had a wonderful meal going when I got home, and was on a tear in the office, organizing 

and cleaning things amazingly well.  Her energy extended into bed later that evening, wearing me out. 
 
Thursday night was different.  Sitting on the loveseat after dinner, Helen curled up with me, her 

head on my shoulder.  She sighed, again.  Something was definitely going on. 
 
“What’s up?” I asked. 
 
She snuggled in a bit more. 
 
“Something is going on -- tell me?” I prodded more. 
 
She sighed once more.  “I talked to Moira today.  My contract is up this weekend.” 
 
I kissed her head.  I was going to miss her.  “What do you do next?” 
 
“I’ll find something,” she sighed.  “I’ve got enough to live on for a few months, and Mrs. Brady 

will be happy to see...” 
 
“If you don’t have anything, stay here,” I interrupted. 
 
She pulled her head back and looked at me. 
 
“If you can stand it, I mean.  We can work out something, I’m sure.  If you can tolerate it.” 
 
“Really?” she asked, starting to smile. 
 
I shook my head.  “What do you want to do?” 
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“What, now?” she looked confused, but at least she was starting to smile again. 
 
“Longer term -- what do you want to do?” 
 
“Well, I’d like to visit my sister; I haven’t seen her in a couple of years, and...” 
 
“Where is she?” 
 
“Seattle.  They had their first baby a few months ago.” 
 
“Okay, what else?” 
 
“What?” 
 
I pulled her around so she was sitting in my lap.  She moved to straddle me. 
 
“Let’s try a different approach.  Imagine I’m your Fairy Godfather -- what would you...” 
 
She smiled more.  “I’ve known a lot of fairies, dearie, and you’re not one of those!” she 

interrupted, rocking her hips against me. 
 
I held her hips and chuckled with her. 
 
“All right then, I’m your Sicilian Godfather and I want to make you an offer you can’t refuse -- 

what do you want to do?” 
 
She looked at me, shaking her head (and moving her hips).  “I’d really like to go back to 

school...” 
 
“Where?” 
 
“San Jose State -- I’ve about a year to finish my Bachelor’s degree, then two years for the 

Clinical Masters...” 
 
“In what?” 
 
“Clinical psychology -- I want to be a therapist, a psychologist.” 
 
I nodded.  “Okay, but once you start back, that has to be your primary focus.” 
 
“But how will I get there?” 
 
I frowned.  “You can drive.” 
 
Bigger smiles.  “Really?  You mean it?” 
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“Yes!  I mean it!  We can check airline schedules later; you can call your sister and see what 
would be convenient for her.  Is San Jose State on a semester or quarter program?  Could you start back 
in January?” 

 
She squealed and hugged me.  “You really mean it!” 
 
I held her close.  “Yes, I really mean it!” 
 
We talked about it more -- it took a while for her to slow down enough so I could follow her!  

She rented a room in San Jose near school.  She didn’t have a car.  I suggested she move in with me -- I 
had spare rooms, after all.  She gave me a strange look at that, then grabbed and kissed me. 

 
She called her sister, who was overjoyed at the prospect.  Okay, she’d fly up on Sunday and back 

on Saturday.  As she was talking to her sister, I went online and showed her flights.  I booked her trip. 
 
After that, and a little more hyperventilation, we talked more about school.  Yes, I was willing to 

pay for it, and I wanted her to live with me.  I expected her to focus on school.  She volunteered, “And 
you...”  We talked a little about what she wanted to do, mainly family work.  I suggested she also take 
classes so she could do industrial work, working with companies.  She thought that might be interesting 
as well. 

 
She warned me that once in grad school, particularly with the clinical program, her schedule 

would be quite hectic.  Just like start-ups, I suggested.  She agreed.  I told her with a smirk that if things 
got too busy, maybe we’d have to get a housekeeper, maybe a Swedish girl about five foot ten, with... 

 
She wrapped her arms around me, smothering me to her breasts and growled that she’d keep me 

satisfied -- she’d keep me worn out!  Then in a far softer voice she promised to hold me, and told me she 
really needed me to hold her. 

 
It’s a deal! 
 
