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The Dress

Kristina Wright

The dress made her do it.

It hung in the back of Carrie’s closet, hidden behind silk blouses, pinstriped pants, tailored suits, summer skirts and polo shirts. It languished there in the farthest corner of the closet while other clothes were worn for business meetings and tennis matches and birthday parties and lunches with friends. The dress stayed there when other clothes were tossed in the donation bag, when other new outfits replaced old, when seasons changed and wool trousers were chosen over Capri pants. The dress was like an old friend, waiting patiently for a long overdue call.

Finally, after months, the call came.

When Carrie put the dress on, she felt like a different person. She was a different person. She wasn’t Carrie the junior attorney at the law firm or Carrie the fitness freak or Carrie the buddy who was like one of the guys. In that shiny PVC dress she became Carrie the seductress. Carrie the bad girl. Carrie the slut.

She prepared for her night out like a bride preparing for her wedding day. Shaved, moisturized, perfumed, adorned. She put the dress on, surprised for a moment at how form-fitting it was. She wore it only occasionally, once every three or four months, and she was always surprised by how it hugged her body. Her other clothes fit comfortably, making her hardly aware she was wearing them. She never forgot she was wearing the dress. It made her stand up straighter, suck in her stomach, thrust out her breasts that were barely contained by the corset-style bodice – and that was just while she was standing in the privacy of her own bedroom admiring herself in the mirror. Out in public, the dress made her strut.

By the time she got to the club, her whole body was throbbing with an intense energy of things to come. It wasn’t a club she went to often. It wasn’t in the best part of town and it appealed to a crowd that was a little more . . . out there . . . than who she usually hung with. She wasn’t in the mood for the khakis and cappuccino crowd tonight. She wasn’t interested in talking politics, 401(k) plans or who was getting married or who was expecting yet another baby. Tonight she wanted to be someone else. The slut in the dress.

She was rewarded for her efforts the minute she walked into the noisy, crowded club. Not everyone stopped to look at the redhead in the black, skintight vinyl dress that laced down to her bellybutton, but enough people did look – men and women – to give her a little rush. It was the dress, she knew. It didn’t hurt that she had the body to fill it out, of course, but the dress commanded attention in a way Carrie never could. The four-inch patent leather heels didn’t hurt, either. They made her already long legs look like they went on for miles and not a man in the room could look at the shoes that matched the dress and not wonder what they would look like on the floor next to his bed.

Fending off a couple of over eager guys, Carrie made her way to the bar. The bar spanned the length of one side of the club and it was standing room only. Miraculously, as soon as she approached, a space opened up for her. She thanked the two guys on either side of her and ordered a martini.

“That’s on me,” said the guy to the left of her.

“Thanks.” Carrie gave him a predatory smile, feeling infused with power. “But I’m not going to fuck you.”

The guy on her right laughed. “Guess she told you.”

Carrie took a long sip of the martini that appeared in front of her in record time, letting her tongue linger on the rim of the glass. Then she smiled. “I’m not going to fuck you, either.”

It probably wasn’t the wisest thing to say to two guys in a seedy nightclub who both seemed a little inebriated, but the dress made her say and do things that weren’t very wise. Like a suit of armor or a protective shield, the dress gave her power and authority. Instead of turning nasty, both men smiled good-naturedly and shrugged.

By the time she finished her second martini, courtesy of the guy on the right simply because he wanted to appear to be a gentleman, Carrie was ready to mingle. She excused herself to her self-appointed guardians with a wink and a, “Thanks for the drinks, boys,” and disappeared onto the crowded dance floor before either could follow and press the issue.

The music was heavy, throbbing techno with some retro punk thrown in for good measure. It wasn’t dancing music, it was grinding music and the crowd writhed on the packed dance floor in pairs and threesomes in alcohol-and-lust fueled orgiastic bliss. Carrie didn’t dance alone for long. Soon she felt the press of a body behind her. A male body. She turned in the circle of his arms and gave him a feral smile.

Her smile faded when she realized she was looking up into the face of Reynolds, one of the partners at the firm. She wracked her brain for his first name and came up blank. She didn’t know him personally, the firm she worked for was one of the largest in the state with two dozen partners and a hundred or more support staff, but they’d crossed paths a couple of times and he was attractive enough for her to notice him. Dark eyes, dark hair, older than her, but with a boyish appeal that made it hard to peg his age. Of course, she’d never seen him in a social setting wearing low-slung jeans and a T-shirt that clung to his sculpted torso.

She realized his expression hadn’t changed – he was still looking at her like he wanted to devour her – and it dawned on her that he had no reason to recognize her, especially in the dress. She was as professional and proper at work as any attorney and, out of that familiar setting and in a dress meant for a vamp, she probably didn’t look like the Carrie he might remember on a good day.

“Love the dress,” he said, his hand gliding over the slippery PVC from her waist to her hip. “You’re stunning.”

She smiled again, regaining her composure. The patent leather heels made her almost his height, so she leaned forward until her lips were nearly touching his ear. “Thanks.”

“Want to dance?”

She put her arm around his neck and pressed her body against him, rubbing her crotch against his hip in a smooth, sinuous rhythm. “Sure.”

He pulled her close and rubbed his erection against her. “Want to go home with me?”

She shook her head. “I don’t think so.”

He laughed. “Well then, will you at least dance with me until my dick deflates a little?”

She pressed against him, her breasts threatening to burst out of the top of the dress. “What are the odds of that while I’m here?”

“Good point.”

She smiled. “C’mon,” she said, taking him by the hand.

“Where?”

She just arched an eyebrow at him.

“Yes, ma’am.”

She led him outside into the cool night air that made her nipples pucker and raised goose bumps on her bare arms and legs. The parking lot was quiet except for a couple of giggling women hanging drunkenly on each other. Carrie’s heart hammered in her chest as she led Reynolds around the side of the club, dark but for the red light cast by an emergency exit sign. She took a deep breath. Knowing there was a chance they could get caught was part of the thrill.

“What are you up to?”

She responded by pressing him up against the wall of the club and kissing him. Hard. She reached down and stroked his cock through his jeans, pleased that it was stiff and thick. He moaned into her when she squeezed him.

Reynolds pulled away. “Are you sure you don’t want to go to my place?”

She unzipped his jeans. “I can’t wait.”

She knelt in front of him, the dress riding up so that she could feel the night air on her ass. She unfastened his jeans and pulled his cock free. It was beautiful and thick. She whimpered in anticipation.

“Please, baby.”

She didn’t move, not even when he wrapped her long hair in his fist and tried to guide her to his cock. She resisted, knowing he was hers.

“Please,” he pleaded again.

She indulged him because she couldn’t stand not having him in her mouth a minute longer, not because he begged. Precome glistened on the tip of his cock like a freshwater pearl and she swirled her tongue around the engorged head, pulling it into her mouth.

He gasped at the contact and thrust his hips forward.

With excruciating slowness that teased them both, she licked his cock from tip to base, cradling his heavy balls with one hand while guiding his cock between her lips with the other. She sucked the head into her mouth and cradled it in the hollow of her tongue, holding it there until he impatiently moved his hips. His hands were slack in her hair, as if he’d forgotten – or didn’t realize – he could have some measure of control. Carrie didn’t want him to have control. She wanted the power to give him pleasure, but only when she was ready.

Despite their risky location, she took her time sucking him. She lowered her mouth over his cock, relaxing her throat until she had taken as much of him as she could handle without gagging. Then she slid back slowly, revealing his slick, shiny cock. Over and over she deep-throated him until they were both panting and she knew he was close to orgasm by the way his cock practically leaked precome in a steady stream.

He protested softly when she released his cock long enough to untie the laces that held the bodice of her dress together. “I want you to fuck my tits,” she said.

His switched his focus from her mouth to her breasts as she pulled them free from the dress. Her skin was ethereally pale against the black PVC, her nipples hard and dark. She cupped her breasts in her hands, presenting them to him like a gift.

He didn’t speak. He took his cock in his hand and laid it in the valley she created by pressing her breasts together. His cock was warm and wet from her mouth. She closed her eyes, enjoying the feel of him against her bare skin.

His hands covered hers and he rolled her nipples between his fingers. She moaned, squeezing her breasts around his cock.

“You feel so good,” he gasped.

She braced her hands on his thighs as he cupped her breasts around his cock. Looking up into his eyes, she said, “Fuck me.”

His expression was primal. Squeezing her breasts around his cock, he fucked her the way she wanted. She rocked back on her heels as he thrust against her harder and harder, fucking her tits as if he were inside her pussy. Her saliva had dried on his cock and the only thing lubricating her breasts was his precome, but it was enough. From his sharp intake of breath, she knew he was going to come.

“Come on my tits.”

He moaned, his cock spurting thick, milky semen – once, twice, three times – across her pale breasts and down the front of her vinyl dress. She kept her breasts pressed together, watching as warm rivulets of come gathered there. Finally, when he seemed to be finished, she leaned forward and kissed the tip of his cock, tasting him.

He released his iron grip on her hair and helped her up. “That was incredible,” he said as he tucked his cock back in his pants and straightened his clothes.

Carrie did the same with her sticky breasts, not bothering to lace the bodice of her dress. “Yes, it was.”

“I feel bad I didn’t do anything for you.”

She smiled. She’d wanted to rub her very wet pussy while he fucked her, but she’d been so mesmerized by watching him, she hadn’t been able to do anything else. Her pussy still felt engorged but, somehow, watching him come had taken the edge off a little bit. “You’d be surprised what that did for me.”

“Oh really?” He started to pull her close, then stopped short. “Oh, man, I am all over your dress.”

She looked down and saw that he was right. His come glistened in streaks on the already shiny vinyl, leaving no doubt as to what she’d been doing. She laughed. “It’s all right, it wipes right off.”

“Sounds like the voice of experience.” Rather than disapproving, he sounded aroused by the idea. “You’re a very bad girl.”

There was no reason to tell him she wasn’t as bad a bad girl he thought her to be. No reason to ruin his fantasy – or her own. “I don’t suck and tell,” she said with a wink.

A burst of laughter startled them both and Carrie decided she’d pushed her luck far enough for one night. She let Reynolds escort her to her car.

“Thanks, really.”

“Thank you,” she said, and meant it sincerely. There was no doubt in her mind that she’d spend many long morning commutes thinking about her escapade with Reynolds. But first, she’d spend a long, leisurely bath masturbating until her pussy was raw while she thought about his thick cock coming between her breasts.

“So, do you think I can see you again or was this a one time thing?”

“What’s your name?”

“Derrick Reynolds,” he said.

Right. Derrick. She didn’t know why she hadn’t remembered. “Well, Derrick, I have no doubt I’ll see you again, but I don’t know if this is a one time thing or not.”

She left him then, with a furrow between his brow and a limp cock between his legs. The dress had made her do it, and she had no doubt she’d do it again. Maybe even with Derrick Reynolds.


In the Stacks

Kristina Wright

He came in one evening shortly before the library closed, looking for information on nautical knots. I pushed my glasses up on my nose and searched the data base. Four titles, all about knots. He smiled, this quirky little smile that hinted at some secret I couldn’t begin to fathom, thanked me and left with three of the books. The fourth didn’t have enough pictures, he said. He liked pictures.

I forgot about him. You tend to forget the ones that only come in occasionally, that ask one question and never come back. But he came back. I don’t remember how long it was. A month, maybe two? But he came back and something about that little smile reminded me of the knots.

He wasn’t handsome in the classical sense. He was average looks, average height. The kind of guy who could be really cute if you liked him or nondescript if you’d only met him once or twice. But the smile, that made him stand out. It would be awhile before I’d notice that his eyes held the same secretive amusement as his smile.

The next time he came to the reference desk he asked about the Marquis de Sade. Not his fiction, a biography. Not a usual request for a small town library in the heart of Virginia. I checked the database. Just two biographies on the Marquis. He took them both. I felt a little strange leading him back toward the biography section, deep in the shadows of the nonfiction stacks. Maybe it was the smile.

I pulled the books and handed them to him.

“Ever read him?” he asked, tapping the cover of the top book.

I could feel myself blush as I shook my head. “Uh, no.”

That smile again. Amused, knowing. “But you know who he is.”

Not a question, but I nodded. Then I hurried out of the stacks and back to the refuge of my desk with a muttered, “I have patrons waiting.” I didn’t and he knew it. I think I heard him laugh.

After he left, I looked him up. It’s against the rules, but I needed to know. His name was Justin Brant and he was forty-one years old. I knew the neighborhood he lived in, it wasn’t far from my own townhouse. I also knew the types of books he liked – historical biographies of questionable characters and action-adventure. Harmless enough. Yet something about him stayed with me long after he left.

I’m embarrassed to say I checked the status on the de Sade biographies for the next couple of weeks. He renewed them both once. I found that interesting. Either he didn’t have time to read them or he was being very thorough in his research.

He came in one night just before closing. I didn’t see him at first; I was reading over some paperwork when I felt his gaze like a weight on my shoulders. I glanced up to see him staring intently at me.

