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Lust Book 1






“Oh come on!” Claire kicked the heavy box in
frustration. It sat there, its brown sides proof of her failure.
The words written on it in black Sharpie, “Bedroom, New Place”,
almost broke her heart all over again. “I should set you on fire,”
she added.

Then she sighed. What was the use anyway? She
could burn the box, but she would be burning it in her new
apartment, the place that held no memories of her life with Greg.
Nor would it hold Greg, for that matter, since he was still in the
place they used to share—with the woman he had decided he loved
more than Claire.

She opened her refrigerator and peered in at
the contents—half a melon, an unopened bottle of champagne someone
had given her almost a year before, a bottle of soda and half a
chocolate cake. She slammed the door shut again, opened it and
grabbed out the cake.

She was stuffing a bite into her mouth when
her phone rang. Great, her mother. Just what she needed right now.
That woman would probably know she was eating cake—she would be
able to hear the calories in her voice or something.

She answered it anyway, despite what her
common sense told her to do. The first thing her mother said was,
“Do you know who’s trying to get in touch with you?”

Her heart leaped. She had changed her number,
and maybe that gamble had paid off. “Greg?”

“What? No, Brent.”

“Brent?”

“The boy who used to live next door.”

“Oh, Brent. “ How had she forgotten Brent? He
had been her best friend all through high school. He had been a
skinny guy with a surprisingly athletic streak, which played out on
the playgrounds, at the basketball courts and on the tracks, rather
than in organized sports. The two of them had kept each other
company on many a lonely weekend. “Why’s he looking for me?”

“He’s out of the Army and he came home for a
few days. He’s on his way to New York to work for a private
security company. He knows you live there and thought he would say
hello.”

Brent, with the shy smile and the habit of
making her laugh at the worst of times. She eyed the boxes lying
around the open concept kitchen and living room and said, “Did you
give him my number?”

“I was calling to ask if you would mind. I
mean, I know now is not the best of times for you, what with Greg
having gone asshole and all.”

Leave it to her mom to put things in
perspective. “Brent’s always been a good friend Mom. Give him my
new number. How is he anyway?”

“Oh—fine.” Her mother emphasized the last
word and Claire rolled her eyes. Her mom thought Johnny Depp was
hot, but only as Captain Jack Sparrow. She said it was something
about the eyeliner and matching teeth that made her shiver. “I’ll
give him your number then. How’s the new place?”

“Awesome. Listen I have to run, my dinner’s
boiling over.”

“Oh, you’re cooking now?”

Claire hung up before she could feel guilty.
Brent. She shoved another forkful of cake into her mouth, smiling
at the memory of her best friend. Brent was just what she needed,
someone who could make her laugh, and who wanted nothing from
her.

Yea, that was just what she needed.

**

The doorbell rang and Claire smiled. She had
spent the entire Sunday cleaning and unpacking. The last thing she
wanted was for Brent to see her with everything such a mess,
especially since he was going to be staying with her for a few days
while the apartment he had rented was being cleaned out and readied
for his arrival.

She swung the door open and the smile died on
her face. A gorgeous man with short cut blonde hair, a tan that
would not quit and body that did not either stared back at her. Her
eyes dipped helplessly to his broad shoulders and wide chest, the
tucked in shirt that revealed the tautness of his waist and
flatness of his stomach and the jeans that clung to his lean hips
and legs.

My God he was gorgeous! Her mouth literally
watered. His jeans were just tight enough for her to see the manly
bulge at his crotch, and the sleeves of his shirt were rolled back
to show his strong wrists and the golden hairs that glinted
there.

She swallowed hard. Her mind was utterly
blank, except for the very nasty thoughts that were running through
her mind at the sight of that plump bulge and the deep blue eyes
that were looking back at her.

“I’m sorry, I think I got the wrong
apartment.” He leaned back to check the number on the door and his
shirt drew tighter. His jeans hitched up. Claire almost
fainted.

“Who are you looking for?”

“An old friend…Claire…”

“Brent?” It could not be! There was no way in
hell! Where was his ever-present book and the big feet…her eyes
flickered down, his feet were still huge and it looked like his
cock was too, or at least it seemed to be from where she stood.
Well, maybe those old wives’ tales had a grain of truth in them
after all.

“Claire?” he looked shocked too. She laughed
and put a hand up to her hair. In high school it had been a carroty
orange-red, frizzy and usually slicked back in a tight ponytail for
convenience. Now it lay to her shoulders in deeper auburn waves.
She had lost that pudge around her chin and jaws and, while she
still had curves, and was proud of them, her waist was small and
her arms toned from the hours she put in at the gym.

“Yes it’s me.” She reached to hug him and
they fell together awkwardly. He smelled good, too good. Her
panties were moist and her urge to hold on to him just grew
stronger with every second. If his suitcase had not bumped into her
calf, almost knocking her over, she might have.

As it was he dropped the suitcase and grabbed
her. For a brief, heart stopping second she was cradled against his
chest, her breasts smashed flat against that muscular flesh. What
the hell had he done to himself? Had he been kidnapped by aliens?
Been the subject of some top secret government experiment? Whatever
it was, it had suited him.

Brent was also close to hyperventilating. She
smelled like lilies and chocolate, her hair was soft and fragrant
as it brushed against his mouth and nose and her nipples were hard
peaks rubbing his flesh. He could feel those stiff points right
through the fabric of his shirt, and hers too.

He wanted to kiss her, and not some chaste
little kiss on the cheek or forehead either. He wanted to ravage
her, to part her lips with his tongue and kiss her slow and deep.
He almost did, and might have if she had not cleared her throat and
stepped back.

“Well, come on in. I mean I can’t just leave
you standing in the doorway.” Her laugh held nervousness and he was
pleased to note that her eyes kept going to his crotch and then
away. So she was turned on too, good.

He had always had a crush on her. All through
junior high and high school he had hoped she would notice him as
more than just the guy who lived next door and hung out with her on
the weekends while everyone else was out cruising and partying and
going to the movies or whatever it was that they did.

She never had. He had remained a friend, and
he had thought he was finally okay with that. But, seeing her, her
nipples stroking the soft material of her old tee shirt, her hair
falling over her shoulders and her green eyes made smoky and
stunning by the careful application of dark liner and mascara,
reassured him he was not over that hope yet.

“This is nice. I have to admit it makes my
place look like a hovel.”

Claire laughed, “You should’ve seen my last
place. It was two thousand square feet.”

“No shit?” He whistled. “In Manhattan? What
did you do, kill all your neighbors and break down the walls?”

“Worse. I lived with a real estate
broker.”

“And yet you don’t seem to have any major
chunks missing.”

He saw the tears that welled up in her eyes
before she could blink them back and was instantly sorry. Her
mother had told him that her ex had basically tossed her out in the
street with no warning or even explanation. She did have chunks
missing, right there in the region of her heart.

“Shit, I’m sorry Claire. I didn’t mean to
bring up bad memories.”

“It’s not your fault. I do have a few chunks
missing, but I think I’m lucky I escaped with most of my hide at
this point.”

He enveloped her in a hug. Her cheek pressed
against his chest and his scent filled her nostrils. Her heart
thundered and her mouth went dry, his arms tightened around her and
she wanted to stay right there forever. How many hugs had he given
her over the years? How many times had she wanted to stretch up on
her tiptoes and kiss that full mouth? Run her hands through his
thick wiry hair?

How many times had she tried to give him a
silent signal, how many times had she wanted to tell him she wanted
him, only to stop herself from saying the words because she was
afraid he would not reciprocate her feelings? Too many, and she was
too fragile right now to risk rejection again, so she stepped back
out of his embrace, not knowing that he felt the sting of rejection
she was hoping to avoid.

“This is a Pre-War apartment,” she said and
stepped further back so he could follow her out of the narrow foyer
and into the living room. “This used to be Hell’s Kitchen you
know.”

