
      Tonight, My Love... We Fly!


      
      
      
         
         Fly Me to the Moon

      
         
         Flight of Fancy

      
      

      

      
      
         Barbara was enjoying her bubble bath quite thoroughly when she got a notification on her phone. The notification wasn’t a private message, but a news spotlight, and when she noticed that she leaned over and eyed her screen without touching it, for fear of getting it wet.



“Oh,” she said, quietly at first. “Ohhhhhh," which she said not as quietly.



She dunked her head in the water once more before getting—almost jumping—out of the tub, her perky breasts bouncing ever so slightly with glee.



Wrapping a towel around her head, she practically blasted open her bathroom door, startling poor Cordwainer in the process.



Cordwainer was the name of her cat. He was a chubby black cat, a glutinous feline who had been given far too many sweets in his youth. He simply rolled around on the couch and tried to lick his asshole once again.



“My dearest Cordy!” cried Barbara. “I believe it might be my night tonight! My night!”



“Mao,” said Cordwainer.



Being the kind of girl she was, Barbara didn’t much mind the fact that most of her body still glistened with bath water, and that she was getting the carpet wet. Nothing could stop her, however, and she rampaged through the living room, picking up the eternally weary Cordwainer in her arms and giving him the kind of look befitting either the happiest person in the world or a serial killer in the wake of a fresh kill.



“Cordy, baby,” she cooed, “I’ve just received the most wonderful news! Wanna know what’s happened?”



“Hitler.”



“Due to that silly flu outbreak, the town has officially shut down all but the most essential businesses! No movie theaters, no fancy restaurants, not even the local arcade! And surely you must know what that means.”



“Stalin.” Cordwainer remained unenthusiastic.



Barbara put the fat cat on the floor and stared down at him, a case of Goliath and David, a naked woman standing nearly six feet tall against a cat who ate four times a day and who was, at least in cat years, quite old.



“All those pesky Christians will be staying in their homes for the evening. They don’t want to get sick, so they’ll be keeping away from everyone else, as if that’s my problem,” said Barbara, as if trying to teach a child basic math. “Sure, there'll be people trudging through grocery stores at midnight, but who cares about them? For right now, I can just...”



She gazed longingly at her closet, and more specifically at what lay within that closet. “I can get my witch on. Yes, I can take Gerald for a ride above the clouds and look down at all the little buildings! Oh, and the even littler people while I’m at it!” She then summoned a couple dresser drawers and put on some lovely lingerie for the night’s festivities. A pair of panties with red polka dots and a bra to match, and oh, that miniskirt!



In just about no time Barbara donned an outfit that wouldn’t seem so out of place during Halloween. The only thing she missed was her pointed hat—the item perhaps most treasured among witches, lost rather tragically in a flamethrower accident. “I’ll make a new one at some point, I swear it,” she said intensely, as if vowing to avenge a murdered friend or parent. But it didn’t matter too much. She didn’t need her hat to feel like a witch, and anyway, the night which presented itself to her was so young and inviting.



But first, a few things still needed to be checked off the list. Cordwainer needed to have his dinner, or else he would growl endlessly and quite annoyingly, or maybe leave a turd in one of Barbara’s shoes again out of spite.



Without even thinking, Barbara left a dish of dry cat food at the foot of her bed, which naturally Cordwainer didn’t gravitate toward immediately, but he would have to at some point if he didn’t want to starve. And anyway, the dry cat food didn’t smell nearly as awful as much of the wet food in stores that was supposedly meant to be consumed by any living creature, let alone something as picky as a cat.



“Now,” said Barbara, eyeing her options for footwear. Soon she was strapping on her finest pear of boots—the ones that complimented her miniskirt the most. Something ancient and unknowable bubbled within her being, and she felt... what was the word... sexy. Like she could grab the nearest normal person—preferably non-Christian—and bend then around her pinky finger, making them do all kinds of depraved and immoral acts for her, such as ordering pizza topped with pineapple slices.



She let out a long sigh, the sort of sigh one would make after three hours of hard fucking with handcuffs and several bloody animal sacrifices involved. “How do I look?” she asked Cordwainer, ever the observant feline.



“Castro,” said the cat.



“You’re right, dear Cordy, I could certainly use the hat. Would tie it all together. Would really complete the picture, if you know what I mean. Oh well.” She snapped her fingers and her closet flung its doors wide open. “Gerald, darling, if you could come out!” she cried.



