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Secret Mercy


 


 


It happens when we fear there’s
nothing special about us: we allow our secrets to make us special.  With our
secrets, we set ourselves apart from the crowd.  And when the secrets we’re
hiding are known by all, or when we realize our misdeeds are so commonplace our
secrets aren’t even all that remarkable, we set out to make new secrets.  They
make us feel important, unique.  And the more insidious our secrets, the more
distinctive we feel.


 


At nineteen, Mercedes thought she
was the only woman of her kind, unparalleled in the civilized world, leading a
life of opulent vulgarity.  By twenty-three, she’d realized she wasn’t the only
woman in the world to sleep with a married man.


 


Nor, even, was she the only young
thing to take up with a man in his fifties.  It happened all the time.  She saw
these couples on the street: the girl in a summer dress clinging to the arm of
the silver fox in Dockers shorts, forgiving him the hideous black sock-sandal
combination.


 


‘But I was in love with Simon,’ she
repeated to herself, like a mantra meditation.  ‘That girl with the French
manicure and the blue shimmer eye shadow is only after the old guy’s money, and
he can only get it up for that tight piece of veal.’  Cruel, to have these
thoughts.


 


Not that Mercedes thought all that
much about Simon anymore.


 


On some unconfirmed date next spring
or maybe summer, she’d be marrying Anwar: young, energetic and distinctly not
already married to somebody else.  Simon could weave his own twisted way
through life, because she was taken.  Okay, so maybe Anwar wasn’t always the
generous, slow-going lover Simon had been, but he would learn.  She’d have
years to teach him when they were married.  Years and years and years…


 


It wasn’t only men who thought about
sex every three seconds.  And, really, how could anybody survive the wait at
the passport office without imagining a lover’s hand squeezing her ass as he
left a trail of kisses down her neck, pioneering through the buttons of her
blouse until his tongue was buried in her bra, searching for those straining
buds…


 


“Mercedes?”  It couldn’t be that
familiar baritone from long ago.  “Mercy, I said your name three times.  Where
were you?”


 


Was it really him?  Her heart leapt
in her chest like an ambitious goldfish, and before she knew it, her hand lay
there trying to keep it in the bowl.  Act casual, stupid!  “I was
thinking about you, of course, Simon…”


 


Wrong kind of casual, but Mercedes
always was hopeless with deceit.  Not because she couldn’t deal out total
bull.  She could if the need arose.  Mercedes simply preferred devastating
honesty over a honey-glazed pack of lies.  And, anyway, it was Simon’s mouth
she’d been imagining on a self-guided tour of her body.


 


His pink lips broke into a wide
smile.  He seemed flustered, but did he ever look good!  How many years since
they’d…?


 


“What are you doing here?” he asked.


 


Inside she was shivering like a
naked Chihuahua, but Mercedes slipped on her suit of sarcastic armour.  “Well,
I came in for pancakes, but then I realized this was a passport office, so I
figure I’ll get my passport renewed instead.”


 


“Me too,” he replied under strained
laughter.


 


In the silence that followed,
Mercedes weighed her options: go home unscathed to the man she was engaged to
marry, or fuck her ex-lover’s brains out in the bathroom of a passport office?


 


“They’re calling your number,
Mercy,” Simon was saying.


 


“What?  Oh.  Right.”  Oh, her old
nemesis Doctor Disappointment was back for a visit.


 


“Will you wait for me?” Simon asked.


 


Hey, after an extended holiday, it
was her good friend Archduke Anticipation!  Still, she cocked her head, looked
askance.  “You still married?”


 


“Yep,” he replied, eyeing his toes.


 


“Remember how I said five years ago
that I was done waiting for you?” Mercy taunted, though her tone didn’t betray
that she was teasing. She softened a little.  “We’ll see.”


 


Of course she waited for him.  It was
Simon, sexy Simon, four-time winner of the lovemaking World Cup.


 


“Gosh, I’m nervous,” he admitted,
joining her in the sterile government hallway.


 


“Gosh?  You’re such a five-year-old,
Simon.”  She liked saying his name.  “I’m getting married, you know.”


 


He stared at the blank wall behind
her head.  Either he was off in space or he didn’t hear her or he was so hurt
he couldn’t speak.  And then he said, “I know.”


 


Removing his glasses, Simon rubbed
his eyes.  Maybe he was crying.  But who was he to be so wounded?  He’s the one
who broke her heart, after all.  No way she would feel sorry for him now.  No
way.  Too late.


 


“Can we speak in private?” he asked.


 


Mercedes tried to suppress her
excitement at the thought of being alone with Simon one more time.  “Where?”


 


Like a lab rat, he looked in every
direction for a way out of this government maze.  Flustered again, he started
walking—storming, more like—down the hallway and up a staircase.  Mercedes
followed, holding her skirts as she hopped the stairs by twos.  Had she ever
seen Simon so distressed?  His energy was spinning, and she’d been sucked into
it like some kind of lust tornado.


 


Energy conservation.  No lights were
on when they got to the next floor.  It must have fallen into disuse, so Simon
burst through the doorway, peeking into every room he passed.  He must have
found one that pleased him, because he went in.  Maneuvering his way around piles
of chairs and office furniture, he made his way to the window overlooking
Northern Willowdale.


 


“I don’t want you to be offended,”
he said—an ominous beginning to any conversation—as Mercedes closed the office
door.  She climbed over a desk to get to him, wanting to throw her legs around
his waist, but settling on standing at his knees as he sat on the cooling vent.


 


“Offended by what?” she asked.


 


“What would I give to have you
back in my life? I’ve been asking myself that question since we broke up. 
I’m desperately miserable without you, Mercy.  Since you’ve been gone, I’ve
realized your worth.  I’ve realized what a fool I was to let you slip away, and
I’ve been trying to work up the courage to make you an offer.”  He gazed at
her, wide-eyed, and then shook his head.  “Oh, I can’t say it.  You’re going to
hate me.”


 


“Why?  What’s the offer?”  She rode
her hands along his muscular thighs, wanting him so badly her belly burned with
lust.


 


“I had to ask myself if your value
translated into an actual dollar amount and I decided…”


 


He fished his writing pad and pen
from the front pocket of his shirt, scrawling a figure and showing it to her.


 


“That’s it?  That’s all I’m worth to
you?” Mercedes shrieked.  “Less than a house? Or a car?  Or a really good TV, even?”


 


Simon’s cheeks went deep pink as he
explained, “No, this is what I’d be willing to pay you per…”


 


Holy Crap, he wanted to pay her for
sex!  He thought she was such an incredible fuck he’d give her cold, hard cash
in exchange for something she’d already done a thousand times when they were
together.


 


“Per…?”  She waited for him to say
the word.


 


“Oh, this is stupid,” Simon said,
shaking his head.  “You’re engaged to this guy and here I’m going to ruin it
for you.  Forget I said anything.”


 


Mercedes grabbed hold of his wrist
as he folded up his notepad.  “Are you saying you’d be willing to pay me that
much money just to fuck my brains out once in a while?”


 


“I wouldn’t have put it so crassly,
but… well… I’d want it to be an ongoing thing, yes.”  Simon seemed so sheepish
saying all this.  “God, I hate that I’m asking this of you.  I just miss you so
much.”


 


“And you’re not expecting me to
leave Anwar for you, just screw you on the side?” Mercedes confirmed, revelling
in the wickedness of a new secret.


 


“How could I ask anything more?”


 


The joke was on Simon.  Mercedes
would have done him for free.


 


But, hey, if he wanted to throw his
filthy money at her, so much the better.  ‘Today on Jerry Springer, I’m a
dirty whore and my fiancé hasn’t a clue.’  This was bad beyond bad.  Big,
bad Mercedes…


 


Running bold hands up the man’s firm
thighs, she whispered, “We’ve already wasted so many years.”


 


Mercedes never imagined she’d taste
the sweet cherry aroma of Simon’s mouth again.  And she’d forgotten the power
of his tongue, how it snuck between her lips silent as a lamb and in two shakes
was roaring like a lion.  She fought back, rough and tough against that hot
body, running ecstatic hands down his back, squeezing those disappearing traces
of love handles.  “Not a day goes by that I don’t think about sucking your big,
beautiful cock.”


 


“Same here,” he said with a nervous
chuckle.  “I mean, you sucking mine.”


 


When Simon stood, turning toward the
door, Mercedes clung tight to him.  “Where are you going?”


 


“My butt’s cold from sitting on the
air conditioner,” he replied, leaning against a solid oak desk.


 


With a smirk, she stood on her toes
to kiss him again, his solid shaft throbbing against her abdomen.  Oh, the
sweet memories of that grateful cock!  Mercedes tore into Simon’s shorts like
hungry cheetah, sliding to her knees on the rough carpet.  Her dress kissed the
floor like a Christmas tree skirt, and she dug out Simon’s hard cock, letting
its pink tip gloss her lips with precum.  That taste, like nothing else in the
world, took her back years.  God, she’d missed Simon.  You never do get over
your first love.