“May I help you?” I asked, sounding colder than I felt. My palms were already beginning to sweat and he hadn’t said anything to me.

He smirked. “No, I found what I was looking for this time.” He gestured at the stack of books in his hand. The title of the top one mentioned nude photography.

“Oh.”

The smirk deepened. “I was wondering if you’d like to have coffee sometime, maybe one night after work?”

“I don’t think so,” I said quickly, glancing around to see if anyone had heard him. “I mean – thank you, but I don’t think we really have much in common.”

The smirk never faltered. “No? What a pity. I thought I turned you on.”

He was gone before I could pick my jaw off the floor.

I was curious, I admit it. So when I pulled out of the parking lot half an hour later, I turned left instead of turning right. I drove the five miles to the street where he lived. I turned on the street in a very nice subdivision and I drove along the main road that circled the hundred or so houses. I found his house, tucked in a cul-de-sac. I was so intent on making sure I had the right house number, I didn’t realize someone was getting out of the Mercedes in the driveway. It was him!

I sped away, heart hammering in my chest. He couldn’t have seen me, he wasn’t looking in my direction. Still, I could feel my cheeks flush hotly as I drove the few miles to my house. Whatever his charm, I wouldn’t do that again.

I almost dreaded seeing him at the library again. Almost. Here I was, thirty-seven and hopelessly single, mooning over some pervert who used the library as his dirty bookstore.

Still, there was something about him that suggested he’d be able to tell me all the secrets I’d been wanting to know. Questions I wasn’t even sure how to ask. Maybe he was a pervert, but if he was, so was I. Because he had my mind going down a road it had never been, and my willing cunt followed.

By the time I saw him again, I was debating calling him. It would have been highly inappropriate and I could have lost my job for it, but desperate times call for desperate measures, to my way of thinking. Who am I kidding? I wasn’t thinking, I was only feeling. And it felt good.

Strangely enough, it wasn’t the library where I saw him next, but the grocery store. I was standing at the bakery counter, choosing a loaf of bread, when I heard a familiar laugh. I jerked my head around just in time to catch his smile as he turned and walked away. My cheeks flushed hotly, but instead of ignoring him, I followed him, bread forgotten.

“Wait. Hey! Mr Brant, Justin – wait.”

He turned and looked at me. We were standing alone in the wine aisle. It was after ten o’clock and there were few people in the store.

“Yes?”

I stopped in front of him, suddenly speechless. “I was just – I mean—”

He arched an eyebrow. “How did you know my name?”

My face felt like it was on fire. I couldn’t think of a good lie quick enough. “I looked you up,” I blurted.

“I like that.”

That made me feel warm for an entirely different reason. “Can we go some place?” I asked, emboldened. “To talk?”

“Talk?”

I felt like he was teasing me. “Yes, talk,” I said, suddenly angry. Not at him, at myself for being so foolish. “Never mind, forget I asked.”

He grabbed my wrist with a gentle, but insistent pressure that was impossible to ignore. “I don’t forget anything,” he said. “Ask me again.”

Part of me screamed to get out of there and away from him. Part of me never wanted him to let go of my wrist. “Would you like to go somewhere and talk?” My voice was soft, I could barely hear myself, but he didn’t seem to have a problem.

“Good. You’re learning.”

There was a condescension in his voice I wouldn’t have tolerated from anyone else. So why was I taking it from him? Something about his confidence, maybe. Or maybe I was just ready for someone like him. In any case, his approval sent a little thrill through me that I hadn’t experienced in a long, long time.

We each paid for our groceries, waiting in line silently. Then he told me to follow him. I liked that better than going with him. I was curious, but I wasn’t stupid.

He drove to a coffee shop about a mile from the library. I’d passed the place a thousand times, but I’d never been there. I parked next to him and followed him inside.

The waitress nodded to him as if he was a regular. We sat in a booth near the back, the only other patron an elderly man sitting at the counter. Justin sat across from me, studying me with dark, unblinking eyes.

“What?” I said, fidgeting nervously.

“Sit still.”

Like an obedient dog, I immediately quieted. Then I frowned.

“What’s the matter?” he asked.

I shook my head. “I don’t know.”

“Yes, you do. Tell me.”

I started to say I really didn’t know, but I could feel my frown deepening. “I don’t like you.”

He chuckled and it was a soft, seductive sound that washed over my skin like a touch. “No. What you don’t like is how you respond to me.”

I opened my mouth to deny it and he held his hand up.

“Don’t. Don’t lie to me and don’t lie to yourself. You respond to me and it confuses you.”

I thought about that for a moment. “Yes,” I said, though it hadn’t been a question.

The waitress came over and took our order – a black coffee for him and a hot chocolate for me. When she was gone, he stared at me once more.

“Why do you think that is?” he asked.

I’d lost track of our conversation for a moment, so caught up in his steady gaze. “What?”

His lips thinned to a straight line. “Pay attention. Why do you think it bothers you to respond to me?”

I didn’t like the conversation, but I knew if I continued to argue with him, he would leave. I wasn’t sure how I knew it, but I did. I thought hard for a moment, trying to put my feelings into words. “Because I’m used to being in control.”

“And I make you feel out of control?”

I played with the salt and pepper shakers. “You make me question myself.”

“Interesting.”

I felt like a science project. I also felt a need to clarify myself. “It’s mostly curiosity,” I said, sounding defensive even to my own ears. “It’s not like this is going anywhere.”

Again, that soft, sexy laugh. “Oh, really? Is that what you think?”

I didn’t get a chance to respond because the waitress brought our drinks. I waited until she’d gone off behind the counter once more before saying anything.

“I think I’m going to be very careful around you.”

He nodded. “Smart girl.”

We talked then, about inconsequential things. My job as a librarian, his as a college professor. I wasn’t surprised he taught college. He had the air of a man comfortable in academia, in instruction. I wondered, almost jealousy, if any of his female students had experienced his disciplining side. Somehow, I didn’t doubt it.

An hour slipped by and my cocoa grew cold. He pulled a few bills from his wallet and tossed them on the table. I felt an irrational disappointment to know our time together was over.

“Don’t frown,” he said.

“I didn’t know I was.”

He reached across the scarred table and circled my wrist with his fingers. I could feel my pulse jump and I knew he could, too. “You’re upset it’s time to go.”

I swallowed hard, but I nodded.

“So, don’t leave me just yet. Come to my house.”

I gently tugged my wrist free of his grasp. “I can’t go with you. I don’t even know you.”

He studied me carefully, as if memorizing me. “You know me. And you’re afraid of what I know about you.”

Almost against my will, I asked, “What do you know about me?”

His fingers took my wrist once more. “I know you’re nervous, a little afraid.” His grip tightened. “I also know if I asked you to go to the restroom and remove your panties, they would be soaking wet.”

I gasped, but I didn’t attempt to pull away. Nor did I deny his statement. How could I? I’d been wet since I’d spotted him in the grocery store.

He smiled. “Good. I didn’t want another argument.” He rubbed his thumb over the pulse in my wrist. “Now, do you want to come with me?”

I didn’t miss the double entendre. “I don’t know.”

“Honest enough. Would it make you feel more comfortable to go to your place?”

I thought for a moment before I shook my head. “I don’t think so.”

A frown line creased his brow. The pressure on my wrist grew tighter. “Then what?” Then, a smile. “Oh, I think I know.”

Again, my pulse began to race. “What?”

“Do you have a key to the library?”

“Oh, God.”

More pressure. “Answer me, please.”

I nodded.

“And there’s a security system, I’m sure. You know the code?”

“Yes,” I whispered hoarsely.

My mind racing as quickly as my pulse. Could I get away with it? Yes, probably. The library was tucked away off the main street through town, no one would be likely to notice if we slipped in through the back door and didn’t turn on the lights. But just because I could get away with it didn’t make it a good idea.

“Don’t think about it. Just feel. React. Respond. The only consequences are the ones you make for yourself.”

I didn’t believe him for a minute, but I knew I was in too deep to say no. Even the threat of losing my job wasn’t enough to keep me from sliding out of the booth and walking toward the door. I was going to do it. Not because he told me to, but because I wanted it.

The library was dark and silent, the parking lot empty just as I knew it would be. He’d followed in his car and parked beside me in the employee parking area. I lead the way to the employee entrance, keys jingling in my trembling fingers. At the door, he put his hand over mine as I went to insert the key in the lock.

“This is it. If you don’t want to do this, say so now and it’s over.” He caressed my hand with the most delicate of touches. “But if we go inside, be prepared to give up your control.”

I’d already worked it out in my mind, but when he put it that way, I hesitated.

He smiled, and it was a wicked smile. “But if we do go inside, I promise you won’t regret it.”

I turned the key and entered the security code. My hands were hardly trembling by the time I lead him into my office behind the circulation desk. Now that I’d committed to this, I was feeling calmer.

He sat in the comfy chair in the corner, leaving me standing in the middle of the room between my desk and the door. He looked around, studying the pictures of Paris and Milan hanging over my desk. My office window looked out onto a pretty garden area with reading benches. At this hour, all I could see were the lights from the parking lot.

“Close the blinds,” he said.

I didn’t argue or question. The last thing I needed was a nosy teenager, or worse, a cop, driving by and peeking in the window. While I wasn’t quite sure what was going to happen, I was pretty sure I didn’t want anyone watching.

When the blinds were closed, he nodded. “Good. Now turn the desk lamp on.”

The lamp he was referring to was more decorative than functional. I quickly obeyed and the parchment lamp shade cast an intimate golden glow across my office.

“Now, strip.”

Whatever I’d expected, it hadn’t been that.

I fumbled with the buttons on my blouse. There was still some rational part of my brain that couldn’t believe I was undressing in front of a stranger. In my office, no less.

The blouse fell away, leaving me in my bra and conservative skirt. I paused, waiting for him to say more, but he didn’t. He only stared.

I reached behind me and unzipped my skirt. The motion forced my breasts up and out, and I watched his eyes drift to my chest. My nipples responded to his gaze as if he touched me. I felt them tighten, pushing out the material of my bra.

The skirt pooled at my feet. I reached for the clasp of my bra, afraid that if I hesitated, I wouldn’t be able to do it.

Justin watched as I removed the bra. He watched as I slipped out of my shoes. My legs were bare, the summer weather and a good tan making stockings unnecessary. My panties glided down my thighs and then I stood before him naked.

“Very nice,” he said. His voice was cool and distant, as if he was admiring a piece of artwork. “How do you feel?”

“Vulnerable,” I whispered.

“And?”

“Excited.” The confession came at a price. I could feel myself blushing and knew he could see it on my neck and breasts.

“Good. That’s how you should feel.”

A long moment went by as he stared at my and I resisted the urge to fidget. Finally, when I couldn’t take his silence any longer, I said, “Now what?”

“Impatient?”

I nodded, though I wasn’t sure what he was asking for.

“Do you like pain?”

The question took me by surprise and I blurted, “No!”

He tsked. “Get dressed.”

“What? Why? What did I do?”

Justin stood quickly and I took a step back. “You misled me. I thought you shared my interests.”

“I don’t know—”

He closed the distance between them in two long strides. My back was up against the wall, the soft brush of his shirt against my bare breasts. My breathing was ragged and harsh. I realized I sounded like a woman in arousal, not someone who was afraid.

“You know exactly what I’m talking about. I’m interested in exploring pain. Namely, yours.” He took my nipples between his fingers. “If you want me to stop, simply pull away.”

I couldn’t have moved if the security alarm had gone off.

“If you want me to continue, ask me to hurt you.”

His words were soft and surprisingly arousing. I lowered my head, ashamed and embarrassed by my feelings, my gaze falling to my nipples imprisoned in his fingers. The sight of my pink nipples against his tanned fingers brought a soft moan to my lips.

“Well?”

“Please.”

“Please what?” His fingers just barely held my nipples. “Don’t play games with me, little one. You won’t win.”

I raised my head until I met his gaze. “Please hurt me, Justin.”

Almost immediately, he began to twist my nipples. If I had thought about it, I might have said the pain began even before I asked for it, as if he knew I would ask. The pain intensified, a warmth flowing from the tips of my breasts across my chest, radiating a steady, constant pressure that became more and more intense.

I wanted to squirm, to cry out, but something in his expression made me stay still and quiet, my back pressed to the hard wall while he tortured my tender breasts. He gave my nipples a particularly vicious twist and I bit my lip until I tasted blood. It hurt, no doubt about it, but there was also a heaviness in my cunt, a corresponding tingle in my clit with every painful twist of my nipples.

“You please me,” he whispered. He leaned close and gave me a chaste kiss on the lips that seemed incongruous with the rest of the situation. “Your threshold for pain is going to be a delightful challenge.”

I wasn’t sure I liked the sound of that, yet I felt myself smiling in spite of the pain. “Thank you.”

He tugged my nipples out from my breasts, stretching the already pained skin, then released them. The ache began as the blood flowed back into them and I moaned softly.

“Nice.”

Before I could respond, his hand was between my thighs, squeezing my cunt. The sensation was pleasurable at first and I pressed against his palm. Then he exerted the same pressure on my pussy that he had on my nipples and I gasped.