Gerald was a broom.



The broom, which seemed to be inanimate, flew almost with the grace of a swan, resting the tip of its handle against Barbara’s thigh. Like an obedient dog, or an experienced submissive, it awaited its master’s next command.



“Gerald, my love,” said Barbara, “tonight is the night. Do you have any idea how long it’s been? Far too long. I can’t even say how many months it’s been, it would be too much for me to admit!” She stroked the long, hard, thick handle of the broom, part of her hoping to feel a pulse. “Tonight, my love... we fly!” Whispering and moaning at the same time, she took hold of Gerald’s impressive length and pulled him between her meaty thighs.



The pressure was almost too much. Oh, how she would’ve loved to have the smooth wooden surface of Gerald’s pseudo-cock rub against her panties, pressing into her nether region, making her pussy pine desperately for satisfaction!



“No!” said Barbara firmly but sympathetically. “Soon, my love, very soon!”



“Franco,” said Cordwainer.








The night air carried a chill with it, but it wasn’t so cold as to be unbearable. The streets of the town were empty, the windows of various buildings lit up like ornaments on a Christmas tree. The moon was out, three-quarters full and filling the world with dim dreamy light, and all the scattered clouds seemed to resemble penises and vaginas.



With a spring in her step, Barbara nearly did a musical number all on her own as she skipped down the sidewalk. Her feet had a mind of their own, gaining slightly more speed with each step.



“Mmm,” she hummed, keeping Gerald close to her. “What is it about tonight, my beloved? Is it the cool air? The breeze? The lack of normal people walking about? The glory of the moon as it gazes upon us? The fact that—” Her pace slows for a moment. “Oh dear, am I wet already?”



There was only one thing to do, then.



As she neared a street corner, Barbara knew that the time had come. She gripped the supreme hardness of Gerald’s length and began to run, almost sprint. At the last possible moment before she’d have to turn, she thrust the broom’s magnificently long and hard handle between her legs and lifted herself off the ground.



First five feet, then ten, then twenty...



The feeling was incredible. Nothing short of spectacular. Oh, to feel her insides enter freefall for just a moment, her heart almost bursting out of her chest as she took flight—it was almost too much, honestly!



Within seconds the trees which had stood above her now seemed much smaller, almost ant-like, so insignificant as she soared above everything, reveling in the hardness of Gerald’s handle against her crotch, her buttocks tightening.



As she reached as high in the air as she wanted to go, Barbara took a more leisurely pace, feeling the waves of air calm around her body. “Ah,” she said, satisfied. "This is just perfect. Isn’t it, my love? Perfect? I would say so. And to think, for tonight's movie we'll be doing one of my favorites, I Married a Witch! Oh, Veronica Lake is so wonderful and alluring in that movie, she makes me jealous!” For a second she thought she felt a pulse run through Gerald’s well-endowed handle, and she couldn’t help but imagine it would be like for such a massive instrument to unleash its fair share of semen.



But that particular fantasy, she knew well enough, would bear fruit some other day.



Normally for a nighttime flight she would head back toward home as quickly as she had left, but given the special circumstances of the world she currently lived in, she could risk taking the long way around.
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         [Entry Number]: 1622

[Date]: 3-Oct-2078



[Transcript]: (Auto-Generated)



Whoa, so, first day of work.



I mean, I didn’t actually do a lot of work. Just kind of sat there in the back in the meetings and listened and tried not to fucking freak out about it. Jesus, I didn’t understand a goddamned thing that was going on. I mean, I knew the words they were saying, but, like, what in the hell is “regulatory affairs” or “operational qualification” anyway? I thought supply logistics was just, like, mailing stuff. Shit, am I right?



I mean, after the meeting I ended up just sitting at my desk all day messing with the email app. I really hope nobody noticed the little girl quietly having a silent fucking meltdown at her desk, my god.



[Untranscribable Audio: Throat Clearing]



I think tomorrow I’m going to be meeting, like, my direct manager. His name is Jeff, apparently. I hope he’s not a dick. Fingers crossed.



This is Mikaela Morse. Signing off!








[Entry Number]: 1623

[Date]: 4-Oct-2078



[Transcript]: (Auto-Generated)



So, Jeff’s a dick. Who’d’ve guessed?



