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Chapter One
 
Do you know how frustrating it is to not be able to get off when you really want to? Well, it sucks. 
I have spent the past two weeks in a state of torture. I haven’t been in pain, but until yesterday I was in a coma. The torture was being able to hear, feel, think, and even smell (my boss really needs to invest in a new perfume). The worst part though, has been my constant longing for sex. I don’t even know how it happened. Well, I know how I came to be in a coma, I got beaned by a stray softball while sitting on the bench outside of the library during my lunch break. The relentless sexual thoughts were a completely different development, however. Shortly after my injury I heard a voice that changed my life. 
The strange thing was that voice belongs to my friend Kyle. He came by to visit me in the evenings before he left for home. Kyle’s a dermatologist and has an office across the street from the hospital. I met him years ago when I went to see him for a horrible case of acne that popped up during my senior year in college. He fixed up my face, and when we met up at my brother’s engagement party a few years ago, we struck up a friendship born of being the two shyest people in the place. It had started out a little awkward for me since he had seen me at my worst--stressed and pimply, but luckily I got over the self-consciousness and gained a pretty solid friend. Ours has been a strictly platonic situation. That’s why the nature of my feelings was wigging me out. I just never thought of him that way. He’s plain ol’ Kyle, not bad looking, but not the type of man that attracted me. 
At first, I was just thankful that he was coming by and talking to me. There wasn’t anything particularly exciting going on in his life; acne, psoriasis, eczema, the usual. Not exactly titillating conversational topics. He talked to me like we were sitting in my living room or at the sport’s bar that we sometimes met up at for Happy Hour drinks. I couldn’t respond to him, of course, but it felt like I was normal for that little bit of time.
But here’s the part that turned my mild-mannered librarian life upside down. He started reading me erotic romance novels. Romance novels are my drug of choice; I’ve always got one or two going on my e-reader. In fact, that’s probably what got me in this situation. If I had been paying attention to the kids playing ball instead of reading, I might not have gotten hit, or at least have been able to block it from slamming into my temple.
Anyway, I don’t know where he got them, he didn’t tell me, but one evening he started a book about a prince and a virgin slave girl. It was laughably funny, but I soaked up every word. Reading was my life. Literally. I chose to become a librarian so that I could be surrounded by the written word. The fact that he took the time to read me a “dirty book” (his words) made my heart flutter. Not even by best friend Lola had thought to read to me. 
That’s the day that the sexual feelings started, and I was totally unprepared for the surge of hormones that assaulted me. Sure, I would get aroused reading certain books, fuck books as Lola called them. That’s the reason I read them in the first place, but hearing it coming out of Dr. Sexymouth (Kyle’s new name in my head), opened a floodgate.  I could tell that he was embarrassed to be reading it out loud, his voice got that strangled effect when he came to the good parts, his pronunciation of “cock” and “pussy” would have been funny if I hadn’t been longing for him to touch me, but he never put a finger on me, and he soldiered through to the end of the book.
After a few days and another story, I mentally begged him to stop reading. I couldn’t take the torment of listening to him speak and feeling my heart rate rising, my pussy clenching involuntarily as I lay there, unable to make my fingers move to relieve the pressure. Thankfully, the next book was about Jackie O’s and RFK’s secret relationship, but unfortunately the feelings inside of me continued to build. 
On the upside of this entire hospital debacle was the glaring reality that I finally had that “special” connection with someone. I hadn’t found anyone that hit all the right notes with me before. Sure, it was a little odd that it took a coma to make me realize my feelings for Kyle, and it was true that I had no idea if he would reciprocate my feelings, but I’d heard of countless people who started out as friends and ended up married. Not that I was looking for marriage, I’m just saying. 
What’s really been bothering me though, is that I’ve been awake for almost twenty four hours and he hadn’t come by once. I started to feel bad, but then I realized that when he did come, I couldn’t blurt out my feelings, anyway. That would freak him out and probably force him to reject me, thereby ruining our friendship. I knew I was over-thinking it, and I’d most likely see him and have my libido deflate, but just in case he turned out to be my soul mate, I wasn’t going to chance it.
At first, all of my sexual energy was used up in trying to put his face onto the hero characters he was reading to me since it was harder than I thought it would be to imagine having sex with a faceless man.  I have imagined him as a swarthy pirate, and in a couple of my fantasies he has been a Nordic god styled man. Once I envisioned him as an older man going grey, but that didn’t really work, so I shelved that look. 
If I could have gone over the edge even once I might have been able to concentrate on something else, but no, I couldn’t even have a wet dream. Did I mention that I can’t even take care of myself because my arms are still weak from nonuse? Could things be more frustrating? I don’t think so.
It’s gotten so bad that I’ve already been practicing for my group meetings; “My name is Addalee and I’m a nymphomaniac.” Actually, the proper term today would be “sex addict,” but I don’t know if it counts if all you do is imagine it. So far all of the sex has been in my head because I’ve been stuck in this hospital bed. 
Now that I was conscious again, my plan was simple: Get laid. Okay, maybe it’s not so simple. I’m not really sure what to do to make it happen. I’d never been the kind of person who jumped into sex, I’ve just never had the urge to sleep with every man I went out with. This could be because I went out on unexciting dates with dull men who obviously found me equally boring. See, this is what happens with self-reflection. Being trapped with only my own mind for company has been pretty enlightening. I realized that I’ve been kind of lame. I actually personified the picture of the prim, uninteresting librarian.  It’s not that I’m unattractive. My friend Lola loves to give me the makeover treatment when we go out together, however, for day to day, I don’t really bother with more than a ponytail and eyeliner, but I digress.
My immediate problem is convincing Kyle to have sex with me. Yesterday, for practice, I tried to hit on the male nurse who rolled me down to the MRI machine, but he shot me down. It was humiliating, but once I got a look at myself in the mirror I didn’t blame him—too much. I looked like a hag who hadn’t had a shower in two weeks. Whatever. He wasn’t that good looking either, and the worst part was that he was definitely not Kyle. As badly as my body ached for pleasure, I wouldn’t be completely satisfied until I was filled with him.