“I know. It’s something trendy and fabulous
now I’m sure.” He struck a sultry pose, a hand on his hip and his
eyes fluttering madly. Laughter exploded out of her mouth and she
was back in his arms before he could stop to think how hard his
cock was, and worry that she might feel it poking against her
belly. If she did she gave no indication of it.

“I’m so glad you’re here Brent. I missed you
more than I can say. When you were in Iraq I used to worry every
time the news came on.”

“It wasn’t so bad,” he said lightly.

“Okay, well. It’s one bedroom but the couch
is a convertible. I thought we could put your suitcase in that
closet and, since there’s only one bathroom, I hope you don’t mind
the sight of feminine stuff.”

“You mean toothpaste and soap?”

She laughed and pushed away from his chest,
landing a playful swat on his arm. “You have to tell me everything.
It’s been far too long since we got to hang out together.”

**

They spent the afternoon catching up,
laughing and talking about the people they had gone to school with
and eating a giant sloppy pizza. By eight they had decided to go
out to the little corner bar, and when they left there it was
almost midnight. The streets leading back to her apartment were
mostly deserted, and they were both laughing and staggering
slightly from the bucket of beers they had imbibed.

Claire knew she wanted Brent. Every time his
hip bumped hers, while they were walking or dancing or just sitting
there talking, her heart gave a hard lurch in her chest. Her pussy
was so wet, her panties felt sticky, and she could almost smell
that scent, that sweetly salty aroma, that signaled her own
arousal.

He put his hand on her back, right there in
the hollow above her ass cheeks. His fingers pressed down lightly
into the bundle of nerves that tangled there, eliciting a strong
reaction from her. Her breath caught and her mouth went dry. Her
breasts tingled and her stomach went loose and liquid.

Her pussy literally clenched, her walls
tightening in an effort to relieve some of the pressure that his
touch was creating. She wanted to simply turn and kiss him, or just
climb on him, wrap her legs around his waist and let him carry her
home like that.

She put that thought away, stepping slightly
away from him so that her hip would not accidentally bump his
again. She was not sure she could withstand many more of his
touches. Brent felt her pull away and he thought she was telling
him, politely, that she wanted none of his handling of her.

He knew he had been touching her purposely—he
couldn’t help it. She was driving him insane. He told himself to
cool it, to leave her alone. Stop thinking about sliding his cock
into her, feeling her hips in his hands and her ass cheeks jiggling
as he fucked her hard from behind.

Not thinking about the two of them in bed
together was easier said than done it seemed.

They were passing by a small sex shop. Its
windows held a gaudy display of cocks and leather harnesses. Brent
stared at the wares for a moment and then laughed, “Holy shit. I
used to think going in to buy a girlie mag at the drugstore was
scary.”

“That was in small town Indiana,“ Claire
replied. “Buying a girlie mag there was scary.”

“How would you know?”

“You sent me in to get you one once,
remember?”

“Oh, yeah. But in my defense you did lose
that bet.”

Her eyes went back to the window and her
breath went shallow. There was a plain black blindfold there,
hanging off a mannequin’s arm. The sight of it disturbed her, in
the best way possible. Her senses were already heightened and her
pussy grew damper, uncomfortably so.

Brent noticed it. He was turned on too, and
the blindfold made him think things he probably should not. Like
how hot she would look with that scrap of black silk covering her
eyes. He had never done anything like that before, and she was his
best friend! Or was she? Times had changed, and so had they. She
was definitely interested in him, he could tell, and he knew he
wanted her too.

Claire started walking again. Her knees felt
too weak to hold her up and her head swam from the alcohol and the
need that was raging through her. She was conflicted. Brent had
been the guy she had always turned to, he knew her every
secret.

He had been the shoulder she had cried on
after that horrible Dennis Lane had tricked her into losing her
virginity to him and then told everyone in school she was
promiscuous. Brent knew about her dreams, and he had been the one
to tell her that she could be anything she wanted to be.

Now here she was, with that boy who had
become a man, and he showed no signs of wanting her any more now
than he had in high school. She had always wondered why he had not
been interested in her, but since she had had such low self-esteem
she hadn’t dared to ask, or try to push for more. Dennis had taught
her a hard lesson in rejection and humiliation.

Brent had gone away that summer, right before
she had left for college, and she had missed him terribly. She had
wanted to tell him how much she had cared about him, but he wrote
so infrequently, and his letters were always filled with stories of
how great things were, so she never did. He was better off not
knowing how she felt, he might have stayed behind—or she might
have, and neither of them would have had the life they wanted.

But things were different now. They were both
in the city, they were both still single, so why not try? Because
she was already bruised and aching from Greg’s betrayal. She didn’t
need to screw up any more of her life or heart.

Silent and slightly crestfallen they walked
the few blocks to her apartment. They went in and stood there,
neither of them knowing what to say, and the silence drew out until
finally Claire spoke. “I guess I should get to bed. I have to work
in the morning.”

“Yeah, me too.”

“The first day on the job is the worst.”

“Always.”

“Good night then.” She paused, hoping he
would say something, anything, but he did not. She stopped at the
bathroom to wash her face and brush her teeth, then went into her
bedroom. She could hear him moving around, brushing his teeth and
then settling into the couch.

She rolled over onto her belly and caught
sight of the sleep mask she wore sometimes. It looked almost like
the blindfold she had seen at the sex store, and her belly clenched
with longing. She ran a finger across her lips, wondering what it
would feel like to have him kiss her there. Then she brushed her
fingertips against her nipples, they stiffened even further, and
she cupped her breasts, desperate for release.

Her breath hitched in as she flexed her hips
and stroked the front of her fresh panties with her hand. The silky
material quickly grew sticky as her fingers traced across her
mound, teasing at the erect bud of her clit. She groaned softly,
muffling the sound with her hand. She wanted to storm into the
living room and ask him if he thought she was ugly or what, why he
didn’t ever make a move on her…

Good girls did not do that though. She grit
her teeth. She had spent her whole life waiting for men to make the
first move, and look what it had gotten her—creeps like Dennis and
Greg, while a perfectly great guy like Brent was out there, on her
couch and available and…

Nice. Fuck, he was a nice guy and what if he
didn’t really want her. What kind of sex would pity sex feel like?
Better than none at all, a little voice whispered inside her head.
How did he get so hot? I mean, the way his prick was straining at
the buttons of his jeans!

She rolled back over and sat up, unable to
lie still any longer. Her fingers were still warm from her
explorations, but her body ached with a desire she could not slake
herself, and she knew it. There was a vibrator in the drawer of the
nightstand, would he hear it if she used it? Maybe…and what would
she say to him in the morning over coffee? “Hey, hope my
masturbating did not keep you up all night. I would’ve been
finished sooner if you had joined me.”

She flopped back down, the bed squealed in
protest, and she flipped over onto her back, staring at the
ceiling. She never heard his footsteps, he had been trained to be
quiet, so when he knocked softly at her door she jerked in
surprise.

“Yes?” Her voice shook.

“Are you okay?” Brent was positive she was in
there crying. Her lousy ex was probably on her mind. He knew he
should just go back to the couch and let her alone, the last thing
on earth she needed was a horny man busting into her bedroom, cock
waving and… That mental picture was funny at least, but it did not
stem the tide of desire flowing through him.

“I’m fine!” There was a note of hysteria on
her voice and he turned away.

In her bed Claire pressed her legs together
and tried to ignore the throbbing in her clit. Her fingers went
back to her panties, and this time they dipped below the material.
Her labia were slick, slippery and yielded easily to her slight
pressure. Her breath caught and her hips jerked as she stroked her
clit, wanting to come as quickly and silently as possible so that
she could get some sleep and stop thinking about having sex with
Brent.