Comes up to my desk five fucking minutes after I sit down and tells me to give him an inventory report. And when I tell him that nobody’s shown me how to do those, he gets mad and starts getting on my case for not finishing my orientation package. Which I fucking did, but I swear to god it did not at go over all which of the fucking twelve databases I need to lookup this stuff on.



So Jeff drops off like five binders of procedures on my desk, and then takes off, saying how he didn’t have time to hold my hand.



I got my ass saved, though.



Soon as he was gone, this girl from the cubicle behind me, she grabs me by the wrist and pulls me to her desk. I mean, I was, like… almost literally swept off my feet, haha. She drags me along, roller-chair and all, and starts showing me how to do what Jeff wants with her workstation.



And silly fucking me, I’m just mumbling “thank you” and “you didn’t have to” the whole time. I don’t know if I even told her my name—I was so fucking nervous the whole time.



[Untranscribable Audio: Sneezing]



Oh, ‘scuse me!



Oh shit, I’m so bad with names. What was her name again? It was kind of funny, kind of an uncommon one, like “Sherry” or… or something. A little bit of a weird name, I think.



I mean, she wasn’t weird at all. She looked maybe a few years older than me, twenty-two or twenty-three. Her hair was really cool, kind of like the Major from the first Ghost in the Shell. And, like, she had this, this eyeshadow on, really sick. I wish I knew how to do make-up.



Haha, anyways, I went back to my desk and the instructions that Jeff left all kind of made a little more sense. Small victories, ha!



I’m tired now; I think I’m going to shower and pass out.



This is Mikaela Morse. Signing off!








[Entry Number]: 1624

[Date]: 5-Oct-2078



[Transcript]: (Auto-Generated)



Her name’s “Sheena”. Sheena Hopko. Making a note now, so I don’t fucking embarrass myself getting it wrong again.



She laughed though. Said it was fair, because she didn’t know my name either. I told her, and then she smiled and said we were even.



Anyways, not too much to report today. Mikaela Morse, signing off!








[Entries Minimized]: 1625-1628








[Entry Number]: 1629

[Date]: 21-Oct-2078



[Transcript]: (Auto-Generated)



So, it’s UN Appreciation Day weekend coming up, but Jeff still wants me to come in on Monday. Says I need to catch up with everyone else and get up to speed.



Wasn’t really sure what I was gonna do all day in an empty office, but then I guess Sheena overheard because she peeks out from her cubicle and tells me that she’ll come in and check on me on Monday. I told her that she didn’t need to, and that she shouldn’t waste UN Day cause of me, but she said that she stays in the company dorms in this building anyway, so it’s no hassle for her.



I mean, I still feel guilty. But that’s, like, really nice of her.



Mikaela Morse, signing off!








[Entries Minimized]: 1630-1632








[Entry Number]: 1633

[Date]:  27-Oct-2078



[Transcript]: (Auto-Generated)



Was late to work today, because of the lockdown this morning. Jeff still gave me fucking hell over it.



I mean, what the hell am I supposed to do when my apartment building shutters up and closes the storm hatches? Crowbar my way out and walk through two miles of superstorm to get to the office?



Jeff said I need to watch the weather alerts, as if half an hour of fucking notice would have made any difference. Other than, maybe, I’d’ve been outside when it hit. Wonder if Jeff would show up at my funeral just to yell at me for lying down during office hours.



Mikaela Morse, signing off.
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[Entry Number]: 1640

[Date]:  2-Nov-2078



[Transcript]: (Auto-Generated)



Jeff’s still a dick, but I can almost see why he said that Sue needs to retire. I mean, she’s really, really sweet, and she reminds me of Nana, but she forgot to allocate for one of the shipments today, again. I did my best to cover for her, but, like, I’m not going to always be available, you know? Anyway, I got Sue in the clear before the office in France closed for the day, and then I stayed a little later to finish up my own stuff.



Sheena noticed. She said it was really cool of me to look out for Sue. I don’t know about that, I mean, I’m just passing along the kindness. And I’d really hate to see Sue get fired, with the world and stuff the way it is.



This is Mikaela Morse. Signing off!








[Entries Minimized]: 1641-1643








[Entry Number]: 1644

[Date]:  2-Nov-2078



[Transcript]: (Auto-Generated)



Quick note to myself. Hankan Arigato. <Japanese Detected. Auto-transcription:  “反感 ありがとう” >








[Reminder set for]: Entry 1644

[Reminder alert at]: 18:30, 2-Nov-2078








[Entry Number]: 1645

[Date]:  2-Nov-2078



[Transcript]: (Auto-Generated)



Okay, so I accidentally open-casted my music playlist earlier today on the department’s audio channel instead of just my earbuds. Big oops. Didn’t even notice until halfway through the song, Jeff came in and started lecturing me about professionalism in the workplace.



