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For Carolina

My beautiful grasshopper
princess.

This isn't
possible without you.

You are my
inspiration

My light

Forever
amazing


 ~~~~~~~~~~

I hadn’t been back to my pseudo-alma mater in
over a decade, and frankly it was a surprise when I was invited to
be the week’s Friday lecturer in the Modern Lit/Celebrity Writers
class. It was especially amazing since my degree wasn’t even
tangentially related to literature of any sort; it seems, though,
your name on some copies of a popular novel is enough accreditation
to merit an hour-and-a-half in front of 300 attentive students.

The talk itself was a blur, and I don’t
really remember much. I could probably re-create it if I needed to
-- I’m pretty good at writing fiction, after all – but in the
scheme of things it wasn’t that important. The fact that I was back
in New England for the late-spring weather was all that really
mattered. When the oak trees are coming into full foliage but
before the acorns are attracting hundreds of rather mangy-looking
squirrels, the grass is green, the air has that sweet, faint smell
of lilacs and hay, the students are all out enjoying the sunshine,
playing Frisbee on the quad, some of the more adventurous girls
daring to sunbathe in the midst of the game… It’s a sign the school
year is almost over, and it’s the surest sign I can think of that
this is College.

It seems ages ago that I was here as a
student, trying to get a degree in whatever would be the easiest to
get that piece of paper. Unfortunately, I wasn’t focused enough to
actually be successful at the “school thing”. That lack of focus
followed me, dogged me, until I buckled down and finally earned
something useful from another of the state system’s colleges. It
was that degree, though, that spawned a fairly lucrative career in
writing, and which brought me back… here.

It shouldn’t have been surprising that I was
back, though. The two novels I wrote were popular with students --
who doesn’t like college parties, firefighters, disasters, and
“regular people” being heroes, after all -- and the setting of my
first foray into the published realm was clearly here, down to the
giant “Lucy” peanut-butter brownies at the local bakery. They
almost couldn’t not ask
me to lecture here, I suppose.

After the lecture, and lunch, and meeting
with the students, a couple of impromptu talks with small groups of
faculty and students, and all the myriad other chores a “visiting
lecturer” has to deal with, the prof who “owned” the class invited
me to dinner. Being aged in addition to learned, my host’s
preferred dinner reservation was earlier than normal, so I was back
in my hotel and off the clock with nothing to do by 8PM.

 I decided to wander the Quad, so I
grabbed a fleece jacket and walked to campus. It had been a
beautiful day, but as is typical in this part of the world, spring
evenings are unpredictable; this one turned chilly and damp, and
heavy, low clouds scudded overhead, blocking patches of stars.

I’ve always loved walking through
Collegetown. People from virtually every nation, region, city,
ethnic and tribal group, language, and culture, go to school here
at any given time, and the crush of people with destinations is
incredible. The smells and sights from the ethnic restaurants,
coffee shops and student bars and pizza places, mixed with the
now-common “whole food” stores and vegan restaurants, all within a
3-block radius of the only stoplight. The video stores I remember
being there are mostly gone, but there are about fifteen cell-phone
stores and a bunch of high-end student apartment buildings.

I eventually made it through C-Town, having
stopped only twice for coffee (I discovered a long time ago I have
a weakness for Girl Scout Cookie cappuccinos) and found myself on
the Quad, near the campus store. The campus itself had changed a
lot, and even though I was oriented to the original hundred-and
fifty-year-old buildings, the half-buried store was a bit of a
surprise. I wandered in to check it out, always on the lookout for
some logo swag from all my stops, and was very impressed with the
shop.

When I was a student, the campus store was
one room in the student union, jammed with t-shirts, books, and
supplies. Here was a spacious, three-story, tech-heavy big-box
store buried in the middle of campus. When I walked through I must
have seemed a bit of a tourist, gawking at the newness of it. In
fact, I nearly hurt someone when I backed into one of those
portable steps they use in big retail stores to stock the upper
shelves.

“Hey!”

I looked back in time to see a gorgeous
brunette lose her footing and tumble forward down the last three
steps toward me. I reached up to cradle her shoulders as her body
started toppling to the floor. “Oomph,” I inelegantly replied as I
caught her in both arms.

When we were both somewhat stable, I placed
her on the steps, taking my leave to back down to the floor. “Sorry
about that.  Are you OK? I wasn’t paying attention.
Obviously,” I said by way of apology.

She seemed a little flustered, but her
composure quickly returned. “Obviously,” she confirmed, not looking
at me. For some reason she was blushing, but I couldn’t figure out
why. “No, I’m fine, thank you. Where did you learn to do that?” she
asked.

“That? That what?” I asked.

“That catch. I’ve never been in a situation
where someone had to catch me, but that was… interesting,” she
said.

I knew what she meant. It wasn’t really
something taught as much as sizing up and reacting to the
situation. “I’ve been a firefighter for a long time. With a lot of
training we learn to assess the situation and find the most
efficient way to deal with any emergency,” I said. “Adapt.
Improvise. Overcome,” I added without even thinking. I’ve taught so
many basic firefighter classes that it came out automatically.

“No, seriously,” she said, laughing. There
was real mirth there, too; clearly she didn’t believe me. When my
silent response registered, her laugh turned to a half-smile, and
she said, “Really? Saved from a fall by a firefighter-slash-author,
eh?”

I was taken aback. I don’t have a
particularly recognizable face, even among those who profess to be
“fans” of my work. I mean, I’m good-looking enough, I suppose, and
I’ve had my share of female stalkers, but it’s rare that someone
puts my face and my work together.

“Strong silent type. I get it. Let the
mystique work.” She smiled that little half-smile again, and I
found it very… hmmm… something.

“No, not that,” I said, laughing. “I’m just a
man of few words, especially when I’m a little surprised.”

She laughed out loud at that; clearly the
concept of a writer not having a lot to say was amusing.

“Do you work here?” I asked, belatedly
recognizing the obvious.

She nodded, “Yes. Otherwise there’s not much
reason for me to be stocking boxes up there, right?” She pointed to
the cabinets at the top of the shelves, work still clearly in
progress. There was an obviously-unsafe stepladder on the top step
for this beautiful girl to reach higher than even her tall frame
could go on her own.

“Let me help you finish up, then buy you a
cup of coffee to apologize for knocking you down. Please.” I didn’t
really give her a choice in the matter.

She didn’t even hesitate. “Tea, no coffee.
But sure!” she smiled again, that cute half-smile. I was going to
have to figure out how to deal with that, because it was very
distracting.

My six-foot-two-inch height brought the huge
cabinets well into reach, and we quickly finished tossing the
lightweight boxes inside. My cell phone started vibrating in my
pocket just then, and I realized I needed to take the call.