 


“Could you lick like you used to…?”
Simon requested.  Mercedes knew just what he meant.  Tracing circles around his
cockhead with the tip of her tongue, she fondled his balls as she flicked the
seam of that soft and sensitive flesh.  Simon leapt as he grasped the desk
behind him.  “Mercy, you’re incredible!”


 


“You get what you pay for,” she
purred, meeting his gaze straight on as she licked his cock like peppermint
stick.  The lust in his eyes told her just how incredible she looked, tongue
extended to meet his sweet rod.  “What now, Simon?”


 


Usually, Simon would have demurred
and not answered at all.  As a paying customer, he knew what he wanted.  “Suck
it, Mercy.  Take my cock in your mouth and suck it.”


 


Her pussy throbbed at the string of
naughty words, and she wrapped her hands around those tight ass cheeks.  She
took in Simon’s incredible edible cock, running circles around it with her
now-professional tongue.  What bad behaviour for a girl engaged to somebody
else!  The very naughtiness of the situation made her core tingle as Simon
spoke words she’d never before heard from the shy creature.  “I want to fuck
your throat, Mercy.”


 


That’s one thing he’d never done
when they were together, for fear of hurting her. With an erection filling her
mouth, all Mercedes could respond with was an eager growl.  Christ, he could
fuck the hell out of it, make her sputter and gag, and she’d leave this room a
happy hooker.


 


Slowly at first, Simon ran his
smooth cock against the silky walls of her mouth.  He took her head in his
hands, sliding deeper inside.  Mercy eased, relaxed to allow him entry.  She
squeezed his ass, sensing every gentle thrust of his hips as he plunged his
beautiful body into her throat.


 


God, he was big.


 


How could she handle this wonderful
assault, this dive into her oral depths?  And as he thrust more forcefully,
gripping her hair with his powerful fingers, it felt even better, more intense,
more depraved.  She was completely submissive, controlled by his whims.


 


Mercedes knew he was about to come
when he started repeating her name endlessly.  “Mercy, Mercy, Mercy.”  With
every utterance, Simon rammed her throat and she gripped his fuzzy balls because
she knew what that man liked.


 


Crying her name, tossing back his
head, he came in her throat and she took the opportunity to suckle his
shrinking cock until his erection dwindled down to nothing.  Simon was still
petting her hair when she let his dick fall from her lips.  God, was she wet.


 


“I trust my work was satisfactory.” 
A joke, sort of, but something twinged in her belly when she said it.


 


“Highly,” Simon said, pulling up his
shorts to find his wallet.


 


Brushing the carpet indentations
from her knees, Mercedes held out her palm like Judy Jetson as Simon counted
big bills.  Was it possible this financial transaction was even more
exhilarating than the throat-fucking?  Christ, it wasn’t often she saw the
value of her sexual self in cold, hard cash.


 


Tucking the bills into her bra, she
leapt over the solid oak desk, making her escape.  Simon was calling to her,
but she couldn’t turn to look at him.  She couldn’t stay to chat because of the
hot tears streaming down her cheeks.  Most upsetting of all was the fact that
she knew she’d do it again.  She’d do it again and again.


 


After all, she needed a new secret
and this was a good one.


 







 


 


 


Wait
For It


 


 


The second she got home from work,
Yasuko threw a pot of water on the stove and dumped in half a box of pasta. 
Why was she always so hungry?  It was barely six o’clock, and she’d spent half
the day snacking at her desk.  She was so sick of pasta—pasta, noodles, soups,
microwave dinners—but that’s all she could bring herself to cook with Danny
away on business.  Sure she wanted a better meal, but she just didn’t have the
patience to wait for it.


 


With the burner on high, Yasuko
hopped up the stairs to throw on a tank top and yoga pants.  She quickly
unbuttoned her baby-pink blouse, then forced down her grey pinstriped skirt
without unzipping it first.  The button popped off and the seam beneath it
tore.


 


“Aww crap!”


 


Picking the skirt off the floor, she
threw it on her pile of clothes in need of repair.  As she pulled off her
pantyhose, it occurred to her she wasn’t sure which of the stove burners she’d
turned on—the back one, or the front?


 


Wearing a bra and cotton panties,
she bolted out of the bedroom and arrived at the top of the stairs just as the
front door swung open.  Her heart stopped.  Who could it be?


 


Yasuko stood at the top of the
stairs looking down.  Her husband stood in the doorway looking up.


 


“Oh my God!  Danny!”  Her feet
barely touched the stairs as she coursed down.  She flew from the bottom step
into his waiting arms, and he swung her around with her toes hovering off the
floor.  “You’re home!  I can’t believe it!”


 


Setting her down, Danny offered one
of his trademark sexy smiles.  “Well hello.”  He leaned in close, came at her
slowly, and pressed his perfect pink lips to hers.


 


His kisses made her faint, and she
clung to his shoulders.  Her eyes were still closed when she said, “Well hello
to you too!”  She took a step back and looked at her husband in his best blue
suit.  “Look at this—you’re all businessy and handsome.  I bet everybody in
Winnipeg was drooling all over you.  I bet they could hardly keep their hands
off your hot body.”


 


Taking her head in his hands, he
kissed her lips again.  “I never notice anybody but you.”


 


Her heart fluttered.  “And you came
home early just to see me?”


 


Before he could answer, a splashing,
sizzling sound from the kitchen made Yasuko jump.  “Aww crap!”


 


She raced to the kitchen in her
underwear.  Turning the burner off, she shifted the overflowing pot to the cool
space.  “I forgot I’d put pasta on the stove.”


 


Danny followed along, wrapping his
arms around her shoulders and kissing her hair.  “That’s because you live a
mile a minute,” he laughed.  “You try to do a million things at once.  Why not
take your time?  Put the water on and wait for it to boil before moving on to
the next task.”


 


Even though her mother had told her
the same thing forty times, when Danny said it, it seemed like an epiphany. 
Still, she argued, “It just seems like a waste of time, standing around doing
nothing.”


 


He spun her around, and the glint in
his eye weakened her knees and made her heart beat fast against her ribs.  “I
didn’t say you should do nothing, just stay in the room, keep an eye on
things.”  Sauntering to the stove, he picked up the pot and dumped its contents
in the sink.  The water poured out first, and then an inedible lump of burnt
pasta fell with a thunk.  Danny laughed and took a clean pot from the
cupboard.  “Why not let me cook?”


 


“No, no, no,” Yasuko cried, wrapping
her arms around him from behind.  “You just got home!  Go change your clothes
and get a little rest in.  I’ll make dinner.”


 


Danny filled the pot with water and
placed it on the stove before turning to say, “If you make dinner, I can’t have
my snack.”


 


For a split second, she didn’t know
what the hell he was talking about.  And then, in one slick motion, he sent
Yasuko’s cotton panties hurdling to the kitchen floor.


 


Scooping her up by the underarms,
Danny swept her onto the sturdy kitchen table.  “Danny!” she squealed.  She
almost told him to stop this, don’t be silly, but how could she possibly
turn him down in that gorgeous blue suit?


 


When he looked at her with those
nakedly lustful brown eyes, she leaned back on her elbows and knocked over
either the saltshaker or the pepper mill—hard to tell which, since they were
both behind her.  Anyway, she was more interested in Danny’s perfect pink lips
as he advanced on her thighs.


 


“Aren’t you afraid you’ll spoil your
appetite?” Yasuko teased.  “Eating me before dinner?”


 


He pulled a kitchen chair close and
sat down in front of her.  “I’m not too concerned.”


 


Yasuko’s stomach hopped with
intrepid desire as Danny’s lips landed hot on her inner thighs.  He kissed a
path—left thigh, right thigh, left thigh, right thigh—up to her impatient
pussy.


 


God, she wished she could see what
he was seeing: glistening lips unfolding like a pink tropical flower, beckoning
him with their nectar.  He teased and tormented her with his fierce serenity,
until finally he descended between her thighs.


 


Her muscles melted when she felt his
hot tongue against her lips.  Danny always started slow, and he wouldn’t rush
things.  When Yasuko got herself off, she wasn’t languorous about it—she knew
exactly where to place her vibe and how to move it so she could come during a
commercial break.  Danny believed in building the internal pressure before
allowing its release and, to be honest, the orgasms she had with him were
completely different from the ones she had alone.  She was glad he’d come home.


 


It was hard to tell exactly what
Danny was doing between her legs.  Was he pressing his tongue flat against her
pussy lips and moving his head up and down, or was he licking her like a cat
with cream?  She couldn’t see much but the top of his head bobbing in the V of
her thighs.  Not that it mattered what he was doing, as long as it felt
amazing!


 


Oh, and it did feel amazing.  Danny
was an expert when it came to oral sex.  His passion for pussy drove her wild,
and her body writhed on the table.


 


Picking up her swinging legs, Danny
tossed Yasuko’s feet over his shoulders.  When she crossed her ankles behind
his back, trapping his face between her thighs, he lifted her from the table. 
Cupping her ass cheeks, he ate her hard.  Her heart raced and her toes curled. 
She tried to dig her fingers into something, but there was nothing beneath her
hands except the wooden table.  He seemed to be gnawing at her pussy, actually
devouring her clit, and she had a faint sense she’d be sore later, but right
now she didn’t care.  Whatever he was doing, it felt so damn good she’d let him
do it all night even if it killed her.