“Pain with pleasure,” he murmured. “There’s nothing like it.”

I wanted to ask him how he knew, if he’d ever felt pain during sexual arousal or if he only liked to inflict it. The words died in my throat as his fingers found my clit. With a quick, steady motion he kneaded my swollen flesh roughly. So rough, in fact, my body couldn’t decide whether it felt good or hurt. My hips moved of their own accord, alternately thrusting against his wrist and pulling back as far as the wall would allow.

“Don’t think about it,” he said. “Let your body decide what it likes.”

I closed my eyes and rested my head against the wall. My body was aching for release, that much I knew. Justin seemed to realize that, because each time my body would tense for orgasm, he would pinch my clit that much harder.

“Please,” I begged, though I could barely speak loud enough to hear myself. “I can’t take any more.”

He chuckled softly and rolled my swollen clit. “You’ll be surprised how much you can take.”

I shook my head, denying him – or denying myself? I couldn’t be sure.

“You’re going to come on my hand,” he said, matter-of-factly. “You’re going to come and it’s going to be stronger and harder than anything you’ve ever experienced.”

I kept shaking my head.

“Yes, you are. And it’s going to hurt, which is going to confuse you more.” He pushed a finger in my drenched cunt, then slid another one in for good measure. “But you’re going to love it and you won’t want it to stop.”

He was finger-fucking me now, hard. Hard enough to lift me up on my toes with each thrust of his hand. I whimpered and moaned, clutching at his shoulders with my hands, but not pushing him away.

“That’s it,” he coaxed. “Feel it, feel everything. Come on my hand. Let your body have what it needs.”

I was moaning now, almost screaming with the intensity of the sensations he was causing. I could feel his cock, hard and insistent, pressing against my hip bone as he angled his fingers higher into my cunt. He wanted me. He was giving me pleasure and hurting me at the same time and he wanted to fuck me. The fact that he wasn’t as distant as he sounded made me relax.

“Come,” he said. And though his voice was as harsh and cold as his fingers in my cunt, I knew he was enjoying me.

With his fingers driving into my cunt and my clit rubbing against his wrist, I came. I clung to him, whimpering and sobbing as I rode a powerful orgasm, his demanding cock bruising my hip, wanting me.

“Yes,” he hissed, close to my ear. “It’s what you need. Show me what you need.”

I sagged against him, no longer caring I was naked and vulnerable in my own office. All that mattered was the orgasm, the release. What he had given me, what he had taken from me. They were one and the same. I came and whimpered and said his name like a prayer.

He lowered me to my knees, his hand cradling my head against his erection. The fabric of his pants was soft against my cheek and I nuzzled him, weak and satisfied and still craving more.

He pressed my head against his cock, hard, then harder still, until I thought he might leave a mark on my skin from the zipper. I let him rub his crotch against my face, wanting only to please him.

He gave my hair a tug, forcing me to look up at him. “What do you say?”

My brain felt fuzzy, my speech slow and thick when it finally came. But I knew what he wanted. I knew it instinctively. “Thank you.”

“Your pain arouses me,” he said, holding me against his cock as proof. “That’s the first lesson.”

“Will there be more lessons?” I dared to ask, looking up at him. My heart was throbbing in my chest, afraid he was going to leave me now that he’d proven he could have me.

He smiled. It wasn’t a pleasant smile. “We’ve only just begun.”


At Midnight, in the Month of June

Kristina Wright

She peered into the darkness through the streaked windshield. She should have waited until morning, but it seemed important to do it at night. The spring rains had made the dirt road soft, so she kept the tires in the well-worn ruts, driving past row upon row of corn, silent sentries in unwavering straight lines. These fields had been in her family for four generations and she knew them like the back of her hand, even in the dark.

She coasted the truck to a stop as she came to the end of the dirt road, where cornfield gave way to empty prairie. In the dark, beneath a blue moon, all she had to remind her of the flowers was their scent – wildflowers, their brilliant hues blanketing the grasslands like the Seurat painting “Forest in Barbizon” she had seen years ago at a traveling exhibit in Iowa City.

She killed the engine and the old diesel engine wheezed to a halt. She reached for the cardboard box in the passenger seat and cradled it in her lap.

“If I don’t do this now, I’m not going to do it,” she said aloud.

She climbed from the vehicle, holding the box carefully, and slammed the truck door. The sound reverberated across the vast openness, startling a pair of whip-poor-wills. Their flight reminded her of bats and she shuddered. She was thankful for the rows of corn at her back, as if they could protect her from whatever danger lurked in the darkness.

Careful of loose rocks and rabbit holes – the last thing she needed was a broken hip way out here where no one would find her for a day or two – she picked her way across the gently sloping ground, knee-deep in flowers. She remembered other walks like this. Only she hadn’t been alone.

“Guess I’m not alone tonight, either.” Talking to herself was a sign of dementia, wasn’t it? She didn’t much care. A light breeze sent tendrils of her long silver hair across her face.

She set the box down on the ground and brushed her hair back, looking around. Now she could pick out individual trees in the distance, the big rock she’d climbed as a child, the stubborn underbush that wouldn’t die back until after the frost.

“We had some good times here, didn’t we, Ed?”

Ed, of course, didn’t answer. Ed, what was left of him, was in the cardboard box at her feet. Dead now for over a month, he wasn’t going to agree with her about their good times or argue with her about who should have driven out here in the first place. She was on her own.

She’d waited a month to bring his ashes here. It had been important to wait that month, to wait for the right day, the right time. To come to the field as summer began.

“You’re laughing your ass off, aren’t you?” she said, staring up into the night sky.

The stars were dimmed because of the full moon, but she could still sort out the constellations just like Ed had taught her when they were in high school. Ursa Minor, Centaurus and the Corona Borealis winked and twinkled and she could, for a moment, imagine Ed with her. He would point out some new star or other, weaving a story to make her laugh until she was dizzy from looking up and had to lie down in the prairie grass.

She took a step forward, forgetting the box at her feet, and nearly tumbled over it. “Serve me right to break a hip out here. Romeo and Juliet all over again.”

Caroline had taught high school English for thirty-four years. Being here, alone in a field with her husband’s remains, felt like the kind of tragedy Shakespeare would have written.

Ed was a farmer. He had no use for Shakespeare or Coleridge. He’d liked Poe, though. She’d read “The Tell-Tale Heart” and “The Fall of the House of Usher” and “The Murders in the Rue Morgue” to him after the cancer had begun eating away at his liver. He’d liked Poe. He’d even liked the poetry, though he grumped it was “sissified”. She had read “The Raven” and “Annabel Lee” to him so many times she knew them by heart.

“That man knows a thing or two about what scares people,” he had mumbled as he drifted off to sleep after one of her Poe readings.

A tear slid down Caroline’s wrinkled cheek. Ed had never been afraid of anything except dying. He hadn’t even been much afraid of that. It was the pain that scared him, the helplessness.

He had said, “Don’t bury me, Caro. Don’t put me in the ground like a potato.”

She’d started to laugh, but had gone utterly still at the look in his eyes. “I promise, Eddie.”

The wind kicked up, making her faded housedress flutter at her knees. Caroline shook her hair back once more, hair that she’d kept long for Ed. Kept long for him still.

Stifling a groan from the ache in her knees, she knelt and carefully opened the four-pound box. Inside was another, smaller box. This one was sturdier, with a lid. She couldn’t see much in the moonlight, just grayish stuff in a dark box. It looked like sand, dirty sand. This was all that was left of Ed.

She hadn’t thought about the logistics of it. Ed was always getting on her about not planning things out. “You jump feet first and measure the depth once you hit bottom,” he used to say. It was true. She’d had a month to think about this – longer really, if she were being honest with herself – but hadn’t worked out the details. Did she just dump the box out on the ground? That seemed disrespectful. And burying it defeated the purpose.

She sighed and struggled back to her feet. She cursed the damn doctor who had changed her arthritis medicine. The new one didn’t work for shit, but the doctor had seemed so pleased with himself, he hadn’t asked her what she thought.

“Damn men,” she said to the box.

Ed had been the only man she’d ever loved, but he’d been a pain in the ass, too. He’d rejected alternative therapies as “voodoo”, turned down suggestions of experimental drugs. “I’m sixty-four and I hurt like a sumbitch,” he’d said when she’d begged him to consider something, anything, everything that might extend his life. “I’ve worked the farm since your dad hired me when I was sixteen. I’ve raised my kids, I’ve enjoyed my life. What else is there to live for?”

The words stung as much now as they had then, nearly a year ago.

“Me, you bastard,” she screamed, not caring if her voice carried across the prairie. “You had me to live for.”

She spun, windmilling her arms, flinging Ed’s remains everywhere. The wind kicked up just then, as if in response to her anger, blowing the ashes back at her. Rough particles bit at her cheeks, stinging her, blinding her. She fell to her knees, sobbing. Ed’s ashes – though they weren’t really like ashes at all – clung to her hair, her tear-stained face, her housedress.

“You had to have the last word, didn’t you?”

She started to laugh then, great sobbing bellows of laughter that were neither “respectful” nor “ladylike”, two words her mother had beaten into her during her proper Baptist upbringing. She laughed until the tears, and Ed’s remains, dried on her cheeks.

“Damn you, Ed Brindle,” she whispered, but the words held no fire.

She remembered kneeling in this grass years ago and taking Ed in her mouth for the first time. They’d been married a month, but they’d been sneaking out here for three or four years. They hadn’t needed to sneak anymore, but they did. Every couple of months, Ed would give her that grin and lead her out to his truck, giving her a little goose as she climbed in. Even after the children came, they’d go out to the prairie in the warm months and fuck like rabbits.

Ed would tease her the whole way about what he was going to do to her once he got her there and she’d tell him primly he’d do no such thing. She was lying, of course. She let him do anything he wanted. Now, kneeling in the dirt, she remembered that first night after they got married, the night Ed asked her to suck him.

He’d kissed her senseless that night, his hand groping up under her dress, finding her wet through her cotton panties. She’d moaned into his mouth, humping his hand like a wild thing.

He’d pulled back and she’d seen the desire in his expression. When he was like that, she almost didn’t recognize him. “You want me, don’t you, little one?”

She nodded, afraid to speak, afraid he’d stop touching her.

“Want to make me happy?”

Again, she nodded.

His voice had dropped to a whisper. “I need you, Caro. I need you.”

“You can have me,” she’d said.

“I need your mouth. Can you do that for me?”

If he’d mentioned it when they were sitting at the dinner table or climbing between her mother’s antique bed linens, she would have refused him. That was something a woman just didn’t do. Not a good woman, anyway. But there, in the field, she hadn’t the will or desire to refuse him anything. And so she had fallen to her knees – her much younger, much more nimble knees – and worked his zipper down with trembling fingers. A long time later, he’d filled her mouth with warm, thick seed. She’d tried not to gag as he’d stroked her head gently, his panting, raspy breath in her ears.

That had been nearly forty years ago, but Caroline could remember it so vividly. The feel of the hard ground beneath her knees, the smell of Coneflowers, the taste of Ed. The taste of him. She’d grown to love that taste. So much so, that she would, eventually, take him between her lips without coaxing, even on her mother’s Irish linens.

The prairie had been their place, their secret. Now, kneeling, covered in Ed’s ashes, Caroline felt something she hadn’t thought she would ever feel again. Desire. The memory of Ed’s cock, in her mouth, between her breasts, in her sex, even in her behind when she’d had a few too many glasses of the cheap wine her sister-in-law was always bringing over for Sunday dinner. As the gritty remains of her husband clung to her, him dead a whole month now, she wanted him.

“Damn you, Ed,” she said, working the buttons of her housedress loose the way she’d worked his zipper all those years ago.

She slipped each button through its hole, until the dress hung open, a whisper of a breeze caressing her skin. She pushed the soft, worn fabric off her shoulders, letting it fall to the ground. She unfastened her bra, her pulse quickening as she remembered the way Ed had done it so many times. Instead of his warm breath and wet mouth, she felt the wind on her nipples, tightening them into hard peaks on her sagging breasts. She sat on the ground, her housedress beneath her, and dragged her underwear down her hips and over her butt. It tangled on her sandals. She laughed, remembering how, in all the times they’d fucked on this prairie, they had never taken their shoes off.

Now, naked except for her sandals, Caroline stretched out on the ground, her housedress wadded beneath her. She still felt Ed’s ashes clinging to her skin. It should have been morbid, but it wasn’t. He was there, with her, beneath the moonlight.

There in the empty prairie, beneath a summer sky so clear it looked like the stained glass in one of those fancy Catholic churches . . . Caroline touched herself. Tentatively at first, while the respectable part of her whispered how nasty she was. Then the memories claimed her. Memories of Ed taking her from behind as she leaned over the big rock, of riding him in a driving spring rain, of begging him to kiss her between the legs and make her come while she lay just like this on his field jacket.