“Excuse me for just a minute?” I asked. She
nodded and started returning the stairs as I stepped around the
corner.

Five minutes later I was still on the phone
when she tracked me down, still only about twenty feet from our
meeting spot. I put my hand over the phone and said, “I’m going to
be a few minutes here, and I have an errand to run quick.”

She replied, “Tell you what. I’ll text you my
number. When you’re done with your errands let me know and I’ll
meet you at the coffee shop on the corner in C-Town.” I gave her my
card, I apologized again, and we parted ways.


 


I didn’t really expect anything more out of
that situation in the bookstore. I really didn’t have any intention
of calling her when I was done with my errand – she was a student,
22 or 23 at most, and I was … not. I found the idea somewhat
thrilling, to be sure, but it was not likely to be a good thing.
The invitation to coffee was spur of the moment and probably not a
good idea.

I finished up my errand about 10:00, and I
went back to my hotel. I was just getting ready to enjoy some
hot-tub time when my cell buzzed on the desk with a text
message.

Are we still meeting tonight? –L.

I didn’t know what “L.” stood for, but I knew
who it was. Obviously I was wrong. There was some kind of interest
there. Probably just a fan, I thought, as I replied,

Sure. Be there in 10. –J.

I quickly threw my polo shirt, jeans, and
trusty, comfortable sneakers back on, grabbed my fleece, and headed
down the stairs. Four flights isn’t too much to walk, and I can
always use the exercise – it’s too easy to take the easy way, and
in my chosen profession it’s important to stay in shape.

I walked into the coffee shop ten minutes
later. She was working on her laptop in a booth in the back, but
spotted me in the mirrored wall as I entered. She turned toward me
and waved me over. She stood up as I neared the table. She had
changed her clothes from earlier – the jeans and uniform polo were
gone, replaced by a gauzy beige dress that stopped slightly above
her knee, and a pair of leather sandals that complimented the
simple outfit. I was a bit surprised by the hug I received, since
it seemed more familiar than I expected.

I was even more surprised when she whispered
in my ear, “I’ve been waiting for you.” As we broke the embrace, a
seductive smile flashed across both her lips and her eyes.

She laughed again at my reaction, which was
to stand stock still for an eternity -- or about 5 seconds, I'm not
sure which -- sizing up the scene. “Clearly evaluating the scenario
is easier when you know what you’re looking at,” she said through
her giggles. “Adapt, improvise, and overcome?” She sat back down,
still giggling.

I slid into the booth across from her as she
closed her laptop. “I’m Jay,” I said by way of delaying a response.
I thought about offering my hand across the table as I introduced
myself, but figured the hug trumped a handshake. 

“I’m Lana,” she said. “No offense, but I
don’t give out my last name on the first date, even to a celebrity
author like Jay Saunders.” That half-smile appeared again,
accompanied by a (dare I say it?) sexy, inviting look in her brown
eyes. I recognized but hadn’t appreciated earlier how beautiful she
was. The girl-next-door look was more than a tad distracting.

“No worries. If I thought you didn’t know me
I probably wouldn’t confirm or deny my name, either,” I said,
meaning it as a joke. “I have to be honest, most people don’t know
who I am, so I was surprised that you recognized me.”

“I bet you’d be surprised who recognizes
you,” she said. “Just in the minute or so we’ve been talking, the
conversation here has dropped two levels, and we’re getting checked
out in the mirrors.”

I looked around as she said that, and
realized she was spot-on. I couldn’t tell if we were getting
checked out because of who I was, who I was with, or the age
difference, and it probably didn’t really matter. We were
apparently causing a bit of a stir in the coffee shop. Normally I
would be aware of that kind of environmental change, or so I told
myself, so it was a little disturbing that I hadn’t noticed. Why
was I so distracted?

"I'm not sure I like the attention." I said.
"I'm not really used to it."

"Mmm, I don't believe that for a second," she
replied. "A famous novelist who doesn't relish being the center of
attention wherever they go? I don't believe it..." She rolled her
eyes theatrically at the thought.

"There is a lot of historic precedent for
that, actually," I said. "I don't think I'm this bad, but there are
any number of examples of reclusive celebrities: JD Salinger,
Howard Hughes, Emily Dickinson, Harper Lee, --"

"To Kill A
Mockingbird!" Lana's exclamation drew more inquisitive
looks from nearby tables, and I shrank a little in the deep booth.
"I did a paper on the social inequality themes during freshman
year. I loved that book," she said. "I was kidding, by the way. I
know there are a lot of renowned celebrities who tend to emphasize
their privacy."

I nodded in appreciation. "Social inequality
and youthful innocence. I was never required to do a critical
analysis, but it's high on my list of recommended reading." Random
thoughts swirled around my head as I watched Lana's eyes, which
never left my face, and after a long pause I was finally able to
form something coherent to continue the conversation. "The
transition from literary masterpieces like To Kill a Mockingbird to my books is a bit
of a stretch, and yet you recognized me. Are you familiar with the
stuff I wrote, or did you just see my name advertised somewhere?" I
asked.

"Guilty pleasures," she replied with a smile.
"A friend of mine gave me a copy of your first novella, and when I
read it…. The action-oriented plot wouldn't ordinarily be my
favorite, but the love scenes..." She trailed off. "Let's just say
they were worth a read." That seductive half-smile appeared
again. “I enjoyed it so much I did some digging to see if you
had written anything else—“ A lump formed in my throat immediately,
cue difficulty swallowing “—and I found a series of erotic shorts
on a self-publishing website by B.J. Saunders, with a writing style
similar to the famous Jay Saunders…” She smiled knowingly as she
sighed dreamily, hugging herself as she shivered
.

"Well, um, I'm glad you liked the stories," I
said with a nervous laugh. "Tea, right? I think I'm going to go
order some coffee." I quickly slid out of the booth to head to the
counter. "Anything to eat?"

"Just tea for now," she said. "Maybe we can
get a bite later." Later…? Is this a date? I thought to
myself.

As I placed our order at the counter, I
turned to look at Lana, who was obviously checking me
out. This isn't a good thing, Jay... I thought to
myself. She found the other stories…

As I carried the steaming cups to the table,
she stood up. "Let's get out of here," she said. "I'm tired of the
looks. Let's find someplace private to talk." 

"Um." I couldn't formulate an appropriate
reply, and she giggled at my inarticulate response.