 


On the stove, steam rose from the
pasta pot.  The burner gleamed bright orange beneath it.  Should she warn
Danny?  Yes, she should…but…


 


With her ass in his hands, Danny
consumed her like a greedy animal.  She couldn’t give up this sensation.  It
was too good, too raw.  In fact, she couldn’t even control the movements of her
hips anymore.  She pressed her pussy against his lips, covering his face with
juice.


 


Though his muzzle was clean-shaven,
the smooth flesh of her lower lips was sensitive enough to feel the slight
prickle of an incoming beard.  It was such a pleasantly gritty contrast to the
softness of his hot tongue that she ran her pussy past the perimeter of his
mouth.  She writhed on the table.  She shoved her lips against his, thrusting
her body up and down, side to side, in circles around his mouth—anything to
build on the pressure Danny had created inside of her.


 


On the stove, the water boiled and
splashed over the sides of the pot, but she wouldn’t let him go.  The wave
overtook her, throwing her back against the table.  His passion had gone raw,
and it seemed like there was no patience left for either of them.


 


Yasuko bucked against his lips,
crying, “Danny, the pasta!  It’s time to add the pasta!”


 


She didn’t think he’d back away from
her, but he did.  He unhooked her legs as he rose.  When he was out of his
chair, she let her feet fall on it, but she couldn’t move another muscle. 
“Whole wheat rotini?” he asked.  “Or spinach spaghettini?”


 


“Huh?”  She could hardly breathe,
let alone speak.  “Whatever…you want…”


 


After a deep breath, Yasuko sighed
and pulled the salt and pepper shakers out from under her back.


 


“See?” Danny said.  “The key is to
add the pasta to boiling water, not bring the pasta to a boil in cold water.”


 


Yasuko couldn’t stop panting.  She
didn’t want to talk about cooking.  “Uh-huh…”


 


“And then you just turn the water
down and let it simmer.”  He set the timer.  “Add a splash of oil.  Won’t boil
over now.”


 


When Yasuko looked up from the
table, Danny was standing very close with pussy juice still gleaming on his
chin.  “Your feet are on my chair,” he said with a smile.


 


“Huh?”


 


His canine grin gleamed as he
replied, “You didn’t think I was finished, did you?”


 


As she perched herself back up on
her elbows, Danny reached around to unclasp her bra.  It fell just beneath her
breasts, giving him enough room to dive at her nipples one by one.  When he
sucked them, the wave of orgasm came roaring back, knocking her mind off its
feet.  “Oh God, yes!” she cried.  “My God, Danny, you are amazing!”


 


He dropped his pants.  Her pussy
clenched in anticipation.


 


“Wait a sec,” he said.  Waddling to
the stove, Danny picked up a wooden spoon and stirred the pasta.  “Don’t want
the rotini to stick together,” he explained as he waddled back.  When she
laughed, he said, “What?”


 


Yasuko let him in between her legs. 
She tried to find something to perch her feet on, but Danny grabbed her ankles
and threw them over his shoulders.  “I don’t think you’ve ever been so wet,” he
said, guiding his massive erection to her ready slit.


 


“I don’t think you’ve ever been so
hard.”


 


For a moment, he just looked at her,
running his cockhead up and down her pussy lips. She was so ready to feel him
deep inside her body.  She snarled, and he answered with a smirk.  “You’ve
never wanted to wait for anything.”


 


“I’ve waited all week for you to
come home,” she reasoned, trying not to sound too much like she was begging him
to fuck her.


 


He chuckled, circling his cockhead
over her engorged clit.  “Fair enough.”  And, without another moment’s torture,
he buried his erection in her pussy so fast it nearly shocked her.  At first,
all she could do was lie on the table and feel the bigness of his cock in her
cunt.  It took up all the room she had to offer.


 


Holding her thighs, he thrust in her
body again and again.  She placed her hands on the table to steady herself as
he reamed her.  Danny could be gentle.  Danny always started slow.  But, after
a time, he wanted to get off just like she did.  She felt almost dirty as he
fucked her on the kitchen table.


 


Danny dropped her legs from his
shoulders, and waddled back to the stove to give the pasta a stir.  When he
turned his back, Yasuko flipped off the table.  Though she was on her feet, her
knees were weak with arousal and she had to lean against the table to stay
upright.  Danny spun toward her and laughed.  “You want me to take you from
behind, huh?”


 


She only nodded and giggled as he
waddled back with his slick shaft swinging side to side—he still hadn’t kicked
off his pants and jockey shorts.  He drew in very close and whispered in her
ear, “You know me: I’ll give my girl what she wants.”


 


With a chuckle deep in her throat,
Yasuko said, “She wants it from behind.”


 


“Then that’s what she gets.”  And,
as her breasts met the salt spilled across the table, Danny pierced her.  He
went deep inside, deeper than he’d been before.  It panged, he got so far in,
but she just clenched her muscles and pushed back against the barrage of
thrusts.  Her ass met his pelvis, and she could feel his pubic hair against her
flesh.  The harder she clasped his shaft with her pussy muscles, the more noise
he made.  He pumped faster, holding her by the hips and veritably knocking her
over with the force of his entry.  She felt dirtier than ever now—a combination
of knowing he could see her asshole and being covered in salt.


 


Finally, she couldn’t keep up with
the speed of his thrusting.  She held very still and milked his cock with her
cunt until he came to an abrupt stop.


 


“Ah!” he cried.  “God!”  He smacked
her ass, and growled, and smacked it again.


 


Yasuko lay panting across the table
as Danny held perfectly still.  “Wow,” she said.  “That was worth the wait.”


 


After a few deep breaths, Danny said,
“Let’s hope we can say the same for dinner!”  He pulled out and dressed before
shuffling to the stove to give the pot a stir.


 


By the time Yasuko cleaned up and
tossed on some clothes, dinner was ready.  Danny had even fixed a quick salad,
grated cheese for the pasta, and washed down the table.


 


“I have news,” he said as they sat
down to their first meal together in a week.  “Remember the promotion to VP I
applied for a few years ago?”


 


She thought back.  “Kind of…we’d
only just met each other then, but I remember you talking about it.”


 


Excitement gleamed in his eyes.  “I
got it.”


 


“Oh my God!”  She should have known
better than to think Danny would ever give up on something he wanted.  Jumping
from her chair, she met him mid-hug and planted a congratulatory kiss on his
masterful lips.  “Danny, that’s great!  I’m so proud of you!”


 


“It’s what I always say—if you work
hard, you’ll get what you want.”  He picked up her fork and fed her a mouthful
of the delicious meal he’d made for her.  “You just have to be willing to wait
for it.”


 



Defining Moments


 


 


There were certain conversations
that never took place in the summertime.  The sun might pride herself as the
great elucidator, but winter was the season of humble introspection. When
outside it was bitterly cold, what else was there to do but curl up in bed
together?  To kiss and touch and writhe in unison, then bask in the warmth of
each other’s bodies?


 


When snowflakes like cotton balls
fell from the sky, Devra wrapped her arms and a fleecy blanket around Priti’s
shoulders and kissed her hair.  Sighing, Priti rolled onto her back and gazed
out the window.  The streetlights made the falling snow glow bright white
against a backdrop of blue.


 


“How did you know you liked girls?”
Priti asked.


 


Devra was somewhat amazed the topic
had never come up before.  “You mean when did I first know?” she clarified.


 


“Yeah.  Did you have a Eureka moment
where you were like, ‘Aha! I’m a lesbian?’”


 


She recognized it was meant to be a
joke, but Devra ruminated nonetheless.  “Not exactly.  I mean, yes, sort of,
but I wouldn’t have used those words at the time.”


 


“Why not?” Priti asked without
waiting for an answer.  “Because you didn’t want to be pigeonholed or grouped
into somebody else’s narrow definition of sexual identity?”


 


Devra propped up her head with the
palm of her hand.  “No.  Because I was five.”


 


“Five, as in years old?”


 


“Yeah.”


 


“Wow,” Priti replied.  “You started
early.”


 


“It wasn’t a matter of starting,
and at the time it didn’t mean anything to me.  It’s only in looking back that
my selective memory has chosen that event as significant.”


 


“What event?”


 


“Nothing big.  I’m surprised I even
remember,” Devra began.  “When I was in kindergarten, I had this useless blob
of a teacher, Mrs…oh, I don’t know…Mrs Blob.”


 


“Are you telling me this is a
significant figure in your life and you can’t even remember her name?”


 


“Give me a break!” Devra teased.  “I
was five.”


 


“Okay, so you had a crush on Mrs
Blob,” Priti giggled.


 


“God, no.  No, it was Mrs Blob who
made me wish I wasn’t a girl.  I had this growing awareness that when I grew
up, I would be a woman.  Mrs Blob was a woman, and damned if I wanted to look
like that when I got older.”


 


“That is so mean!” Priti admonished,
giving Devra a playful kiss on the arm.


 


“No, it created some genuine anxiety
for me.  I didn’t want to grow up and be a woman if that meant looking like Mrs
Blob.”


 


“But that doesn’t make any sense. 
What about your mom?  She wasn’t a blob, and you knew her before your
kindergarten teacher.”