We stayed up late talking; she was planning so much, so fast...  Slow down!  She’d spend most 

of tomorrow moving the rest of her things; she didn’t have any furniture of her own, so that would be 
easy.  Clean up more Saturday, fly to Seattle on Sunday! 

 
When we went to bed I went down on her to try and take her mind off things...  That helped, but 

she was still wound up, and wore me out.  We went to sleep with her curled up next to me, her head on 
my shoulder.  That felt really good. 
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Restart 
 
Sunday morning, driving back from the San Jose Airport alone.  I was in the Mercedes -- I was 

getting to like driving the tank.  Nah, it handled surprisingly well.  Didn’t corner like the Mini, but then 
it weighed close to twice as much.  Also had over twice the horsepower in a naturally aspirated engine! 

 
My stomach grumbled; I could see a trip to In-N-Out Burger in my future...  I had some things to 

do around the house first. 
 
I’d be getting my Anritsu spectrum analyzer back Monday, with a fresh cal certificate.  They’d 

sent it to the West Coast service center along with the other two Company units (one of which had been 
dropped).  Mine and the other good one were back; the one that had been dropped was still waiting for 
parts.  I wanted to bring in the hard case so I could store and transport it safely. 

 
Maybe I’d take the Glock pistol to the range; there’s one off the 101 freeway near the Airport.  

Don’t know if they like shotguns or not; ought to check.  Ought to check into the gun club by the quarry 
near where I lived as well.  Should get my own ear protection and eye protection if I’m going to do that 
on any kind of regular basis. 

 
Back home I turned on the TV to football and started getting stuff out from the little closet under 

the stairs; the satchel with ammo in it, the Glock in its case, the Benelli in its case, the bag of Anritsu 
manuals, and the Anritsu hard case. 

 
The Anritsu manuals were easy; there was even a place for them on the office bookshelves! 
 
I opened the Anritsu hard case. 
 
Holy fuck! 
 
The case was packed with wrapped bundles of cash, and a tightly wrapped bag of white powder, 

at least a few ounces... 
 
I took the white powder to the kitchen and started water going in the sink.  Sliced open the 

package of powder, dumping it into the water.  The contents dissolved quickly.  I stirred things around 
until the only thing left was plastic wrap.  I got my kitchen shears and cut the plastic wrap into small 
pieces, which I washed thoroughly.  Flushed those down the toilet.  Don’t know what it was, and don’t 
want to know! 

 
I started in on the bundles of cash.  The first one I picked up looked like all somewhat worn and 

circulated bills, a mix of hundreds and twenties, with the occasional fifty. 
 
Forty three thousand two hundred eighty dollars!  At least if I counted correctly... 
 
Oh, the case also held some cables for the spectrum analyzer, terminators, and such. 
 
I was almost afraid to open the satchel that I’d dumped the ammo into, remembering that it had 
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been heavy before I picked it up... 
 
Nothing much besides the ammo, another twenty thousand some odd dollars to bring the total up 

to sixty six thousand eight hundred forty. 
 
I think someone left in a real fucking hurry!  Maybe the boss got caught offsite and couldn’t 

swing by?  That made a little more sense.  But then again, that’s a mystery best left unsolved; currently 
everyone shares the opinion that the place was burned to the ground.  Let’s leave it at that... 

 
I re-wrapped and packaged the cash, putting a few hundreds and some twenties into my wallet.  I 

think my credit card expenditures are going to decrease significantly, at least for things such as gas and 
groceries...  Both the Mini and the Mercedes use Premium gas, so that will help. 

 
The bulk of the cash I divided among three hopefully safe, obscure, but easy to access (for me at 

least) places in the house. 
 
I was ready to go to lunch and to the range.  Hmmm...  Opened up the Benelli case and swapped 

the folding stock for the real one, still using the speed grip.  Also went with the regulation barrel.  I 
wasn’t sure if folding stocks are kosher on shotguns around here, a concept I’m certain the previous 
owner didn’t give a Cossack rat’s ass about. 

 
Load the pistol and shotgun into the trunk of the Mercedes.  Filled it up with gas (cash), had my 

burger, and headed for the range. 
 