But when he was gone, Sheena came up to my desk and fist-bumped me. Holy cow, she listens to Social Disorder too! She said that this was the best thing that happened to her for the five years she was working here.



We chatted for a bit about their albums, and then she recommended I check out this other band, Hankan Arigato, and I just did when I came home. I think they sound pretty cool. They only do a few songs in English, though.



Sheena saw me when I made that quick note to myself so I wouldn’t forget the band name. She asked me what I was doing, and I just told her that I give myself reminders about thing I don’t want to forget. I kinda feel bad about not telling the whole truth.



Anyways, Mikaela Morse, signing off!








[Entries Minimized]: 1646-1682








[Entry Number]: 1683

[Date]:  12-Jan-2078



[Transcript]: (Auto-Generated)



Big fucking project coming up. Jeff wants our team to put together a SKU-level database for every single product code being sent to each country for all of last year.



The info is in about thirty different databases spread out across all six of our company campuses.



Going to be harder, with Sue gone. Sheena and I put together a plan that Jeff signed off on, but honestly we were making up a lot of the time allocations. At very least, he knows we’re going to be overloaded.



I honestly might cry. It’s a lot of work.



[Untranscribable Audio: Sighing]



Mikaela Morse, signing off.
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[Entry Number]: 1692

[Date]:  1-Feb-2078



[Transcript]: (Auto-Generated)



Gotta be quick, Sheena will be back soon. Project’s done. It’s past 4 AM. I’m going to sleep. More info in my next entry.








[Entry Number]: 1693

[Date]:  1-Feb-2078



[Transcript]: (Auto-Generated)



Okay, I’m back home. What a fucking ride, these last couple of days.



Had three hours of sleep, and then stumbled into the office, barely awake. Sheena’s right—it’s really convenient to sleep in the same building as where you work.



We presented the database to the QC, Customer Service, and Regulatory folks. Everyone’s agreed to use a harmonized system from now on. Think Jeff was really happy; we made him look good. He was happy enough to tell us to go home after lunch. Kind of a jerkish reason, but whatever, I’m tired enough not to care.



Last night was… well, it was super fucking stressful and we stayed up doing like three days’ worth of work. But it was pretty fucking awesome.



I’ve never been to Sheena’s on-campus company apartment before. I knew it was in the same building, but I didn’t know that she, like, used the exact same elevator that I use every morning. Same elevator, same card swipe, just a different floor. And suddenly, I’m walking through carpeted hallways that look like a college dorm.



Her apartment was really cool. She had a bass all mounted up on the wall next to the TV. There was some compact plastic-looking furniture, with a lot of drawers and stuff. Like I said, kind of a college dorm vibe.



The place smelled like vanilla. I wonder if she did something to make it smell like that because I was coming, or if it just smells like that on its own.



So anyway, we come in, set up our consoles on the living room table, and then we’re trying to wrap up the database that Jeff wants us to present.



We talk a lot, too. Like, a lot. Sheena really makes a good pot of coffee, and after the third or fourth cup I’m all excited energy, and she’s laughing, and we’re actually kind of having fun, even though we’re still slaving away at those goddamned spreadsheets.



I remember that a little past midnight, we take a break and turn off our consoles for about an hour.



We just talk. While Sheena makes another mug of coffee, and while I pull up an album from a band I think she’ll like. I showed her Miraculous Symphonic, and I think she liked them a lot. I played the whole album for her.



We talked about, fucking everything. I even told her about these journals that I do. I even told her about I always sign off on them, like a radio host, ever since I was a kid. She said it was a cool idea, and she wanted to hear one. But I told her… well I was too nervous, and she was cool with it too.



I’ve never told anyone about my journals before. I don’t even know if mom and dad know about them.



We also talked about the whole… earth situation. Like, I told her about how I feel about the fact that humanity is just going to dissapear from this planet is just so fucking messed up. In a couple of hundred years, the last people on earth are going to die in the newest, biggest, fucked-up superstorm and then we might as well not have existed at all. Like dinosaurs. But maybe no one will ever find our bones, even.