He moved around and she caught a faint whiff
of his cologne lingering on the air around her. She whimpered, what
the hell was going on? Last week she had been thinking that it
would be nice to see an old friend, now she wanted to strip naked
and run out to her living room, yelling out something patently
ridiculous like, “Take me—take me now you handsome brute!”

Okay, maybe it wasn’t that bad just yet, but
she was definitely in a bad way. She was horny, slightly tipsy and
having nasty fantasies about Brent and…and that damned blindfold.
Why was that so appealing? She wanted to be wearing it, to be naked
and blind and vulnerable in front of him—under him, wrapped around
him.

Shit. She moved her hand away and stared at
the ceiling, trying to think about anything else. Work, or what to
make for dinner tomorrow, or…or…it was useless. Her mind drifted
back to the way his jeans had slid down over his hips, and that
faint tan line there, a long slim band of white around his narrow
waist.

His jeans had slid lower and his shirt had
tightened against his spine, outlining the knobs of it, the muscles
of his back. Wouldn’t that feel good under her heels, wouldn’t her
legs be perfect tossed over those broad strong shoulders?

What the hell was she doing? There was no way
she was going to have sex with Brent, no way at all. He didn’t even
want her!

Brent had been a soldier for far too long not
to hear Claire’s furtive movements in her bedroom. What was she
doing? Weeping her eyes out? Wishing she was back in that giant
apartment with the man who had hurt her? He grit his teeth. He had
an almost irresistible urge to masturbate furiously, to make his
own release, but his hand never made it to his stiff flesh. There
was no substitute for what he wanted and needed, why bother?

I could walk around with a rock hard cock
until I either explode or it understands she ain’t interested, he
thought. How like high school that would be. There were so many
days I was sure my prick was simply going to fly right out of my
pants. Hell I wore jogging pants for a whole year, extremely large
ones, to keep her from knowing I was getting a stiffie around
her.

There was a muffle cry from her bedroom. He
couldn’t stand it anymore.

Put it away buddy, be her friend. That was
the thought in his mind when he gently opened the door. He had been
prepared to find her weeping, red eyed and sorrow filled, but
instead her hair was tousled, her face flushed and her eyes
brighter than the beer or tears would have made them.

“Are you okay?” he advanced, helpless to
resist. His fingers literally itched with the need to touch her, to
caress the soft skin visible above and between the sweet pink lace
camisole she wore on her upper body.

It hit him then, the smell of arousal. His
eyes went to the sheets tangled around her lower body, her hand
still caught between her thighs, and then back up to her flushed
face. He had walked in on her in what was obviously an intimate
moment, one that he had no business interrupting.

“Sorry,” he stuttered and backed away. His
dick was so hard it ached, and he was in dire need of some alone
time himself. He wanted to see her hand on her pussy, watch her
stroking that slim saddle of flesh between her curvy thighs.

He wanted to touch himself while she watched,
stroke his cock with his fingers, pump it with his fist until all
the built up and pent in need overflowed and spilled across her
ripe breasts…

Those thoughts were not helping him to walk
away as he should.

Claire was embarrassed, but she was also so
turned on that she could barely breathe. Brent wore loose fitting
pajama bottoms and nothing else. His bare chest glowed in the dim
light, his dick was so hard she could see the shape of it under the
baggy fabric.

She had to have him, to touch him and to be
touched by him, no matter what the cost might be.

“Brent,” it was a sigh. Her eyes went back to
that sleep mask and so did his. They both had the same thought, and
they both knew exactly what the other was thinking. Desire
overwrote everything else. Brent went to the bed and leaned over
it, kissing her as deeply as he had wanted to ever since she had
opened her door earlier that day.

He grabbed the sleep mask and twirled it
around his finger. Was he wrong in thinking she might like it? He
doubted he was wrong, her expression had been clear when she had
stared at the one in the window. He pulled it over her face and his
cock gave a hard painful throb at the sight of it.

She was beautiful blindfolded. He could see
the fear written in her body language, her hands clenched. Her body
went stiff, but the covers slid down to reveal her spreading legs
and the wetness on her panties.

“Do you want?” he began.

‘Yes,” she got out, interrupting him before
he could even finish forming the question. Her soft mouth sought
his out and they kissed again, tongues twining and dancing around
each other’s, and his hands slipped onto her shoulders. Her skin
was silky smooth and he wanted to touch every inch of it.

Claire grabbed at his pajama bottoms, almost
tearing them. The blindfold took away her sight but made her other
senses keener. She could hear her own heartbeat thundering away in
her ears, smell his cologne and her wetness, and hear his shallow
breathing.

He was undressed quickly, and so was she. Her
fingers explored the hard muscles of his body, reveling in his
strength, as his lips and teeth went to her nipples. She cried out,
her back arching slightly as he teased those sensitive points,
raising them so high they literally hurt.

It was a good kind of pain though.

His fingers slid between her legs and she
gasped, wriggled and began seeking out his manhood with her
fingers. She couldn’t see, so she traced down the flat skin of his
abdomen until she touched his crisp pubic curls.

Brent had wanted her for far too long, her
very touch enflamed him. Her hand wrapped around his thick shaft
and a slippery drop of precome slid out from the slit on the top of
his swollen head. He grabbed her hands and held them over her head.
Her breasts raised and she whimpered—a small sound that was rife
with passion.

He grabbed the long pillow below her head, an
idea forming, and stripped the case from it, before recapturing her
hands once more. He bound her wrists with the silky pillowcase—it
made a large and lumpy knot, and he knew it would not hold if she
did not want it to, but she remained positioned where he had placed
her, her slender arms above her head and her masked face showing
her excitement in her parted lips and the red flush creeping across
her cheeks and up her chin.

Eager to taste her flesh, Brent trailed his
lips back down her body. His tongue left wet trails along her
belly, and then he nibbled at her upper thighs. Claire whimpered
again, her ass rising off the bed and her legs spreading even
further.

His tongue delved between her legs, tasting
the sticky juices that had gathered on her labia. He used two
fingers to hold those delicate lips open and took his time,
savoring the moment, as he went deeper, his tongue stiffening as it
probed her inner folds.

Claire was awash in sensation. The pillowcase
around her wrists, the blindfold, and his tongue and fingers, all
combined to send her into a place filled with ecstasy. All thought
was gone, she was simply in the moment, enjoying the sensations he
was creating in her body.

His tongue circled her clit, teased it and
then applied pressure, a delicious tormenting pressure that made
her walls contract and her toes curl. His fingers went deep inside
her, sliding into her easily thanks to the flowing juices coming
from her body.

She was about to come, she could feel it in
her every cell and she wanted it, but more—she wanted to feel him
inside of her. She wanted to feel his hard throbbing flesh encased
in her own, she wanted to bring him the same roaring pleasure he
was giving her.

Brent knew she was close to climax and he
could not hold back any longer. He positioned himself between her
sprawled legs, looking down at her again, the sight of her bound
and vulnerable body creating an actual cramp of need in his
belly.

He rubbed the head of his cock into the
heated oils gathered at her opening and she wriggled, moaning and
gasping, pumping her hips in an effort to draw him in. He slid
inside of her, a bare inch, she was tight and hot—too tight. He had
to give her time to adjust to his girth, although what he really
wanted to do was ram into her mindlessly, lose himself in her body
for hours.

Claire felt his cock stretching her walls.
She had never known a man so large, and pain came and went as he
slid inside of her slowly, inch by inch, allowing her to adjust to
his size. When he was fully inside of her he rested there for a
moment, his weight held above her body, and she raised her ass
slightly, testing her limits.

Slowly they began a rhythm that soon turned
from leisurely and easy to hard and fast. Claire could not get
enough of him, his hot thick prick filled her up, slid along her
walls and made her squirm and shudder in utter abandon. She had
never been very vocal during sex, but she could not stop the cries
coming from her mouth, and she didn’t want to either. She urged him
on, her legs spreading and her heels digging into the mattress as
she strained for the orgasm that hovered just out of her reach.