 This morning I got my long awaited shower and Lola brought me some decent PJs and makeup. I tried to explain my problem to her, but she couldn’t understand why sex was suddenly a pressing need when I hadn’t had any in the five months prior to this life-changing incident. She didn’t believe me when I told her that for two weeks I hadn’t been able to do anything but think of all of the sex I wanted to have. I considered sharing the fantasies I had been formulating starring Kyle, but Lola and I had been friends for fifteen years and I had never vocalized my fantasies to her before. Plus, how could I explain that I am aching for Kyle? She just wouldn’t get it.
 “Addalee, are you listening to me?” Oh right, my mother was here.
“Sorry. I’m feeling drowsy.” I wasn’t, but I didn’t want her to think I was ignoring her.
“I said that I’m glad to see you’re finally taking time with your appearance. You are in a building full of doctors, and it never hurts to look your best.” I could only blink a few times in response. Did she know that I was hoping to snag the attention of my favorite dermatologist? But no, my mother was one of those women who never left the house without makeup and every hair in place. She was always looking at the bigger picture and keeping herself as attractive as possible. I had to admit the woman did look great for fifty-one.
Maybe I should ask her for some advice on luring men. She’s been married three times and she has never lacked for male companionship. I think she’s despaired of me ever finding a good “catch,” and now was just crossing her fingers that I’d find any man at all. 
“So what do I need to do to get a guy?” I figured it was best to leave it in general terms; she wouldn’t understand or believe the connection I felt to my own Dr. Feelgood.
The shock on her face was almost comical. “Really?”
“Yeah. The accident has made me realize I’m not getting any younger. I’ve got to think of my future.” I kept to myself the part about the side effects of my nightly visitor. She probably wouldn’t see things the same way that I did. She was my mother.
“Okay.” She paused and I could practically hear the gears turning in her head. Finally, her progeny was ready to listen to her sage advice. “Men really like it when you act interested in what they do for a living.” I nodded. That made sense. “Oh, and don’t eat too much in their presence. You want to appear somewhat dainty.”
Hmm. That might be a tough one. I was 5’10”, and though I didn’t pack too many extra pounds, I really liked to eat. But, I was getting ahead of myself. I just wanted to entice Kyle, not snare a husband. Anyway, Kyle had seen me eat countless times, so I don’t think he’d buy a sudden change in my eating habits.
“They love getting complimented. It doesn’t even have to be sincere, they never notice.” I wanted to laugh, but I could see she was being serious.
“So does that stuff work on women, too?” It didn’t hurt to cover all of the bases. If I didn’t get some relief soon I might have to start batting for the other team.
“What?” She looked at me suspiciously and not altogether happily.
“I was just wondering if guys try to pull the same stuff on us.” I surprised myself with such fast thinking for being only a couple of days post-cataleptic. 
She shook her head. “Mostly, they just like talking about themselves.”
“Got it. Talk about them, eat like a rabbit, and give them compliments.”
She nodded, beaming proudly that after twenty seven years I was going to listen to some motherly guidance. 
I was still mulling over her directives when a man with short, dark hair walked in. 
“Hello Addalee. It’s nice to finally meet you. I’m Dr. Ryan and I’m your attending neurologist.” He stuck out his hand, picked mine up off of the top of the blanket, and shook it briskly. Meanwhile, I was feeling gob smacked. Holy shit. He looked like a combination of all of my fantasy men squeezed into one person. Perfect timing to try out my skills.
“I’ve always found neurology fascinating. When did you decide to become a doctor?” My mother was motioning behind his back for me to stop talking. He didn’t say anything so I jumped in to fill the dead air.
“Dr. Ryan, your hands are so sexy. Has anyone ever told you that before?”
He looked down at his hands as if to check their desirability level.
“Addalee! What has gotten into you?”
I don’t know if it was from my head injury or not, but I suddenly found myself without my verbal filter. “Nothing in a really long time. I haven’t even been able to take care of myself. I’ve been trapped in this bed with useless arms.”
Mom’s eyes were bugging and she shot up out of her chair. “I have to apologize for my daughter. She’s not herself.”
“So this isn’t her normal personality?” Dr. Ryan turned his attention to my mother.
“Not at all. I’ve never heard her speak like this in her life.”
She was throwing me under the bus. I had just been trying to follow her guidelines. The only thing missing was a plate of salad to pick on. I glared at her before defending myself.
“I’ve spent the last couple of weeks listening to people talking about me, poking at me, and giving me sponge baths. I’m ready to live. And I’m really horny.”
It looked like my mother was about to collapse into fits. I decided to put her out of her misery. “Sorry. Maybe the medication is making me crazy.” I pointed to the IV bag hanging near my head.
“That’s only saline.” Oh my god, he had a horrible bedside manner. Couldn’t he be a gentleman and let me play it off for everyone’s sake? I looked him in the eye and he had the grace to flush. 
“Mom, could you grab me some orange juice? I’m really thirsty.” 
She looked between us, probably unsure if she should leave me alone to make more of a fool of myself, but luckily she nodded and picked up her purse. “I’ll be right back.”
“Thanks.” I waited until she was gone before speaking again. My voice sounded breathy, but I think it’s because I hadn’t done any talking in so long. I screwed up all of my courage to ask him about my problem. “What are the side effects of being in a coma? I mean besides the muscle atrophy. The other doctor already told me I might have to have to have some physical rehab, but she said I was showing remarkable lack of systemic degeneration.” Oh, did I mention I also had near photographic memory?
He raised his eyebrows and I noticed that his eyes were hazel, just like Kyle’s. It looked good on both of them. 
“Are you saying that you were cognizant during your coma?” The doctor could barely contain his curiosity.
“Yes. I could hear everything.” He stood there, unspeaking. I didn’t know how long my mother would be gone, so I had to take the opportunity to ask about my unusually elevated libido. Or maybe it wasn’t unusual at all. I should have asked the woman doctor, earlier. It would probably have been less embarrassing, but the neurologist was standing right here, and I couldn’t go on like this much longer or I was going to explode.