[Untranscribable Audio: Yawning]



Sheena talked about the Eden lottery. She kind of thinks that it’s bullshit to stop people from panicking, but she also kind of really hopes that it’s real. She doesn’t really follow the newsfeeds from the first ship, the one that’s on its way to Rigil. I mean, I don’t really follow them either, like some people do, but it’s nice to check in every now and then and hear that they’re still doing okay. Or at least, they were still doing okay when they sent the message twenty light-days ago.



Sheena doesn’t think she’ll ever win the lottery. Most people won’t, after all. She thinks that I have a better chance than she does, since I have a degree. But I told her that we have the same job, and that I majored in art history. No one needs art history in space. She laughed.



We went back to work, and towards the end, I think I was falling asleep while I was sitting. Once or twice I woke up and realized I was resting my head against Sheena’s shoulder. She didn’t seem to mind, just nodded at me, and the both of us went back at those gosh-darned databases.



When we were finally done, Sheena let me sleep over. She only has one bed, and we were too tired to argue about who was “really fine with” sleeping on the couch, so we just both got under the covers, back to back.



Wasn’t as crowded as I thought it’d be, and I slept like a baby. For two or three hours, anyway.



I’m finally home now, anyway, and I figure that it’s the first time that I’m physically alone in, like, forty hours. Talking with Sheena was really cool, but, wow, I am just totally fucking drained. I think I’m might take a nap before dinner.



This is Mikaela Morse, signing off!
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[Entry Number]: 1699

[Date]:  9-Feb-2078



[Transcript]: (Auto-Generated)



Okay, so…



[Untranscribable Audio: Laughter]



Sorry, sorry, I had to stop giggling. God, I’m such a tool.



So Sheena and I started a band.



Kind of. I think.



Not sure if it counts as a band, if there are only two people in it? A duo, I guess.



So I was just talking with her at lunch, and I remembered seeing her bass in her room, and I asked her if she played, and she said that she did, but she was out of practice. And I told her that was really neat, since I don’t know how to play anything, and she said that was okay because she can’t sing worth shit.



Her words, not mine.



Anyway, so one thing led to another, and then she’s saying that I can probably sing well, since I do all this radio voice stuff. And well, after work, we… auditioned, I guess, and now I guess I sing for us.



Sheena’s actually really good on bass. She did the entire bass line and solo from “Meet Me When You Can’t” from memory, and I sang the lyrics. It was really fun.



The one thing, though, was that her amp was giving her trouble. Like, she had to twist the wire a really specific way to get it work. I told her that she needed a new one, but she said that nothing should be thrown away just because it’s in the need of a little extra loving. Well, when it did work, it sounded really fucking sweet.



It was really fucking silly. We were jumping up and down, like we were high school girls, and by the end of it both of us were gross and sweaty. So much fun.



Oh, and our band name is, Et Tu Brutal, because of that story Sheena told about her getting the quote wrong when she was a kid.



Mikaela Morse, signing the hell off!
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[Entry Number]: 1725

[Date]:  13-Mar-2078



[Transcript]: (Auto-Generated)



>H-hello, journal. This is Mikaela!



>Hey, Mikey’s journal! This is Sheeeeeeeena!



>Oh, my god, you tool.



[Untranscribable Audio: Laughter]



>So is this what you do with these? You sit here, and talk to your pad about how biguva tool I am?



>Jesus, Sheena, of course I don’t!



>You’re blushing! You’re actually blushing! Ha!



[Untranscribable Audio: Laughter]



>Ha ha, okay, Mikey, thanks for indulging me. My god, we should probably, um, go ahead and end this before you have a stroke, huh?



>Y-yeah, maybe. Thanks for, um, lending me your voice.



>No sweat, dude! Now you’ll have twenty seconds of me laughing with you to cherish for all eternity, my girl.



>Ha, okay, I’m going to end the recording now.



>Hey wait, are you going to do the thing? You know, the signing off radio-style thing?



>Okay. Just… give me a minute here. I’m smiling too much to do the voice.



[Untranscribable Audio: Laughter]



>Okay, okay, I’ve got it under control now. Stop smiling, you’ll make me laugh again.



>You’ve got this, Mikey.



[Untranscribable Audio: Throat Clearing]



>This is Mikaela Morse. Signing off!



>... Oh god, that is cute as fuuuuuuuck. I love it, I love it.



>I’m shutting it down now, Sheena.