 


Devra agreed. “And I had seven
skinny aunties too, but at that age I didn’t recognize that they were women;
mom was mom.  I mean, some people think that way their whole lives: my mom
isn’t a woman, she’s just my mom.”


 


“Yeah, seriously.  So, you were
five, your mom wasn’t a woman, and your blob of a teacher freaked you out?”


 


“Right, and then one day I found
something that completely alleviated my little panic attacks,” Devra went on. 
“Some perv had torn pages out of a girlie magazine and left all these pictures
of naked women blowing around the playground.”


 


“Oh my god!” Priti gasped, clenching
her fist to her chest.


 


“Yeah, well, I picked one up and…” 
For a moment, Devra was lost.  “I still remember her feathered blonde hair and
her skinny frame, her perky tits…”


 


“And you wanted to look like her?”


 


Again, Devra reflected.  “No, that
wasn’t the thought process.  I saw that naked playgirl and I realized for the
first time that not all women looked like Mrs Blob.  It’s not that I looked at
this picture and I wanted to fuck the girl—I was five; I didn’t know what sex
was—but it wasn’t a feeling of aspiration either.  How can I explain it?  I
guess it excited me that there were women like that in the world.  She was an
image that represented something larger, something of myself.”


 


Priti didn’t seem quite sure how to
respond.  And then her girlfriend’s brow furrowed and Devra knew she was in
trouble.  Again.


 


“I’m not exactly a perky blonde
playgirl,” Priti said.


 


“Thank god,” Devra chuckled, rolling
on top of her and taking her curvy body in a big bear hug.  She growled at
Priti.  “I’d never let you out of bed.  I’d keep you chained to the headboard
and…”


 


“Stop it,” Priti pouted, pushing her
away.


 


Devra sighed.  “What?”


 


“Stop…I don’t know…wishing I was
somebody else.”


 


Devra rolled off as Priti struggled
not to meet her puzzled gaze.  Arguments always started this way.  “What are
you talking about?”


 


Flipping onto her side, Priti stared
out the window and into the falling snow.  “I don’t know.  Never mind.”


 


Exhausted as she was, Devra knew
better than to let herself fall asleep when Priti was in a mood.  “Well, you’re
obviously upset about something.  What did I do this time?”


 


“Don’t be like that.”


 


“Be like what?  I’m just asking you
a question.”


 


“You’re trying to provoke me.”


 


Any reply would have “provoked”
Priti further, so Devra kept her mouth shut and wrapped her arms around the
girl.  Priti was silent at first, but this was to be expected.  It always took
her some time to work up the nerve to speak her mind.  “If you’re so interested
in skinny white girls, why are you with me?”


 


“When did I ever say…?”


 


“Are you just going to leave when
you find someone who fits the mold?”


 


“There is no mold,” Devra began,
tracing her fingers across Priti’s stomach.  “This is the body I love.  These
curves,” she said, grasping them, “these curves do it for me.  These thighs and
these hips…”


 


Priti flicked her hair away so
Devra’s hot breath could enter her ear unobstructed.


 


“This ass…”


 


“This fat ass,” Priti scoffed.


 


“This perfect, curvy, feminine ass,”
Devra corrected, pressing her hips against it.  With her legs, she encircled
Priti’s while her hands wandered in the direction of Priti’s breasts.  “And
these tits, Priti.  God, I love your tits!”


 


“Well, I won’t argue with you there,”
Priti conceded.  “They are pretty great.”


 


“You have magnificent tits,” Devra
declared, sculpting them.  “I love your body. Praise god you’re in it.”


 


With a pleased giggle, Priti pressed
Devra’s hand downward.  “I praise god when you’re in it…”


 


Devra laughed, tossing her head. 
“You watch too much porn, kid.”


 


Rolling onto her back as Devra
shifted, Priti pouted, “I’m not a kid.”


 


Not this again!


 


“It’s a term of endearment,” Devra
consoled, pressing Priti’s breasts together to bury her face in their gentle
slopes.  She licked them.  Wrapping her mouth around their cinnamon flesh, she
took their nipples between her front teeth.  As Priti lay back, sighing with
delight, Devra came to a realization. “Don’t tell me you’ve never seen Casablanca.”


 


“Nope, never,” Priti said, shaking
her head.


 


“Add that to the list.  We’ll rent
it,” Devra replied.  She felt like she was issuing a command, though that’s not
how she’d intended it.


 


Priti groaned.  “I hate black and
white movies; everybody talks so weird.”


 


As Devra’s fingers descended upon
Priti’s pubic hair, raking it like grass, she decided this conversation was
best left undone.  It was hard to tell, sometimes, what careless word might
destroy the mood, and it probably wasn’t the best time to mention how
uneducated Priti sounded when she made such statements.  It puzzled Devra;
Priti was the eternal student, but sometimes it seemed like she was trying to
sound stupid.


 


“What are you thinking about?” Priti
cooed.


 


“Nothing, Priti.”


 


“Ooooh, I like it when you say my
name.”


 


Slipping her fingers into Priti’s
wet slit, she purred, “Do you like it when I rub your clit?”


 


“But say my name,” she moaned,
writhing against Devra’s slippery fingers.


 


“Priti,” Devra gurgled, flowing down
her body and breathing in the scent of her gorgeous cunt.  “What do you love
most?”


 


Eyes closed, Priti breathed hard,
tossing her head to flip stray bangs from her eyes.  Devra licked her fingers
and rubbed Priti’s clit, hot and fast, until squeals of pleasure emanated from
the back of Priti’s throat.  “Fuck me.”


 


“Is that what you love best?”


 


Priti nodded.  “But say my name.”


 


“Priti…”


 


“Fuck me with your fingers.”


 


“Yeah?” Devra teased, pressing her
palm flat against Priti’s cunt.  “Why?  You like that sort of thing?”


 


Priti nodded, squeezing her eyes
shut.  “But say my name.”


 


“Priti,” Devra repeated, thrusting
thirsty fingers into the pink.


 


Writhing, stirring, reaching up to
the headboard, Priti sighed, “Oh, honeyfig, I love it when you fingerfuck me.”


 


“You love it, Priti?” Devra growled
affectionately, pounding her pussy.  Her breasts heaved, the light from
outdoors highlighting her sienna-toned curves in shades of winter blue.  Devra
reached out to grab those perfect tits.  It wasn’t enough to touch with her
hand.  She felt up that soft flesh against her cheeks, kissing Priti’s skin,
sucking Priti’s nipples.


 


When Devra buried her face between
Priti’s breasts, the girl tapped her calf with a sulky big toe.  “What happened
to fucking me?” she pouted, raising her hips to greet Devra’s generous fingers.
Elbows against the mattress and fists clenched in the small of her back, she
propped up her core and presented herself like a sacred offering.


 


Devra smirked.  She fucked Priti
though her arm was exhausted and her fingers cramped.  Priti’s pussy was so wet
and welcoming she just couldn’t stop.


 


Tossing both ankles over Devra’s
shoulders, Priti put her body completely in Devra’s strong arms.  Brimming with
pride, Devra brought the gorgeous girl to orgasm.  She knew it wasn’t just her
magic fingers that did the trick.  The sight of Devra pummelling her pussy
turned Priti on more than anything.  Priti was all about the visuals. Devra
knew it was the sight of her surging muscles that made Priti gasp and writhe. 
That’s why Devra put on a bit of a show, biting her lip, putting on her bedroom
eyes, and aligning her body between Priti’s thighs.  The visuals heightened
every flesh-on-flesh feeling, and she wanted her girl to come harder than ever.


 


When Priti couldn’t stand the
screaming pleasure anymore, she rolled away and buried her exhausted pussy
under the covers.  Devra followed her beneath the cotton sheets, spooning in
the light of the blue birch trees outside the window.  Their bodies were a
simple cocoon of feathers and cotton.


 


“I feel like such a traitor
sometimes,” Devra mused.


 


“Don’t feel that way,” Priti cooed.


 


“At least let me tell you why
first,” she said.  “Do you remember the teen magazines from when we were kids?”


 


“Uhhh…”


 


“You remember: they were full of
glossy posters of, like, New Kids on the Block and…I don’t know…John
Stamos and all those cool dudes.”


 


“John Stamos?” Priti giggled.  “Did
you have a big crush on him?”


 


“First name that came to mind,”
Devra replied with a shrug.


 


“Yeah right!  I bet you had your
hands in your panties every time Who’s the Boss? came on.”


 


“You’re thinking of Tony Danza.”


 


“Whatever,” Priti said, shifting
onto her back and folding a pillow to prop up her head.  “I barely spoke
English back them.  Teen heartthrobs were not really on my radar.”


 


The duvet slipped down to her
stomach and her gorgeous tits shone in the moonlight.  Cupping them, Devra
absorbed their tender warmth.  She couldn’t get over what magnificent breasts
her girlfriend had.  She was so lucky to be with Priti.


 


“What was I saying?”


 


“About teen magazines,” Priti
reminded her.


 


“Oh, right.  My cousin Meghan and
all my friends had their bedrooms plastered with these posters of New Kids. 
I had no interest—and I mean none at all—in any of that crap, but, god, they
were so boy-crazy.”