“Look, this is awkward, but I have to know if other patients experience any sexual side effects after a coma.”
“I’m sure you’ll be able to perform normally. I haven’t heard of any coma-specific sexuality problems. Once you regain your strength, I’m sure you’ll be able to resume activity.”
His words made sense, but I had propositioned a nurse yesterday, so this situation was obviously untenable. “That’s not what I’m worried about. I’m sure that when I am in the position to have sex I’ll be able to, the problem I’m having is arousal. Constant arousal.”
“Persistent genital arousal syndrome. I haven’t dealt with this from a neurological standpoint. This is usually gynecological in nature. Has it been occurring since you came to?”
“No. It’s been occurring since my friend started reading to me. I haven’t had a moment of peace since that night.”
“Are you saying you experienced arousal from your friend’s voice?” 
 “I’m telling you I’ve been awake this entire time. I just couldn’t make my body move.”
He picked up the chart from the front of my bed and started writing furiously.
“They only had these little ones, so I got you two.” My mother came back in carrying the juice and a Diet Coke. My conversation with the doctor was essentially over since I certainly wasn’t going to talk about this in front of her. My face must have displayed some of my irritation, because she looked between the two of us and frowned. “Is everything okay?” Good question.
I shook my head slightly at the doctor so that he knew not to say anything in front of my mother.
“Yes, everything’s looking good. If you’ll excuse me, I have another patient that I need to check on.” He nodded to my mother then to me, but luckily didn’t mention my condition. He walked out without another word. 
“What was that about?” My mother popped a straw into the tiny bottle of juice and set it on the table in front of me.
“I have no idea.” Was I posing some weird and new coma condition?
“No, I mean that horribly uncomfortable scene with the doctor. You need to ease into seduction. You didn’t say ‘Nice to meet you,’ or even a simple ‘hello’.” 
“I really need to have sex.”
“Oh lord. This is my fault. I should have explained things better when you were younger. What you’re feeling is infatuation, lust even. He’s a doctor, so I don’t blame you for that, but it takes time for these feelings to grow. Then, when you’ve gotten to know him…” Geez. Surely she wasn’t going to try to give me a watered down version of the birds and bees.
“Mother, I know what lust is, I’m a grown woman.” For some reason, I didn’t want to share that Kyle had been coming to visit me at night. It was too personal, not to mention the fact that his voice had been setting me on fire. I just needed an outlet, any outlet, for these sexual cravings. “You’re right. I guess this is what happens from being unconscious for so long. I’ll try to dial it down when he comes back.”
My mother looked relieved, though I wasn’t sure if it was because I said I wouldn’t have a repeat of the awkward meeting or because I wanted to drop the subject with her.
“Do you need anything? I’ll run by your apartment and pick up whatever you’d like.” 
“Could you bring me my laptop? I miss the internet.”
“Absolutely. I’ve got to go and close up the shop, but I’ll bring it by first thing in the morning. I love you, baby.” She leaned over and kissed my cheek. 
“Love you, too. See you in the morning.” She left and I was alone again. Obviously, now that I was awake and able to talk and move, however slightly, being alone wasn’t so bad. Then there was Kyle’s visit to look forward to, if he came. I could hardly wait for him to come back so that I could talk to him for real. Luckily, I didn’t have to wait for long; I had barely settled back to watch the news before the door opened. My heart started beating loudly in my ears.
“Hey, Addalee, what’s up?”
Really? These were the first words he was going to say to me? I didn’t answer as I devoured him with my eyes. How had I never noticed how smart his glasses made him look? And his hair was just the right shade of brown to go with his eyes. It was like I was seeing him for the first time, and I liked what I saw.
He walked over to the bed and gave me a one-armed buddy hug before sitting down on the chair. “You’re looking well rested.” He cracked a smile at his own lame joke and I tried to smile back through the flood of disappointment. 
I hadn’t been expecting him to look into my eyes and snatch me up, pledging his eternal love. Well, maybe a part of me did, but the part that didn’t take romance novels at face value knew that things like that didn’t happen in real life. Sure, it was a let down, but he was finally here, so there was still a chance that I’d get my fairytale. 
Having Kyle right here after weeks of longing was already driving me nuts. It was like an itch that you can’t scratch no matter how hard you try. It had passed the point of being a bother, and now I was in full on distress. I couldn’t think of anything else; it was always right there, a throbbing reminder of something that I couldn’t do anything about.
“Where have you been?” Yep, I led off with an accusation. I blame it on the sexual frustration. Or maybe I had lost my social graces with the coma. 
“It’s only six o’clock. I’ve just now finished up in the office.”
There was no time for pussy-footing around the subject. Something profound had happened while I was sleeping and I had to get to the bottom of it.
 “You came to visit me.” I knew it wasn’t my imagination. He came too many times for me to have dreamt it up. I didn’t think he was going to answer me for a second and I cursed myself for not being more polite when he came in.
“Yes.”
If I had the strength to do it, I would throw a fist into the air for this tiny victory, but I didn’t even have the muscle to hold my tiny container of orange juice. 
“You read to me.” Again, I was just testing the waters of his truthfulness. It would blow if he turned out to be a liar.
“Yes.” His face colored in a blush. 
“What made you read me word porn?” He didn’t answer for a beat, but then he surprised me.
“That’s what you like to read.” 
“You kissed me.” Every night before he left—on the lips and not a “friendly” kind of kiss.
His open expression immediately closed to me. Dammit, he had only been here for a minute and I was already turning him off. Shut up, Addalee.
“I should be going. You need your rest.” He pushed himself out of the chair.
“No! Please don’t leave. Can you just sit with me a while?”
He nodded and sat back down. He didn’t say anything, and we were locked into the kind of silence that makes everything tense.
I decided to talk about something that he was comfortable with. “How’s the patient with the addiction to chemical peels?”