Bought eyes and ears there, and set up in a lane where I could use the shotgun and the pistol. 
 
It had been a few years since I’d handled a firearm; my wife had been allergic to them.  I had one 

of the range people check me out on both pistol and shotgun.  I did fine, having had good habits beaten 
into me.  The Benelli is wonderful, and this one was particularly good.  Some folks came by after the 
first time I pulled off four rounds semi-auto; not as fast as the Glock, but a lot faster than you’d think. 

 
I packed everything away and loaded it into the Mercedes, then went back to the range restroom 

to scrub my hands and wash my face. 
 
All in all, a good stop -- I thanked the range guys and told them I’d be back. 
 
On the way home I stopped at a gun shop that’s been in the area for decades for new cleaning 

kits and ammo.  Also needed two duck calls for work Monday.  Talking to the guy behind the counter, a 
kit for the 40 cal Glock was easy.  He asked about the shotgun.  When I told him it was a Benelli M4 
Tac, he lit up and asked, “Can I see?”  Sure -- I went out to the car and brought in the case. 

 
One of the other guys came over to look as well.  He looked in the case, made a face, and sucked 

in air.  He politely asked if I used the short barrel and the folding stock.  I replied that I didn’t, as I 
wasn’t sure if they were Kosher around here.  He nodded and smiled, telling me that his brother could 
carry one like that, but we couldn’t.  Yeah, that’s what I figured.  He told me if I ever wanted to part 
with them, I could sell them through a dealer.  I told him I’d think about that, but they were really good 
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for vermin.  He chuckled and agreed.  I asked about the gun club by the quarry.  He got a card and wrote 
another name and number on it, suggesting I tell them he’d suggested I call.  Oh, out at the private 
range, I could use the short barrel and folding stock without causing problems -- and there would 
probably be others interested in trying it as well.  I thanked them, paid for my goodies with cash, shook 
their hands, and took shotgun and goodies out to the car. 

 
Watched the end of the second football game cleaning firearms. 
 
Just because, I put both in my bedroom closet. 
 
Closing up the closet, I looked at the other side.  Helen had her clothes hanging there now.  I 

smiled, seeing them there. 
 
But... 
 
My three clothing bags holding the fake fur coats, and two gray bags -- what are they? 
 
Oh my -- that same inscription on the front as the black ones I’d taken to Rasha...  Opening them 

revealed a blue fox, so soft and so thick.  The other bag held the incredibly soft and thick deep brown 
coat Julya had worn many times..  I buried my face in the collar, picking up the remnants of her scent 
and her perfume. 

 
My God, I was going to miss those women! 
 
Zipped up those cases, and moved all of them to the front bedroom, where the black ones had 

been.  Some gray cloth bags on the shelves in the closet -- those contained furs, sections and wraps, 
fluffy stuff that I’d liked, as well as sheared ones.  Put those back. 

 
The closet in the other bedroom held four coats, all ones I remembered, and bags with various 

furs.  Two larger bags held fur spreads.  Damn!  I consolidated everything into the front bedroom; the 
way the house was built, that room stayed colder in the winter. 

 
That left the large box in the closet -- three fake fur bedspreads along with matching pillow 

covers.  I might swap out the real fur covers in the smaller bedrooms for the fake fur ones... 
 
Not something I needed to do today! 
 
But after dinner, after getting things ready for the week and work in the morning, I succumbed to 

that dark brown fur coat...  Naked on my back on the bed with it on top of me, it didn’t take long before 
I was grabbing the tip of my cock to keep from making an expensive mess on the coat or the fur spread. 

 
After cleaning me up, and putting the coat away, I collapsed in bed and slept surprisingly well. 
 
Monday was fun -- we had a meeting of the design review cabal, and I indoctrinated them in the 

use of duck calls.  The first time I did my dance, they were horrified!  It took me almost half an hour, but 
as soon as one broke, the other two followed.  I told them the goal was to have fun, and to make people 
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laugh.  Yes, design problems were a serious issue -- but it’s not the end of the world!  By doing this, 
we’re letting people know that it’s safe to come to us with design issues!  And we will save the gong and 
the duck calls for special occasions! 

 
It’s a rare meeting that ends with everybody smiling and happy! 
 