 


Priti nodded slowly.  “And you
followed suit so you wouldn’t feel left out.”


 


“Yeah,” Devra said, ashamed to admit
it.  “Meghan gave me all the posters that weren’t so great or that she had
doubles of and we put them all up with scotch tape.  My mom came in and she was
just mortified that I would be sleeping with all these boys in my room.”


 


“And then she was even more
mortified when you started sleeping with all these girls in your room,”
Priti teased.


 


“Yeah, but you’ve already heard that
story.  Anyway, my dad was just like, ‘Oh, she wants to fit in. It’s no big
deal.’  He had no idea how right he was.  I knew I was different—not yet in a
way I could articulate, but I had an overwhelming sense of not being the same
as all my friends at school.  I knew I had to try extra hard to be like them,
because it sure as hell wouldn’t come naturally.”


 


“Unlike me.”


 


“Huh?”


 


Priti smirked.  “I come naturally.”


 


“That’s true,” Devra chuckled. 
“With no artificial sweeteners or battery-powered devices.”


 


Leaning close, Priti planted a
tender kiss against her forehead, and another on her lips.


 


“When did you first know?” Devra
asked.


 


Priti shrugged her tawny brown
shoulders.  “The moment I saw you.”


 


Devra rolled her eyes.  “No, I don’t
mean when did you know I was a lesbian.  When did you first know you
were?”


 


“I understood your question and I
answered it,” Priti said, kissing her again.  “The moment I saw you, I knew
everything you would do to me.  For me, it’s not about being a lesbian; it’s
about being your girlfriend.  You created this me, this Priti who
kisses a girl and sleeps with a girl and loves a girl.”


 


“Oh, come on now,” Devra scoffed,
though it pained her to reject the compliment.  “You must have had some sense
before I came along.”


 


“No, my honeyfig,” she cooed, her
tone sticky and sweet as mango pudding.  “You changed who I am.  I saw you and
I became a different person.  I can’t imagine making love with any woman but
you.”


 


Devra’s chest puffed with pride. 
“You’re such a romantic.  I’m sure you’ll change your tune in a year or so when
you’ve heard all my stories, but it’s really cute that you think so now.”


 


“That’s not a nice thing to say.”


 


“Isn’t it?”


 


“No!” Priti replied in an explosive
pout.  “You’re saying you don’t think we’ll stay together?”


 


“That’s not what I meant,” Devra
replied, struggling neither to raise her voice nor roll her eyes.


 


Priti pulled the sheet up to cover
her naked breasts.  “Why do you never think before you speak?”


 


“Hey, it’s not my fault you always
take things the wrong way,” Devra replied.  It wasn’t a smart thing to say, but
too late now.


 


“You are so infuriating,” Priti
cried.  Whipping her legs from under the duvet, she jumped out of bed and
strode naked across the bedroom.  Her face went such a bright shade of red
Devra thought her eyes might pop out of their sockets.


 


It was a dangerous move in a
situation like this, but Devra smiled.  “Well, we sure do argue like married
people.”


 


Priti’s arms fell to her sides.  The
snowy light from outside illuminated the muscles and curves of her abdomen, her
breasts and thighs.


 


“You know, you really are the most
gorgeous woman I’ve ever met,” Devra gushed.  “I’m glad you came around.”  Her
mind rewound to their initial meeting, to what might have been called courting
at one time, to the endless come-ons that fell flat, and she started to wonder,
“Hey, if you knew from the beginning we would be together, why did you resist
me so hard when I first asked you out?”


 


Priti’s expression fell.  She
reflected, and then replied with a smirk, “I didn’t like you.”


 


“What?” Devra cackled, half amused,
half confused.  “You didn’t like me?”


 


“No, I thought you were very
annoying.”


 


“But you just said…”


 


“I met you, and I saw in my mind all
the things you would do to me in bed.  It seemed so…I don’t know…frightening.” 
Priti sat on the edge of the mattress, and Devra threw an arm around her hips. 
“I meant it when I said you changed who I am.  It’s not easy to change.  It’s
very, very scary.”


 


“Exciting, too.”


 


“Yes…” she mused.  “I never told you
that before?”


 


“No, I think I would have remembered
my girlfriend saying she hated me.”


 


Grinning, Priti replied, “I’m sorry,
honeyfig.  If it’s any consolation, I don’t hate you anymore.”


 


Devra chuckled, “Yeah, thanks.  That
helps.”


 


“You know I’m kidding.  I never
hated you.”  Priti wove her fingers through Devra’s.  “It was hard to let go of
the person I used to be.  It was hard to let myself do things I’d grown up
thinking were bad and wrong.”


 


“But you never had any inkling, when
you were younger, that you’d be in bed with me today?”


 


Staring across the room, Priti
replied, “There is one thing.”


 


Devra’s heart bounced in her chest. 
One thing was better than nothing.  “Yeah?”


 


“It’s about my body…”


 


“Tell me.”  Devra’s toes wriggled
under the covers.


 


“It’s about the way my body reacts
to a woman.”


 


“Tell me how your body reacts to a
woman,” Devra purred, tracing her fingernails across Priti’s thigh.


 


With a velvet giggle, Priti said,
“My body gulps when I see a beautiful woman.”


 


“It gulps?”


 


“Yes, my pussy gulps like it’s
taking a long drink of water.  It only does that for women, not for men.  Only
for beautiful women, as if it were clapping its lips like little hands to
applaud their beauty.  I noticed it a long time ago, the gulping.”


 


“And you didn’t think, ‘hmm…maybe
I’m a lesbian’?” Devra challenged.


 


“My mind doesn’t use those words.”


 


Running her hand through Priti’s
long hair, Devra started to say something but stopped herself.  She didn’t want
to risk another mini-argument or pouting session.


 


“You’re the one who’s so insistent
upon the individual’s right to self-determination,” Priti continued.  “So why
should you get to choose what I call myself?  That’s up to me.”


 


After consideration through squinted
eyes and pursed lips, Devra realized, “You’re right.  I’m sorry, kid.”


 


“Just like it’s up to you not to
call me ‘kid,’” Priti scolded lightly, cuddling in under the covers.


 


A moment passed—a moment of
breathing in the scent of her girlfriend’s hair, of touching Priti’s warm flesh
and making her moan, of kissing her bee-stung lips—before Devra settled back
against the pillows.  “Out of curiosity, how would you identify?”


 


Priti took a very long time to
respond with a simple, “What?”


 


She was obviously buying time.


 


“If somebody on the street asked
you, ‘What is your sexual orientation?’ how would you respond?”


 


“Someone on the street?” Priti
repeated with an air of insecurity.


 


“Fine, then, if I asked
you….”


 


Devra wasn’t going to push for the
answer she wanted to hear.  Whatever Priti’s response, it would be a bold
statement.  I am statements were more than just words in the air; they
were assertions of Self.  They were defining moments.  Devra was prepared to
wait for an answer, and she did wait, even as Priti’s breath grew deep and
slow.


 


“You don’t have to answer right
away,” Devra purred, kissing her hair.


 


But Priti didn’t offer any
response.  She’d fallen fast asleep.







 


 


Shower Fittings


 


 


The steam caressed Michelle’s caramel flesh like wafting
rose-scented clouds, rising and dissipating into the white of the ceiling. 
Warm water pelted her chest, tempting her nipples to pique in readiness for
Sterling’s touch.  He stepped into the shower all man, his muscular abs
gleaming even before the water kissed their perfect contours.


 


Her drenched nakedness called his
cock to arms, ready for the war games, the friendly fire.  Extending her hand
in peace, she pulled him to her until her tits met his hard front.  She kissed
his chest, his neck, his full lips under the welcome assault of the shower like
falling rain.  All the while, she pumped his cock.  She could never bring
herself to tug him hard like he asked for.  How could that feel good?  No, her
style was gentle all the way, slow and steady like Aesop always said.


 


Sterling grabbed her ass and
squeezed.  When he drew breath to speak, she knew what to expect.  He’d noticed
the effects of the cardio classes at the gym and the jogging three times a
week.  Tough some mornings, getting up at six, but the results were well worth
the effort.


 


“Hard to believe this thing’s one
hundred percent fiberglass,” he said.


 


Pardon me?


 


Pulling away to look her husband in
the cool-casual eye, Michelle asked, “Baby, what’d you just call me?”


 


Without hearing her—or at least,
without responding directly to her question—Sterling fondled the shower wall. 
“It’s all one piece.  Isn’t that incredible?  The tub, the wall, all the way up
to the ceiling, it’s just one big molded sheet of fiberglass.”


 


Michelle rolled her eyes, not
entirely amused, but not entirely put off.  She circled her arms around him. 
“Honey-cake, while you’re going on and on about the shower, you are one
hundred percent forgetting about the woman in the shower.”  She planted
kisses across his chest.  “Naked in the shower.”  Kissing up his neck to
nibble at his ear, she teased, “You got your precious shower fittings, now how
about fitting your precious wife with that big ‘ol cock, hmm?”


 


Sterling growled as she swiped his
cockhead across her belly.  Felt good, but the sensation would be better with
suds.