She grabbed our jackets and her backpack and
glided through the crowd toward the front door. I followed, far
less elegantly, and if it hadn't been for the lids on the cups, I
would have been wearing at least half of a grasshopper latte. She
reached the door several seconds before I did, and I saw through
the plate-glass shop window that she turned right. By the time I
was even close to catching up, she was nowhere to be seen. "What
the..." I muttered under my breath, as I turned to follow as best I
could, shivering in the spring chill and trying not to spill
scalding beverages on my fingers.




 


I walked quickly down the street, hoping Lana
hadn't gone too far for me to catch up. I could see most of the
block, but it was still early by Collegetown standards, and there
were a number of people on the sidewalk. Most pedestrians were
hunched and bundled, the evening having acquired a slight edge, and
a passing shower had left a cold mist pressing in the air. I passed
a few doorways -- a couple of restaurants, and a bar with two burly
security types at the door -- and was making progress, hoping I was
closing the gap between us.

There was an alley between two of the brick
buildings, and as I approached, Lana poked her head around the
corner. "Boo!" she whispered as she smiled. She surprised me
because I would never have spied her there -- the alley was dark,
and she was hidden in the shadows. She crooked a finger at me,
silently beckoning me to join her.

"Really? Down there?" I asked quietly. I
don't think she heard me, but she smiled and nodded at my obvious
confusion.

I slowed my pace and tried to run the
possible scenarios. What game was she playing? Nothing I could
think of would be very innocent, and I wasn't sure I wanted
anything innocent in any case. I followed her a short distance down
the alley to the darkened doorway of a small office-supply store.
The entryway was slightly recessed into the side of the building.
Between the effects of the darkened, rain-slicked alley, the glare
of security lights within the store shining through the display
windows, and the damp chill, we were effectively hidden from
casually-prying eyes, although anyone chancing more than a glance
could probably see us.

Despite the semi-privacy afforded by the
darkness, I was nervous. "Are you sure this is a good idea? Isn't
there somewhere else we could--?"

She turned to face me in the entryway,
putting a finger to my lips and taking the drinks from me. She set
them on the ledge formed by the frame of the display windows. "We
don't need these right now, I don't think," she said. "I want to
see if you're the lover you write about. I want you to make me come
like the girls in your books." She looked up at me expectantly, her
beautiful brown eyes dark in the shadows. I could still make out
her sexy half-smile as she leaned back on the door, guiding my hand
to the small of her back, and pulling me close in the process.

What… The… Hell?

Jay, are you sure about this?

The street noise a few yards away faded from
conscious thought, and I could hear her breathe. As her warm hand
took mine to pull me close, my own breath quickened slightly. She
turned her face up to mine and smiled again, and her eyes glistened
in the darkness. I could see them close as I leaned down to kiss
her, and she whimpered quietly at the first touch of our lips.

As far ahead as I could think -- about two
seconds -- I intended this first kiss to be soft, gentle, and
romantic. It quickly transitioned to hard and passionate; her lips
were soft and pliant but urgent and hungry. She kissed me as though
she had been holding back her desire for centuries and the dam
finally broke. I could hardly catch my breath as her mouth dueled
with mine for control of the kiss. I could feel her tongue slide
across my lips, purposeful and determined and, frankly, fucking
erotic.

"Oh god, that's fantastic," she moaned as we
kissed. "I want to fuck."

I could feel my tenuous grip on discipline
slipping as her fingers slid inside the waist of my jeans. "Mmm," I
moaned as I felt her fingertips on my skin.

Without breaking the kiss, I thrust my hips
backwards. She frantically loosened my belt as I slid my hands
between her thighs. My fingers easily swept the dress up to her
hips, and I could feel the heat of her body through her panties,
already dampening with excitement. "Are you going to--?" she
started.

"Shh. You're going to come for me, just like
you want," I told her. "I won't do anything you ask me not to do,
but you're going to come for me, just like you asked."

"Oh god please yes," she whimpered as my
fingers found her clitoris through her clothes.

As soon as she was able to reach inside my
boxers, she began stroking my penis, already erect just from the
kiss and the situation, until I was swollen and hard as steel. She
didn't want to wait, but I couldn't let her go. With my jeans wide
open, my penis straining at my boxers, I grabbed handfuls of her
tight ass and lifted her to my hips. She wrapped her legs around my
waist as I pinned her against the chilled glass of the door, the
bolt banging in the lock every time she twisted her hips to grind
against me.

My jeans wide open and her dress pushed
obscenely high, Lana’s thighs quivered as her clit ground against
my erect penis. Our kiss deepened, our tongues out of control. I
broke the kiss to suck on her throat, and she moaned in my ear.
"Fffffuck, Jay, that feels so good..." She trailed off as my hands
slid under her dress, traveling upward, her skin warm and tight
under my fingers. I could feel her heart pounding, her pulse racing
in the skin beneath my lips. Our hips mimed the long strokes of
deep, hard sex as we moved together and her excitement grew. I
wanted to be inside her but there was no way we were going to pause
yet to make that happen. Her hands slipped under my shirt, gripping
my waist, guiding our rhythm.

I slid one hand over her breasts, exploring
the feel of her body through the fabric of a lacy bra. I loved the
feel of her skin above and below, and her erect nipples beneath the
rough, sexy lace in between. I wanted to suck on her breasts but
knew that, too, had to wait. I pinched her nipples, hard, almost
painfully hard, and she gasped in response, her fingernails digging
in slightly.

Her moans quickly grew louder, and I kissed
her again, partly to mute the sound so we wouldn't alert
pedestrians a few feet away. I loved the feel of her lips on mine,
and from the way she kissed me back I could tell she felt the same.
Her fingers tightened their grip further, and her nails started to
dig into my skin. I could feel her body tense, and she broke our
kiss.

She opened her eyes as tingling waves built
higher and higher, her hips grinding harder still against my
erection. Her gaze widened, our eyes locked as she got closer to
her release. Suddenly, her body froze, her mouth opened wide, her
eyes squeezed shut as her focus turned inward. She trembled as her
pleasure peaked, and I covered her mouth with my hand as she
screamed; I could feel her panties soak through, her heat spreading
through my boxers and across my erection. I loved the feel of her
body on mine, and I couldn't wait to have her on my tongue.

Her tension released, her body relaxed, I had
to release her legs. Her knees weak, she wobbled slightly as she
smiled at me.

"Fuck, that was amazing," she said with a
smile, adding, "Fuck," as she caught her breath a moment later.

I smiled down at her, pleased that she
enjoyed the experience. "I'm glad you liked, but we're not done
yet, sweetheart. That was just the warm-up. Your place, or mine for
the main event?"

"Mine," she said. "We just need to be quiet
so we don't wake my roommate. She's a little bitchy when that
happens."

"No. I don't want us to be interrupted," I
said. "Tell you what. I have a much better idea. Where's your
apartment? You'll need a swimsuit..."