He looked surprised again, as if he still couldn’t believe that I had listened to him all of those weeks. “Still peeling too much.” He smiled at me. He smiled at me! Now we were getting somewhere. I didn’t even want to mention the fact that my private parts were screaming for attention, but unfortunately, that problem, my main problem, was still as prominent as it had been.
“Kyle, I can’t believe what I’m about to say, but I need your help.”
“What’s wrong?” He sat forward in full doctor mode. 
“I need to have an orgasm before I lose my mind.” Whew. Saying it wasn’t as difficult as I had imagined.
He jerked backwards as if I just poked him with a stick. Mmm, I wish he would poke me with his stick.

“What am I supposed to do about that?” He looked like he’d rather be anywhere but this room. 
“I need you to help me.” 
He got my meaning, but by the look on his face, he probably wished he hadn’t.
“Oh god. I can’t do that. Is there someone else I can call for you?” 
“What? No! How can you say such a thing? What kind of a person do you think I am?” The insult of his words made me want to tell him to get the hell out of my room. “Asshole.” I mumbled the last part, but apparently it wasn’t quiet enough.
“There’s no need for name-calling, Addalee, but I can’t help you with this.”
“This is all your fault in the first place. If you wouldn’t have been coming in here and talking to me, I would never have gotten all hot and bothered, and I’m pretty sure I wouldn’t be having the female equivalent of blue balls. It’s your duty as a physician to fix the problem that you created.” So he wasn’t really my doctor. I didn’t care. There was no way I was going to let him leave the room without something.
We hadn’t even been able to talk. I had jumped on him the second he walked in, and I didn’t even get to tell him how grateful I was for his visits. I sucked. He stood up and shook his head. “I’m sorry, I can’t help you.” He walked toward the door.
“Don’t go.” It was barely a whisper but he heard me.
“This is all wrong.” He might have thought it was wrong, but he turned around and walked back to the side of my bed. He looked me in the eyes, and I swear he could read my thoughts. My stomach tightened as he stood there staring at me, and I wanted to kick myself for being such a dumbass. Kyle was my friend. He didn’t deserve this kind of behavior from me.
I tried to school my features, but I was on a razor’s edge. Realizing that I might get some relief was actually making me more jittery.
He took off his jacket and set it down on the chair before leaning close to my head. I could smell the clean perfume of soap and shampoo that clung to him. It was a scent that I remembered well from every time he had come to my room while I was trapped, unmoving in this bed. Several times he had come in so quietly that I only knew he was close from his aroma. Was I intoxicated on his pheromones? But why did I still feel such a high level of sex drive when he wasn’t even here? 
“Stop thinking so loudly.” His whisper in my ear shocked my senses.
I waited for Kyle to touch his lips to mine; I could already feel them tingle, but he bypassed my face entirely and placed his mouth on the spot below my ear, trailing light kisses down the column of my throat. My body broke out in goosebumps as he worked his way down to the edge of my collarbone while he used his hand to trace the lines of my breast. I wanted his fingers to caress my nipple, and I barely had the thought before his lips left my throat and captured it through the fabric of my nightshirt. I think he might really be a mind reader! If I wasn’t already flat on my ass, I probably would have fallen onto the floor. 
I could feel his tongue as it grazed my supersensitive flesh through the damp fabric. A second later I felt his hand on my thigh, inching up towards my panties. I held my breath as his finger slipped under the elastic and across my mound. I could feel the warmth of his fingertip as it slid between my folds. Yes! A whimper escaped before I could hold it back. The sound seemed to jolt him, and he jerked back into an upright position.
“Oh fuck. What am I doing?” He ran a hand over his face and grabbed his jacket. “I apologize, Addalee. That shouldn’t have happened.”
I was still inside my haze of lust, so he was already at the door when I realized what was happening.
“You can’t leave.” But he was already gone. He hadn’t been here for five minutes, and it was the first time I’d been able to talk to him in two weeks. I was a shitty friend. If I had been ambulatory, I might have actually forced myself on him, and we were definitely not the kind of friends with benefits. God, I didn’t even recognize myself. 
I honestly couldn’t blame him for leaving me here in a state worse than when he came in. My pussy was throbbing and I tried to press my thighs together, hoping that I could get some kind of friction to finally push me over the edge, but it was useless and I gave up when I recognized the horrible feeling of sexual frustration settle back over me.
I was so disappointed that I started crying. I thought it was going to be one of those tiny cries. You know the kind you get when you’re watching a sad movie? It started out that way, but within a couple of breaths I was sobbing. I actually started wailing, which is why my night nurse, Roseanne, burst in a few moments later.
“Addalee, what’s wrong?”
“Everything! My life is crap and I can barely move my arms.” The words came out sounding like a pubescent boy’s whining.
She walked up to my bedside and dabbed my face with a tissue. I was still wracked with sobs, but I tried to reign myself in. It wasn’t Roseanne’s fault that I was in this predicament. It was one hundred percent Dr. Griffin (he lost his chance to be called Kyle). What kind of a dick would leave a desperate woman in this condition? And he calls himself a doctor.
“Thanks. I guess I had a lot of tears built up over the past few weeks.”   
“It’s okay. You’ve got to let it out sometimes.” She didn’t know the half of it. I wanted to tell her about my problem, but I didn’t want her to know it had anything to do with Kyle. It was too personal. 
Roseanne left after helping me to the bathroom to pee (by some miracle my legs seemed to be working okay, unlike my arms), then told me the good news that my IV was coming out in the morning, and I’d probably be able to go home if I had someone to take care of me.  I was excited, and I sat up a little longer, half hoping that Kyle would come back. He didn’t and I ended up falling asleep watching the true crime channel. 
 
 
 


 
Chapter Two
 
I woke up feeling horrible, my nose was stopped up and my eyes felt raw and grainy but I was able to gather the strength to rub them before I used up my energy stores. I could tell that my arms were already stronger, and I wiggled my feet to make sure I could still move them. I was relieved to see the blanket undulate at my command. It was weird how thankful I was for the little things these days. 