 


As she reached for the soap,
Michelle’s heel backed into an invisible pool of dried shampoo from the
nearly-empty upside-down bottle on the tub’s ledge.  She started to slip.  She
reached for the wall, but of course that was no help.  The wall was solid and
smooth.  As she lost her balance, slipping backwards, Sterling tightened his
grip around her waist and pulled her to his chest.


 


It happened so fast she didn’t even
get a chance to shriek in terror, but it was enough to set her straight. 
Clinging to her husband’s firm black body, she cried, “I knew it.  What did I
tell you?  I knew it.  Didn’t I say?”


 


“You’re okay,” he consoled, like she
was a child fallen from a bicycle.  “I’ve got you in my arms.  You’re okay.”


 


“I am most certainly not okay,” she
said, releasing him to loosen the pool of dried shampoo with her big toe. 
Picking up the upside-down bottle, she squeezed its contents into her palm
before replacing it, right-side-up, on the tub ledge.  She forced the
jasmine-scented shampoo into her hair.  “All our marriage, you want one thing. 
You want to do me in the shower.  I’ve done everything—everything—else
there is to do because, let’s face it, I’m no prude.  Still, all I hear from
you is shower, shower, shower.  I don’t want to do it in the shower,
Sterling.  I don’t feel safe.  I could fall asleep and break my neck.  Still,
all I hear…”


 


“You’re worried you might fall
asleep in the shower?” Sterling interrupted.  A tentative grin broke like a
rainbow across his lips.


 


Had she misspoken?  Yes she had.  She could
laugh it off and kiss his lips, then his cock…and wind up smashing her head
open on the faucet?  No way.  No mercy at times like these.  “Fall and
slip, I said.  Not fall asleep.  You’d better clean those big ears when you’re
done with that big…”


 


Her gaze fell to the danger zone. 
She couldn’t resist her husband’s cock, any time, any place.  The temptation
was right there, close enough to touch.  But no.  Not safe.


 


“Hey, what’d my big ears ever do to
you?” he chuckled, running his hands down her backside.


 


His hard body exerted such a pull on
her.  “Hmm?  What’d you say?”


 


“Maybe you ought to clean your ears
out too, girl.”  He laughed, tracing a soapy palm along his shaft.  He knew she
would watch if he did.  Of course she would watch.  That bad boy was
spectacular.  “You seem a little…distracted?”


 


“Hmm?” she repeated.  He stroked it
root to tip, letting his cockhead fall from his fingers just as the other hand
prepared to catch it.  A sly grin bled across his lips as he watched her watching
him.


 


Without so much as rinsing her hair,
Michelle grabbed hold of Sterling’s cock.  When she pushed the shower curtain
aside, he followed her to the bedroom.  Her husband was like a dog so happy for
its walk it overlooks the leash it’s on.


 


“Girl, you must be hungry for it. 
You didn’t even turn the water off!” he chuckled.  She’d fallen so deep into
lust that economic and environmental concerns escaped her.


 


“Oh,” she replied, almost like she
might do something about that.  She didn’t.  Instead, she pushed his
dripping-wet body down on the ottoman that used to match the dark green velvet
chair.  Now the chair was gone and the ottoman didn’t match anything, but they
still found use for it.


 


He sat, leaning back, hands gripping
the ottoman.  His cock pointed to Michelle like a dowsing rod.  I found the
juice, it said.  Mighty wet down there.  Refresh yourself in that water,
man.  It’s all for you.


 


With shampoo dripping down her
shoulders, Michelle climbed on board.  She straddled her man—one knee on the
ottoman, one foot on the floor—and heaved her body down on him.  She wasn’t
heavy, but he sure knew she was there.  Her cunt was all around him, soaking
and stroking his cock.  When she moved on him, he moved in her.  As she bounced
and heaved, her tits swung before him like caramel temptations.


 


Holding the small of her back,
Sterling curled toward her chest.  She rose like an angel and fell like a
demon.  When he took her tits in his mouth and sucked those finest of nipples,
she sighed his name.  She proclaimed that she loved him…or she loved that… 
She loved something, anyway, and something’s better than nothing.


 


As Sterling sucked, she bounced
faster, gearing up for the explosion that was soon to come.  She could feel it
right down to her toes.  That big cock did it for her every time.  Working her
tits was a nice touch—showed the man cared—but Michelle knew she could come
with no more encouragement than his cock in her pussy and the sound of their
wet thighs slapping.


 


He came before she did.  She could
see it in the magical contortions of his face, the way his lips twitched and
his eyes rolled back in his head like he was having some kind of seizure.  She
wasn’t far behind.  She was sure she looked like a million bucks when she had
her orgasm.  Of course, she never dared to glance at the mirror when the time
to come came, just in case she was wrong.  Sometimes it was pleasanter living
the lie.


 


Lifting her from the ottoman, cock
in cunt, Sterling carried Michelle into the bathroom.  She chuckled and called
him crazy as he leaned her head under the running water to wash out her
shampoo.


 


“Reach over slowly and close the
taps,” he said.


 


She looked up at him like he had
three heads.  “You have got to be kidding me.  I can’t do that.  I’ll crack my
skull.”


 


“Trust me.  I’ve got you,” he
whispered in that voice like dark velvet.  “Anyway, it’s just fiberglass.  You
might bump your head, but you’re not going to crack anything.”


 


“Very reassuring,” she replied,
pushing her voice flat.  The taps really weren’t that far away.  She reached
out and shut them off quick as a bunny.  Something bubbled inside her, and she
looked up at Sterling in amazement.  “I did it!”


 


“See?” he said, pulling her to his
chest.  She grabbed a towel as he carried her from the bathroom to the bedroom
and tossed her onto the satin coverlet.  She bounced against the mattress and
chuckled in adoration.  He kissed her legs.  Crawling up her body, he said,
“Nothing to be afraid of, except that you’ll like it too much.”


 


Wrapping the towel around her wet
hair, she laughed like it was unfathomable she’d ever enjoy shower sex.  But he
was right.  She might like it.  She might love it.  If she tried.


 


“It’s not that I don’t want
to, honey-cake,” she began.  He crawled up to her chest, resting his cheek on
her breast and his body next to hers.  “You know what I’m like.  I want
everything.”


 


“I know you do,” he chimed in with a
deep chuckle.


 


“And it’s not to spite you, though I
know it may look that way.”


 


“I know it’s not.”


 


“The simple cause is I’m afraid of
getting hurt.  That’s it,” she went on, trying to convince herself.


 


“I believe you,” he began. 
Cautiously, he admitted, “I didn’t at first.  That’s why I got that rusted-out
old turquoise tub replaced by the new one.  I figured you didn’t appreciate the
surroundings.”


 


 “Surroundings don’t trouble me,”
she teased.  Stretching her hands above her head, she flexed her feet.  “I
never seemed to mind getting it on in that rusted-out old turquoise car you
used to have.”


 


He wouldn’t let her get the better
of him.  Pinching her sides, he replied, “I never had any rusted-out turquoise
car and you know it.”


 


“Oh,” she taunted, pinching him
back.  “Well, then, who am I thinking of?”  She laughed, giving away the ruse. 
He chuckled right along with her until exhaustion overtook him.


 


As his dark lids curled closed, she
saw in him the twenty-two year old she’d met in college.  Though it wasn’t long
ago, it seemed like a different era altogether.  They’d been so polite with
each other in the beginning—almost to the point of formality at times—like
belles and beaux of the regency period.  Not that a man and woman branded with
their skin tones would have been wearing suits and gowns or courting at
debutant balls back then.  Maybe that was the appeal.  They wanted what their
ancestors couldn’t have.


 


She would have done anything for him
back then.  He would have done anything for her too, but he would still do
anything for her, so nothing had changed there.  One evening, long before they
were married, they were chatting each other up on the phone.  Sterling
mentioned having a hankering for a certain brand of potato chips.  Well, the
second they hung up that phone, didn’t she head right out to buy him a packet? 
Not just that, but hand-deliver it right to his door?  She did indeed.  A kind
man deserved his just reward.


 


Now she took him for granted, she
realized.  Every morning, he’d be there beside her as she woke up.  Every night
he’d be there too.  She could count on all that, so why bother working for it?


 


Why bother?


 


What kind of lazy cow had she become
in only six years of marriage?  A kind man deserved his reward, as much now as
ever.  And was Sterling a kind man?  Sure he was.  If she was planning on
spending her whole marriage in a lethargic rut, she might as well give up on it
right this minute.


 


“There is one shower that might be
suited to your purpose,” Michelle said.


 


Stirring, he rolled his head from
her breast to the mattress.  He’d been close to snoring.  “What was that you
said, babygirl?”


 


“You remember in the spring a whole
bunch of us girls went up to Sarah’s summer house for the weekend?”


 


He ran a large hands across his
face.  “Who do we know called Sarah?”


 


“White girl from the gym?” Michelle
jogged his memory.  “Won all that money in a settlement?  Right away bought
that big house on The Path and a summer house by the lake?  Remember?”


 


“Oh yeah, Settlement Sarah,”
Sterling chuckled.  Picking up his wife’s hand, he kissed her wrist.  “Why
didn’t you say so?”