She could hear the wetness of her sex even as she felt her arousal slippery on her fingers. She had been so embarrassed by that sound, so afraid of what Ed must think. It had only seemed to make him hotter, to make him drive into her deeper, fuck her harder. Later he would apologize, saying he hadn’t meant to be so rough, but secretly she thrilled to those moments when he lost control, lost himself inside her.

Now it was her fingers buried inside her, driving into her as hard as Ed ever had. She pinched her nipples with her left hand, feeling the grit on her skin, knowing it was Ed and moaning his name as if he was there with her, flesh and blood instead of sand and bone. She stroked herself with hungry fingers, rubbing her juices up and over the hard button of her sex, imagining it was Ed’s callused hand stroking her instead. She fucked herself as if Ed were watching her, spreading her thighs and raising her hips, ignoring the twinges of arthritic pain. Ed had loved to watch her release herself; it made him hard as earth in a long drought to see her pleasure, to taste her right after.

“Like honeysuckle off the vine,” he’d say. She knew the taste was saltier, because she’d tasted herself on him so many times. But she’d liked the poetry of it and hadn’t contradicted him.

She imagined Ed’s head between her legs. She could even feel his thick hair tickling her thighs, his tongue stroking her. Licking her, over and over, until she couldn’t stand it, until she begged him to stop. And of course, he wouldn’t, not until she came, not until she filled his mouth with her honeysuckle sweet.

The memory became so real she whimpered as she stroked her button and finger-fucked herself and came. Came for herself alone. Came for Ed.

Her orgasm subsided. She slowed her strokes. Sometimes Ed hadn’t known when to quit. He would keep touching her or licking her long after her body had reached its limit. But here under this solitary sky she knew what she needed, what she could take, and she eased her fingers out, smelling the scent of her arousal, her orgasm.

She laid there, her pulse slowly returning to normal, her skin damp, gritty still with Ed’s remains. She stared up into the brilliant black sky and smiled. Ed was watching. Ed and Poe. She just knew it.

She knew she should get up and shake out her housedress. If she lay there much longer, she’d go stiff and be hurting tomorrow. She didn’t care. She’d hurt tomorrow no matter what she did tonight. And she’d be alone until her own body was burned down and fitted into a little box just like the one at her side. Tonight she didn’t want to think about pain or sickness or death. She just wanted to remember.

She raised come-wet fingers to her mouth and sucked her taste from them. “Sweet as honeysuckle, Ed.” She whispered it.

“Sweet as honeysuckle off the vine.”


Skin Deep

Kristina Wright

It was the beginning of May and the beach was deserted. Michael preferred it that way. Sitting on the beach in Nags Head, North Carolina, reading the latest thriller, Michael looked like the contented bachelor he was supposed to be, except he kept rereading the same page because his mind kept straying to when he could go back to work, back to life.

Then he saw her.

She was pretty; dark hair brushed her shoulders and long, long legs that danced across the sand. It took him a minute to realize she was chasing after two little dark-haired children.

It had been so long since he’d had a date, he wouldn’t have known how to approach her anyway. Rest and relaxation, that was what he needed. A solid month of nothing but his own company, doctor’s orders. It should have been a dream vacation, but it felt like hell. Relaxation wasn’t a part of his life, but life had a funny way of kicking him in the balls just when he thought he was on top of the world.

He hid behind his sunglasses as he watched the pretty girl on the beach. It didn’t matter that she was probably half his age and was playing with two kids who were most likely her own and had a husband who was probably a big, dumb hulk. She was cute and sexy and his cock hardened as he watched her follow a red beach ball toward the surf. A little fuel for fantasy wouldn’t hurt. If he couldn’t get laid, he could at least daydream.

He saw her again the next day and this time the husband was there, too. He’d been right about him being a hulk – he was well muscled and as model perfect as his pretty wife. They seemed like the perfect little family, but the couple rarely looked at or spoke to each other. When they did, it seemed to be in reaction to something the children had done.

The kids and hubby wore swimsuits, the little girl in a bright purple suit, the boy and father in matching yellow trunks. The woman, though, wore shorts and a baggy pink T-shirt. The T-shirt hung low enough to nearly cover the shorts. She seemed to have a nice body, so he wondered what she was hiding. He looked down at his own white T-shirt and black trunks and shook his head. He needed to get back to work so he’d stop speculating about strangers’ lives.

He spoke to her on the third day. The kids were nowhere to be seen and he’d come out earlier than usual because the afternoon promised rain. She was walking along the surf’s edge, arms wrapped around her slender torso as if she were afraid the wind would snap her in half. It seemed as if it might. A gust caught the baseball cap she wore and tossed it across the sand in his direction. He ran half a dozen steps toward it before it was blown into the ocean.

She was breathless when she reached him, a healthy flush in her cheeks. “Thanks.”

He gave her the hat and their fingertips brushed. “No problem. Kids inside today?”

She looked surprised for just a moment, wary the way women sometimes are when a strange man has taken a little too much notice of them. Then something in her face relaxed. Perhaps she remembered him from previous days.

“My husband took them to Kitty Hawk for the day. Some sort of kite competition, I think.”

“Oh.” He looked up at the sky, growing dark with thunderclouds. “Not a good day for kite flying.”

“Probably not.”

They stood there awkwardly. He wanted to say something witty, something charming, but he was about twenty years too old for witty and charming.

“I’m Michael Levine,” he said, extending his hand, wanting to touch her once more.

She hesitated just a moment before extending her hand. It was cool and soft in his grasp. “Kate Gallagher.”

“Is this your first time here?”

She shook her head, wind tossing the long strands of her sable brown hair in all different directions. “No. My in-laws own the house. We come down every year for a couple of weeks.”

“Well then, we’ll be seeing more of each other. I’m here for the month.”

He couldn’t read her expression. “How nice.”

“If you ever need anything – I’m usually here, on the beach.” He tried not to make it sound like a line, but he knew it did. He wanted her. It made no sense and wasn’t based on anything of consequence, but after just a couple days of watching her, he knew how her body would feel beneath his, how her moans would fill his mouth when he fucked her.

“Well, I – um – thanks.” She took a step back, smiling nervously. “I guess I’d better get back. My husband will be home soon.”

He knew by the way she said “husband” that she was reminding him. He didn’t need reminding.

Michael thought about her that night as he stroked himself to orgasm. Something about the way she kept herself covered, not showing much above the legs, made him want to strip her. Slowly. Teasing himself, teasing her.

When he came, he groaned her name.

He didn’t see her for two days. It rained steadily, the ocean churning up in black, angry waves. He stood at the picture window sipping decaffeinated coffee and brooding. He wanted to see her again.

He pulled on his rain slicker and tugged the hood over his head. He had no destination in mind, he told himself, he just needed a distraction. Somehow he found himself walking down the beach in the direction of her beach house.

He knew he would make a fool out of himself, but he kept walking until he was climbing the rickety wooden stairs to her front door. There wasn’t a car in the driveway and he felt a stab of disappointment when he realized she wasn’t home. He started to turn away without bothering to knock when he saw her standing just inside the screen door.

“Hello,” she said, as if she’d been waiting for him.

Today she wore a navy blue T-shirt that skimmed her thighs. He couldn’t tell if she was wearing anything underneath it. She probably was, she didn’t seem the type to be running around in just a T-shirt. There was something about her that was very proper. Ladylike. He thought it was sexy as hell.

“Hi,” he said, jamming his hands in the pockets of the slicker. “I was just walking –”

“In the rain?” she interrupted.

“Yeah. Stupid, huh?”

A hint of a smile played at her full lips. “Actually, I think it’s great. I used to love to walk in the rain.”

He wanted to ask her why she didn’t any longer, but he was afraid she would stop smiling, so he didn’t ask.

“Well, anyway, I was walking by and thought I’d see if you and your family might like to come to dinner.”

He didn’t know where that had come from. He didn’t want them over for dinner. Correction, he didn’t want her husband and kids for dinner. He wanted her to himself, which was even more stupid than walking in the rain.

“Oh, well, I don’t know.”

“Right. Sorry, I didn’t mean to bother you,” he said, angry for being so foolish.

The screen door squeaked open. “Wait! I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to be rude.” Her voice was soft, warm. “Come inside. Have a cup of coffee with me.”

He knew without asking that she was alone. “Thanks.” He shrugged out of his slicker and hung it on a hook by the door.

He followed her into the beach house that was a mirror image of his own. The kitchen was to the left rather than the right, the living room faced the ocean just as his did, but the fireplace was on the opposite wall.

The house was dark and it made it seem more intimate to be there with her.

“Would you like some coffee? I just made it.”

He didn’t want coffee, he wanted to pull her close and learn the shape and feel of her body. He nodded. “Sure, sounds great.”

She went into the kitchen and returned with two oversized pottery mugs. She sat in a chair by the window and he took the chair across from her. They drank their coffee in silence for several minutes, both of them staring out the window as the rain lashed the ocean.

“Where is –” He realized he didn’t know her husband’s name. “Where’s everyone?”

“They drove up to Virginia Beach for the weekend. My in-laws live there.”

“Why didn’t you go?”

She didn’t seem to mind his invasive question. “I wasn’t feeling well. I thought a couple days’ rest might help.”

There was truth in what she said, but he could also sense the lie beneath it. “Well, I hope you won’t be offended if I say I’m glad you weren’t feeling well.”

She didn’t smile, but she didn’t look angry, either. “Me, too.”

Something shifted between them. The difference between strangers and friends was gone.

They continued to drink their coffee, but now they were watching each other. He saw the way her hand trembled slightly as she held her mug. Her gaze was steady though, watching him watch her.

“Are you married?” she asked finally, her soft voice cutting through the sound of the rain on the roof. “Kids?”

“Divorced. Five, no, six years.” He shook his head. “Never had time for kids and too old now to think about it.”

She sat her mug down and tucked her legs under her. “You’re not too old. You could find some younger woman who would want to have children with you.”

He tapped his chest. “Who’d want me? I’m fifty-six years old, I’m going bald, I’ve got bursitis in my shoulder and someone else’s heart.”

Surprise flitted across her face. “Really? Wow.”

He hadn’t meant to tell her, didn’t know why he had. “Yeah. I probably had a month to live, had gotten my life – and death – in order, when a heart came through.”

“That’s pretty amazing.”

He sat his mug on the table beside him. “I guess. Sometimes I wonder what’s the point? I’m alone, I can’t do a lot of the things I used to do, and my best years are behind me. Maybe prolonging things wasn’t a good idea.”

She put her feet on the floor and leaned forward, staring at him intently. “But you’re alive. That means something. That’s everything. You’re alive.”

She said it so fiercely, with so much passion, he didn’t dare argue with her. “Don’t mind me. I’m grateful most of the time.”

She sat back, as if content with his response. “I know. It’s hard, isn’t it?”

“What?”

“Carrying around the secret of your own mortality, knowing most people haven’t got a clue.”

He hadn’t thought about it that way, but she was right. He would be out with friends and wonder if they had any idea what it felt like to know that today could be the last day. Or tomorrow. Or maybe a week from Tuesday, so there was no point in TiVoing CSI: Miami. He wondered if they even ever thought about dying. He hadn’t, before. Then one day his heart started doing funny things and he’d given up all the foods he loved and quit playing golf and put on twenty pounds. He’d hated the thought of dying, then he’d accepted it and been ready to welcome it. Now he was back to hating it – and fearing it.

“How do you know that?”

She watched him, searching his face. Memorizing him, it felt like. “I’ve been there.”

He was about to ask her what she meant, figuring they were already so deep in unknown territory that it wouldn’t matter if he got just a bit more personal, when she stood up. He thought she was going to leave the room, or tell him to leave, but she didn’t. Instead, she hooked her fingers in the hem of her T-shirt and pulled it up over her stomach.

She wore a pair of running shorts, just as he suspected. He was startled by the paleness of her belly in comparison to her tan arms and legs, but his breath caught in his throat as she pulled the T-shirt higher, over her chest.

She didn’t wear a bra. Her right breast was pretty and plump, the nipple a pale, creamy pink. Where her left breast should have been there was only an ugly, pink scar bisecting the left side of her chest.

The T-shirt hid her face as he stared. His eyes kept drifting from one side of her chest to the other, from perfection to deformity, from healthy to ill. Though he supposed she was as healthy as she could be, now that they’d removed the sick part of her.

After what seemed like minutes but couldn’t have been more than thirty seconds, she tugged her shirt down. Her face was blank, expressionless, but he knew what it had taken for her to expose herself like that. Not just her flesh, and her scar, but the part of her no one else could see. The vulnerability.

She stood there, watching him. Waiting.

“Thank you.”

She nodded sharply. “We’re quite a pair, aren’t we?”

“Yeah. We are.”

“I don’t know why I did that. I think I’m just to the point where I don’t care anymore,” she said softly. Her fingers played with the hem of her T-shirt. “Eric – my husband – he doesn’t like to talk about it. He doesn’t like to look at me.”

“What do you want, Kate?” There was so much else he could have said, but that seemed to cut to the heart of things.

She didn’t speak. She stood there with her baggy T-shirt hiding her pain and stared at him. Then she slowly reached out a hand to him. Her shell-pink nail polish was chipped at the edges, pretty but imperfect. Like her.