As I sat up in my bed, I realized I needed a plan of action. I needed to make Kyle see me as more than a friend. First, though, I had to apologize to him for yesterday. I was ashamed of myself and the position that I had put him in. I figured it was almost like asking Lola to take care of my “problem.” She would have flipped out, and I wouldn’t have blamed her for it. I knew it was messed up to have laid that on Kyle. 
How did one transition from friend to lover? I had no experience with this situation. I had to make him see me as a desirable woman, and if that didn’t work, at least make him see what he was missing. How strange that I had never seen the appeal of all of the girly stuff before, when I was carefree and physically capable of doing something to attract a man. I would have pondered life’s twists of fate, but my mother came in with my laptop bag slung over her shoulder.
“Baby, what’s happened? You look horrible!”
“Thanks Mom, that’s just what I needed to hear.” I couldn’t stop the flood of tears that started and my mother gathered me up in her arms like she had when I was a child.
“What is it, Addalee? How can I help you?”
“I just want to leave this place.”
“Well, I can’t do anything about that, but I brought your computer. I’ll set it up for you.”
I nodded and she busied herself with it while I thought about what I would say to Kyle when I saw him next. Unfortunately, his abrupt departure wasn’t enough of an incentive for my body to table the lusty feelings or my tender thoughts of him. I had listened to him night after night and I knew that he cared about me. It was just my feelings that had changed, and there was no putting that genie back in the bottle.
Mom poured me a cup of water, and I surprised her by reaching up and lifting it to my mouth. 
“Oh, that’s wonderful. Your arms are working!” She sounded as excited as when I learned to write my name in preschool. At least I knew she would always be on side. I was about to tell her about Kyle’s visit, but my hand suddenly loosened on the cup and the water poured down the front of my shirt.
“Shit!”
“Watch your mouth.” My mother’s automatic scolding had me feeling like a child.
“Sorry.” I wasn’t sorry, though. I felt like cussing the air blue, but I knew that I needed something stronger than foul language. I needed serious, professional help to make me feel better. I needed to entice a man, and luckily, my mother was just the woman to help me. I didn’t have much experience in alluring behavior, and it was time to call in the professional.
“Mom, could you help me do something with my hair? I’m sick of the ponytail and now is as good a time as any.” My mother owned a hair salon but had long since given up on me and my lack of interest in the beauty sciences. 
She looked surprised for a moment before absolute joy took over.
“You don’t know how long I’ve waited for this day to come!”
Geez. It wasn’t like I was getting married. 
“You’ve got such thick and shiny hair, and your bone structure is so delicate.” 
She kept talking about my natural attributes, but I tuned her out. It wasn’t nearly as interesting to me as thinking about looking my absolute best the next time Kyle came into this room.
“I’m going to go to the shop and pick up some things; do you want me to paint your nails? I looked down and noticed for the first time that I had neatly manicured hands that were tipped with a pearly pink. She must have been taking care of that for me during my coma.
“That would be great.” My voice was choked with tears of gratitude for having such a wonderful mother.
“I’ll bring a few colors for you to choose from. This will be such fun girl time.”
She left and the nurse came and removed my IV. I felt like this whole episode was coming to a close. As excited as I was to go home, I knew that if it hadn’t happened, I would never have realized my feelings for Kyle, so in a weird way, I had to be thankful for it.
I was even able to go to the bathroom by myself; it seemed as if I had gained all of my strength back overnight. When I went to take a shower, the nurse stepped out to give me some privacy and I took advantage of the opportunity that had been so elusive for weeks. I imagined it was Kyle’s tongue stroking my pussy as I rubbed myself. It was over almost instantly, and I found myself dropping into the shower chair inside the cubicle. The relief I felt was so intense that I moaned.
“Do you need my help?” Fuck. I forgot that I wasn’t alone. 
“I’m okay.” I was better than okay. Amazingly, I felt liberated. I would never have imagined any scenario in which I masturbated two feet away from a nurse, but for some reason I just didn’t care. I soaped up and rinsed off, feeling as if a heavy weight had been lifted off of me. I was no longer going to be the repressed woman who only had sex a handful of times a year. If being comatose had taught me anything, it was that life was unpredictable. I wasn’t going to waste another minute being that girl. I wanted Kyle, and I was determined to make him see me as a desirable woman.
After I dried off, I dressed in a pair of yoga pants and a tee shirt, not sexy by any stretch of imagination, but since my mother was coming back to do my hair, toned down was the only way to go. Plus, I didn’t own anything sexy except for the see through nightie I bought when the lingerie store at the mall was having a clearance sale after Valentine’s Day. I hadn’t had a date in months, so it was still hanging in my closet, unused.
 
My mother’s beauty treatments had kept my mind off of sex for the morning. Mostly. My thoughts kept trying to work back around to Kyle, sex with Kyle, and what Kyle would think of my new look. I was pathetic. I should have been focusing on the fact that I was about to leave the hospital bed and resume my life, but instead I was moping like a teenager with her first crush. This wasn’t even a crush. I saw Kyle in a way I had never appreciated before. He wasn’t just my “guy” friend, the only other person who got my obscure Star Trek dialogue references, my Thai cookbook recipe guinea pig, and the muscle when I got the urge to move the furniture in my bedroom. He was the only man I’d ever felt truly comfortable with. Maybe, in the back of my mind I had always known that he was the “one.” Now, I just had to make him see me that way.
Mom cut my hair into thick layers and I even let her give me some long bangs. I looked pretty hot, so I chose a deep red nail polish to go with my new attitude. For the first time in as long as I could remember, I felt sexy. 
Some time after lunch, Dr. Ryan came by, and I wanted to crawl into a hole, embarrassed by my clumsy attempt at seductiveness yesterday. Thankfully, he just stopped in to give me the green light to leave, so I thanked him and let my mother gather up my things before being wheeled out to the car. I was free!