I picked up my spectrum analyzer after lunch, putting it in its hard case.  Got another sticker for 

that, indicating it was employee property.  Also got my cal certificate, and they e-mailed me a PDF of 
the cal package.  Any time they needed to borrow it, you know how to find me...  I was on their list! 

 
Rasha wanted us to come up on Wednesday!  Sorry, Helen is out of town, but I can make it.  

Okay, Kiki will pick you up around eight in the morning, nothing to eat, please.  I understand.  Could I 
bring up two more power boxes?  The company that made the saddles would be there with two new 
units and wanted to see if they did indeed work.  Not a problem!  I’ll have two with me! 

 
The test folks had put together a package on test results, essentially all the data you’d submit to a 

test house for North American and E.U. certification.  I printed out two copies and wrapped a copy 
around each power supply, putting those in the trunk of the car along with the spectrum analyzer. 

 
Kiki was prompt Wednesday morning, glad that I would be along for the ride back so we could 

use the carpool lanes!  Just because, I brought along my tool bag as well as the two supplies.  I even 
dressed for the occasion; I’d pass muster in front of Venture Capital folks. 

 
When we arrived, Rasha wanted to talk, and her XO wanted to check me over and get things 

prepped for our visitors showing up in half an hour! 
 
Show me the new saddles so I can hook up the power supplies as we can talk, was my 

suggestion, then I’m all yours, I told the XO.  She smiled, figuring that would have to do. 
 
Both saddles were the new reclining variety.  They had Euro plugs on them, but that was easy to 

remedy.  I’d put a standard IEC input connector on the supply input, and a grommeted hole on the 
output side.  I took off the funky Euro plug, ran the line cord through the grommet, clamped it securely, 
connecting the wires into the screw-down strip.  Replace the cover, repeat for the other unit. 

 
While I was doing that, Rasha wanted to know about Helen -- where was she?  Helen was 

visiting her sister in Seattle, and when she returned, she would be living with me and returning to school 
to complete her degree.  They were so happy to hear that!  Did Dasha and Julya know?  No, I hadn’t 
spoken to them in the last few days; this was only decided last Thursday.  Did their coats arrive?  Oh 
yes, they were delivered quickly and safely.  Rasha would give me phone numbers for them; they were 
still getting internet and e-mail, but they had bought new computers, iMacs! 

 
Rasha talked about how much everyone liked Helen, and how happy she was that Helen would 

get to finish her school, and would be with me.  Her XO was looking over my face and hair, putting 
marks on me, nodding and putting marks on paper.  When she looked at my hands and my nails, she 
shook her head and made most disappointed noises. 

 



Tight Fit 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 181 http://www.asstr.org/~artie/ 

Two women arrived, European business dress.  I was back with the saddles, having powered 
each one up to check the status LEDs on the power supplies; everything checked out. 

 
I was introduced to the ladies as the designer of the power supplies.  The looks they gave me 

initially, and the little aluminum boxes connected to their saddles, you’d have thought the boxes were 
turds and I was the furry critter that just squatted them out. 

 
I handed them the test data.  One looked to the other; the shorter one started flipping through the 

packet.  About halfway through, she glanced up at me and gave me a far more charitable look and a brief 
nod.  She said something to her counterpart, who looked at me and nodded. 

 
After flipping through the thing, she extended her hand and said in slightly accented English, “It 

is a pleasure to meet you.  I am certain this device will perform admirably.” 
 
I shook hands with the other one as well. 
 
Rasha was present as an interpreter.  They turned on each unit in turn, listening carefully, making 

small comments and smiling.  The taller one made some remark, and the shorter one picked up the 
certification packet and flipped to a page, pointing to something.  I glanced over the top of the page -- 
the graphs on input voltages and currents.  Yes, it will run there!  Another remark from the tall one; the 
short one flipped to the environmental chamber results, running the units at full power for 48 hours at 
four corners of input voltage and operating temperature. 

 
Conversation with Rasha.  Rasha stuck her head out the door and called for someone. 
 
The cutie who had danced in my lap appeared!  She smiled even more when she saw me, and 

gave me a big hug and kiss. 
 