His fingers came between their bodies and
went to her clit, tweaking it almost painfully. A huge shudder ran
through her body and she cried out once more, her walls clenching
and tightening around him. His mouth met hers and they kissed, a
ferocious and desperate kiss, as her sheath tightened and loosened
on his swollen flesh.

Hot juices spilled form her pussy, soaking
his cock and dripping down her ass crack to the bed below. Her
mouth hung open in a desperate moan and her fingers tightened into
fists, her nails scratching her own palms as she came again and
again, glistening fluids slicking his cock and thighs as he
continued to drive into her.

Her legs wrapped more tightly around him, her
heels bumping his spine. He grabbed her legs and shoved them
backward, hooking her ankles over his shoulders, spreading her
wider and she groaned, twisting and moaning under him. His hands
held her upper things from below, his fingers grasping her tightly
as he swirled his hips from side to side, then in a circle,
determined to make her come again, to make sure she enjoyed every
bit of their encounter.

His hips bumped hers, bruising them. Her body
was driven into the mattress, her breath was stilled, caught in her
throat and she did not care—she was frantic with the need to come
again. Her walls clenched and released, her body shuddering and
jack knifing as another orgasm rammed through her.

She tried to speak but only inarticulate
sounds came from her mouth and throat. Brent sealed those sounds
off with a furious and passionate kiss, one that brought his breath
rushing into her lungs and started her own breath once more.

Brent’s orgasm hit him just as hard. His back
curled into a question mark shape, his fingers clutched her
shoulder so tightly he left small bruises there, and he buried his
face in the hollow of her neck as his cock throbbed and sent thick
splashes of heavy white come spilling into her swollen channel.

He withdrew, then pumped back into her,
wanting to feel every ounce of pleasure as her tunnel squeezed and
went loose again around him. Her sheath was slippery and it clung
to the softening flesh of his prick, making him wish he could fuck
her yet again.

He collapsed on top of her, his weight
anchoring and reassuring her. Neither of them spoke for long
moments, neither of them knew what to say now that the storm had
passed. Claire didn’t want to think about it, and neither did he.
She waited until he regained his breath and then he pulled the
sleep mask and the pillowcase away, tossing them into a corner.

Unable to speak at that point, exhausted and
sated, they curled up together. Brent cuddled Claire close,
marveling at how well her body fit into the hollows of his own.

“Do you remember when you used to come over
and sleep in my bed?” Claire asked sleepily. “My dad was convinced
you either had an Oedipal Complex or were gay.”

“Ouch,” Brent said. “I guess that’s the
penalty for having a shrink for a dad.”

“It’s funny I turned out to be a lawyer like
both your parents rather than an analyst like my own,” she
admitted.

His fingers traced her nipples and she felt
his cock stiffening against her juice soaked thigh. Could he really
be hardening again? When was the last time anyone had recovered
that quickly and shown her proof that she was wanted so badly?

His dick was hard again. His fingers moved
lower, slipping through the tanged curls of her pubic mound. She
went rigid, would he think that the fluids dripping from her were
disgusting? Greg would have already been out of bed and grabbing a
towel.

Brent felt that stiffening and thought she
was regretting what had happened between them. His fingers paused
in their play, but she wriggled and he felt warm fresh fluid
seeping from her swollen inner folds.

Claire didn’t think—she didn’t want to think.
When his fingers stroked the hot flesh of her clit she just
whimpered, shutting her eyes and moving her hips as he stroked
carefully but insistently. His tongue went to her nipples and his
teeth followed. He tugged at them, harder, almost cruelly, and she
gasped.

Brent wanted to bite her, hard. He wanted to
hear her moaning in a combination of pleasure and pain. His fingers
were rough, deliberately so, as he thrust into her soaked hole. Her
hips rose to meet his thrusts and when he bit her bottom lip she
responded by coming, a hard sudden burst of juices that left her
limp and exhausted.

She wanted him to fuck her again, fuck her as
hard as his fingers and mouth had promised, but he stopped,
stroking her body softly until she was cocooned in a blissful
warmth that was almost as good as the sex.

She was only disturbed by the lingering
question of whether he was just too tired, or whether he didn’t
want to fuck her again.

What she really wanted to ask was if he had
wound up in her bed out of sympathy or true desire. He had seemed
to enjoy the encounter as much as she had, but…

She drifted off into sleep, deciding to leave
that until later. It was late and she was deliciously exhausted.
Her whole body felt relaxed and her eyes drifted closed, her
eyelashes making a thick fringe on her cheeks.

She had no idea that Brent was wondering the
very same things she was.

**

It was late afternoon and Claire sat in her
office, trying to think of a way to fix the mess she had gotten
herself into with Brent. She had woken up late and disoriented. The
feel of his body next to hers had almost lured her back into sleep,
but she had gotten up and showered, trying hard not to look at him
while she bolted down coffee and a bagel and he did the same.

They had both been in a hurry so the
inevitable conversation had not come, at least not yet. She did not
want it to either, she knew exactly what he would say—that it was
all a mistake, that he had simply come in to comfort her and things
had gone too far. That thought made her heart ache fiercely. She
had been crazy about him for so long, and he had never returned
that emotion—he had always been content with just being her friend.
She had practically tossed herself at him last night, what did he
think of her now?

What am I going to do? Claire stared down at
the papers on her desk, her heart heavy. Brent would be at her
apartment later and she would have to face him. What could she say?
I’m sorry, I had too much beer and too many carbohydrates and went
into some kind of weird state that led me to fuck you like a wild
woman for most of the night? Hope you don’t mind, now let’s get
back to being friends, shall we?

That was the rub of it. He was her friend,
and a good one. The best one she had ever had, and she didn’t want
to lose that. She wasn’t so good with relationships, her track
record proved that.

She had dated a total of five men in her
entire life and all of them had turned out to be either so boring
she had broken up with them out of self-defense, or assholes like
Greg and Dennis. Brent was the only man she had ever met who seemed
to just genuinely like her as a person and to want nothing from
her, not that he had gotten nothing last night—and she had the
bruises and aches in her lower extremities to prove it.

He had been so hard and huge. The memory made
her blush—she had never felt the way he had made her feel. But now
that it was day and they were not in the same room, she could think
clearly.

But clarity brought no solution.

Finally she shoved herself away from her desk
with a tired sigh. Her clients were all finished for the day and
she had already gone over all the paperwork for the next day. It
was five o’clock. Brent had said he would stop in and pick her up
and, if he was anything, it was punctual. It was too late to run
away, and besides, where could she go? He knew where she lived,
after all.

The door to the outer office opened and she
heard a man’s voice speak to her assistant. Thinking it must be
Brent she hastily patted her hair, trying to put it back into some
kind of decent shape—he knew that she had that habit of picking at
it when she was vexed—and pasted a smile on her face.

That smile quickly died though when her door
opened to allow Greg to come waltzing in. Shock closed her throat
on the words she had been about to say. A dry croak issued from her
mouth as Greg smiled at her, his handsome face covered in that same
bland yet smug expression it always wore. It made her want to rip
his eyes out.

“What do you want?”

“My, you sound belligerent. I was hoping to
find you in a better mood.”

“Oh, I apologize. What the fuck do you
want?”

He cleared his throat, “Swearing does not
become you Claire.”

“Neither does violence, but if you don’t get
the hell out of my office I am going to give that a try too.”

“That’s a threat.”

‘I know a good lawyer,” she retorted.

He sighed and shoved his hands into the
pockets of his tailored slacks. “I didn’t come here to fight with
you Claire.”

“Then why are you here?”

“I miss you.”

“I’m sorry—I think I just had a brain
embolism.”

“I said I miss you,” he gave her a winning
smile—it showed every large white tooth in his head. “The place
feels so big and empty without you in it. I was thinking you could
come over tonight, and we could spend some time together.”