All I wanted was to go home, but my mother insisted that I go to her house. I called Lola and told her I was on the way to Mom’s, and then I gathered up the courage to dial Kyle. I wasn’t all that surprised when it went straight to voicemail, but it hurt nonetheless. I was embarrassed by putting him in such an awkward position, but I was also a little upset. Kyle was my friend, first and foremost, and I had just come out of a coma. He had found the time to see me before, when I couldn’t talk, and he wasn’t even sure I could hear him. I stewed all the way to the house, but when I realized that it was a Thursday, I felt better; he had a pretty busy practice, and he didn’t answer his cell when he was with a patient.
I settled on the couch and idly flipped through the channels. Every once in a while I’d glance over and admire my hair in the mirror. I looked awesome. I could hardly wait to show my new look off to Lola. And Kyle. 
Before I knew it, it was dark outside and I made my way to my old room and flopped down on the bed. I was still pretty exhausted, but I didn’t want to tell my mother; I was going back to my own apartment tomorrow, and I was already formulating a plan to capture Kyle’s interest. 
Thinking about him brought all of my new sexual feelings right back up to the surface. I closed my eyes and remembered the feeling of Kyle’s lips on my skin. My pussy came to life as if I had flipped a switch. I imagined his mouth on my breast without my nightshirt in the way. I could almost feel the heat of his body against me. For the second time in twelve hours I found my fingers gravitating to my clit, but this time I was able to take my time as I stroked up and down. I pinched my nipple, just to spread the feelings out. My muscles clenched and my hand moved faster before I felt the first wave of my orgasm rip through me. I bit down on my lip to keep any sound from eking out, and pressed my finger hard on my nub before I let myself go. For the first time in weeks, I dozed off without the pressing feeling of thwarted longing dogging my every breath. It felt wonderful, but there was still something missing.
I had just gotten into deep sleep when my phone rang. I grabbed it up and saw that it was Kyle. I answered on the first ring.
“Kyle?”
“Hey Addalee. Sorry I didn’t call you earlier, I got tied up at the office.”
“No problem. I just wanted to let you know I was out of the hospital. I’m at Mom’s.”
“How are you feeling?” His words seemed to hold a wealth of meaning. I didn’t know if I should apologize for last night or pretend it didn’t happen. I chose to pretend.
“I’m a lot better. I’m walking easier and I’m actually able to use my arms.”
“That’s great.”
Cripes. This was awkward. This wasn’t what I imagined at all.
“I’m going back to my apartment tomorrow. I was wondering if you wanted to come by after work. Maybe order a pizza.” 
“Sure. That sounds fine, but are you up to it?” Was he trying to blow me off?
“Yep. I feel as good as new.” I actually felt better than new. It was as if my blinders were finally off as far as Kyle was concerned. “Six o’clock?”
“I’ll be there.” He didn’t say anything for a bit, and I thought he might have disconnected, but before I could put the phone down I heard my name. “Addie?”
“Yes?” I sounded breathless. 
“I’m looking forward to it.” Oh. My. God. His voice sounded almost seductive. My heart started thumping furiously. 
“Me too.” We hung up and I pressed the phone to my chest. This was crazy. Did he mean to put that sexy tone in his words? I replayed our short conversation over and over before I fell back asleep, and it was the first thing on my mind when I woke up.
 
Mom took me out for a burger before taking me to my apartment. She wanted me to stay with her longer, but I told her I needed my own bed and my own things. It wasn’t like I could seduce Kyle at my mother’s house. 
I called Lola as soon as my mother left and told her I needed her to come ASAP. She buzzed my door twenty minutes later. 
“Lola, I need your help.” I grabbed her arm and pulled her into the living room.
“What in the world is going on? I burned the roof of my mouth with my lasagna so that I could get over here. What happened?”
“Nothing yet. I need to look sexy.” She went through men like tissues, and for some reason that I never understood, they always parted on good terms. I didn’t know her secret, but I was going to make her tell me, the getting, not the parting.
“Hey, your hair looks great!” I felt a surge of pleasure at her compliment. I don’t know why the hell I had been so stubborn about getting it cut. 
“Thanks, but does it look sexy?”
“Who are you trying to look sexy for?”
I paused for a second, but I wasn’t going to lie. “Kyle.”
“Kyle? Our Kyle?” I wanted to scream “My Kyle,” but the truth was, he wasn’t my Kyle—yet. I nodded and felt myself blush as she looked at me curiously. “Why?”
“Why do you think?” She didn’t say anything so I felt compelled to explain. “He’s sweet and smart and funny. Plus, I woke up and realized he’s hot.”
Lola looked at me like I was crazy. “Kyle Griffin?”
“Yes! Why do you keep saying that like you can’t believe it? He’s all of those things.”
“Since when do you think he looks hot? He cuts his hair too short, he wears dorky clothes, even his glasses aren’t the sexy kind. Don’t get me wrong, I think he’s an awesome person. He’s just not hot.”
I felt outrage on Kyle’s behalf. Why was Lola so focused on his outer shell? So he wore too much khaki and his hair was cut short, he was a busy doctor; he couldn’t spend all day primping. Anyway, I didn’t want to be with someone who spent more time on his appearance than I did. Plus, he had a wonderful, sexy voice. He had the kind of voice I could listen to all day long. He was perfect for me.
“Are you going to help me or not?”
“Calm down. Of course I’ll help you. I’m just trying to process. So what are you going for-sexy librarian, sultry siren? Are you planning long term or a one-off?”
“Yes. All of that.” I thought of showing up at story time, reading to preschoolers with my boobs spilling out of a too-tight shirt. Maybe not. “Well, how about just for today. I invited him for dinner tonight. I want him to see me and drool.”
Lola nodded. “No problem. That’s my specialty.” She worked as a bartender at a high end gentleman’s club downtown. Looking sexy was how she made her money. “Do you need something to wear?”
I shook my head. “I was thinking about the black nightie you talked me into buying.”