[Untranscribable Audio: Laughter]



>Hey, wait, maybe we can—
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[Entry Number]: 1744

[Date]:  31-Mar-2078



[Transcript]: (Auto-Generated)



Shitty day. Jeff yelled at me again. I didn’t cry at the office, but I cried a little when I got home.



Sheena overheard the yelling, and she had a box of chocolates delivered to my apartment. They’re really good.
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[Entry Number]: 1768

[Date]:  19-Apr-2078



[Transcript]: (Auto-Generated)



Hey, so, crazy news: I’m packing a suitcase.



I told Sheena that I didn’t have anywhere to be, for the Earth Day holiday. I mean, I guess she already knows my whole situation. And she, like, offered to let me stay at her place for the weekend.



I mean, I tried to say ‘no’ at first, but she said that she didn’t have any plans either, and her apartment is bigger than mine, and that it’d be fun.



Ha, my heart’s pounding a little. I’m really excited, I guess. Can’t wait for work to be done the day after tomorrow, then four days of getting to hang out with Sheena.



Mikaela Morse, signing off!








[Entry Number]: 1769

[Date]:  21-Apr-2078



[Transcript]: (Auto-Generated)



Okay, so we’re in lockdown again. Apparently, it’s a fucking big storm, too. We heard just a little bit about how this might last for several days before the extranet feed died from the storm. Holy shit, suddenly I’m really glad that I have a suitcase of clothes and stuff with me.



Building’s almost empty. The few people locked in here with us all have apartments in the building. Pretty much everyone else is already taking the week or two weeks off for the holiday. 



Not Jeff. Jeff’s got himself locked in the fucking storehouse building. He left to check on inventory about fifteen minutes before the lockdown was announced.



The storehouse has got food and water and beds like everywhere else on company campus, but it’s a shitty place to be. I was locked down in there for ten hours once. Non-existent intranet connection, drafty and noisy as hell, impossible to sleep, and boredom-inducing.



Fucking perfect. I hope he’s miserable for the next few days.



I’m the only person in the department at my cubicle right now. Sheena left early to start making dinner for us. I think I’m gonna head out soon. Sheena gave my ID card access to her apartment this morning, so I get to ride the elevator to her floor. Don’t know why, but the idea makes me giddy.



I wonder if her apartment still smells like vanilla.



Morse, out!








[Entry Number]: 1769

[Date]:  21-Apr-2078



[Transcript]: (Auto-Generated)



>We are Et Tu Brutal! I’m Sheena!



>I’m Mikey!



>And this is “I’ve Got it Now!” Three, two, one!



[Untranscribable Audio: Music]



>Find it, where to find it.

>Don’t even know what I’m looking for.

>Hear it, barely hear it.

>Hear it through a crack in the door.



[Untranscribable Audio: Music]



>I’ve got it, now!

>It’s the feeling when you jump down a waterfall.

>It’s the feeling when you don’t quite feel as small,

>I’ve got it, now!

>It’s the feeling when push comes to the shove!

>I’ve got it now, I’ve got it now.

>I’ve got it now, it’s the feeling of love!



[Untranscribable Audio: Music]



>Keep it, how to keep it?

>Keep it when I don’t think that it’d last.

>Just a little closer

>Nostalgia from a withered past.



[Untranscribable Audio: Music]



>I’ve got it, now!

>It’s the feeling when you jump down a waterfall.

>It’s the feeling when you don’t quite feel as small,

>I’ve got it, now!

>It’s the feeling when push comes to the shove!

>I’ve got it now, I’ve got it now.

>I’ve got it now, it’s the feeling of love!



[Untranscribable Audio: Music]



>I’ve got it, now!

>It’s the feeling when you sprint down a highway.

>It’s the feeling when you’re really gonna fadeaway,

>I’ve got it, now!

>It’s the feeling that you’re absolutely sick of!

>I’ve got it now, I’ve got it now.

>I’ve got it now, it’s the feeling of love!



[Untranscribable Audio: Music]

[Untranscribable Audio: Laughter]



>We are Et Tu Brutal, and this was “I’ve Got it Now!”



[Untranscribable Audio: Laughter]



>This is Mikaela Morse, signing off!








[Entry Number]: 1770

[Date]:  22-Apr-2078



[Transcript]: (Auto-Generated)



Sheena kissed me.



We were talking about one of the songs I wrote, and I stepped out to take a quick shower, and then when I came out I had a towel on, and Sheena was there in the kitchen. And then I blushed, and she said not to worry because I was hot. And I said that she was too.