Brief conversation with the four of them and our cutie got into one of the horizontal saddles, 

fully clothed.  The tall gal adjusted things and turned it on.  Looked like quite the enjoyable ride!  They 
turned the saddle off in response to a cry from the occupant.  We let her lay there, eyes closed, panting 
for a while.  When she opened her eyes she held out her arms to me!  I helped her out, picking her up 
and setting her gently on her feet, holding on for a while to make sure she was stable.  Another kiss and 
hug and she departed. 

 
We went to Rasha’s office.  The short one wanted to know what other information I had on the 

device.  I had full bill of materials, gerbers for the boards, documented code for the microprocessor, 
everything.  There was one custom component, a transformer, but the core was standard, so it would not 
be any problem to source.  I could provide a sample transformer and a test procedure for it if needed. 

 
And what was the projected cost? 
 
In quantities of a hundred, around thirty eight dollars U.S.  The short one made a rude noise, 

rolling her eyes, and said something to the taller one, who was momentarily cross-eyed, but smiled and 
nodded.  I continued that the cost would go up if they used a Euro socket on the output, and could go 
down if they eliminated the IEC input connector, which I did not recommend.  There were also two 
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status LEDs internally that I would recommend keeping.  As the test data showed, it was designed to 
work anywhere from the West Coast of Japan to the West Coast of Australia.  I also had test data 
running the device on 400 cycles; it ran fine, but we had not done full four-corners tests at 400 cycles. 

 
The short one shook her head, smiling and made another remark to the tall one, who smiled and 

nodded.  They started talking to Rasha. 
 
Rasha hit her intercom and said something.  A knock on the door shortly thereafter, and another 

cutie entered.  Rasha suggested I go with her while they talked.  Sounds good to me. 
 
I was shown to a room with a massage table and instructed to disrobe and get on the table on my 

stomach.  Sounds good to me! 
 
I was treated to a superb massage; I had to convince the gal that I really did like the elbow in the 

back, the deep and intense work!  Moved to my back, she put a cool scented cloth over my eyes, did I 
hear someone else come in? 

 
Moving my legs, twisting me at the hip, drawing the top leg back to work the psoas -- and I was 

twitchy.  They paused, and I told them to please continue, I needed this kind of work!  Some back and 
forth in a language I didn’t understand and one of them said, “We do this a slightly different way...” 

 
One of them holding one of my shoulders down to the massage table, the other stretching my top 

leg back.  The one at my shoulders coaching my breathing as they stretched me, “Deep breath now...” 
 
I was breathing through my mouth and didn’t notice it until the buzzing overtook me. 
 
Waking up with a mask on my face, taking a deep breath and blinking my eyes -- Kiki in front of 

me.  I already had underwear and socks on!  So much for expectations! 
 
Kiki checked my blood pressure; fine.  She called in one of the others to help me get dressed.  

My hands and nails looked great!  When I looked in a mirror, my hair had been lightened a little more 
and trimmed up nicely.  The skin on my face looked better than I could remember it.  Very nice! 

 
Rasha met me in the hallway.  Sorry to hurry you -- they have more questions and must leave 

soon.  We did not expect this.  Not a problem, I told her. 
 
The short one asked the questions -- she was pretty good as far as technology goes.  They wanted 

to take one back with them.  Fine.  I figured if they copied it, they copied it -- it would take some work 
to figure out the output transformer, particularly going from American wire sizes to Metric.  And the 
code in the micro that ran the thing was protected from readout; I’d developed some pretty clever tricks 
in that code.  They’re not going to copy or reverse engineer that any time soon. 

 
We took the one off the original saddle and popped the board out of the case.  I showed them the 

input stage was designed for EU safety margins, trace spacing and thickness, creep paths.  This was a 
design that would sail through UL, CSA, TUV or any other safety agency. 
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She told me they were very interested, as this would give them worldwide markets.  They had 
looked at such designs, but all of them had been much larger and much more expensive.  They would do 
further evaluation and contact me.  We shook hands. 

 
Rasha saw them out.  When she returned, she assured me they were honorable, and would not 

just send the unit to China.  I told her if they did, it would still take a while to duplicate. 
 