He leaned forward far enough to take her hand. A flash of something – surprise, maybe – flitted across her face before she let herself be pulled onto his lap. Once there, she nestled against him as if she’d needed that exact thing.

He enjoyed the weight of her, the way her bare legs rubbed against him and her arms slipped around his neck. The weight of her ass across his lap made him hard and he started to shift her so she wouldn’t notice, but she clung to him, burying her face in his neck.

“Don’t move,” she breathed against his skin. “Let me feel you.”

So he sat back and held her, his arms around her waist, his chin resting on top of her head. The scent of her – so warm and fresh – surrounded him. He was aroused, almost painfully so, but he wouldn’t move. Not until she wanted him to.

She finally tilted her head up and looked at him. “Tell me if I’m making a horrible mistake.”

He had no idea if she was making a mistake, but he had no intention of turning her away. “What do you need?”

“I need . . . I need . . .” Her voice trailed off. “I don’t know. I just need.”

Her voice broke, echoing the ache in his chest. He bent down and brushed his lips across hers, not waiting for permission. Soft at first, then harder. Hard enough to feel the press of her teeth behind her lips. He was torn between being gentle with her and being as rough as both of them could take, to erase everything they’d been through.

She didn’t resist the kiss. If anything, she pulled him closer and kissed him harder. She shifted in his lap, straddling him, her thighs pinned between his legs and the arms of the chair. Her hands fisted in his hair, tugging, urgent. They kissed with a fierceness he’d never experienced, or at least didn’t remember. His tongue invaded her mouth and his cock throbbed, aching to enter her body.

He slid his hands under her shirt, spanning her back, pulling her down on his crotch. She tensed for just a moment as his thumbs curled around her ribcage. One thumb grazed the velvet underside of her breast. The other thumb found only the ridge of scar tissue. It didn’t startle him, he never broke the kiss. He knew what she was hiding and it didn’t matter.

She broke away after a moment, both of them breathless. She stared at him. Her eyes were green with flecks of brown and gold, her pupils dilated.

“Is this – should we –”

He put his fingers against her lips, still moist from his mouth. “Don’t ask that. Just don’t.”

She hesitated a moment, then nodded. She climbed from his lap and he bit back a groan as her knee grazed his erection. She extended a hand to him and it seemed a gesture of trust, of vulnerability. He stood and took her hand, letting her lead him down the hall.

He knew where they were going. His house was laid out just the same. The master bedroom was at the end of the hall, the door open. Before they got there, they passed the other two bedrooms, each strewn with toys and clothes. She looked straight ahead, as if afraid to acknowledge the other pieces of her life.

The bedroom was done in shades of blue and gray, much like the sky and ocean outside the large picture window.

“Just tonight.” Her fingers skimmed down the front of his shirt as they stood in front of the bed. “This can’t happen again.”

He smiled, wanting to lighten her mood. “Just tonight? You have the weekend, don’t you? Are you sure you want to give up this for the rest of the weekend?” he asked, thumping his chest.

She blinked at him, as if unsure how to take his words. Then a slow, easy smile touched her lips. “You’re right. We’ll see how tonight goes then, huh?

“Oh man, talk about pressure.”

The rain pounded the roof, the deluge making the whole house vibrate. Kate climbed on the bed and knelt in front of him, her head level with his shoulders. She began to undress him, unbuttoning his shirt with slow, awkward movements.

He put his hand over hers, stilling her. “It isn’t pretty,” he warned. “I can leave my shirt on, if you want.”

She looked up at him. “Do you want me to leave my shirt on?”

The vulnerability was there in her eyes. So powerful, he felt it in his bones. He shook his head. “No. I want you naked. I want to kiss every part of you.”

She focused on his buttons, but there was a blush in her cheeks when she said, “Good.”

Soon enough, his shirt was unbuttoned and she was spreading it open, much the way they’d spread his chest to give him a new heart. He waited for her to flinch. He hadn’t been with a woman since the surgery, but he knew what it looked like.

She didn’t flinch. She leaned forward and pressed a kiss over his heart. It was his undoing. He hauled her close, his hands under her shirt now, under the waistband of her shorts. She was naked under the shorts, no panties. That surprised him, excited him. He squeezed her bare ass under her shorts and kissed her until he thought his cock would burst through the front of his pants.

Once again, she pulled back. Her eyes were heavy-lidded, her breathing nearly as ragged as his. She reached for his waist and undid his jeans. The rasp of his zipper seemed louder than the driving rain. He was hard and heavy in her cool hand and he groaned when she squeezed the tip of his cock.

He watched her, a look of intense concentration mixed with lust on her face as she stroked him harder. It had been too long, way too long, for him to let her touch him that way, but he didn’t have the heart to tell her to stop.

Somehow, she sensed his impending loss of control and slowed her motions. “I need you,” she murmured, head bowed, and he wasn’t sure if she was speaking to him or his cock.

He gently took himself from her grasp and pushed her back on the bed. Her shorts were already tugged down low on her hips and he quickly removed them. Her T-shirt still protected her modesty, but he didn’t intend to let it remain that way for long. He stretched out beside her, his cock still poking out of his jeans. She threw a leg over his hip, his erection brushing against her thigh.

They both groaned. He tugged at his jeans and boxers, needing to get them off before the zipper bit his cock off. She watched him, amusement playing on her face as he eased himself free of the heavy cloth. She looked predatory, hungry, not at all the reserved woman she’d been in the living room. He wondered for a fleeting moment if he would be up for whatever they were about to do.

He reached for the hem of her T-shirt and she gently pushed his hands away and took it off herself. Then she lay back, her arms at her sides, and let him look his fill. It was a gift he didn’t take lightly.

She truly was stunning. In the wan light of the thunderstorm, she seemed perfect, whole. Her healthy breast lay flat against her chest, the nipple hard and dark. Though he’d never seen her any other way, he mourned the loss of her other breast. It seemed a cruel thing to steal such beauty.

She lay there, her body tense, as if she feared his rejection. He smiled. “You’re beautiful.”

“I was.”

“You are.” He didn’t give her a chance to argue. He covered her body with his own, pressing his scarred chest to hers. His cock nestled between her thighs, finding warmth and wetness. “I have to do this slowly,” he said, almost apologetically. “I have to be careful of my heart rate, at least for a while.”

“Can you do that?” she asked, her eyes wide and innocent.

“I can try.”

She contemplated him for a moment. He could feel the tension slipping from her body as she eased her legs around him, opening herself.

He didn’t push into her, he didn’t need to. She was so wet and he was so hard, it was as if her body absorbed him.

She tangled her fingers in his hair and pulled his head down, taking his moan into her body the way she was taking his cock. With the barest tilt of her hips, he was buried inside her. Home.

He clung to her, arms wrapped around her body and tucked under her ass, as he drove his cock into her. When his thrusts became almost animalistic, he felt her fingertips soothe his shoulders.

“Easy,” she whispered. “Slow, go slow.”

He thought he was hurting her, then realized she was saying it for him. “Fuck it,” he said through clenched teeth. “I need you.”

She didn’t argue as he plunged into her again, pushing her up higher on the bed. She wrapped her legs around him tighter, her nails digging into his shoulders. Her soft whimpers and moans drove him crazy; he wanted to fuck her until his body gave out.

Her body tensed under his and she angled her hips a certain way. It limited his thrusting, but he knew she was doing it for her own pleasure and that pleased him. She slid her hands down to squeeze his ass and he let her control his hard, shallow thrusts.

“Yes,” he panted against the delicate shell of her ear. “Come, Kate. Come.”

She arched her back and cried out, his cock nearly slipping from her spasming cunt. His own orgasm hit him like a wave, dragging him under even before he could catch his breath. His heart jack-hammered in his chest, but he was beyond caring. All he knew was Kate’s arms and legs around him, her warm body sucking him in, squeezing and milking his cock.

Finally, his breathing returned to normal and even his heart slowed to a rate that seemed safe. Kate trembled beneath him and he thought she was crying. He rolled off her and propped himself on one elbow. She was laughing.

“That’s not exactly the response I was hoping for,” he said, though her laughter was contagious and he found himself grinning like an idiot. “Hardly a vote of confidence for my abilities.”

“I was just thinking, I’m glad your new heart is stronger than you led me to believe.”

“Me, too.”

They stared at each other, silence heavy as shadows took over the room. The rain had quieted, the sky growing dark as night came. Finally, she spoke.

“Thank you.”

He laid his fingers across her lips and she kissed them. Then he gently trailed his hand across her cheek and down her neck. He felt her tense, but he soothed her fevered skin with a gentle touch, over her collarbone and down to the scar on her chest. It was smooth and cool to his touch, cooler than the surrounding skin. Older than his scar and not as raw-looking, but still a scar.

He watched her face, saw the tears come and didn’t try to talk her out of them. He lay there, touching her ravaged skin and letting her cry.

She was right. They were both alive. That was all that mattered, really.


Perfect Timing

Kristina Wright

She should have called before she drove over to the university. Charlotte tapped her nails on the steering wheel as Henry’s phone rang. She hoped he wasn’t in a meeting. Or teaching a class. She had been so preoccupied with getting her weekly reports finished and getting out of the library that the thought hadn’t crossed her mind to make sure he was available.

Finally, after four rings, he answered.

“I’m in the faculty parking lot. Last row by the trees,” she said, by way of a greeting. “Can you meet me?”

He sighed, but there was a hint of amusement in his voice. “I’m in the middle of student advisement meetings.”

Neither his reluctance nor the overcast sky would deter her. “Can’t you take an early lunch break? Please?”

“You make it difficult for me to refuse,” he said, his voice low and intimate. She imagined him standing in his office, looking out of the window for her car. “It’s hard to think about you down there in the car wearing a dress –”

“Skirt.”

“Wearing a skirt, likely with no panties . . .”

“No panties,” she acknowledged.

He sighed again, the resigned sound of a man who knew a woman would not be put off. “I’ll be there in twenty minutes.”

“Hurry. Otherwise, I might have to come up there and seduce you in your office.”

“Been there, done that, love,” he chuckled. “Probably not the best idea with students coming in and out today.”

“Well, then, you should get down here before I’m tempted. I have to get back to the library soon.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said, obediently.

Charlotte grinned, triumphant. “I promise I’ll make it worth your while.”

“You always do.”

Charlotte closed her phone and rested her head on the seat. Rain threatened at any moment and the wind whipped the blossoms from the trees and shrubs that ringed the campus, scattering them on the wind like spring snowflakes. Birds chased each other from tree to tree, mating season in full swing despite the inclement weather. A fat raindrop plopped on the windshield and Charlotte glanced toward Henry’s gray building, debating whether she should pick him up at the curb. But no, that might draw attention to them and the last thing she wanted was an audience. Thankfully, it was spring break and most of the students and faculty weren’t on campus.

“April showers bring May flowers,” she whispered as she watched a bushy-tailed brown squirrel pursue another up a tree trunk as raindrops splattered across her field of vision.

She shifted impatiently and pressed the soft fabric of her skirt between her thighs. She was wet already, wet from the anticipation of making love to Henry in the parking lot. She’d had a thirty-minute drive from the library to think about what she would do to him once she got here. It had never really been a question whether he would join her; he had promised that whenever she called, he would come. Quite literally, she mused.

The control made her feel a little giddy with feminine power – but it was the anticipation of having Henry buried inside her in mere moments while the rest of the campus went on about their morning that was an arousing, panty-dampening thought. If she had been wearing panties, that is.

Even sooner than he had promised, Henry slipped into the passenger seat of her car, slightly out of breath from his mad dash through the light rain. Water spots darkened his sage green shirt and his brown hair stood up in wet spikes where he had dragged his fingers through it, accentuating the flecks of silver at his temples. “Ten o’clock in the morning is a bit early for lunch, don’t you think?”

“But if I waited until lunchtime, someone would be sure to see us.”

“Good point,” he said. He leaned over to cup her face in his damp palm and give her a kiss. “And I am getting hungry. It’s been weeks since I had your luscious body against me.”

Charlotte inched up her skirt to bare an expanse of stocking-clad thigh. “Would you like to see what’s on the menu today?”

Henry loosened his tie. “Oh, I think I’ll just have the special.”

She angled over the gearshift and into his lap. It was no small feat, given the length of her skirt and tight fit of the narrow bucket seat, but within moments she was straddling him, her skirt hiked up around her hips.

“This would be better with me on the bottom,” she said. “But I don’t think it would work.”

Henry slid his hands under her bunched skirt and fingered the lace tops of her sheer black stockings. “You could probably get me to do anything you want right now,” he said, stroking the bare skin above the lacy bands of nylon. “You look like the clichéd sexy librarian. Nice touch. Just for me?”

She leaned over and nibbled his neck above his collar, breathing in the spicy scent of his aftershave. “Of course. All for you, darling.”

He moved his hand to the juncture of her thighs. She squirmed against him, silently urging him to touch her. “This is my favorite magical spot,” he said as his fingers found her wetness. “You’re already excited, bad girl. Have you been thinking about me?”