“A booty call? You came here to ask me for a
booty call?” Her voice held disbelief. She didn’t believe it. She
had always known he had a hell of a lot of nerve, but this…

“You make it sound so cheap. I said I missed
you.”

“You threw me out of the apartment I thought
we were going to share forever! I gave up my own place to live with
you and then I had to find a place on the spur of the moment, and
don’t you try to tell me you don’t know what that is like! You’re a
fucking broker! And the worst of it is you didn’t even have the
guts to tell me to my face! You sent me a letter via courier!
Courier! And then you had all my stuff packed and sent to the
Plaza! Do you know how embarrassing it was to have to go to a hotel
and say, ‘why yes, all my stuff is here—please pardon the
mess?’”

“I know it seems harsh. I was having some
commitment issues, but I’m working through them now.”

“Oh I bet you are!”

In the outer office Brent stood silent,
listening to the heated exchange. So that was what had happened. He
hadn’t asked, and she hadn’t offered to tell him. No wonder she
sounded so pissed at the guy.

But, Claire and Greg had been together for a
number of years before Claire had moved in with Greg, and she had
been sure they were going to get married soon after. Brent had
heard that news from one of her letters, and had felt a cramp in
his gut. What if she was still in love with Greg? Under all that
anger there were bound to be other emotions too. Nobody just turned
off love like a light switch.

Leave, he told himself, go grab your stuff
and leave her the hell alone. Let her work this out without your
interfering. He told himself that twice, but his feet did not move
in the direction of the door that led to outside. Instead he moved
toward the door that led to her office.

Claire was beyond angry, but there were other
emotions under that anger, just as Brent had thought. She was
confused and torn. She had spent years with Greg, and yet she
couldn’t feel anything for him except a mild disgust and a bitter
rage. She just wanted him gone, and the idea of sleeping with him…
After the night she had shared with Brent, the memory of Greg’s
lovemaking was pale and faded.

“Greg,” she said, but he stepped in and
kissed her, or tried to. His mouth came down on hers and she
clamped her lips tightly together, her hands coming up to shove him
away. He grabbed her wrists and held on, pushing her backward until
her upper thighs hit her desk, hard.

To Brent, coming in the door, it looked as if
they were caught in a passionate kiss. His heart turned over in his
chest, and grief and anger filled him. Just when he had thought
perhaps she was interested in him after all, she had gone back to
the loser that had treated her so badly.

Well, he was not waiting around to get hurt
by her again.

 

He turned and walked out. Claire shoved Greg
away just in time to see him leaving. “Get the hell out of my
office! Don’t come back here!” she yelled at Greg and took off down
the hall at a dead run, forgetting that she had been worried about
facing Brent.

The elevator door closed before she could get
there and she took the stairs, running down them two at a time. The
heel on one of her shoes broke off and she lost her balance, almost
falling down the flight. She regained her balance, but when she got
down to the lobby the elevator car was sitting empty and open and
Brent was gone.
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Brent had a key to the apartment and he let
himself in, his emotions in turmoil and his heart aching. He was a
fool—he should have said no to her offer to stay at her place and
booked a hotel room. He could have visited with her once for a
quick dinner or something and moved on.

Of course moving on from her had been a
challenge his entire adult life.

He had dated a lot of women over the years,
and many of them had been women he truly enjoyed
knowing—intelligent and funny, beautiful and strong. None of them
had ever held a candle to Claire’s memory though, why was that? Why
couldn’t he just forget about her?

She had been an unattainable high school
dream, and he knew he had been ridiculously happy to just be her
friend, although he had wanted more, desperately. He had reasoned
that at least he got to be around her, and, when he left, he had
hoped he would forget her, but he never had.

They had kept in touch for a few years, until
she met that asshole Greg. Then everything had changed. Yes, but
whose fault had that been? She had called him a few times, but he
had stopped answering, and then she had changed her number. Well,
why would she not have?

He grabbed his clothes, stuffing them into
his suitcase and pulling the zippers shut. But before he could set
the keys on the counter and leave, Claire walked in. Her face was
red, her hair was falling out of its careful and sleek knot, and
her eyes were narrowed.

“Thanks a lot!”

“Excuse me!” he snapped back at her.

“Gee Brent, I thought we were friends! I
never would’ve left you in the clutches of some evil ex!”

In the clutches of some evil ex? Had she
really just said that? A grin started to form on his lips, but it
died down as his anger resurfaced. “I’m sorry, I did not know if
you wanted to be in his clutches or not.”

“Why the hell would I want that?”

“Because you obviously loved him enough to
live with him, and you’re obviously hurting.”

“Yes, I loved him—as in past tense. All the
way here I was wondering when I stopped loving him. Why it felt
like I had just moved in with him because I felt like it was the
next logical step, instead of something I had to do because my
heart would not let me do otherwise. But you know what I was
wondering most of all? Why you are such a blind asshole!”

Brent shook his head. The insult cut deep,
and he was already angry. “I’m a blind asshole? Pot, meet
kettle!”

‘What does that mean?” she retorted
hotly.

“I came here to see you because…because I
couldn’t stay away.”

The admission silenced her. “You
couldn’t?”

“No.”

She stepped closer to him, close enough that
he could smell her perfume, see the small freckles dusted across
her uptilted nose and feel her body heat.

“Brent, why are we fighting when it sounds
like we both want the same thing?”

He gawked at her. “What do you mean?”

“I mean…I would’ve given my eye teeth for you
to hit on me in high school. I used to sit up at night and wonder
why you didn’t.”

“I thought you didn’t want me to.”

“Well, I did. I do. So…so dammit, why…oh this
is so silly.”

It was silly. Brent began to laugh. “Wow,
thank heavens we’ve graduated high school, huh? Talk about your
serious miscommunications.”

Claire’s eyes lit up and she began to giggle.
“Tell me the truth, did you feel me up when you used to sleep in my
bed?”

“I might have accidentally groped your
breasts.”

“Accidentally on purpose I’ll bet.”

“Maybe a little. I also might have rubbed
your butt one time or two.”

“Pervert.”

He grabbed her and drew her nearer, her body
squashed against his, and she sighed, resting her cheek on his
strong chest. His heartbeat sounded out in her ear, steady and
strong.

“Don’t leave,” she whispered. “At least, not
yet.”

“I won’t, but first I have to know, do you
think last night was a mistake?”

“No, but I’m afraid you might think it
was.”

“The only mistake was in not doing it way
sooner.” He rubbed his chin along the top of her head, enjoying the
silky strands of her hair on his flesh.

“I have to tend to agree with you there,” she
said and laughed, a small and unsteady laugh, but a laugh. “So what
now?”

“I’m sorry I didn’t deliver you from the
clutches of your evil ex. I wanted to break his neck when I saw him
kissing you.”

“It’s okay, I think I needed to tell him to
go screw himself. I owed him that anyway.”

“I’m sorry he hurt you so badly. Did he
really send all your stuff to a hotel?”

“Yes, and you know what? I am glad he did,
otherwise I would still be with him and not here—with you.”

She tilted her head back and Brent kissed
her, a soft slow kiss that eased the last of the pain she felt from
Greg’s humiliating act of betrayal.

**

Claire sat in her office the next day in a
very different mood. She and Brent had spent most of the night
talking and engaging in some heavy petting before falling asleep in
each other’s arms. She was desperately horny and eager to see him
after work, and she was also elated about the sudden change her
life had taken.

She had never gotten over Brent, and she knew
it. That was why she had never given her heart completely to Greg.
That thought soured her mood a bit, had she been at fault for their
breakup? No, she sternly admonished herself, no matter what she had
done wrong, she had not deserved his shabby treatment.

She had expected it though, hadn’t she?