 


Michelle chuckled too, shaking her
head.  “Anyway, doesn’t so much matter who she is.  What’s more important is
the shower she’s got at that summer house.”  Smiling wide, she flipped to her
side and slithered down the bed until she and Sterling were face to face.  She
rubbed the towel against her hair one last time before tossing it on the
sopping wet ottoman.  “I think you’d like that shower.  Big time.”


 


Kissing her pink lips, Sterling put
on his coyest tone.  “And why would I like it so much?”


 


“Because,” she replied, returning
the kiss.  “It’s the one shower I can think of where we could get it on without
me being afraid of breaking my neck.”


 


Circling an arm around his wife’s
waist, he growled, “I like the sound of that.  But what’s so special about her
shower?”


 


“We’ll go there,” Michelle offered,
sitting up in a hurry. “I’ll show you.”


 


Sterling shook his head.  “It’s all
pie in the sky unless Settlement Sarah loans you the keys.”


 


“No need,” she cheered, beaming like
a kid with an ice cream.  “Keys are in the hollow turtle.”  She pulled open the
top dresser drawer, and took out a nice lacy pair of undies and the matching
bra.  “Sarah’s in Costa Rica.  No end to that settlement money.  I’m sure she
won’t mind if we make it a day trip.  Better that someone gets some use out of
the place.”


 


Climbing out of bed to collect the
wet towel from the ottoman, Sterling said, “You can’t just invite yourself to
somebody’s summer house while she’s out of the country.  Where are your
manners, girl?”


 


“Oh, so you’re my daddy now, are
you?” she laughed, throwing on a summer dress.  Handing him a clean polo shirt,
shorts, and underwear, she went on, “Well then, Daddy Sterling, how’s about
taking me up to that summer house for a romp in the shower?”


 


He considered her through smiling
eyes before agreeing.  Outwardly, he came off as reluctant, but that was just
to show Michelle this wasn’t the sort of thing he considered right and good. 
She knew very well that inwardly, he was dancing.


 


* * * *


 


The summer house looked familiar,
somehow.  Michelle must have showed him pictures from her girls’ weekend.  Or
maybe it simply epitomized all that was luxury in a contemporary lake house. 
It was situated on a small inlet overlooking a lake that mirrored the trees on
shore.


 


But they hadn’t driven all the way
to the Kawarthas for the scenery.


 


“Bathroom’s this way,” Michelle
said, setting the latchkey down on the hall table.


 


Sterling followed her up the
stairs.  “In my day, a cabin was a shack.  You were lucky to have some place to
escape to in the hot months, and luckier still if that place had bedrooms. 
Just look at my parents’ old summer escape.”


 


“Yeah, one big room with a curtain
separating the sleeping area from the kitchen,” she chuckled.


 


“And back when my grandparents
bought it, all those cabins up there were the same way.  They were the first
black…”


 


“I know, I know.”  Michelle
smirked.  “First black family on the whole lake.”


 


“I guess you’ve heard all my stories
now,” Sterling sighed, throwing his arms around her.  From behind, he grabbed
her breasts and gave them a good squeeze.


 


“About a million times, I’d say.”


 


Releasing her tits, he gave her a
smack on the ass to lead on.  “I still say all this luxury is overkill.  We’ve
got luxuries in the city.  I come out to the woods, to the lake, to commune
with nature.”


 


When Michelle opened the door to the
master bedroom, his jaw dropped.  Floor to ceiling windows.  There was hardly
anywhere you could look without seeing the vast lake with its reflected trees
like an upside-down Group of Seven painting.


 


“What were you saying?” Michelle
teased, leading him into the lavish bathroom.  “Luxury is overkill?”


 


The space was large.  Large enough
to fit the regular fixtures, plus a whirlpool tub, plus the most spectacular
shower he’d ever laid eyes on.  The shower door was glass.  The floor and two
of the four walls were made entirely of river rock.  The remaining wall
opposite the door was even more glass, looking out at the lake.  The glass was
frosted up to shoulder level so lonely boaters out on the water wouldn’t get
too excited each time Settlement Sarah took a shower.


 


Sterling counted five heads in
total.  The one hanging from the ceiling looked big enough to bathe an
elephant.  The other four were mounted on the river rock, two on each wall, and
each of those fixtures had openings for four jets spraying in different
directions.


 


Michelle was already down to her
black lace skivvies when he looked over at her in amazement.  Stepping through
the glass shower door, she unhooked her bra and walked out of her panties.  Naked
and eager, she turned the sleek stainless steel handle to initiate a downpour. 
When she pressed the button next to it, all sixteen jets gushed with warm
water.  The steam was building up around the edges of the glass door already.


 


“What are you waiting for, mister?”
she called, motioning for him to join her.


 


It struck him that Michelle had
never seemed more elated than she did in that moment.  That would soon change. 
Tearing off every bit of clothing, he jumped into the shower.  The hard rocks
felt soft against his heels.  The warm water and Michelle’s willing hands
massaged his skin.  Her lips were full, hot, ready to open up to him as she
sank to her knees on the riverbed floor.


 


Jet streams pelted his chest from
every direction as a rain shower fell on him from above.  Michelle grasped his
solid thighs.  Her fingernails dug into his flesh.  She took his cock in her
mouth, sputtering and spewing the water that coursed down his body.  As
incredible as it felt to have her lips close around his cockhead, to thrust
slowly in her mouth, to pick up the pace and drive his cock past that warm wet
tongue in measured beats, he didn’t want her drowning down there.


 


“Get up, girl,” he growled, grabbing
under her arms to lift her up and away from his cock.  She ravaged him with
kisses, wrapping her arms around his neck and her legs around his waist.


 


Sterling was a strong man.  He had
strong arms and strong thighs, and found no trouble keeping her suspended in
mid-air.  His thirsty cock still knew where to find her.  Despite the water
streaming from walls and ceiling, it knew the wettest place of all was between
her legs.  Better still, it knew how to get there.  It surged forward, storming
her cunt.


 


“Holy Christ!” she cried into his
ear.  She clung tight to his neck like she was afraid he’d let her fall.


 


“You’re safe,” he consoled.  “I’ve
got you.”


 


She gasped when he leaned her away
from him, and dug her nails into his flesh.  He flinched at the sensation, but
held her safe as ever.  “I’ve got you,” he repeated, holding her at arm’s
length.  Her ankles were entwined behind his back.  “I won’t let you fall,
Michelle.  Do you trust me?”


 


She seemed to search his eyes for
the answer to his question.  How could she not trust him?  They were
close.  Everything was good between them.  But, if she did trust him, why
couldn’t she say so?


 


“You know I do,” she said at last,
still clinging to his shoulders.


 


“Good,” he replied with a resolute
nod.  He would process the delay in her response at a more appropriate time.  “Then
relax, sugar.  Just relax.”


 


She turned to putty in his arms. 
“I’m relaxed, baby.  I’m ready.”


 


Holding her close, cock to cunt, he
thrust his hips and she moaned like a woman overcome.  Pressing her ankle
against his gluts, she pushed her pelvis toward his.  Her cunt enveloped him,
and her every movement milked his cock and encouraged him to pump.  He was so
deep inside she cried out in that unique exclamation of pleasure that says, Don’t
you dare stop now!


 


He thrust upwards, bending his knees
and leaping cock-first into her pussy.  Her body bounced away from him, her ass
landing against his muscular thighs with a wet smack.  Water splashed
everywhere—to the sides, across their chests, even leapt up into their mouths. 
Their sex reminded Sterling of an amusement park ride.  It was thrilling almost
to the point of being frightening, but always retained a touch of the absurd.


 


Water from their slapping middles
jumped up to land in his eye, and suddenly he realized how worn out his arms
had become.  Obeying the command of his body, he said, “Time to put you down.” 
It wasn’t worth the risk of dropping her.


 


“Oh,” Michelle whined as her feet
touched rock bottom.  “Already?”


 


“Now who’s the beggar?” Sterling
laughed, turning her whole body around.  With her palms flat against the stone
wall, Michelle was in perfect position for a thorough police search.  But
Sterling didn’t have to search to find what he was looking for.  Reaching
around her body, he gave her tits a good squeeze.


 


“What’s next?” she pleaded.


 


“This,” he replied, coming at her
from behind.  His cock had no trouble finding the wetness of her cunt.  It was
right down there between the soft cheeks of her ass.  Follow that valley until
it gets good and wet, and you’re right there.  Right there.


 


“Right there!” she grunted,
thrusting back against his hips.  “Yeah, you got it baby.  Right there.  That’s
the spot!”  Her accolades would have rung out across the lake without those
great windows in the way.


 


She inched closer to the wall,
pressing her forearms against the rocks.  When she leaned her forehead against
her hands, Sterling took her by the hips.  He moved forward with her as she
stood up high on her tiptoes, poised for deep penetration.  Holding tight to
her hips, he gave her what she wanted.  He gave it to her over and over again,
and she sighed and panted and growled all the while.


 


“Get a load of this!” Michelle
exclaimed, reaching for the shower head to the right.  “I never realized it was
a handheld.”