She smirked. If only he knew. Wriggling against his rain-chilled fingers, she gasped, “I could barely keep from touching myself before you got here.”

He cupped her pussy in his hand, his thumb stroking her swollen clit in slow, lazy circles. “Really?”

She kissed him, sucking his bottom lip into her mouth. It wasn’t the most comfortable position to be in, but she was too aroused to care. “Mmm-hmm.”

His fingers delved deeper, parting her silken wetness as his thumb kept moving on her clit. “Well, I’m sorry for keeping you waiting then.”

“You’re here now,” she murmured against his mouth. “That’s all that matters to me.”

Tangling her fingers in his damp hair, she moved against his hand, showing him the rhythm. He groaned into her mouth as he played with her, driving her to the edge of any rational thought. It would be better if she came while he was inside her, but he was just too good with his hands. Now all she could think about was getting off.

She slid up on his lap a couple of inches to give him some more room, enough so that the top of her head was now above him and her breasts were in his face. With his free hand, he undid the ties of her pale yellow wrap blouse. His mouth found one of her hard nipples through the fabric of her bra and he sucked the tender bit of flesh in the same rhythm he stroked her clit. Charlotte pressed her breast to his mouth, every muscle taut as she clutched the car seat behind his head.

“Oh, oh yes,” she moaned as he moved his mouth to the other nipple. He suckled it hard through the fabric until it stood in rigid attention against the fabric. Her bra was wet now with his sucking, but she didn’t care. “I can feel that in my pussy.”

He murmured his pleasure as he slid a finger inside her. Her skin had warmed his fingers and she moaned softly, eyes closed, giving herself over to the feeling. Her nostrils flared, smelling not only Henry’s aftershave now, but also her own arousal. It was an intoxicating scent and, as he pushed a second finger inside her, she felt her body tighten. He slid his fingers in deep, then slowly withdrew them to her opening before pushing inside her once more. He curved them forward, finding her G-spot, and did it again.

The feeling was so intense she nearly told him to stop. But she knew if she could just take it for a few more strokes, he would make her come. So instead of pulling back, she made little thrusting motions with her hips, giving him what he was after. She bit her bottom lip, feeling her orgasm like a knot inside her, slowly loosening. Warmth coursed through her, starting low in her belly and spreading outward.

“Oh god,” she whimpered, tightening her pussy around his fingers.

Henry kept up his steady rhythm, using his fingers to coax her toward that elusive orgasm. She went still on him, straining toward inevitable release. As if sensing how close she was, Henry rolled her clit under his thumb as he stroked her sweet spot. She cried out, oblivious to her surroundings, feeling a gush of liquid as her orgasm washed over her.

“Yes, that’s it,” he murmured against the swell of her breast. “Come for me.”

And she did. Wet heat radiated outward from her swollen clit, drowning her in sensations as she rocked her hips on Henry’s fingers. She bent her head over him, pressing his hand between their bodies as her body throbbed with her release.

“Yes, yes,” Henry whispered. “You are so beautiful when you come.”

“Inside me,” she managed to gasp as she struggled to undo his belt in the tight confines of the car seat. “I want you inside me. Now!”

Henry withdrew his fingers from her still throbbing pussy and assisted her in her quest. He winced as she dragged his zipper down. “Damn, love, try not to rip it off or it won’t be any use to either of us.”

A fit of giggles struck her then, the incongruity of the situation striking her as funny. “Oh, don’t worry, I always have a spare handy.”

“What?”

“Just a joke,” she said. “Fuck me.”

Aftershocks of her orgasm still rippled through her as Henry finally freed his erection from his trousers and angled it inside her. Suddenly, there was nothing humorous at all about her situation. She gasped, instinctively tilting her hips to accommodate his length. He was all the way inside her and there was no need to go slow because she was already so very wet.

“Oh god,” he groaned, giving a short quick thrust. “You feel so damned good.”

She pushed back against him, feeling his cock go so deep it almost hurt. She felt full and swollen, as wet as she had ever been. Being on top gave her the control of their rhythm and she went slowly, enjoying the fullness and how she could feel every inch of him gliding inside her. She leaned back in his lap, letting him slide out a bit, then forward, pressing her breasts to his face. He clutched at her hips like a man overboard, seeking solid land.

“Oh, love,” he moaned against her breasts. “You’re driving me out of my mind.”

She’d already had one orgasm, but she could feel a second one building. His fingers had felt nice, but this sensation of engorgement couldn’t be caused by anything but his cock. She thrust a little harder against him, her clit rubbing against his pelvic bone. She was so wet and her range of motion was limited, it didn’t seem as if there could be enough friction for Henry to reach orgasm. But a few more thrusts and he was gripping her ass in his hands, guiding her faster on his rigid length. She tightened her pussy around him and he sucked in his breath, his cock twitching in instant response.

“Come inside me,” she whispered in his ear. “I want to feel you coming deep inside me.”

His cock felt impossibly large as she thrust down on him. She could tell he was close to finishing by the way he went still against her. She rotated her hips on him and he all but roared as he started to come, jerking against her so hard she bumped her head on the roof of the car.

She had been so caught up in making him come that she hadn’t realized just how close she was to her own orgasm. She kept up those little thrusting motions, dragging her aroused clit over the patch of hair above his cock until she was pushed over the edge into her own climax. She rode him like that until her sensitive clit couldn’t take any more.

Collapsing on top of him, her arms hanging down the back of the seat, she gasped and giggled as her pussy clenched around his slowly shrinking erection.

“Holy hell,” she whimpered. “Who would have thought doing it in the car would be so hot?”

Her breasts muffled his reply. “No kidding.”

Suddenly conscious that they were in the faculty parking lot and the car windows were completely fogged, she reluctantly slid back into her seat. There was so much wetness between her thighs and on his lower stomach, she didn’t know who had made a bigger mess. She suspected it was her.

“Hand me my panties,” she said. “They’re in the glove box.”

He chuckled as he handed her the black lace thong. “You’re just going to make a mess of them.”

“Better them than the back of my skirt,” she said ruefully as she shimmied into her panties and smoothed her wrinkled skirt into place. She looked over at Henry sprawled in the car seat with a satisfied smile on his face and his flaccid cock glistening against his pale stomach. He was an even bigger mess than she was and she frowned. “You can’t go inside like that.”

He looked down. “No mistaking what I’ve been up to, is there?”

“There should be tissues in there, too,” she said.

He fumbled through the glove box until he found the packet of travel tissues and cleaned himself up as best he could. Moments later, shirt tucked in and pants fastened, he still looked like the cat that ate the cream. The noticeable wet spot on the front of his pants didn’t help matters at all.

“Don’t worry,” he said, following the direction of her gaze. “I have a pair of pants in the office.”

“Keep extra clothes at work, do you?”

He grinned. “You never know when a beautiful young woman is going to offer herself up in exchange for an A.”

“Always prepared.” She smiled at him. “You’re quite the boy scout.”

He stroked a hand through her mussed hair. “You’re not bad yourself, love. I’m wiped out.”

“Hmm. Well, don’t think I’m letting you off the hook that easily,” she said with mock sternness. “You never know when I’ll be wanting a repeat performance.”

“Sounds promising.” He retied his tie and adjusted the collar, using the vanity mirror to guide him. “Not that this wasn’t a nice surprise, but when can we spend a little more time together?”

“I’ll give you a call later.” Though she was completely satiated, Charlotte couldn’t help but give him a teasing smile. “Tennis tomorrow, maybe? I’ll make you sweat to get me into bed.”

“I love a challenge,” he said, leaning over to press a kiss to her forehead before he slipped out of the car.

She laughed as she watched him sprint across the parking lot. At some point during their lovemaking, the sun had broken through the clouds and the squirrels had returned to their frolicking. She waited until he was gone from sight before she pulled out of the lot and headed back to the library. She was going to need an energy drink before the day was over.

“I need you,” Ian growled.

“That’s sweet, but I’m going out with the girls tonight,” Charlotte said as she drove through the heavy downtown traffic. “Remember?”

“Ah, right, I forgot it was girls’ night,” Ian said. “I’m on call this weekend, but as long as there isn’t a five-alarm fire, maybe we can do something tomorrow.”

Charlotte hesitated. “Well, I told Henry I’d play tennis with him tomorrow. I haven’t seen him in weeks.”

“Fine, fine, far be it for me to come between you and your old professor. How is Grampa, anyway?”

Charlotte found a parking spot on the street and maneuvered into it one-handed. “Don’t be mean. Henry is barely fifty and he’s in great shape.”

“But I want my girl to myself,” Ian said. “I guess I’ll have you on Sunday.”

“You’re a darling,” Charlotte said, and meant it. “Why don’t you stay over tonight? I’ll be in late, but I’ll wake you when I get home and you can have me then.”

“Oh, really,” Ian’s voice reflected his interest. “It’s that time, hmm?”

Charlotte checked her lipstick in the vanity mirror and smiled at her reflection. She looked happy. She was happy – and hopeful. “Well, yes, but I’d still want you to stay over.”

“Uh-huh,” Ian said, not sounding at all convinced. “Well, then, have a good time with the girls and hurry home.”

Charlotte disconnected and smoothed her skirt before leaving the car. Henry wasn’t the only one who kept a change of clothes at work. She now wore a shimmery silver blouse with a red skirt. Red was Terrence’s favorite color.

Melissa and Wendy were already waiting at the bar for her inside the trendy bar Fringe. The décor was disco-chic and Charlotte’s silver blouse glinted in the light reflected by the mirrored tiles embedded in the walls.

Melissa handed her a dirty martini and leaned in close to be heard over the house music. “I didn’t think you were going to make it. Is Ian peeved?”

“Oh no,” Charlotte said, scanning the growing crowd in the club. “He’s staying over and I promised to wake him up when I get home.”

“You’ve got that man wrapped around your little finger.”

Wendy laughed. “He’s not the only one.” She tilted her head toward the opposite side of the club. “Here comes your little boytoy.”

Charlotte followed the direction of her friend’s gaze and felt her pulse jump. At six-foot-four, with a body of lean planes and sculpted muscle, Terrence was hardly little – nor was he anyone’s boytoy. He was, however, barely out of college, a fact that held more appeal than Charlotte could ever explain. She had met him when he’d come to the library to do research for his senior thesis. He had kept coming back after graduation. He was a lazy, but brilliant, music student with hands that could play her like a finely tuned instrument. As he strolled across the room, oblivious to the predatory looks he was getting from women of all ages, a shiver went up her spine.

“Hey, babe,” he whispered in her ear as he pulled her into a tight hug. “Long time no see.”

“I suspect you’ve been staying busy.”

“I do all right,” he said with a lazy shrug. “But I’ve missed you.”

Wendy and Melissa made themselves scarce, giggling behind their hands as they left the two alone. Terrence knew the effect he had on women, with his exotic features and often insolent expression. It amused him to turn women into quivering, stuttering schoolgirls. Charlotte let him think she could take him or leave him – which she could – and that made her attractive to him.

“Want to get out of here?” There was no subterfuge with Terrence, no hidden agenda. It was one of the things she liked best about him.

“Impatient, sweetie?”

He threw an arm around her shoulders and leaned in. “Impatient to be inside you,” he said. “I told you I’ve missed you.”

A naughty thought took hold in her imagination. She took Terrence’s hand and pulled him toward a dark hallway. She led him into the women’s restroom off the kitchen area where harried kitchen staff put together heavy appetizers to complement the cocktails.

“What are you up to?”

Charlotte closed and locked the restroom door behind him before turning on the light. “What do you think?”

She didn’t give him a chance to respond. Pressing him up against the door, she wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled his head down for a fierce kiss. She parted his lips with the tip of her tongue, deepening the kiss with the intention of distracting him from their surroundings. He tasted of tequila and the sharp tang taste reminded her of other things. She knew she had him when she hooked her leg around his hip and rubbed against him. He groaned softly, gripping her ass in his hands as he pulled her up hard against him. She could feel him beginning to stiffen and whimpered low in her throat.

He pulled back, a little breathless from their kissing. “You are wicked.”

She fumbled with his belt, laughing softly. “Let me show you just how wicked I can be.”

“I really don’t think this is a good idea.”

Having managed to get his belt unbuckled, Charlotte was not about to stop now. She proceeded to unfasten his trousers, noticing Terrence’s cock did not share his doubt about her naughty intentions. His cock was shaped like his beautiful fingers – long and smooth. She felt her own body respond to his arousal and clenched her thighs together.

“Maybe I can change your mind,” she said, thankful for her thigh high stockings as she slipped to her knees on the dirty tile floor.

Above her, Terrence’s dark eyes went wide. “What are you up to?”

She pulled his cock free from his pants and underwear and kissed the engorged tip. “What does it look like?”

“It looks like you’re a very nasty girl.”

Wrapping her hand around the length of him, she looked up into his eyes. “Oh, you have no idea.”

She held his cock in her hand and licked his shaft from the tip to the base and back again. His sharp intake of breath turned her on, made her want to tease him long and slow. Unfortunately, she knew they didn’t have that kind of time before someone came knocking on the door to use the restroom, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t tease him a little bit.