She had never been the beautiful girl, the
popular one—especially in high school. While she didn’t like to
admit it, Brent’s failure to tell her that he liked and wanted her
had cut deeply, especially since her self-esteem had already been
so low back then.

That had improved over the years as she had
come to find herself, but there were still plenty of days when she
would look at the stick thin models swinging past her on the
streets, the willowy dancers with their lean muscles and slender
thighs, and wish she had been born with a different body. She would
look into windows at clothes made for women who were at least six
sizes smaller than she was and wonder why everyone seemed so
obsessed with being thin. Those days she sucked her belly in a
little tighter, tried to cover her curves with a longer skirt or
coat and stared bemusedly down at her lunch or dinner, wondering if
she should order something fat-free, taste-free, carb-free, and
calorie-free instead.

Of course she never did. She would work out,
and she would do without sweets except for the occasional
indulgence, but she would not ever swap out a fragrant hamburger
cooked medium rare for a cup of cottage cheese and a plate of
undressed greens. A girl had to have standards, after all.

Yes, she had expected Greg to hurt her, and
she knew that somewhere deep down she was waiting for Brent to do
so too. It was a hard realization but a good one to have, because
she had to sit back and take stock.

The truth was, Brent had not promised her
anything—and why would he? They had been friends for years, yes,
but they had been far younger then. He was on his way up in a new
profession in this city, a place filled to the rafters with
gorgeous women…

And, well, Brent had certainly developed into
one seriously sexy man. She had almost drooled into her coffee that
morning when he bent over to take the creamer out of the fridge and
his slacks had tightened around his firm round ass. He was beyond
sexy, he was smoking hot, and her pussy tingled and went wet at the
very thought of the way he walked—carelessly graceful like a
tiger.

Maybe he would move into his own place in a
few days and find himself a new social life and girlfriend or
girlfriends, there was no way to know for sure. Her heart ached at
the thought, how unfair that would be, to lose him just as she had
won him.

Claire wanted to bang her head into her desk.
Her own lack of confidence was always her worst enemy and there it
was, rearing its head at a time when she should be happy.

Sighing, she opened a file and went back to
work, she had a client coming in in less than ten minutes and she
had a lot of reading to do if she was going to do her job well.

**

Brent had Claire on his mind as well, but his
thoughts were running in more earthy routes. On his way to work he
had passed a small shop with a mannequin dressed in sexy lingerie
and holding a thin riding crop in its hand. In New York City, sex
was on every corner and so—apparently—was BDSM.

He shook his head, who would have thought
that would be something that interested him? It did though. The
blindfold and makeshift bondage he had applied to Claire had only
whet his appetite, and he had had a hard time not asking her to let
him do it again.

She had certainly seemed to like it, but what
if she had just gotten caught up in the moment? He had too, but
under that there was more—there was a raging need to know more, to
do more, and to have her again but this time with some of those
silk ropes wrapped around her wrists and maybe even her ankles.

At work later that day, just thinking about
it, his cock was so stiff he had to shift in his chair. Even
rearranging his body did not help ease the ache. He wanted Claire,
and he wanted her badly. All he could think of was that riding crop
and her firm sweet ass, the pale clarity of her skin, what would it
look like if he spanked her?

He almost yanked his dick out of his pants
and squeezed it firmly just to get a little relief, but was glad he
didn’t as his door swung open to reveal his new boss, who had some
questions for him to answer about a system detail being assigned to
a young actress who was being stalked by a fan.

**

They had arranged to meet at a little
restaurant between their offices and Claire’s apartment. Claire got
there first and was waiting for him, a glass of red wine in front
of her. He stopped and took a moment to appreciate the sight—her
black skirt was tight around her slim waist, her lush hips and
thighs pressed against the stool she sat upon at the bar and her
crisp blouse accentuated the swell of her breasts. One strand of
her auburn hair had fallen from her neat bun and lay against the
sweetly curved nape of her neck. He wanted to kiss that white skin,
feel its texture beneath his tongue.

She spotted him in the mirror and spun
around. “Hey there handsome.” The words had been meant as a breezy
greeting but they were true, too true. His handsome face was carved
and perfect in the dim light, his shirt, unbuttoned slightly,
showed the tanned flesh of his neck and just a sliver of his
chest.

A woman walking by turned her head and
blatantly ogled his backside. Claire didn’t really blame her, but
she wanted to snap out ‘hey, that’s mine’ anyway. She managed to
bite her tongue, jealousy was a new emotion for her and she wasn’t
sure she liked it.

Brent asked, “Do you want to grab a
booth?”

“Yeah, sure. I ordered you a beer.”

He grinned when he saw the label. “You do
know me.”

“I aim to please.” Something about those
words was sexy, and she felt her pulse speed up. His eyes dropped
to the base of her throat and she knew he was watching that
beat.

They went to the booth in the farthest
corner. It was dim and hidden from the sight of the other patrons,
lit only by a single amber bulb in a dull brass overhead light.
Brent slid next to her, his thigh pressing against hers, and her
nipples tightened.

“Do you know what you want?” Her voice was
breathy, labored.

“I do.” His eyes traced down her blouse,
taking in the way the material hugged her breasts, the erect ridge
of her nipples and the tight fold next to her waist. If there was
anything sexier than a woman in a crisp white shirt and prim skirt,
he had no idea of what it could be. The outfit shouldn’t have even
been that sexy—naked was usually more his style, or clad in
lingerie like he had seen earlier.

That took his mind back to the riding crop
and the thought of Claire on her knees, her ass upturned to his
gaze and her pink labia spread just slightly. His cock gave a
tremendous throb. He was bolted right out of his reverie by that
pulse—it felt like his dick was trying to walk right out of his
pants.

He picked up a menu and perused it, desperate
to get his mind out of the bed, but Claire made that almost
impossible. Her subtle perfume clung to the air and her thigh
pressed against his, warmth seeping into him from her. He found his
hand wandering to her leg.

Were those stockings or pantyhose she had on?
He had to know. His fingers stroked a little higher, teasing at the
edge of her skirt. He was rewarded by her gasp and he grinned, a
nasty little grin, as he found the edges of her stockings and slid
a finger beneath, stroking the soft flesh below that lace and
silk.

The waiter appeared and asked if they were
ready to order. Brent looked at Claire, her lips were parted and
her cheeks slightly flushed, and, when he moved his finger upward,
stroking along the sensitive skin of her inner thighs, he felt
wetness there.

Deciding to tease her a little longer he
asked, “Are you ready?”

Claire actually blushed. She felt the heat
hit her face and her mouth sagged open. “Yes, I am.”

“What would you like?” The waiter was either
impervious to what was going on under the table, or he didn’t care.
Either way, having him standing there while Brent’s finger was
poised at the hem of her panties was driving Claire half-mad. She
didn’t know whether to be nervous or to come. Her insides were
churning, her thighs wanted to squeeze down on his finger and her
pussy was soaked. She could feel moisture smearing her inner
thighs, soaking through the thin panties that she wore, and she had
to clear her throat before ordering her dinner.

Brent made his order too and the waiter
snapped up their menus and vanished. Claire went limp with relief,
but only for a moment, because Brent’s fingers stroked along her
panties, applying just enough pressure to stimulate her clit. It
hardened and swelled, chafing uncomfortably but exquisitely against
the damp panties.

“Brent,” she sighed.

“Do you trust me?”

His grin was evil and his eyes were glowing
with desire. She put her hand on his knee, squeezed his rock hard
thigh and then moved up. The long plump bulge of his dick swelled
under her fingers and he chuckled. “We might get arrested.”

“I know a lawyer,” she gasped.

He pressed harder against her clit and her
feet literally came up off the floor, her knee banging into the
underside of the table as her legs spread involuntarily. “Shit,”
she said between her teeth. “Thank heavens there’s a
tablecloth.”