 


As it turned out, Lana's apartment was
only a half block away from our rendezvous.

"Go grab your swimsuit and meet me back at
the hotel," I told her. I gave her my extra room key. "Room 442. Be
there in a half hour."

"Forty-five minutes. I need to take care of
something first," she replied, turning to walk away. 

I reached for her hand, and gently but firmly
spun her back to me. I locked my gaze with hers. "Thirty minutes.
Non-negotiable. Don't be late." I turned quickly and started back
to the hotel. Lana's rapid steps told me she was heading back
to her place at rather a brisk clip.

I had to make a couple of brief stops on my
way back to the hotel, including one at the front desk to put in a
couple of requests. By the time I was back to my room, nearly the
entire thirty minutes had elapsed. I was getting to be
time-limited, but I didn't want to rush anything.

The hotel isn't a tall building, but it's
elegant and contemporary. It sits at the top of a hill on the
western edge of a glacier-carved valley. Despite being only four
floors, the cliffs between the building and the lake make for an
impressive view. The professor who invited me was paying for a
room, but being the successful novelist that I am, I upgraded on my
own dime; the penthouse suite was mine, and included some
interesting touches, not least of which was a spectacular montage
of sheer cliffs and the perfectly calm waters of the clear lake
reflecting the moon rising through the patchy clouds.

The sitting room was awash in pale, diffuse
moonlight, and I didn't need to flip on any lights to find my way.
I tossed a few things into a chair by the sliding glass door, and
hardly had time to turn around before I heard Lana's voice behind
me. 

"It's about time, Jay. I've been waiting,"
she said.

I turned to the French doors that sectioned
the bedroom and master bath from the rest of the suite. She was
breathtaking, backlit by the moonlight streaming in the uncurtained
bedroom windows. I could see her dark eyes glittering, and the hint
of a smile that played across her lips made me feel like I just hit
the first peak on the rollercoaster. Despite the short timeframe,
and that she had somehow managed to get here first, Lana had
changed her clothes again: where she had previously been wearing a
rather casual dress and sandals, she was now dressed in a short,
sexy gray skirt, a virtually transparent white blouse, and towering
high heels. She had somehow found time to fix her hair and makeup,
and I guessed there were one or two other surprises, as well.

She beckoned me closer with her finger, then
replaced her hands on the partially-open French doors. She put
herself on display, one leg slightly bent, the curves of her body
accentuated by the straight lines of the doors. As I approached,
she turned to face me directly and reached for my belt. "I want
this again," she whispered, and quickly drew me toward her for a
kiss. I indulged the kiss for a moment, enjoying immensely the
taste of her lips on my tongue, then pulled roughly away before she
could unbuckle my belt.

"You're going to be my dirty little
girl, Lana," I told her. "You asked to be treated like the
girls I write about. You want to come like they do. I want you to
experience the fantasies I have in mind for the next set of
stories. That means I'm in control." She moaned quietly at the
thought. "I won't do anything you don't want to do," I assured her.
"I told you that, and I meant it. But you'll need to let me know if
you want to stop."

Lana stared at me. Clearly this wasn't
what she expected or was used to; after a few moments, the managed
to engage her thoughts again, and she nodded. "Good!" I said.
"Close your eyes."

She closed her eyes hesitantly, and I led her
to the middle of the room. From the pile in the chair I pulled a
short, red silk scarf with the college logo that was originally
intended to be a gift for a friend. I swept her long, dark hair
from her shoulders, eliciting a quiet sigh as my fingers brushed
the back of her neck. I tied the scarf gently over her eyes, before
saying anything else.

"Raise your arms over your head," I directed,
heading back to the chair. This time I found a wide leather belt. I
wrapped her fingers around the leather for a moment, letting her
savor the feel, before I took both wrists in my hand, holding her
arms raised over her head. I slowly slid a loop of the belt down
the sensitive underside of her arms, and across her shoulder. I
unbuttoned her blouse slightly so I could pull the collar of her
shirt open, trailing the leather over the skin of her chest and
between her breasts. 

Lana's breath quickened as I teased her. By
the time I was teasing her breasts with the leather she had begun
to moan very quietly under her breath. I slid the buckle inside her
blouse, dangling it and allowing the cold steel to caress lightly
the skin of her stomach.

I very lightly tapped the inside of her knee
with a loop of the leather. "Spread your legs, Lana," I whispered
in her ear. She complied quickly, and the belt slid higher. Her
legs trembled as the stiff leather reached the apex of her thighs,
sliding delicately as she shifted her hips.

I pulled the belt from between her legs and
looped it over her wrists. The utility style of the belt meant it
had adjustment holes punched in the thick leather along the entire
length, ensuring I could buckle it into a fairly tight loop.
Although I pulled it tight enough to lightly restrain her, Lana had
enough slack in the bindings to free herself in seconds should she
deem it necessary. "You can lower your arms and hold them in front
of you, if you'd like," I whispered in her ear.

At that moment, there was a quiet knock on
the door. "Room Service," came the call through the door. 

Perfect timing, I thought to myself. I
thought I saw a hesitant smile cross Lana's lips, but in the
moonlight it was hard to tell. She'll be smiling soon enough,
anyway, I thought. "Not a sound, please," I whispered in her ear. I
slapped her buttocks gently as I headed to the door, and she moaned
quietly.

As I answered the door, the server gave me a
quizzical look. "That's quite the collection of stuff," she
observed with a smile.

"Crazy diet. I have cravings," I said as I
signed the bill. A generous cash gratuity ended any additional
questions that may have come up.

Lana heard the exchange with the server.
"What's going on?" she asked. Her voice had taken on a slightly
less confident quality; a blindfold and bound wrists will have that
effect on a person.

"You'll see. Some of it’s for you, anyway," I
promised, wheeling the table clothed cart into the room. I rattled
the ice bucket quickly, and watched as a shiver crossed her
shoulders. "Are you ready, Lana? I promise this will be
spectacular."



 


 


I circled the room slowly as I spoke to Lana.
The effect was dizzying -- although she stood motionless in the
center of the room, she became disoriented to my location, as
though she was slowly turning. As I moved slowly around her,
I set my MP3 player to a sexy mix and connected it to the room’s
sound system. The silent background was replaced with understated
music. A rain shower began a moment later, distorting the majestic
view in shimmering streaks. The room was painted in images of
rivulets and waterfalls as moonlight poured through the
rain-spattered glass picture windows.

“Tell me what you said earlier,” I directed.
“About being like the characters I create.”

“I said I wanted to come like the girls in
your stories,” she managed to say breathlessly.