Looking up at him, she licked the ridge of his cock again. He threw his head back against the door and closed his eyes as she took him inside her mouth, cradling the broad head in the hollow of her tongue. He groaned softly, tangling his fingers in her long dark hair. She didn’t move, didn’t suck, just held him there in her mouth as she looked up at him. Finally, his eyes opened and he looked down at her, his gaze unfocused.

“Please, babe,” he said hoarsely.

That was all she needed. She took him deeper into her mouth, sucking him to the back of her throat before sliding off him. She went back down again, as far as she could, sucking him in rhythm to the muffled throb of the music beyond the door. When he was slick with her saliva, she used her hands to stroke his shaft as she sucked, slow and steady, until he was reflexively pumping into her mouth.

Reaching under his cock, she cupped his velvety balls in one hand. When she gave them a gentle tug, he gasped and bumped his head against the door.

“Oh hell, Char.” His fingers clutched at her hair. “You’re driving me out of my mind.”

She swirled her tongue around the head of his cock, tasting his arousal, before pulling away. Much as she would have liked to finish him with her mouth, that wasn’t in her plan tonight. She couldn’t help but smile at his grumble of disappointment when she stood up. She stroked his cock as she reached up to kiss him.

“I need you,” she said. “Please.”

He kissed her hard, thrusting against the palm of her hand. “Anything you want, babe.”

A sense of urgency came over her, not only because they were in the public restroom and she could hear voices not far away, but because she ached to feel him inside her. She pulled up her skirt and turned to face the counter. Thrusting her bottom out, she looked at him over her shoulder.

“Fuck me, Terrence. Fuck me hard.”

He didn’t hesitate. Pulling her cherry red panties to the side, he was balls deep inside her in one smooth motion. She arched her back and whimpered, biting her lip to keep from screaming at the sudden, shocking fullness.

Guiding her hip with one hand, he caught her long hair up in the other hand. She met his lust-filled gaze in the mirror as he pulled her hair hard enough to make her arch her neck. They were both a little out of control now. She knew it and knew the risks – and she didn’t care.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she gasped as she met his steady thrusts. She closed her eyes, lost in the intense feeling of him deep inside her.

“Open your eyes,” he said roughly. “Look at me.”

She did as he said, staring at him in the mirror as he drove into her. This was her favorite sexual position, being taken from behind, because his cock hit her G-spot in just the right way to give her mind-blowing orgasms. She liked the feeling of his lean body covering hers, the way he pulled her hair that sent shivers down her spine. The tables were turned now – she wasn’t the dominant older woman any longer – she felt feminine and helpless, completely at his mercy. But now, the mirror seemed to add another layer of intimacy to their lovemaking.

She couldn’t hide behind her curtain of hair, couldn’t escape his dark, knowing gaze as he moved his hand up to tweak her nipple through her flimsy blouse. She tried to tuck her chin against her chest, feeling incredibly vulnerable all of a sudden, but Terrence gave her hair another tug so that she had no choice but to look up.

“Watch me, babe,” he said, his voice low as he thrust into her wetness. “Watch me while I’m inside you.”

What had started out as a playful, seductive game had become something else. She felt out of control, wanting him to be rougher with her, to pinch her nipples harder, to drive his cock into her until she screamed. She knew they didn’t have much time, but she wanted to strip off her clothes and let him fuck her senseless. She gripped the edge of the sink and tried not to cry out as he withdrew his cock to the tip and then slammed into her. Over and over again, bumping against that sensitive spot inside her, he fucked her until she could feel her juices trickling down the insides of her thighs.

She whimpered softly, biting the inside of her mouth because the temptation to scream was almost unbearable. Not that anyone would hear her over the club music, of course. Terrence was silent and stoic, only his heavy-lidded eyes giving away his arousal. He had been so turned on by her going down on him she expected him to finish inside her at any moment, but now he seemed capable of going on like this for hours. If only they had hours.

“I’m not coming until you do,” he said, as if reading her mind.

She whimpered again, clenching her pussy around his cock. She wanted to come, but she was distracted by the sound of the voices and music and Terrence’s penetrating stare. She closed her eyes once more, feeling like she needed to close off one sense so she could concentrate on what he was doing to her body. She focused on the sensation of his cock gliding into her, the way her body clung to him as he slowly withdrew before pushing back inside. She arched her back a little more, feeling his cock angle down.

“Right there,” she gasped.

He thrust into her, faster now, pulling her hair taut until she felt like a bowstring humming with tension. She reached the breaking point as he curved over her, whispering in her ear, “Come for me, babe.”

She couldn’t help it, she let out a loud, lingering moan as her orgasm washed over her. She opened her eyes, meeting his eyes in the mirror so he could see what he had done to her. He watched her as he continued to fuck her through her orgasm, sweat glistening at his fine-boned temple.

“Yes, oh god,” she gasped, feeling as if she were being turned inside out. “Terrence!”

Terrence made a sound low in his throat and went still against her. Her pussy rippled along the length of his engorged cock and, with one hard thrust that elicited another soft moan from her, he was coming, too. Eyes closed, he pumped into her a few times before going still again. He leaned over her back, his damp forehead against her cheek when she turned her head.

“Oh my. That was nice,” was all she could manage to say.

She felt, rather than heard, his rumble of laughter. “That’s one way to describe it,” he said, nipping her earlobe. “You really are wicked.”

“Yes, I am,” she whispered.

Still feeling the lingering tremors of her orgasm, she became acutely aware of their risky position. Reluctantly, she shifted beneath him. His cock slid out of her and she felt empty. Wetness streaked down her inner thighs and she met his gaze in the mirror, smiling contritely.

“I need to clean up,” she said. “Think you can sneak out while I make myself presentable?”

Terrence’s laugh was pure masculine satisfaction. “You are perfectly presentable. You just look as if you’ve been well fucked.”

She shifted her gaze to her own face and realized he was right. Her hair was mussed and her cheeks were flushed. Her dark red lipstick was smeared and she was fairly certain she’d left some behind on Terrence’s cock. Her eyes sparkled in a way that suggested she had a very delicious secret – which she did. She shook her head. “Well, I’ll do the best I can.”

Terrence straightened his clothes and tucked his still-damp cock back into his trousers. “I don’t think it’ll be a late night for me. I’m wiped.”

“Oh, poor baby,” she said. “Every woman in the club will be disappointed to see you go.”

Terrence gave her a tired, teasing grin. “I only care about the woman who just came on my cock.”

She didn’t really believe that, of course, but it was sweet of him to say so. Terrence was still young and wild and unlikely to settle for one woman when he could have three, but he had good manners. “That was lovely, darling.”

He listened at the door before turning the lock. “Give me a call, babe. It’s been too long and I’d like to do this properly sometime soon.”

“I will. Promise.”

Charlotte smiled as he slipped out, giving her a rakish wink as he went. She locked the door behind him and met her own smudged eyes in the mirror. “See you in four weeks, darling boy,” she whispered as she set about taming her hair back into place. “Maybe.”

Charlotte awoke at dawn, naked, and cuddled against Ian’s warm, bare chest. She felt a pleasant kind of soreness through her entire body which seemed to radiate from between her thighs. Sighing contentedly, she tucked in close to Ian and breathed in his clean, masculine scent.

Just as she started to drift off again, she felt his hand shift from her hip to between her thighs. She squirmed, thinking he was still asleep by the sound of his steady breathing. Then his fingers began a gentle probing that let her know he was awake – and wanting her.

Silently, she shifted until she was lying on her back, still nestled against his muscular shoulder. He touched her gently, parting the lips of her pussy with his fingers. She wasn’t aroused yet, but she knew his soft touches would get her there fast. Sighing, she spread her thighs so he could continue his exploration.

He rested one finger at her opening as he cupped her mound in his warm palm. He gently squeezed her, letting just the tip of his finger slip inside her. She gasped at the dual sensations and pushed her pelvis up to meet his touch.

Sunshine streamed through the half-closed blinds, casting dappled light across their bed and making his reddish blond hair look like spun gold. The quiet was soothing, with only the soft sounds of her sighs and the rustle of the bed linens. Charlotte could feel her thigh muscles tensing in anticipation of his touch and she forced herself to relax and breathe slowly. She had all the time in the world to enjoy this. Neither of them had to go to work, no one was in the next room, there was no pressing need to leave the bedroom until hunger drove them out of bed.

Still, she couldn’t help but wiggle against his hand, silently urging him to push his finger deep inside her. He resisted, keeping it just inside her pussy and making small circles. She sighed, impatient for more.

“You got in awfully late last night,” he said, his voice still gravelly with sleep. “I missed you.”

She could feel his cock, thick and hard, pressing against her hip. She’d been so focused on his gentle, teasing touch, she hadn’t noticed he was already fully aroused.

“Sorry. You know how the girls are,” she said. “But I missed you, too. You looked so sweet when I got home.”

“Why didn’t you wake me?” He kissed the top of her head as he continued to stroke her.

She sighed sleepily. “I was so tired by the time I took a shower I just wanted to curl up and go to sleep.”

He stroked her pussy gently. “I would have helped you get to sleep.”

“This is so much better than sleeping,” she whispered, covering his hand with her own. “That feels good.”

“Want more?”

She nodded against his shoulder. “Yes, please.”

Slowly, he pushed his finger inside her. “You’re getting wet.”

“Imagine that.”

He kept up his slow circles, teasing her with his warm touch. “Naughty girl.”

Charlotte hooked her leg over his, spreading herself even wider for his touch. “Oh yes,” she said, ending on a sigh as his finger slid deeper. “I think I want more.”

He added a second finger inside of her. “Like that?”

She moaned, arching off the bed to take his fingers inside her. “Just like that.”

He stroked her slowly, her wetness coating his fingers. She could hear the liquid sounds her pussy made as he stroked her. The noise was as arousing as this slow build up of tension. She squirmed against his hand, eager for more but willing to let him set the pace.

She reached down and fondled his cock just as slowly as he was touching her. He made a soft sound of approval and pushed against her hip. She smiled, sure she could hold out at this languid pace longer than he could.

He apparently didn’t want her to think she had the upper hand because he upped the ante by pressing his thumb to her swollen clit. She jumped as if shocked and clamped her thighs around his hand.

Ian chuckled. “I wanted to make sure you were awake.”

She harrumphed as she swirled her thumb over the tip of his cock, catching a bead of wetness along the way. “I’m as awake as you are, sweetheart.”

“Excellent.”

His fingers glided into her, curving upward to stroke the inside of her pussy. She was still tender from the previous day, but she was getting wetter as he touched her. A familiar ache began to build inside her and she felt her nipples pucker in response to her growing arousal. Ian’s arm was beneath her neck and he reached down to stroke the swell of her breast, the dark edge of her hard nipple. His fingers, callused from years of handling fire equipment, felt rough against her tender flesh. The sensation sent chills through her and she inhaled sharply.

“Mmm, nice,” she whispered.

“You’re ready for me.”

She nodded again. “Oh, yes.”

He shifted his arm from under her and moved to kneel between her spread thighs. Lifting her legs over his broad shoulders, she expected him to push his cock into her. He surprised her by cupping her ass in his large hands and raising her up until her pussy was beneath his mouth. Back arched, she stared down between her legs and watched as he licked her swollen clit.

She whimpered at the zing of pleasure that accompanied that one swift stroke. Squirming for more, she was rewarded by his tongue parting the lips of her pussy and swirling around her opening the way his fingers had earlier. She pushed her hips toward his mouth, grasping at his shaggy mop of tousled golden curls, aching to feel his tongue inside her.

He pulled back, teasing her. “You do seem to want me.”

“Yes!”

He lowered his mouth between her thighs, the day-old growth of his beard scratching her sensitive thighs. “You smell like heaven. Taste like it, too.”

“Lick me!”

Finally, he gave her what she wanted and slid his tongue inside her. She whimpered low in her throat as he lapped at her with the flat of his tongue, drawing her own wetness up over her sensitive clit. She clutched at him, pulling his head into her and rubbing against his mouth shamelessly. Her orgasm was quick and explosive, catching her by surprise. She held his head between her thighs, riding out the long, rolling waves of her climax as he devoured her with his mouth. Then, just when she thought she couldn’t take anymore, he lowered her down to the bed and guided his thick cock into her.

With tremors of her orgasm still rippling along the walls of her pussy, he felt huge inside her. She wrapped her legs around his strong back, arching up to meet his slow, deep thrusts. He reached under her to hold her ass, anchoring her to him as he rocked into her. She nibbled his neck, licking the salty moisture from his skin as her whole body quivered against him.

His thigh muscles trembled as he came, still moving so slowly inside her, as her pussy squeezed the length of his shaft. His orgasm seemed to last as long as hers, every short thrust followed by a deep groan. She held him to her, hands soothing the bunched muscles of his back and down to his clenched ass. Finally, he relaxed against her, his solid weight both sensual and comforting.

“Think we did it?” he murmured, tucking his head against her neck.

She stroked his hair, a private smile curving her lips. She was suddenly sleepy again. “Maybe. But the doctor said the more times I make love around ovulation, the more likely I am to get pregnant.”