Her fingers found the head of his prick and
stroked it through the fabric of his pants. He shifted in his seat
and grabbed his beer, drinking half of it in one long convulsive
swallow. His Adam’s apple bobbed and sweat popped out on his
forehead.

“I want you to do something for me,” he
asked.

“Okay,” she said and his hand captured hers
and held it. Her fingers twitched as she tried to reach for his
organ again.

“First, put your hands on the table.” He said
that because, if she decided to give him a good hard squeeze as a
sign of disagreement, he would rather that her hands not be
squeezing his junk. She did, and he continued, “I want to know if
you really liked what we did the other night—the blindfold and
being tied up.”

“Yes, I liked it a lot.” Her face went red
again and she stared down into her wine glass. Talking about sex
was not something she did very often, and she was not sure exactly
how to even have the conversation. Had he not liked it? Had it
bothered him? Had she just given him the wrong answer? Was he going
to think she was some slutty woman with all sorts of freaky
tendencies? “I never did it before.”

“Me neither,” he admitted. “But I liked it a
lot too. I wanted to know if you wanted to try something else like
that, but a little rougher.”

Her crotch throbbed in response. “What do you
mean, rougher?”

“I want to spank you.”

There it was out in the open. She might throw
her drink in his face and walk out, or she might say yes. He was
hoping for the latter and he got it, she nodded slowly then her
breath caught and she whispered, “Is it going to be a hard
spanking?”

“It might be,” he put his hand back on her
thigh, it quivered below his touch. “I guess it depends on how good
you are tonight at dinner.” Saying those words gave him a rush. It
was incredible, and she felt it too, it showed on her face and in
her body language.

“Well, how good should I be then?”

“Very good,” he teased.

The waiter brought their food. Claire knew
the food at this restaurant was good, she had had it before, but
she couldn’t taste a single bite of it right then. She ate
automatically and they talked of small and inconsequential things
like the weather and sports.

Dinner over, they started back to the
apartment. Brent asked if she would mind walking and she said no,
she wanted to draw out the delicious undercurrents between them as
much as he did.

The night air was warm, with a hint of
breeze. The avenues were packed, but her street was sleepy and
dark. The old brownstones lay quiet, and the harsh glare and blare
of the traffic a block up was diminished by the trees in their neat
little wrought iron pens. The sidewalks caused a muffled tapping
from Claire’s high heels—a lonely sound—and she reached for Brent’s
hand.

He took hers and they walked, their hips
bumping, and the anticipation coiled up tighter in both their
bodies. It seemed an eternity before they reached her place and let
themselves in. Claire didn’t know what to say or how to proceed.
Should she pull her skirt up and bend over the arm of the sofa, say
hey how about that spanking sailor, or something like that? The
very ridiculousness of that made her giggle nervously.

Brent had no idea of what to do either. How
did one approach this? Finally he just decided the best way was the
way that worked for him. Ever since he joined the military, he had
discovered that underneath his exterior there lurked a man who
loved action and who loved to be in control. He decided to just be
exactly who he was. He crossed the distance between them, grabbed
Claire by her hair and tangled his fingers deep into the silky
strands, knocking the pins from her locks and sending the tresses
falling to her shoulders.

Claire ground her pelvis against his,
reveling in the feel of his stiffened flesh below his slacks. He
responded by jerking her head a little harder to one side and
kissing down her neck, interspersing the kisses with tiny fiery
bites that made her groan out loud in pleasure.

The roughness was perfect, it excited and
enflamed her, but did not actually hurt her. His hands moved to her
breasts and her shirt ripped open, buttons popping to the floor
with small tinkling noises.

The cool air hit her breasts. His tongue
lapped at her aureole and then he took her nipples between his
teeth, tugging and biting gently. A powerful need hit her—she
gripped his head, urging him on, and his fingers squeezed harder as
he kneaded the fleshy globes of her breasts.

“I could live in your tits,” he said. “Do you
know how often I dreamed about having these in my face?”

“Probably as often as I dreamed about you,”
she replied.

“Yeah? Tell me your nastiest dream about me.”
His hands were stripping away her skirt. Her panties went next and
she was left standing there in her sensible pumps and utterly
frivolous stockings, her face on fire and her body even hotter. Her
mouth opened and she tried to get the words out, but they failed
her. “I don’t hear you,” he said sternly.

He sat on the low chair and pulled her into
his lap. Her face rested against his neck and she took a long
sniff, inhaling his cologne. He flipped her over so fast her ass
was in the air and her face was next to his calf before she even
knew what had happened. Her belly was pressing into his knees and
she had to wriggle to find a comfortable position that would let
her breathe.

Brent ran his fingers over her fleshy ass
cheeks, stroking and caressing her, tapping lightly at the outer
edges of her ass. He took a deep breath and brought his hand down.
Heat spread into his palm and, when he lifted it away, there was a
perfect, rosy handprint on her right buttock.

She squealed and bucked, her ass quivering
and jiggling. His fingers slid between her legs and found her wet
labia. He rubbed the sticky juices into her opening and entered her
with his finger, hard and fast. Her body rose toward his probing
finger and he withdrew it and slapped her other ass cheek, leaving
a similar mark there.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned. Her eyes slammed shut.
Her body shook. The pain was not bad—it actually felt good—it was
getting over the fact that she was perched across his knee and
being spanked that was hard to deal with. But, as he continued to
spank her, she forgot all about everything else. His finger circled
her clit, probed her depths and then his hand came down on her ass.
He slid along the crease between her asshole and pussy, tickling
her cleft, and then he slapped her ass again, harder this time—so
hard she cried out.

Fluids ran down her legs, soaked her skin and
dripped to the floor. She was going crazy, insane with desire, and
she wanted to feel him inside her so badly. “Tell me,” he
invited.

She cried out, “I used to daydream that you
would come in through my window one night and put your cock in my
mouth and tell me to suck it.”

“Are you just saying that because you think
sucking my cock will get you fucked?”

‘No—but I hope it does.” Her words were
tinged with desperation.

Brent upended her and, as soon as her feet
hit the floor, she was sinking to her knees, her fingers fumbling
at the button and zipper of his slacks. He moved so that she could
pull them away and down, his own fingers tearing off his shirt.

Her mouth encircled his nipples, stroked them
into hard tight buds, and then she moved lower, licking his flat
belly and then the head of his engorged cock. He throbbed in her
mouth as she slid her throat down his shaft, her fingers grasping
the base of his dick and her tongue still swirling and licking as
she applied the pressure that made him cry out.

“I think you are definitely being good.”

She couldn’t answer—her mouth was full of his
hot meat. His words turned her on even further though, and so she
worked harder. Her fingers moved down to caress and tickle his
heavy ball sac. He raised his hips slightly, allowing her better
access, and she drew in a deep breath. He had a slightly musty but
incredibly erotic scent down there, it was beyond masculine—it was
primal and male. She bobbed her head, tightening her lips, as she
sucked harder and faster.

Brent could have happily let her make him
come, if he had not been so intent on making sure she did too. He
knew she was close, her body betrayed her with every move. He
pulled her head back and she came off his dick, her mouth making a
small popping sound that startled her. Her wide green eyes looked
into his and he whispered, “Your turn to feel good,” and then he
moved behind her.

Claire braced her hands on the floor. Her
knees scrubbed the carpet as he thrust into her hard and fast, his
hips bucking and driving. His hands gripped her hips and his body
curved over hers. Her palms rubbed the carpet, so she curled her
fingers around the legs of the sofa and clung to them, her eyes
closing as he filled her swollen tunnel with his hard length.

He took her completely, there was no room
left for anything but his body and the sensations he was bringing
to hers. Her toes curled and her fingers dug into the legs of the
sofa, her body shuddered and her face pressed into the floor as a
powerful and undeniable orgasm sent her flying into a dreamy
space.