And then…



Well, and then.



… My god, I was so nervous, I thought I was going to fucking faint. But, like, in a good way? I don’t know, holy shit.



I need to wrap this up quick. She’s going to be done with her shower soon.



Morse, out!
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>Okay, it’s on.



>Heeeey, Mikey’s journal!



>Oh god, don’t say it like that, you’re making me nervous again.



>Ha, I’m sorry, I’m sorry, ha. If you think this’ll help calm you down, you do what you gotta do.



>I don’t know, I just wanted to… talk, I guess.



>And make a porno clip at the same time?



>Sheena!



[Untranscribable Audio: Laughter]



>Okay, okay, sorry! Sorry! Stop throwing pillows, ha!



>Ugh! I just… Ugh, I don’t know what I’m doing.



>You don’t need to know, Mikey, just do what you think is fun. Do what you think feels good.



>But what if I… Oh, I don’t know. Fuck it up?



>Fuck up fucking? That’s definitely an oxymoron. 



[Untranscribable Audio: Laughter]



>Whew, I’m all, like, giggly. Imma be honest, I’m really nervous.



>Is this like what you were saying the other day? Mikey, I swear to god and satan both, you are hot as hell. Just look at, all this!



>Well, you're just... you're so beautiful, you know?



>Do I know?



[Untranscribable Audio: Laughter]



>I guess you do, Sheena. But I mean, like... Your hair's really cool. And your eyeshadow is gorgeous. And you smell like vanilla. Holy shit.



>Ha, Mikey, laying it on thick. When you've already got my pants down. Here, let me try something else.



>Oh geez. Oh, wow.



[Untranscribable Audio: Sighing]



>Does that feel good?



>Y-yeah. It does.



>I like it too.



[Untranscribable Audio: Unclear Vocalization]



>Just, keep telling me how you feel, okay? I don’t want to, like, push you, you know.



>No, I want it. I just… I gotta switch off the recording. I don’t want this on tape.



>You gonna radio sign off again, first? I can help.



[Untranscribable Audio: Laughter]



>Not this time, Sheena.
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Just got a ping from the city. Lockdown's going to end tomorrow. I'm... almost kind of disappointed. I almost wish it'd last forever.



It doesn't matter, though. I'm really okay with how things are. I'm happy.



Need to stay quiet. Sheena's still asleep. She doesn't snore, but she mumbles.



This is Mikaela Morse, signing off!





      

      
   
      Cascade


      

      
      
         Slim, with a curving body like a high thundercloud about to deliver its storm, she stood in the center of the white bedroom. From her forehead, a long stream of dark hair swept back over her ears and flowed down, conforming to her back, breasts and hips, until it ended near her ankles. She wore a plain black skirt and mini tube top, and was barefoot.



There was a knock behind her at the door. "Ready?" came his voice.



"Ready," she said as she stood in the window light, her hair swaying in a gentle breeze that stirred the curtains. From behind, she was a sort of negative ghost, a black spindle form of abstract humanoid lines. She heard him enter, but did not turn to greet him. She felt his steps behind her, his appraising pauses, and his soft steps on the floor.



Suddenly he was in front of her, pressing a large pair of metal scissors to her sternum, right between her breasts and under her mini top. She breathed deeply in shock and the cold metal pressed harder against her as her ribs rose. She locked eyes with him, her heart lifting its beats like the notes of a song…



He opened the scissors and slipped the lower blade under her tube top, and cut once, twice. It sprang loose from her chest and fell down to the floor. 



He circled her, openly enjoying her exposed breasts, letting the flat of the scissors blade trail under them, then down her sides, across her belly, around her ass, then to her front again, where he looked her in the eyes as his hands trailed down towards her skirt. He reached with one hand and seized her chin, drew her up into a kiss, and she felt his whiskery cheeks and tasted his wine-scented lips. The cold scissors pressed low against her belly. 



He broke the kiss, licking his lips, then slid the scissors down to the waist of her skirt. Again, a swift cut, and her skirt fell to the floor, rolling around her thighs and falling about her feet. Another two snips removed her panties.



He moved to her back and she felt the cold smooth blade at the nape of her neck. A single moan escaped her. She felt his lips at her ear.