I leaned close to her ear. “Mmhmm. Lana,
you’re going to come for me tonight. Again,” I promised in a husky
whisper. “You’re going to be my dirty little girl for the rest of
the night.” My breath stirred her long, dark hair and tickled her
ear lightly. She shivered gently, both from the promise of the
night ahead and the nearness of our bodies.

“Shall I tell you what I ordered from Room
Service?” I whispered. Lana nodded her head. “What was the first
thing you heard a moment ago?” I asked.

“Ice. In a metal bucket.” she whispered. “A
champagne bucket?”

“That’s an excellent guess. Yes, I asked for
a bucket of ice. No champagne, though,” I smiled to myself. “I want
you to remember this experience sober. No hazy memories, so no
alcohol.”

As I spoke, I quietly removed some ice from
the bucket, and approached Lana. With her eyes covered, she had no
idea I was close; I stood in front of her and lightly brushed her
lips with ice. She pulled away, as I expected, and I gently but
firmly grasped a handful of her thick, dark hair.

“Don’t do that again, Lana,” I ordered
quietly. “I’m not going to hurt you. Don’t pull away from me or we
will have to stop. “

She nodded, and I brushed her lips once more
with ice. She shivered and tried to lick her lips, sucking lightly
on the ice and my fingertips, but didn’t pull away as droplets of
chilled water dripped from the corner of her mouth. I trailed my
fingertips and ice over the point of her chin slowly down her
throat.

I leaned closer to her, my lips so close to
her ear my breath tickled the fine hairs, and whispered, “Do you
like ice, Lana? Do you like how it feels on your skin?”

She whimpered almost imperceptibly as my
fingertips slid lower. My other hand unbuttoned her sheer blouse
down to the purple bow on the front of her lacy black bra. Ice
chips and cold water dripped between her breasts, and she whimpered
again at the chill as my fingers slipped inside the edge of her
bra, caressing her sensitive skin. I leaned closer and gently
kissed her neck just below her ear, and she moaned quietly at the
heat of my lips on her skin.

I kissed her lips, savoring the chill that
still lingered. I could feel her body heat rise as she responded.
Although her bound wrists prevented close contact from the front,
she did attempt to unzip my jeans as we kissed.

“Unh-uh,” I admonished, backing away. “I’m
not ready for you to be that familiar yet, Lana. But since you’re
impatient...”

A small, sexy smile played at her lips for
just a moment as she asked, “Oh, really? Since I’m impatient…
what?” Her voice took on a playful tone with the question.

I unbuckled the thin, casual leather belt I
was wearing, ensuring the steel buckle rattled slightly as I
removed it. I heard her take a sharp breath at the sound. “You’re
impatient, and I think you need to be reminded who’s in control
right now,” I answered.

I approached the hands that a few moments ago
had been reaching for my belt. Now I laid the belt in them. “What
is that, Lana?” I asked, taking it away after just a moment.

“It’s your belt. I could have told you that
when you took it off,” she said, a note of impatience creeping into
her voice. “You could have let me take it off.”

I folded the belt in half and tapped the flat
of the loop against the palm of her hand lightly. “Yes, I could
have let you do that,” I replied, circling slowly, “but I
didn’t.”

I circled behind her and lightly slapped her
shapely behind with the belt. The sharp thwack in the quiet
room made her jump, even though it didn’t hurt.

“Don’t get impatient, Lana,” I said. She
nodded obediently, her breath suddenly rapid.

I again started with the loop of leather at
her ankle, and slowly slid the belt the entire length of her legs
from behind. As I reached the inside of her thigh, she adjusted her
stance, spreading her legs slightly. As the leather slid underneath
her skirt, I dropped the belt, sliding my fingers over her skin
instead.

As I suspected, the change of clothes and
freshening up weren’t the only surprises; the dirty girl left her
panties at home as well. My fingers met warm, slippery female skin
and she gasped audibly at my touch. I slowly slid the length of my
fingers over her sensitive skin, separating the folds of her sex. I
slowly circled the entrance of her body with my fingertips,
swirling them gently just inside her before sliding to the
sensitive button of her clitoris with the tip of my finger. Slick
now with her lubrication, my fingers slid easily over her clitoris.
She moaned quietly, her thighs shaking as I worked my fingers in
long, slow circles around her clit.

I straightened and stepped closer, pressing
my body against her back. “Now, that was a pleasant surprise,” I
whispered as she craned her neck so I could suck on the smooth
skin. My hands circled her waist, then slid up to her breasts,
kneading them lightly. I could feel her nipples harden with the
attention, and I pinched them lightly through the thin blouse. Her
body felt fantastic in my hands as I sucked on the sensitive skin
of her neck, just below her ear.

“You’re going to kneel, Lana,” I whispered,
her earring ticking lightly against my teeth as I sucked on her
earlobe. She shivered lightly again, then nodded.

I took a step back and helped her kneel, and
I let her wait a few moments. I strode to the room service cart and
quietly selected a few items before returning. I stepped toward
her, and she raised her hands to my jeans, rapidly working the
button and unzipping them. She tugged at my jeans and boxers
eagerly, leaning forward as soon as she sensed my erection was
freed.

“Wait,” I instructed.

“But… Why?” she pouted.

“Open your mouth,” I said. She complied as I
added, “Stick out your tongue, as well.”

I let her wait a moment, tongue extended. “I
want you to describe for me what you feel, what you taste, Lana,” I
said. Again, she nodded silently.

I slowly allowed the tip of her tongue to
impale a mound of fresh whipped cream before withdrawing it. Her
tongue curving like a spoon as she leaned forward, attempting to
capture the sensation. “Sweet, cool, light. Like whipped cream,”
she whispered.

“Very good, honey,” I replied. She smiled as
I said, “Next.”

She extended her tongue to the sensation of
cold, smooth, round chocolate. I turned it for her as her tongue
remained stationary, allowing her to feel more of the surface. A
puzzled look crossed her face, even with the blindfold. “Take a
bite,” I directed.

She opened her mouth wide, and her teeth
brushed my fingertips as they slowly sliced through first a layer
of sweet, rich chocolate, then the rough, sweet-tart sensation of
strawberry, almost overwhelming the sensation heavy whipped cream
filling her mouth as an afterthought. Strawberry juice trickled
from the corner of her mouth and down her chin as she sighed
quietly with pleasure.

“Hold still,” I told her as I knelt close to
her. I leaned in to capture with the tip of my tongue the drop of
juice sliding down her neck, and slowly traced its path back to her
lips. She separated her lips for a kiss, tasting the strawberry on
my tongue. She leaned into the kiss, shivering and reaching for my
jeans again as my fingers brushed the inside of her thigh. “Not
yet, dirty girl. I’ll tell you when,” I said, pulling back
slightly.