Brent came too, his cock throbbing and
splashing hot white fluids along the soaked walls of her inner
folds. She was gasping and hitching below him, her cries lost in
his own, and it took them both a long time to calm down, to stop
shuddering and shaking with the aftershocks of their orgasms, and
to seek each other out for comfort and cuddles.

They lay on the floor, Brent’s hand stroking
her hair, and her fingers tracing the line of his jaw. “So it seems
you like spanking,” she said and then laughed.

Brent laughed too and shook his head. “Who
knew? I always thought that kind of stuff was for weird
people.”

“Oh and we’re not weird? I think everyone in
high school said we were.”

“Oh, high school,” he waved a hand
dismissively. “There’s a reason you only have to do that once in
your life.”

“Amen.” She looked at him closely. “Were you
happy back then?”

“Of course not. I was in the throes of
unrequited love with my best friend.” He ducked her playful swat
and laughed. “Honestly, I don’t think so, but I don’t think I was
unhappy either. I think there was always a part of me that knew
that once I got out of that small little town and out in the world,
I would be somebody entirely different.”

“You do know our reunion is next
weekend?”

“Yes.”

“Are you going?”

“I hadn’t really thought about it. What about
you?”

“I’d like to.”

“Really?” His eyes searched her face.
“Why?”

“I don’t know, maybe just to prove I’m not
the girl I was back then.”

‘You could always kick Dennis Lane in the
balls.”

She paused. “I was really stupid. That was
probably the worst decision I ever made in my life. I don’t know
what I even saw in him.”

“He was the biggest jock in the class. He was
rich, and he had black hair and a Corvette. You saw the same things
every other girl saw.”

“He was a jerk. He probably still is. Hey,
whatever happened to that girl you were over the moon for? What was
her name…Lilith?”

Brent groaned. “Don’t remind me. Lilith Gray,
what was I thinking? Oh wait, I was thinking the girl I really
wanted was unattainable and Lilith had great boobs. I mean, really
great boobs…Ouch!” He laughed as he fended off Claire’s poking
finger. “She was actually not a bad person, she just wasn’t the
girl that I wanted, despite all my protests to the contrary. I took
her out twice, and then she skipped out to date someone else, I
couldn’t blame her for that.”

“Did I make things hard for you?” Her brow
furrowed and he knew what she was really asking. He placed a soft
kiss on her forehead. “No, not at all. Loving you never made me
unhappy or made me miss out on anything.”

That wasn’t exactly true, but he would never
have said so. Claire would’ve been hurt by that admission, and the
last thing he wanted was to hurt her. Finally things were right
where they should be between them, and he wanted to keep it that
way.

“Hey, you know what? We should go to the
reunion. It might be fun. It’s only a couple of hours on a flight,
and we could go down and be back in time for work on Monday.”

“Really? You want to go?”

“Yes, I do. I think it would be awesome to
hang out with all the people we were friends with.”

“Then we can just stay here,” she chuckled.
“We only had about two other people that we knew all through high
school, and that is including Lilith and Dennis.”

He roared with laughter. “Now, that’s not
true, who was the guy with the glasses that used to sing Nirvana at
the top of his lungs in Trig, he was a friend of yours.”

She wailed out laughter. “No he was your
friend, and his name was Mark something-or-other.”

“Oh, well that settles it, we can’t just miss
out on Mark something-or-other’s company.”

“That means we have to see our folks.”

‘Yes, and that means maybe your mom and mine
will stop sighing about what a great couple we might’ve been.”

She sat up. “What do you mean?”

“I mean, now that we are actually together,
maybe they will stop talking about how we should have been.”

That brought up a whole new worry. Were they
together, and if so, how together? What did he really feel for her?
What did she really feel for him? Was this all just a simple case
of two people who had wanted to sleep together for years finally
getting each other into bed, or was there more here?

She wanted there to be more, but what if
there just wasn’t? What if, after the shine wore off, they both
woke up to the fact that they had nothing at all in common? She was
a lawyer, he was a security specialist. His job was going to have
him travelling across the world—he had already signed on for that,
and he was looking forward to it, while she loved New York and
didn’t really want to go anywhere else.

He had lived a life filled with peril and
excitement, but she had gone to college and then snagged a job at a
firm without much in the way of trouble. She wanted kids and a
larger place, maybe down in the village or out in
Brooklyn—somewhere she could have a little backyard for the kids
but still be in the city.

What did he want? She had never asked him.
Ever since he had come to town, all she had done, honestly, was
fall into bed with him, and how much longer would that luster last?
They both liked the same explosive sex, and she had never known
anyone who wanted to spank her or tie her up, or how much she
enjoyed those things—but would that wear off too?

“Brent, are we a couple? I mean…this has been
fun…” she winced, that had not come out right at all.

His face grew still. “It is whatever you want
it to be Claire.”

Her heart constricted painfully. She had hurt
him, or pissed him off—it was impossible to tell which. “I just
wonder if maybe we’re going a little fast.”

Brent knew that answer was a resounding yes.
The physical attraction between them was impossible to ignore. They
were like two combustible materials igniting in each other’s
presence. He also knew what was really bothering her—she was
wondering if this would last and, if it didn’t, where would that
leave them.

He knew that was what she was thinking,
because the same questions had been on his mind too. That had to be
a bad omen. He smiled, even though it hurt, and replied, “Yes we
are. Do you want to slow it down some?”

Relief filled her. Maybe they could salvage
this situation after all, and put this misunderstanding behind
them. “Maybe just a little.”

“Okay then, well, that won’t be too hard. My
place will be ready tomorrow and I can move on in. It’s furnished
with everything, even the dishes, so all I have to do is wait for
my other stuff to arrive and unpack. We can get a little space and
see what happens.”

Claire did not want space—she wanted Brent.
The conflicting emotions were tearing her apart. She wanted him,
but she was so afraid. “Do you still want to go the reunion with
me?” she asked.

Did she want him to say yes? It was hard to
read her face. Maybe this was her polite way of telling him she
wanted to go solo. He hadn’t been planning on going, so why would
it matter if he didn’t? Yet now he wanted to. He cursed himself for
his tangled emotions and thoughts, rationality seemed to be the
furthest thing from his skill set at the moment.

“I tell you what, why don’t you think it over
and, if you want me to go, let me know by Thursday evening.
Deal?”

No! That was not at all what she had wanted
to hear. She was confused by the abrupt way he had changed his
mind—was he angry at her for suggesting they slow things down?

They went to sleep, cuddling close but not
speaking. Neither of them knew what to say, or how to say it.
Claire drifted off, hoping that he would change his mind and be
there when she got home the next afternoon. In her mind bloomed a
vision of him standing in her living room telling her he loved her
too much to move out, and saying he was not going anywhere.

It was a great fantasy, and she replayed it
most of the next day at work, but it was just a fantasy. When she
got home that night Brent was gone, his key laid neatly on the
kitchen counter and his toothbrush and cologne missing from the
bathroom.
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The COMPLETE SERIES is now available






Lust Book 1

Brent wants to help his childhood Claire mend
a broken heart, but after a late night romp that includes
experimenting with a blindfold and a silk tie, they realize they
want far more than just friendship!






Lust Book 2

Claire knows loving Brent is dangerous, he’s
the sexiest man she has ever seen and she can’t get enough of his
body, but is he interested in her for just her body, or does he
want her heart too?






Lust Book 3

Claire heads off to her high school reunion
just to avoid giving into the temptation to call Brent. Only once
she is there does Brent shows up in the nick of time to rescue her
from Dennis, the man who broke her heart in high school, and to
claim her as his own—at least for a time.






Lust Book 4

The reunion went well, all things considered,
and the tryst with Brent in the parking lot was smoking hot and
incredibly sexy. But now it is over, and Claire is afraid to know
what secrets Brent has been keeping from her, because the one she
has been keeping from him could tear them apart forever, or cause
them to mend—but she is not sure which.
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