“Give me an hour and I’ll see what I can do to increase our chances.”

She giggled. “Lovely, but don’t forget I’m playing tennis with Henry at ten.”

“Hmph. Girls’ night out, tennis with Henry. My girlfriend is in high demand.” Ian moved off her, pulling her over on her side and into his arms, where she settled with a contented sigh. “At least until you get knocked up. Then you’re all mine.”

“Exactly the way I want,” she said, stretching like a well-fed cat. “Maybe this month is my month.”

“Well, if it doesn’t happen this time, we’ll just have to try again next month,” Ian said. “It’s all about the timing, right?”

“All in the timing,” she agreed.


The Stars Fell Down

Kristina Wright

The accidental brush of a hand. A knowing look across a room. The tilt of a head toward the door. Signals shared between spouses at a party? I suppose. In this case, they were signals shared between lovers whose spouses were oblivious.

William was drunk. It wasn’t apparent in his demeanor, but I knew the signs. He brushed by me on his way through the kitchen and his hand touched my ass. Lingered there for a good minute as he blocked the path of two other guests trying to get by.

I glared at him, knowing it didn’t matter. “Had too much to drink?”

“Not too much. Enough to know what I want,” he said. He leaned close, stirring the hair on my neck as he whispered, “We’re leaving soon. Meet me.”

I didn’t have a chance to say no or, rather, ask where and when, because my husband came toward us. As if sensing that his territory had been encroached upon, he wrapped his hand around my waist and gave me a little squeeze. William’s hand moved from my ass at about the same moment and I wondered if the two had touched in between.

“How’s everything, sweetheart?” Brad asked. He kissed me on the cheek, but he only had eyes for William. “Everyone seems to be having a good time.”

My parties are legend. I am the hostess extraordinaire, making sure everyone has enough food, enough drink, a good time. I smiled at Brad, ignoring the set of William’s jaw. “Everything’s great. I think we’re running low on wine, though.”

“I can go get more.”

I could practically feel William tensing, though he was no longer touching me. “Oh, no,” I said quickly. “We’ll be fine.”

“Well, let me know,” Brad said, releasing me to make the rounds once more.

“Nice,” William murmured. “I was starting to think you didn’t want to be with me tonight.”

I didn’t have time to respond. Rachel, William’s wife, appeared at his side. I wondered if she’d heard what he said. One look at her bland, expressionless face told me she hadn’t.

“I need to go home,” she said to William, ignoring me. It wasn’t that she suspected anything, Rachel simply didn’t like parties. She let William drag her to these get-togethers, only to stand off to the side, hardly speaking, and demanding to leave shortly after arriving. It was, to my way of thinking, quite irritating. To William, it was convenient.

I watched as he pulled her close and brushed her hair aside to lay a kiss on her neck. I shivered, knowing what that felt like. Wanting it.

“I guess we’ll be going,” William said, genuinely sounding disappointed. “Tell Brad thanks.”

I saw them to the door, hugging Rachel first, then William. His touch was polite, distant. His words in my ear were another matter. “The university parking lot in an hour,” he breathed so softly I wouldn’t have heard him if his lips hadn’t been touching my ear. “I need to fuck you.”

I clung to the doorframe as I closed the door behind them. Weak-kneed with desire, I had the fleeting thought to refuse his request, to simply not show up. I checked my makeup in the mirror by the door, noting the flush in my cheeks, the way my eyes sparkled. He did this to me, so easily.

I would go. I would think of an excuse to be gone for a bit and I would leave my party to fuck my lover. I smiled at my reflection, but it didn’t quite reach my eyes.

The minutes dragged on. Ever the hostess, I served finger foods and poured glasses of wine and made small talk about how Bobby was doing in Little League and whether our subdivision needed stricter covenants. Finally, I slipped away. I told my best friend Theresa to tell Brad I’d gone for wine. Theresa doesn’t know about my affair with William, but she suspects something, I’m sure.

“I won’t tell him until he asks,” she said. Theresa is a good friend.

It was a short drive, no more than fifteen minutes, but the lights worked against me and my frustration level was near to breaking when I finally pulled into the parking lot. I slowed the car, realizing I had been driving well in excess of the speed limit. I needed to see William and nothing, not traffic lights or speed signs or twenty-five people at my house would stop me.

William teaches at the university. He is a professor of philosophy and ethics, the irony of which doesn’t escape him – or me. His car was there, parked in the shadow of the arts and letters building. I saw his silhouette in the driver’s seat, could see the movement of his fingers as he drummed the steering wheel. William is an impatient man, especially where I’m concerned. The knowledge made me smile.

I parked my car next to his and got out. The passenger door was unlocked and I slipped inside. “Hi. Miss me?” I could hear how breathless my voice sounded and I hated it.

“Took you long enough,” he said, fisting his hand in my hair.

“I’m having a party, William. It’s not easy to get away.” I was, in fact, ten minutes early. “But I’m here now.”

“Yes, you are.”

He leaned across the center console and kissed me. Hard. His mouth tasted of tequila and I sucked his bottom lip between mine, biting it gently. Finally, he released me and I leaned back in the seat.

“You shouldn’t drink so much at my house. It’s not safe to drive,” I said. “It’s not safe to be around me, either.”

He watched me, his eyes heavy-lidded, but not with sleep. “I can’t help it. All I want to do is touch you and I can’t. So I drink.”

It was a familiar argument. A familiar situation. I kept coming back for more, unwilling to lose this feeling. “Be careful next time,” I admonished. “Brad wasn’t too happy to have you pawing at me.”

“Poor Brad,” he said. “Maybe if he wasn’t fucking his assistant he’d notice you’re in love with me.”

I wished I had never told William about Brad’s infatuation with his paralegal. I couldn’t prove they were sleeping together, but the truth was I didn’t much care. As long as I had William, Brad’s extracurricular activities held no power over me.

“What about you?” I taunted. “How would you feel if Rachel was with someone else right now, knowing you’ll be home any minute and so hot to get fucked she’s willing to risk it?”

His eyes widened. “It would never happen.”

“What if it did?”

“I’d leave her.”

I shook my head, closing my eyes. “Hypocrite. You can fuck other people and she can’t?”

He reached for my hand, lacing my fingers with his. “I don’t fuck other people. I’m in love with you.”

“You fuck me.”

“Yes. And you love it.”

I opened my eyes and started at him. “Hypocrite,” I said again.

“But you love me.”

It was true. I did love him. I just didn’t like him very much.

“Kiss me,” he said.

I obeyed because I wanted to, leaning across the console once more to wrap my hands around his neck and kiss him. We sat like that, separated from the waist down, kissing and touching each other until the windows fogged and I was squirming in my seat.

“You are so beautiful,” he said. He stroked my hair, trailing his fingers down the collar of my blouse to the swell of my breasts. “I need you.”

I reached for his belt, half leaning across the seat as I undid the buckle, then unfastened his pants. He leaned back, letting me unzip him, pulling his erection free of his pants. He was rigid, thick, ready. I whimpered softly as I leaned over him and sucked the head of his cock between my lips. I licked him gently, tasting his arousal, that familiar salty-sweet taste unlike any other man I’d ever been with. I dreamed of that taste, looked for it in things I ate and drank, longing for it like a craving, a thirst I couldn’t sate.

He twisted his fingers in my hair, guiding me slowly up and down the length of his cock. I sucked him greedily, hungrily, taking him as far as I could without gagging, then forcing a little more of him into my throat until I did gag and had to come back up. I sucked him the way I knew he liked, the way Rachel never did, the way it took to make him come.

He dragged me off his cock by my hair, the slight jolt of pain making me whimper with need. “I need to fuck you,” he said, his breath coming in rapid pants.

“I don’t have time,” I said. “Let me taste you. Please.”

His grip in my hair tightened. “I need to be inside you,” he said. “Get out of the car.”

He didn’t give me time to respond. He was out of the car and around to the passenger door before I could take a deep breath. He opened the door and reached for me. I let him take my hand and pull me from the car. I felt exposed, vulnerable, the night air chilled compared to the intimate heat of the car.

“William,” I protested as he leaned me against the car and unfastened my pants. “We can’t. Really. We’re going to get caught.”

“I don’t give a damn,” he muttered as he tugged my pants and panties down in one motion. “I need you. Now.”

I let him turn me around and bend me over. I braced my hands on the hood of his car, my legs still pinned together by my pants around my ankles. I didn’t protest as I felt his fingers between my legs, slipping inside my wet, wet cunt, gliding forward over the ridge of my clit. I didn’t complain when he drove his thick cock into me in one quick stroke, burying himself inside me so hard it was almost painful. I didn’t tell him to stop, I didn’t worry about getting caught, I didn’t care about anything except the moment, his cock and the way he made me feel.

He held onto my hips as he fucked me, driving his cock into me hard and fast, over and over again. My arms buckled and I was face down on his car, the metal cool against my fevered cheek. I cried out as he went deep, hearing my whimpers echoing off the walls of the buildings and bouncing back on me, sounding like the cries of a woman in pain. A woman in agony.

I bit my lip to quiet myself, but William seemed intent on wringing every sound from me that he could. He wrapped my long hair around his hand and pulled my head up, leaning forward to bite my exposed neck. I whimpered and my cunt clenched around his cock.

“Oh God, fuck me,” I moaned. I was beyond caring if someone heard me. I needed William to fuck me, fuck me hard and make me forget where we were and who was at my house – and who was waiting for him.

I tried to brace myself on the hood, but the slope prevented me from keeping my balance. “Wait,” I gasped. I reached back, putting my hand on his hip and pushing him away. He slid out of me and my body felt empty, bereft.

“What?”

I turned around, facing him. “I can’t stand up. If we’re going to do this, we might as well do it right.”

I leaned down to free myself of my pants twisted around my ankles. Then I sat on the edge of the car, braced my hands behind me and spread my legs. “Fuck me,” I whispered. “Fuck me, William.”

He put his hands on my hips and I reached down to guide him into me. I wanted to tease him, to stroke my clit with the broad head of his cock, to hold him until he begged to be inside of me, but I was too far gone to tease him or myself. I pulled him into me and wrapped my legs around his waist to hold him close.

My soft whimpers and moans were the only sounds in the still night air. William was silent and stoic as a sentry, fucking me senseless, fucking me into oblivion

I opened my eyes and looked up at him. His face was just a shadowy spot above me, blending into the endless night sky. I blinked, staring at him, willing myself to see his features, but all I saw was darkness. Then, instead of seeing him more clearly, I saw the stars. The night sky, devoid of a moon, was filled with stars. I stared up at William as he fucked me, his face obscured by darkness and surrounded by twinkling stars that seemed close enough to touch.

“You want it?” I could just make out the movement of his lips. He leaned closer, brushing his mouth against my neck. “You want to suck me?”

“When I come,” I whispered, fearing he would pull away before I could finish. “When I come.”

I wasn’t sure he heard me, but he fucked me harder, his thrusts more shallow and at just the right angle to stroke my G-spot. I strained forward, pushing my hips at him, propping myself up on my arms to get closer, to pull him deeper. I came in a gush of fluid, my entire body wrapped around him as my cunt tightened and rippled around his thick cock inside me.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I screamed, the echo of my voice ringing in my ears. “Fuck me!”

“Now, take it, now,” he said, pulling me off the car by my hair and pushing me to my knees.

I opened my mouth wide, wanting to taste him, take him, even while my body still throbbed in orgasm. William guided his cock into my mouth, thrusting his hips forward so that it slid across my tongue and hit the back of my throat. I gagged, but instead of pushing him away, I grabbed his hips and pulled him closer, relaxing my throat and swallowing as he started to come.

Finally, William moaned. William who was always so quiet, moaned loudly as I took his cock deep into my mouth and swallowed everything he could give me. He relaxed his grip on my hair, but I didn’t move away. I sucked him gently, lingering over him until my knees ached from kneeling on the hard ground. Finally, slowly, I released his cock and he helped me stand.

William held me, both of us naked from the waist down, and the incongruity of it made me want to laugh and cry at the same time. The moment was over before I could make sense of my feelings and he was pulling up his pants and handing me mine. We got dressed silently, without looking at each other. Finally, while I was trying to detangle my hair, William put his hand on my cheek.

“Thank you,” he said. “I love you.”

“I love you, too.” There was no emotion in my voice. “Be careful going home.”

When I made no move to get into my car, he hesitated. “I need to get home before Rachel starts worrying. Are you okay?”

“Fine.” I nodded, as if that decisive movement would convince him. “I’m just going to stand here for a minute and catch my breath.” I gave him a wry smile. “I don’t want Brad to wonder what I’ve been up to.”

“Okay.” He didn’t move. “Are you sure you’re all right?”

I looked up at the night sky, filled with more stars than I had ever seen in my life. They seemed so close, as if they were falling on top of me. Tears filled my eyes and the stars twinkled. “I’m fine. Just go, William.”

He went. I didn’t watch him leave, I never could. Instead, I watched the stars fall down and wondered when I would see him again.
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