She groaned her disagreement but held her
tongue.

“Open your mouth again,” I directed; I placed
one finger between her lips and teeth, pushing her mouth open as I
placed the rest of the strawberry between my lips. She opened her
mouth obediently. As I placed the strawberry on her tongue, our
lips met with palpable electricity. My fingers again found her
thigh, sliding higher this time, slowly pushing her dress toward
her hips. Her tongue carried the strawberry from my lips into her
mouth just as the palm of my hand pressed against her womanhood in
earnest, causing her to break the kiss and gasp around a mouthful
of strawberry.

“Fuck,” she whispered, after swallowing. My
fingers were still between her thighs, and she started to slowly
grind against them, hips shifting slowly in time with the barely
audible music.

“Do you like this, Lana?” I asked
gruffly.

“Mmhmm,” she replied.

“Good.” I withdrew my fingers and grasped her
wrists, assisting her to a standing position as I stood myself.

“Wh-what?” She asked, confused.

“Don’t worry. We’re not done yet,” I told
her. “Just relax.”

I released her wrists, placing one hand on
her back, the other sweeping under her knees. “Whoa!” she shrieked
as I picked her up and carried her into the bedroom.

I placed her gently on the edge of the bed,
her head propped on the pile of pillows. “No peeking,” I said. I
left the bedroom for a moment, returning with the room service
cart. The slightly melting ice in the champagne bucket sloshed
audibly, and Lana shivered on the bed.

I stood at the head of the bed. “Extend your
tongue, please,” I directed. As she did so, I placed the tip of a
peeled banana against her lips. She smiled devilishly, then opened
her mouth. I placed the banana on her tongue, and as her lips
closed sensuously around it, something unexpected happened.

Lana’s sat up on the bed, and I could only
watch as the entire banana ended up in her mouth. Her mouth and
tongue drew it from my fingers, and her lips closed around the end.
She paused a few moments, taking a few long, deep breaths. Then, as
though she could see me through the blindfold, she turned her gaze
and looked directly into my eyes as she raised her bound hands to
her lips, and her fingers slowly extracted the entire, undamaged
banana from her mouth, her lips wrapped around every inch, her
tongue playing like a snake’s over the entire length.

It was my turn to be teased, it seemed, and I
couldn’t contain my own excitement: “Fuuuck…,” I whispered. She
could sense the effect she had on me, because she smiled wickedly,
then teased me again, slowly slurping the entire banana into her
mouth again before finishing it off.

I sighed and knelt next to the bed. She
swallowed the last of the banana as I tugged her arms over her
head. The length of the belt meant I had enough extra to tie her to
the headboard; I wasn’t ready for her to tease me yet, and the
banana caught me unaware, but that wouldn’t happen again. She
whimpered lightly while I tied off the belt, but she melted as soon
as I began kissing her body.

Her wrists were still lightly bound, so I
started with her hands, sucking and licking the pads of her
fingertips, slowly taking each finger into my mouth, my tongue
sliding over every inch. Lana’s body began to relax slightly as I
worked slowly over her wrists, teasing the sensitive undersides,
just where the skin folds to allow movement. I began unbuttoning
her blouse as I kissed her wrists. I took my time sliding my lips
over the underside of her forearm, the skin slightly lighter than
the rest of her body because the sun doesn’t tan the body well
there. She shivered, as I caressed her smooth underarm with my nose
and lips, sliding over her collarbone, pushing her blouse aside as
I moved slowly to the top of her shoulder.

“Uh!” she whispered as I opened my mouth wide
to gently bite the smooth skin between her neck and shoulder,
sucking and sliding a path to the curve of her neck. Lana’s body
took on a vaguely feline quality; I could almost hear her purr as
she stretched languidly beneath my touch, her neck exposed for my
attention. My lips traveled over the unprotected flesh, finding
sensitive points for specific attention: lips sucking skin into my
mouth for teeth to nibble, tongue tasting, searching for the next
sensitive location…

Lana moaned as I turned my attention turned
lower, traveling to her chest. Her blouse, loose over her form, had
shifted, opened, as she writhed under my attention, her breasts
still contained by the lacy black bra.

“Arch your back for me, please, Lana,” I
requested. “I’m going to take off your bra.”

That devilish smile: “Mmm, I think you need
to work for it,” she replied

“Fine, we’ll do it another way, if you’d
like.”

Standing up at her side, I grasped the hem of
her skirt with both hands and roughly hiked it up to her hips. I
gently pushed her knees apart and slipped my tongue between the
folds of her sex; I loved hearing her gasp as my tongue brushed
against the hood of covering her clit. I slowly worked my tongue
lower, slipping gently inside her body as she moaned and writhed
slowly at the sensation. For long moments, I allowed my tongue to
trace firm, slow circles in the soft, sensitive flesh before
purposefully sliding once again to her clitoris.

“Please, it’s your—ah! – turn…,” Lana
whispered breathlessly, just as my tongue gently exposed her clit.
Her thoughts were interrupted as I gently sucked the sensitive
button into my mouth, pinched lightly between my teeth. “Ohhhhh
fff—,” she murmured as my tongue flashed over the bundle of nerves.
Her body tensed, and she slipped her hands from the belt, pushing
my head firmly between her thighs, my lips crushed against her
pelvis and sucking like mad on her clit. My thick fingers
penetrated her body -- so soft tight slippery – as she thrust her
hips toward my mouth. “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” she moaned loudly, over
and over. “Don’t stop fuck my pussy with your fingers fuck fuck oh
fuck my clit fuck I’m going to come fuck!”

Lana’s body went completely rigid, fingers
extended as the palms of her hands on the back of my head virtually
crushed my mouth against her clit, her pussy so tight I could
hardly withdraw my fingers, only a gasp and a whisper audible from
her lips.

Long moments passed as I raised my head and
watched her recover. Her face, tense in the waves of her climax,
relaxed, her eyes opened, retaining that slightly unfocused, dreamy
look as her body found itself again and her mind reasserted
control. “Fuck,” she said, staring at the ceiling, smacking her
lips as she realized how dry her mouth had become. “Holy. Fuck.”
She barely registered my presence beside her for a few moments
longer, then she turned her head to look at me. Her glittering,
dark eyes found mine, and she smiled at me weakly as she said,
“Fuck.”

“I’m going to assume you enjoyed the
experience,” I said with a smile.

“Mmhmm,” she hummed. “I— that was— fuck.”

I smiled again. “I’ll be right back,” I said
as I stood up. I returned with a glass of ice water, which she
accepted with a smile.