“Whoa. You’re pulling out the big guns.” I nodded. She got it. “Oh, I have the perfect shoes. Remember those red heels I bought online? I still haven’t worn them. They have “fuck me” written all over them.” Her words made me cringe, but that was the sentiment I was going for; I might as well be sure he didn’t misunderstand.
She spent the afternoon getting me ready for my debut as a sex kitten. By the time she left to get herself dressed for work I hardly recognized myself. As soon as I was alone I wanted to chicken out and pull on some jeans, but she had helped me come up with a plan of action. I just had to have the courage to go through with 
 


 
Chapter Three
 
As six o’clock approached so did my nervousness. I wasn’t sure I was going to be able to pull this off, but when I heard the buzzer, it was too late to change my mind. I had been lying across the bed on my stomach with one of my erotic novels open. I wasn’t reading it, I was already aroused enough, but I had staged the scene and there was no time to abort the mission. 
“Come on in!” My heart was thundering in my ears and I held my breath as the door opened then closed with a quiet click. I stayed still, resting on my elbows and pretending to read, waiting for him to discover me. 
“Addalee?” 
“In here.” Crap. The plan was already off track. He was supposed to come upon my sexy lounging pose on his own. Then I was going to look up all surprised to find him staring at the goods. Now it would look even more staged than before. I pushed myself up to my hands and knees just as I saw Kyle appear in my bedroom doorway.
“Did I come at a bad time?” I noticed he was checking out my boobs so I tightened up my chest muscles in hopes that it would show off my cleavage. He was practically drooling (the entire point of the exercise) and I looked down to check what he saw, but the way the fabric drooped left my breasts completely exposed. Oops. I flopped back down, safely covering the girls.
“No, of course not. I was just catching up on some reading.”
I saw him swallow when he realized that I knew he was coming over and still dressed like this.
He didn’t say anything and I was stuck for what to do next. This was the point where Lola said things were going to happen naturally, but there was nothing natural about me lying on the bed wearing see-through lingerie and red heels. I took a deep breath to give me the courage to get up and give Kyle “the show.” I had never been so thankful to have the tiny coverage of a thong; the two inches of fabric was a blessing as I rolled over and got off of the bed as gracefully as I could.
The look on his face told me that Kyle liked what he saw. He was still standing in the doorway, but for the first time I noticed a small paper bag in his hand. I motioned to the bag. “What’s that?”
“It’s, uh, the triple chocolate frozen yogurt you like.” He thrust the bag forward as I made my way carefully towards him in the freakishly high heels. His eyes were darting in every direction but at me, and I noticed a flush developing on his neck. I wondered if it was from desire or embarrassment, but since he wasn’t actually looking at me, I had to go with embarrassment. Suddenly my plan of seduction seemed like the stupidest thing I had ever done. Being sexy didn’t come naturally to me and I took the opportunity to snatch my flowered satin robe off of the hook on the back of the door.
Kyle was still holding the yogurt in front of him like a shield, but I noticed his eyes were now glued to my boobs which were clearly visible through the sheer fabric. I smiled to myself as I belted the robe before kicking off the heels. My balance improved immediately and I reached out for the bag.
“Let me get this to the freezer.” He handed me the package and backed out of my room to let me pass. I tried to walk as normally as I could towards my kitchen, but since I knew Kyle was watching me I put a little swing into my step. In the kitchen I took a few seconds to get my breathing back under control before going back out. Kyle was standing in the middle of the room looking like he was about to bolt.
“Do you want a drink?”
“Sure. That would be good.”
“Water, soda, or wine?”
“Wine. Definitely wine.”
I turned back to the kitchen and grabbed a bottle of red off of the rack on the counter. The wine would be the liquid courage that I needed. I had read hundreds of books that covered this situation in detail, but for some reason, I couldn’t get my brain to make myself act in the way that those fictional women did. It wasn’t natural and those guys weren’t Kyle. This was ridiculous. If I wanted anything to happen I had to put it out there.
“Kyle, could you give me a hand?”
He was next to me in three seconds. I realized he was wearing jeans instead of khakis. That meant he must have gone home to change after work. I appreciated the more laid back look, and the denim fit his body like a glove, giving me a chance to ogle him.
“What do you need?”
I blinked a couple of times before screwing up my nerve and taking the plunge. “You.”
His eyes seemed to darken as my meaning became clear, but they held a silent question. I nodded before I could change my mind.
He took the bottle out of my hand and put it on the counter with a thud. Without a word he hooked his hand around the back of my neck and pulled me close, while he lowered his head and his lips met mine. Finally! It felt like I had been waiting for this moment forever. He kissed me deeply and for a moment it was as if we were the only two people in the entire world. I forgot everything but the feeling of his mouth as it plundered mine.
Holy fuck, this was Kyle. How had I never realized that his scent was so intoxicating? I ran my hands down his back and under his tee shirt and felt a shudder roll through him. How could I not have noticed how hard his muscles were? I felt like I was finally waking from a spell. I pressed myself against him and felt his bulge against my stomach. He groaned, and his hands, which had been cradling my face, dropped down to my ass and scooped me up. I curled my legs around him and threw my arms around his neck without our lips ever separating. 
He carried me out of the kitchen and back into my bedroom and set me down on the bed. I reached up and took his glasses off, setting them on my table. The clacking on the wood seemed to resonate through the room and I had a split second of fear that he would come to his senses and leave me sitting alone again, but instead of retreating he lurched forward and pressed me back onto the mattress, running his hand from the back of my knee to my upper thigh.
“You are so beautiful.” I guess Lola’s makeover worked. “I have wanted to be with you like this for so long.” What? Before I could ask him how long he had felt this way, his mouth caught mine again and his fingers moved from my thigh to my barely covered pussy. I was already soaking wet, and I shuddered as he slipped under the fabric and between my folds.
I caught my breath when he slid his finger up to my clit and back down, dipping into the moisture and sliding back to my nub. I was already about to come, I had been on the cusp of an orgasm for what seemed like weeks, but I didn’t want it to happen like this; with Kyle fully dressed and me on the receiving end of everything. I pressed my hands to his chest and rolled him from his side to his back.