“You can always get more clothes. But once I do this... there’s no going back…”



The safeword leapt to the back of her mind, and there it remained. She bowed her head against the familiar weight that lay over her shoulders and her ass, and nodded, just the barest of nods.



The scissors slashed, silver blades ruthlessly chopping the sleek black glossy hairs. As they cut, the long tresses fell, collapsing into a plastic bag he’d placed on the floor behind her. Her head jerked forward and then back again as each cut was made.



He took up some of the tresses that had fallen outside of the plastic, and pulled on them, twisting them like ropes. “Come,” he gestured, indicating the bed.



She stepped forward, her bare feet leaving the mountain of hair behind her. Naked, light as a soft caress of love on goosebumped skin, she walked to the edge of the bed and waited.



"Down. Spread."



She lay back on the cotton sheets, then parted her legs and laid her arms out to the sides of the bed. The air was suddenly very cool between her thighs. She was aware of the blue skies out the window and the beating of her heart as it strove to keep pace with her desire.



He bent over her, rope-strands of hair in hand. He brought up straps from below the bed, each ending in a D ring. He tied the hair through the rings and around her wrists and ankles, and soon she was secured, the strands of hair wrapped just tight enough around her to hold her helpless, but not uncomfortable.



He stood over her, naked himself, leaning down to her ear to whisper dirty things, stroking her under her breasts, along her legs and between her thighs, her sides, her ankles, the base of her neck. She squirmed and groaned deep in her throat, as the sweet touches and the filthy filthy talk continued. She pulled at her restraints, her hands balled into fists and her toes clenching as she tensed her legs.



Closer he got, and closer, his hot breath on her skin, and then he was on the bed, climbing on top of her, his thighs brushing between hers with an electrical surge of lust that sent a whirlwind of need up from her crotch through her belly. She felt his broad strong hands stroking her stomach and then taking firm hold of her sides, just above her hips, and holding her steady as he leaned over her and his loins hovered over hers as he laid himself over her and stroked back and forth, teasing her slowly with tiny thrusts of his hips. Her groans became guttural and she arched her back and tried to raise her hips to meet his, but the hair ropes held and she couldn't get her feet under her. The whirlwind inside her became a hurricane of lust that wanted to draw him into her forever.



Grinning down at her, he rose upright and straddled her chest, pressing himself over her face, and she smelled the scent of her desire clinging to him as he took hold of her shortened hair and raised her lips to him. She opened wide and took him in, wrapping her lips around him, feeling him warm and wet on her tongue, the smooth texture of him and his sexual musk filling her breath as she teased him in turn with her tongue and lips.



Suddenly he pulled away and leaned down to kiss her, his breath becoming hers and the taste of his lips on her own. He laid himself down, covering her nakedness with his own, his hairy chest brushing her erect nipples and his thighs pressing warmly between hers as he reared back just enough, slowly, and then pressed forward into her. She bit her lip and rolled her hips from side to side as he sank slowly and sweetly into her, becoming the center of her hurricane.



Deeper he pressed, opening her wide, until his loins firmly met hers and she looked up into his eyes, her whole world occupied by him. He surged inside her and she rose and rippled like waves under him, rocking with him as he drove into her, cradling his lust inside of hers.



Soon he was giving her all of his intensity, slaking his needs upon her, driving home with thrusts that shivered the bedframe and made the floor creak. Taken, bucking and thrusting her own hips to meet his, tossing her head from side to side, she felt her climax rising to meet his until they cried out together in unity and she received the very essence of him deep inside her body.



She twitched with the urge to hug him, wrap her legs around him, bind him to her forever. Pinned to the bed, she could do nothing but hold him tight inside her as his exhausted weight pressed down on her loins and belly and breasts and they panted together, hearts pounding in tandem like footsteps of runners after the race is done.



He rose too soon from that timeless moment, reaching to the nightstand to take up the scissors. He cut one of the hair ropes and placed the handle of the cold instrument into her hand. He withdrew from her, dressed himself without conversation, without even a glance, then picked up the heavy plastic bag of hair and left. She heard the front door being opened and shut, locked, behind him.

 

She took in the air from the breeze, cool over her inflamed skin, feeling all the places where he wasn't. The bedsheets also pressed against her strangely in the absence of her long hair. Her head moved so easily now as she watched him walking off down the path outside.



She relaxed and lowered her head, her whole body pleasantly warm from the banked fires of lust. Freedom was close at hand, but it didn't have to happen just yet.
      

      
   
      Innards
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