While she recovered, I went to the bathroom
to change. When I returned she smiled. “Really? A bathing suit? Are
you that shy?” she asked with a laugh.

“No, it’s just part of the plan,” I
replied.

“Plan?”

“Well, part of the idea, I guess,” I
explained. Seeing her confused expression, I clarified further: “I
don’t really come up with plans, even when I’m writing. I
typically have a general idea, and a couple of specific details,
then let the story write itself,” I said. “In this case, it wasn’t
a story, it was… this.” I swept my hand around to indicate the
suite, the room service cart, and her.

“All of this was improvised?” she asked,
incredulously.

“Yes. I didn’t plan for any of this, you
know. Meeting you was just chance,” I said. “There’s no way I could
have known it would turn into this, not tonight. Anyway,” I said,
noting her doubtful look, “on to the next part of the story.” She
returned my smile as I helped her stand.

“So, a bathing suit? I’m glad you said I
should bring mine,” she said, reaching for a small purse on the
chair. “I’ll just change in the—“

“No. You’re going to dance for me.” She
looked at me, confused. “Remember I said I have ideas, not plans?
Your bathing suit was an idea, and I changed my mind.” I found my
MP3 player and changed the playlist. “Undress for me. Slowly.
Erotically. I want you to excite yourself as much as you excite
me,” I told her, with Shakira’s “La Tortura” starting in the
background.

She looked at me as though I was crazy. “I
can’t—“

I interrupted her. “Don’t worry about me. I
want you to feel sexy.”

She nodded that she understood, although she
still looked doubtful as she hesitated. “Lana, you’re obviously not
terribly shy. You dance when you go out to clubs and such, right?”
I asked.

“Yeah,” she said with a well-duh
laugh. “But I’ve never been a stripper.”

“I’m not asking you to be a stripper,” I told
her. “I’m asking you to take off your clothes while you dance.” I
skipped to another song – Beyonce’s “Partition”. “Close your eyes,
Lana.”

I moved behind her, turning up the music as
she closed her eyes. I placed my hands on her hips and pulled her
against me, my excitement restrained by my swimsuit, guiding our
hips slowly in rhythm with the music. My hands slid to her wrists,
again guiding them over her head as she began to succumb to the
music’s influence. After a few moments, she began moving her body
with no guidance from me. I moved slowly away, taking a seat in an
armchair in the corner.

She moved seductively, serpent-like, with the
music. Lana’s partially-unbuttoned blouse shifted as she found her
rhythm, black lace peeking through as she became less inhibited,
her fingers unbuttoning her blouse entirely. She opened her eyes,
meeting mine as she approached my chair. She licked a fingertip,
then slowly sucked the whole thing between her on her pouting red
lips, her other hand peeling the translucent blouse from her
shoulder. She unzipped her skirt, reminding me – as if I needed a
reminder – that she had nothing underneath. She turned her back to
me, moving a few steps away, hands stroking her body slowly, before
unhooking the lacy black bra. The way she lost herself in the
moment was incredible. She crossed her arms over her chest before
turning to me, the straps of her lingerie sliding down her arms
uselessly. Her hips rolled slowly, her short skirt loose, slowly
sliding lower. She again approached, slowly uncrossing her arms and
dropping her bra, exposing her luscious breasts to my hungry gaze.
Rainshadows from the windows streaked her body with liquid
illusion, like an old-fashioned fan dance alternately concealing
and revealing her form in shadow and light.

She leaned on the arms of my chair, teasing
me, her breasts just out of reach of my lips. I reached for her
hips to pull her close, and she pulled away with a smile. “I don’t
think so, Jay,” she said, wagging her finger at me. “No touching
until I say so.”

“But--.”

“No. Keep your hands to yourself,” she
ordered. Then she gave me a sexy smile and added, “For now…”

I sighed, then smiled. This was exactly what
I had in mind, and I sat back to enjoy it. She again leaned over
me, allowing her breasts to again float just out of reach. Her skin
was perfect and sexy-sweet. She caressed one breast with her hand
as though offering it to me, rolling her hard nipple between her
fingertips. She moaned in my ear with the pleasure of it, followed
by an urgent whisper, “Mmm… Fuck that feels good. Can you taste me,
Jay?”

I leaned in to her, my lips closing around
her nipple, sucking her flesh between my teeth and biting gently.
Lana’s whimpers rang in my ear, her long, dark hair brushed my
shoulder as she craned her neck, her breath tickling my neck I
teased her flesh. My tongue flashed across her nipple, still pinned
between my teeth; shudders ran through her body as I sucked and
nibbled and licked her engorged flesh. I again reached for her, and
she pushed my hands away, though this time our fingers were
intertwined.

“F-f-f-f-fuck,” she moaned, pulling slowly
away. I refused to release her from my teeth; her breast remained
suspended between us for a long moment before I let go.

Lana’s eyes met mine as she moved one hand
from the arm of the chair to the front of my swimsuit, stroking my
erection through the fabric. She again turned her back to me,
grinding her ass against my cock; even through my shorts and her
skirt her body was hot. She slowly straddled my body, her skirt
sliding up to her hips as she lowered herself against me. I could
almost feel how wet she had become as she slowly, deliberately
ground my erection into her clitoris. She made each stroke last
long seconds, as she rolled her hips slowly against my shorts,
moaning with each pass.

“Lana,” I said, reaching for her hips.

“Mmm?” she replied, her eyes closed as she
continued to stroke her clit over my erection.

“Let’s get this skirt off you,” I said,
tugging at the loose waist of the garment.

“Mmm,” she pouted.

I didn’t really want her to stop any more
than she did, but I wanted more than teasing. “I want you to come
for me again,” I whispered.

Lana opened her eyes and nodded. She stood
slowly, tugging the skirt to her knees, then stepping out of it
entirely. “You are fucking sexy,” I told her, standing up
myself.

She smiled at my words and admiring gaze. Her
eyes dropped to my shorts and she bit her lip – my excitement was
quite obvious. It was nearly time.

I led Lana to the sliding glass door to the
balcony. “We’re going out there?” she asked. “It’s cold and
wet.”

“Exactly. Just go with it,” I replied,
leading her naked into the chill night.

She screeched a little at the cold tile, but
the hot tub a few steps away was our obvious destination. I led her
to it and helped her into the steaming water, then started the jets
before getting in myself. In a few moments, only our shoulders were
exposed to the air. She again straddled me, and her lips found mine
as she again found my erection with her hips. Our connection was
urgent, deep. Our thrusting and grinding beneath the turbulent
water was mirrored by the thrusting of our tongues and grinding of
lips.