“Do you want me to stop?” his voice was heavy with disappointment.
“No! I just want to do things to you, too.”
He looked relieved then surprised when I grabbed the bottom of his shirt and pulled it up. Unfortunately, it got stuck on his head and upper arms and he had to finish pulling it off himself. I looked down at his straining jeans and made quick work of the snap and zipper before wiggling them down his legs. His cock sprang up, practically screaming “Look at me!” and I reached out to touch him, my fingers closing around his shaft.
His body jerked when I slid my hand down to his base and used my other to cup his balls. His breath was coming faster and faster, and watching his face as I stroked his cock made me feel like a powerful sex goddess, like someone who could bring a man to his knees with a single touch.
I bent forward and captured him with my lips, using my tongue to lick the smooth skin. I moved my mouth and hand in tandem, dragging my teeth up over his shaft before sucking back his entire length. I could taste his saltiness and I felt his balls tighten a second before he pulled me off of him. “Stop. I’m about to explode.”
“That’s the point.”
He shook his head. “Not yet. I want to kiss you. To taste you.”
Thank you, thank you, thank you! Feeling emboldened by his words, I pulled the tie of my robe loose and let the fabric part. My nipples were so stiff the points were straining against the lace of my negligee. Kyle dragged me from his side and placed me on top of him, leaning forward to suck a peak into his mouth as his hand covered my other breast, rolling my nipple almost painfully between his fingers. It sent an arrow of sensation straight to my womb and caused me to grip his sides with my thighs. He leaned back onto the bed and untied the ribbon holding the front of my nightie together. My breasts spilled out, bare to his gaze.
I closed my eyes as he took me by the waist and moved me down so that my pussy was directly on his dick, rubbing back and forth across my wet slit.
“Kyle, I want you inside of me.” I shrugged the robe and nightie off my shoulders and crawled off of him and back on my feet so that I could take off my thong. I felt shy and exposed as I shimmied the scrap of fabric over my hips and let it fall to the floor. Kyle was watching me, but I knew he was having trouble focusing without his glasses. I think that’s what gave me the courage to lean forward, close to his cock, and drag myself up his body. I had barely gotten my boobs level with his chest when he flipped me over in a move that reminded me of a wrestler and I found myself flat on my back with the length of his body pressed against me.
The skin on skin contact had my pussy weeping to be filled, but instead of pushing into me he trailed kisses down my stomach and over my mound. When his lips found my clit, he opened his mouth and used his tongue to graze my oversensitive bud.
“Please, please.” My voice sounded hoarse as I begged him for release. His fingers were suddenly at my entrance and I felt him slide one, then two fingers inside and curl against my sweet spot while his tongue worked my clit. When he sucked it into his mouth I lost it, gripping his head to hold it to me while my body was wracked with an orgasm so powerful that I actually saw stars behind my eyelids. I released my hold on his hair and he sat up and opened my bedside table.
Shit. “I don’t have any condoms,” I said a second before he pulled out a shiny wrapper. Where the hell did that come from? I was curious but thankful and I watched with pleasure as he rolled it over his length and moved back over me.
As he held himself above me I wanted to blurt out that I loved him, but I wisely kept my mouth shut. I forced my eyes to stay open as I felt him nudge my opening, and gasped when he thrust forward, filling me. My hands grabbed his arms, braced beside my head, and I held on as he slowly pulled back and plunged into me again and again. I could feel his muscles straining and I dug my fingers into his flesh as I tried to hold off my mounting orgasm, seeking to meet his thrusts with my hips.
He upped his tempo and I started chanting “Yes, yes, yes,” as I reached my breaking point. “Fuck me hard.” I don’t know where the words came from, I had certainly never uttered them to a man before, but he followed my directive and slammed into me. I couldn’t hold my climax any longer and I cried out. I closed my eyes, overwhelmed by the sensations.
“No, look at me.” I forced my lids open and met his eyes. A second later his face tightened and he pushed into me hard, one last time before he came. He collapsed on top of me as we got our breathing back to normal. He buried his face in the curve of my neck.
“I love you, Addie.” He said it so quietly that it took me a second to be sure that I heard the words and didn’t imagine them, but his body had stilled as if waiting for me to acknowledge him so I knew it was real.
“Kyle? What?” My heart started beating even faster and I tried to turn my head to look at him.
He rolled us to our sides and pulled his head back, giving me a good look at his face. “I love you, Addalee. Your accident was the scariest thing I’ve ever been through and I promised myself that when you woke up I was finally going to tell you. I don’t want to be just friends, I want it all. I want you.”
I could hardly believe what I was hearing. Was I dreaming? “Oh my god, Kyle. I love you, too!” I brought my hand up and touched his face. “You’re the reason I woke up. I tried so hard to open my eyes every time you came. I counted the minutes between your visits. I would have gone crazy without you.”
He captured my mouth in a ravenous kiss, but I let out a sound of protest as he disentangled our bodies. It was then that I thought about the condom. I was positive that I hadn’t had any. I sat up and opened the drawer. Inside was a pile of condoms and a note on pink paper.
 
You can thank me later.
Your Fairy Godmother,
Lola
 
“What the hell?” I thrust the note at Kyle and he flushed.
“I asked Lola for help in getting you to see me as more than a friend. She told me you already did. I don’t know if I would have had the courage to say anything yet if it hadn’t been for her.”
I thought back to the afternoon and her “surprise” at my revelations about Kyle. Sneaky bitch.
“What about the makeover? She spent all afternoon helping me get sexed up for you!”
“Don’t get me wrong, you look hot as hell, but I don’t care about any of this. You look beautiful to me all the time.” My heart expanded with his words.
“It did take me by surprise, though. Seeing you dressed like that almost knocked the wind out of me.” He smiled and plucked the note out of my hand. “You don’t need a fairy godmother; you were already my Sleeping Beauty.”
 
And we lived Happily Ever After.
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