Rasha sighed and apologized for cutting things short, but had I enjoyed my massage? 
 
I laughed; yes I had.  I was practicing yoga again after a few years off, and the massage, 

particularly the deep tissue work, had done me a lot of good.  I appreciated it very much. 
 
Kiki would take me home, and perhaps stay a while -- she was sorry things had been cut short. 
 
On the way home, Kiki told me they were looking forward to having the two new saddles -- and 

all of them were looking forward to testing them!  She ran a hand over my thigh and said she was 
looking forward to being in bed with me. 

 
But as we pulled up to the house, there were two police cars parked in front!  One was local, and 

the other was San Francisco PD? 
 
I told Kiki to pull into the driveway next to the Mercedes; the Mini was in the garage. 
 
She parked; I suggested she wait in the car.  She nodded. 
 
I walked to the front of the house, and the police cars.  Two cops got out of the SFPD car, one 

from the local Sherriff’s Office car. 
 
They wanted to see some identification, and so did I.  After that dance was over, one of the SF 

guys presented me with a subpoena to appear before a Grand Jury -- tomorrow fucking morning 10AM! 
 
With that it was have a nice day, and they took off! 
 
I pulled out my phone and called Tony as I walked to Kiki’s car.  We went in the house and I sat 

down, reading parts of the subpoena to Tony over the phone.  While it didn’t say what the subpoena was 
about, it did state I was a potential witness, which was a little relief.  I could guess it had to do with 
either the sisters, and I hoped I was wrong, or with the previous owner of the house, in which case I 
didn’t know squat.  We talked for almost an hour, reviewing it.  No call for documents which was good.  
Tony couldn’t be there, but he coached me as well as he could.  I had a good sense for what to do and 
not to do; I’d been through depos before, and I should handle things well.  Give him a call afterwards. 

 
After getting off the phone, I gave Kiki a hug and told her to head back.  She looked at me and 

asked if I was sure; we could just snuggle?  I held her again and told her I was sure.  I saw her out to her 
car and on her way. 

 
Fuck.  Three in the afternoon.  What now?  I wandered to the garage to make sure the Mini had 
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plenty of gas -- I was going to take it to the City; easier to maneuver and park, and I liked the GPS in the 
Mini better.  I had no idea where I was going, other than the address. 

 
I had one meeting scheduled for Thursday, in the afternoon.  I canceled it.  I tried to occupy my 

mind by reviewing some design docs for work; didn’t work very well.  I fell back on bachelor chow 
habits for dinner, broiled skinless chicken, rice, and salad. 

 
I moved books and crap around in the office after dinner.  That worked, as I looked at the clock 

and it was almost ten.  Time for bed!  I found the nose spray that said, “sleep” on the translation card.  I 
got ready for bed, used the nose spray, and crashed. 

 
Showered in the morning, dressed as I had the previous day, and headed to the City.  Thanks to 

the GPS, I found the place easily and even found a relatively inexpensive place to park -- $20 max for 
the day.  I could do this! 

 
I’d taken out things like my Spyderco and Swiss Army pocket knives and left them in the car.  

Still had to go through a metal detector.  Then it was up to the third floor and sit on my ass. 
 
I got called in around ten thirty and was sworn in.  Guy in a cheesy suit asked me if I knew why I 

had been called to testify.  I told him I had no idea. 
 
He read an Eastern European name off the paper he had and asked if I recognized it. 
 
No. 
 
Was I sure? 
 
I’m sure -- never heard that name before. 
 
Repeat the process quite a few times with other names that I’d never heard. 
 
He read one, or tried to, stumbling over the first three syllables.  The third time he stumbled in 

the same place I interrupted him, saying, “No.”  Some laughter.  He asked if I was sure.  I was sure. 
 
Finally he mentioned Dasha Ivanova.  I knew her!  Julya Ivanova?  I knew her, too. 
 
What was my relationship to them?  Intimate and brief, I responded. 
 
Some chuckling from the crowd; he asked for clarification. 
 
I told him to think of me as a high-tech pool boy -- I took care of some technical things around 

the house for them, and was their lover for a while.  I don’t understand the language they spoke.  I don’t 
know what they did or who they did it with. 