“Mmm…” Too quickly, Lana broke the kiss,
moaning with her approaching climax, her arms around my neck
tightening as she tilted her head down, our foreheads touching as
her breath came more rapidly, more raggedly. “Oh fuck yes right
there…,” she breathed in my ear. The pace of our motion beneath the
swirling surface increased, bringing her closer still. I ducked my
head lower, finding her nipples with my tongue, my fingers,
pinching, sucking, biting gently, then harder. “FUCK!” she moaned.
“Oh my god that’s it right there yes yes yes…” She threw her head
back, whimpering, moaning as the precipice approached.
“F-F-F-FUCK!” she screamed, as she dissolved into her orgasm, her
body losing all its pent-up tension.

I reached under the water, my fingers
stroking her swollen clit gently. Lana was still throbbing; I could
feel her even with the rough water buffeting our skin.

She pushed my hands away. “I can’t yet, you
have to let me…,” she panted.

I smiled at her, sliding her off my lap as I
stood up on the seat. Standing in the chill air, I began untying my
shorts, but Lana brushed my hands away. She drew the strings loose,
then tugged my shorts down to my knees, freeing my erection for her
amusement.

“Fuck,” she whispered to herself. Her eyes
sparkled as she licked her lips and smiled at me. I took a seat on
the edge of the hot tub, and she knelt between my knees. She
wrapped her hand around the base of my hard cock and began stroking
slowly.

“Is this how you imagine your stories?” Lana
asked.

Before I could answer, she opened her mouth
wide and swallowed almost my entire length. “Holy fuck,” I
breathed. It took all the discipline I could muster to not come
right then; the surprise of her action took me so close to the edge
I nearly lost control.

Lana must have sensed how close I came to my
own climax. She slowly drew her lips the entire length of my cock
before smiling innocently up at me. “Was that ok?” she asked
devilish-sweetly.

I ran my fingers through her dark hair,
taking a double handful before I replied. “That was fucking
fantastic, and you well know it,” I said. I guided her mouth back
to my cock. “Please,” I whispered, just as her tongue again began
stroking the head of my rigid member.

Lana took her time, teasing me, her tongue
slipping and sliding around first the head, then the shaft of my
erection. My hips rocked slowly, my hands gently insistent as she
took me deep, again and again. Each time I felt the head of my cock
against the soft palate at the back of her throat, I felt my orgasm
close in. My body tensed, and only with the greatest effort was I
able to fight back the urge to finish. There was one more thing I
wanted before I came…

At last I decided it was time. I guided
Lana’s mouth to mine for a long, deep kiss. I could taste myself on
her tongue, as she could taste herself on my lips.

“Kneel on the seat, Lana,” I directed as I
slipped back into the water. As she raised her ass to me in the
chill air, I leaned down. I wanted to taste her again, sliding my
tongue over her clit, dipping inside her wet pussy. I wanted to
taste the inside of her body, feel her flooding my tongue. I spread
her sex with my fingers, sucking and tonguing every bit of her.

I could hear her whimper each time my tongue
circled her clit. “Oh fuck yes right there please...,” she would
whisper.

I couldn’t wait. I was too ready, too fucking
excited to wait. I knelt on the seat behind Lana, guiding the head
of my cock to her clit, sliding the length of my shaft slowly
against the swollen bundle of nerves. “Oh god please just I can’t I
need…”, she said quietly. She trembled with the sensation of my
shaft sliding against her sensitive skin. “Please I need…”

I met her demand. I placed the head of my
cock just at the entrance to her body, gently applying pressure
until I was just barely inside her. She was so wet, so slippery and
tight and just fucking fantastic…

“Ohhhhh fuck!” she moaned loudly as I slowly
pushed deeper. I could feel the walls of her tight pussy spreading
as I slipped deeper inside her. “Mmm yes!” So tight and slippery,
hot, wet… “Holy fuck more Jay I need more please!” We moved slowly
at first, gently, with each stroke sliding farther inside. The rain
picked up again, the cold drops on our skin a stark, bright
contrast to the hot water around our thighs and the seething energy
connecting us.

Before long she had taken the length of my
erection inside her. I could feel Lana’s body pulsing, squeezing my
shaft. We began stroking faster, together, my hips rolling as I
thrust inside her; Lana’s body pushing back, taking me deeper and
deeper. I groaned something unintelligible, the pleasure of her
body nearly overpowering me. I leaned over her, my hands sliding
over her back, her ribs, to caress her breasts, pinch her nipples.
She yelped as I pinched, hard, her pussy squeezing tight around me.
“Oh fuck Jay yes don’t stop please fuck…” she whimpered. Her thighs
trembled, and I could feel her pussy squeezing, releasing, almost
there…

“I’m very close, Lana,” I whispered. “I’m so
close, please, when you come…”

“Yes, Jay, come with me please fuck I want to
feel you come with me,” she said.

I thrust harder, deeper, faster, with each
stroke we both neared our peak. I was so close I could feel my body
focusing all my attention, all my energy, but I had to hold back. I
pinched Lana’s nipples again, hard. “I want you to come for me,
Lana. I promised you would be my dirty girl tonight. I’m so close
but you have to come with me I need you to come for me Lana please
don’t hold back…” I slid one hand lower, stroking her clit with one
finger as I fucked her from behind faster and harder and deeper,
her tits in my hand while I pinched her nipples and I could feel
her tensing and we were both so close and

“Ohhhh F-F-F-F-F-FUCK Jay!” Lana screamed as
she came, her body so incredibly tense then releasing. The power of
her orgasm virtually forced me from her body; my hands on her hips,
I continued to thrust inside her. I wanted her orgasm to last as
long as possible, my cock still inside her, filling her, stretching
her tight pussy as we fucked.

I reached my orgasm a moment later. I could
feel my cock swelling as I pumped my come inside her, filling her
pussy with my thick, sticky fluid. I could feel her pussy
throbbing, tensing, releasing, over and over, as though her body
was trying to milk as much come from my cock as possible. She
trembled, exhausted, as we collapsed together, the cold rain now
all but uncomfortable as the warm hot tub again seethed around
us.

After a while, the timer turned off the jets.
“We probably ought to get a shower, Lana,” I said.

“Probably,” she replied quietly, her eyes
closed as she relaxed in my arms.

“Will you stay the night?” I asked.

“Yeah. I’d like that,” she hugged me, turned
her face to me for a kiss.

“Was this all you imagined? Did you feel like
one of the characters I write about?”

She smiled that cute, sexy smile. “Oh, yeah.
Fuck yeah.” She opened her eyes. “Jay, will you use this in one of
your stories?” She asked.

Maybe, I thought. Maybe I can write
this, but who would believe it? This is so much better than
fiction, I thought with a smile, hugging her back.
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