 
Fine.  What did I know about the previous owner of the house? 
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I did not know anything about the previous owner of the house.  I heard what others said about 
the previous owner of the house, but I didn’t know his name or anything about him. 

 
Who talked about him? 
 
Dasha, Julya, and Leo. 
 
Do you mean FBI special agent so and so?  Yes. 
 
How do you know him? 
 
I explained that I’d worked with Leo in the past; a company I ran had been the target of 

industrial espionage, and I’d worked with Leo on that matter. 
 
More names I didn’t recognize. 
 
What languages was I fluent in? 
 
Just English. 
 
The questioner spoke quietly with two folks seated at a table.   
 
Draconian reminder of the confidentiality of Grand Jury investigations.  Did I understand that? 
 
Yes, I did. 
 
No further questions, thank you for appearing. 
 
Exit, stage right! 
 
I called Tony on the way home (Bluetooth in the car).  Told him I couldn’t tell him, but they 

asked me about a bunch of people I’d never heard of.  I used his “pool boy” line and it got some laughs.  
I’d been nervous, but nothing freaked me out.  I didn’t know what or who they were after, but it wasn’t 
me.  Tony agreed and thought I’d done as good a job as possible from the sound of things.  If I felt 
confident with my answers, that was the important thing.  Yeah, as confident as you can be with “never 
heard of the guy!” 

 
I drove South, heading to work for a subsidized lunch.  Didn’t have my laptop with me.  Used a 

computer in the labs library to check e-mail.  Tried to revive the meeting I’d killed, and succeeded!  
That got me back on track mentally. 

 
Friday we had a “Doctors are In” session.  And I was amazed when Rajneesh pulled out his duck 

call and led the parade!  I was amazed and very happy!  He circled those folks honking and flapping 
with a vengeance!  The victims took it well.  We spent time working out problems with them, and 
signed up for more work later on.  They left happy.  I was overjoyed; we’d broken a big barrier! 
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I saw Rudy, my nominal boss, in the cafeteria at lunch.  He heard we did the dance to a group.  I 
told him he was correct, and Rajneesh led the dance, honking and flapping up a storm!  Rudy couldn’t 
believe it!  I told him we’d passed a milestone with that happening.  Pretty soon I’d have him wearing a 
clown nose!  And, I told him, the group who’d come to us for help took it really well, and we were 
working over their design -- they had some great ideas, and it was going to make a very good product.  
Rudy sat back smiling; it was great news. 

 
I hung around for Friday pizza and beer; my dinner.  I headed home and picked up the place; I 

wanted it to be at least as clean as when Helen last saw it.  That took me until almost eleven.  I crashed. 
 
Saturday morning, I got up and showered, cleaning up the bathroom after.  Grabbed a snack bar 

and a Gatorade for breakfast.  Checked flight info; her flight was on time. 
 
My phone rang -- Helen!  She was getting ready to board, everything on time and she really 

missed me and our big bed see you soon! 
 
That really put a smile on my face -- she said our bed! Checked again half an hour after 

supposed departure; still on time.  Gauged my timing, taking a leak before I left the house. 
 
I took the big car, and parked in the short term area of the parking structure, just across from 

where I’d parked only a few weeks ago. 
 
Standing there in the arrivals area at the bottom of the stairs by baggage claim, wearing the same 

leather jacket I’d been wearing a few weeks ago.  I looked around -- no Leo this time.  Would I like to 
see Julya coming down those steps?  Dasha?  Yes, but that wasn’t going to happen.  I was looking 
forward to Helen being back.  I was looking forward to helping her through school.  Three years?  I 
suppose that felt like a long time to her.  Didn’t feel like a long time to me. 

 
I had hopes.  I smiled, looking at the arrivals board: at the gate.  I had hopes again. 
 
It had been a wild trip, but I had hopes again, and better than that, it looked as if I had someone 

to share those hopes with. 
 
I turned to the stairs, waiting for Helen. 

 
END 

Rev 2011/09/09 
 

Tight Fit 
By silli_artie@hotmail.com 
http://www.asstr.org/~artie 
 