 


Grasping the stainless steel head,
she pulled it from its cradle.  Sterling promptly took it from her hand.  When
he held the four-jet wonder against her clit she cooed and giggled, writhing
against the currents.  “Oh, that is so good.  Is that good for you, baby?”


 


“Yeah, that’s good,” he whispered in
her ear.


 


Pounding Michelle’s pussy as he
sprayed her clit, Sterling grunted and moaned.  As he moved the shower head in
circles around her lips and thighs, the fine flows sprayed his balls as well. 
The gushing warmth of the water felt incredible, and he knew he would come that
much faster for it.  Her body rebounded and recoiled and he thrust in her.  The
intensity surged, energy building in the muscles of his legs and thighs.


 


“Oh, baby…” Michelle cried as he let
the gushing water from the jets tumble over her clit.  “Mmm-mmm-mmm!”


 


Her arousal inspired his.  Though
she panted and moaned and begged for mercy, the water kept right on coursing at
them from all directions.  When an errant jet of soft, warm water caressed his
balls, he just couldn’t hold back.  “Oh yeah, babygirl, you do me so good, so
good, so good!”  He squeezed his woman’s tits as he came inside her.


 


For a brief moment, he couldn’t move
a muscle.  He was stuck in that instant of orgasmic seizure, hoping he’d never
escape.  His cock throbbed in her hot, wet pussy as she turned to kiss his
shoulder.  He found he could move after all, but only to kiss her neck.


 


Even after sliding the hand-held
back into its slot, they basked in the warm water coursing over and down and
across their bodies.  Even after they’d turned off the multiple heads and jets,
they held their pose in the stone shower until the steam died down enough that
they could look out across the lake.


 


“What did I tell you?” Michelle
asked, tracing her fingertips across his forearm.  “This is some shower.”


 


“It’s a beauty,” he agreed.  “I
wonder how much it would cost to install one of these babies at home, parts and
labour.”


 


Stepping out to grab a pair of
towels, she replied, “More than you have at your disposal, my good man.”


 


“I am good, aren’t I?” he
said with a self-satisfied grin.  As he watched her run plush terrycloth all
over her skin, he asked her to dry him off too.  “I got you all nice and wet,
now you get me all nice and dry.”


 


“Come on,” she laughed in response. 
“Let’s get dressed and get out of here before somebody thinks we’re breaking
and entering.”


 


Jumping out of the shower stall and
into his clothes, he asked, “Well, aren’t we?”


 


She turned to him with an
incredulous expression on her face, and then smiled.  “Honey, did you see me
break anything to get in here?  I used the key.”


 


“Girl, we are still trespassers, key
or no key,” he replied as they opened the bedroom door.  They stepped out into
the hallway and froze in their tracks under the surprised stares of four wide
eyes.


 


A woman with crow’s feet and hot
pink highlights walked fearlessly toward them.  Observing Michelle’s
dripping-wet hair, she said to her companion, “Looks like these young people
had the same idea we did.”


 


“You must be Sarah,” Sterling said,
amazed by her calm reaction.


 


The woman put her hand to her heart,
stepping closer.  “No, but thank you for the compliment.  Some people say we
could be sisters.”


 


“Sterling, these are Sarah’s
parents,” Michelle said through gritted but smiling teeth.  “Nice to see you
again.”


 


“Always a pleasure, Michelle,”
Sarah’s dad said, inching toward Sterling with an extended hand.


 


Sterling had never shaken hands with
a biker dude before, but there was a first time for everything.  “Good to meet
you.”


 


“I have to apologize,” Michelle
interrupted.  “I had no idea you two were staying here while Sarah was away.”


 


The parents laughed, gazing fondly
at one another.  “Well, Sarah doesn’t know either.  I’m sure she wouldn’t be
too happy with us if she found out.  About as happy as she’d be knowing her
friends were sneaking in to use her shower.”


 


The two couples stood in the hallway
considering each other.  There was no need for animosity among fellow
trespassers.


 


With an infectious smile, Michelle
touched the woman’s arm and said, “It’ll be our little secret.”







 


 


Artists’
Wives


 


 


I’d always had a thing for artists.


 


What
was it about them?  Not their looks—that’s for sure.  Didn’t matter what a guy
looked like, whether he was embarrassingly young or decrepitly old, big or
small in any direction.  If he was an artist, I was into him.  From afar.  I
never had the confidence to actually approach a guy.  I figured I wasn’t an
artist’s type.


 


So
my friend Luxanne hooked me up with some work as a life model.  She’d been
doing it for years and told me what to expect.  Nothing.


 


“You hear all this bullshit about
painters seducing naked girls on velvet sofas,” she said.  “Pure romanticism. 
Never happens.”


 


And if it never happened to her,
there was no way in hell it would happen for me.  Luxanne was slim and blonde,
undeniably desirable.  I was pretty much the opposite of that.


 


I
gave it a shot nonetheless, hopes sky-high.  A private session, too—none of
that posing for a class of students stuff.  Stripped bare, I laid my naked self
out, but Master Reinhardt didn’t take the bait.  He was all business, all
brushes and oils.  I could see it in his eyes.  No lust there.  And I felt
pretty crappy about that, even though he was rather old and not what most women
would call handsome.  None of that mattered.  He was an artist, and that made
me all butterfly-bellied the whole time I was sitting for him.  Even though he
was looking at me completely naked, I felt like he wasn’t really seeing me at
all.  Maybe he was gay.  I secretly hoped he was, just so this wouldn’t be a
case of yet another man gazing right past me.  Why was I invisible?


 


The great master set down his brush
and looked me in the eye.  Would he make a move now?  My heart raced.  See
me!  Love me!  Want me!


 


No
such luck.


 


“I
have business to attend to.”  His voice was dark and rough, like gravel.  It
made me tingle all over, especially below my belly.  “My wife Ethel will bring
your luncheon.  Please pardon my absence.  I shall return post haste.”


 


“Okay,
sure.”  He’d already left the room by the time I said, “No problem.”


 


I
wasn’t sure where to go, or if this wife of his was bringing lunch to me. 
Hell, I couldn’t even remember where I’d put my clothes!  I definitely wanted
to get dressed before some old lady came in the room and spotted me in my
birthday suit.


 


Too
late.


 


A
wheeled cart pushed the studio door open, squealing as it entered the room. 
Behind it stood a young Asian woman, long black hair tucked behind her ears. 
She had on a tight black T-shirt and frayed jogging pants covered in paint.


 


“Hey.” 
She sounded uninspired, like she’d rather be any place but here.  “Lunch.”


 


There
was a spring salad on the cart, with cherry tomatoes and little bocconcini
balls alongside grilled chicken.  It looked amazing.  So did she.  I didn’t
want to admit my attraction, even to myself, but I couldn’t deny that tingle in
my pelvis.  Artists…they did it for me every time.


 


Still,
I felt jumpy and weird with this stranger seeing me naked.


 


“Sorry.” 
Should I cover up my boobs and my bush?  No, she’d think I was an idiot. 
“Master Reinhardt said his wife was bringing me lunch.”


 


She
raised an eyebrow, seeming unamused in the extreme.  “Okay.”


 


“You’re
obviously an artist too.”  I didn’t know why I was talking.  I felt so stupid.  “Do
a lot of artists work out of the house?”


 


“A
few.”  She shrugged.  “Students use the extra studio space in exchange for
household chores, a little cooking and cleaning.  It’s a pretty good deal.”


 


Ahh,
so this girl was an art student!  My pussy pulsed as I looked at the globs of
paint coating her clothes.  What was it about artists?  God, there was even
paint on her bare arms.  She was irresistible!


 


Stretching
out on the sofa, I said, “I’m Tara.”


 


“Okay.” 
She turned, and I was sure she would leave, but she didn’t.  She locked the
door!  I couldn’t believe it.  My belly did flip-flops as she inched between
the master’s canvas and the lunch cart, coming toward me. “You’re naked.”


 


I
could hardly breathe.  The look in her eyes, that dark lusty look, made me feel
jittery and scared.  I didn’t know why.


 


“That’s
quite a bush.”  She was staring at my pussy.


 


I
was so embarrassed I just wanted to die!  “I’m sorry.”


 


She
laughed and shook her head.  “No, I like it. I’m sick of shaved pussies.  You
don’t see a nice thick pelt very often these days.  Girls are so ashamed of
hair.”


 


Something
inside me clicked from no to yes, and I lifted my arms to show her I didn’t
shave there either.


 


“Wow.” 
She nodded, and the look in her eyes was so ruthless I really didn’t know what
would happen next.  My guess was she was about to jump on me, but she didn’t. 
She just looked. Stared.


 


I
let my arms fall at my sides.  The words came out of nowhere: “Do you want me?”


 


Her
eyebrow went up.  “Do you want me to want you?”


 


“Yes.” 
I’d never been so forward in all my life.  “I want you to lick me.”


 


“Where?” 
She was playing with me, teasing, taunting.


 


I
was too turned on to play games.  With two fingers, I spread my pussy lips to
show her the glistening pink inside.  I’d been wet all morning. “Here.”


 


She
smiled, a half-smile, like half of her was deliriously happy and the other half
was aching with desire.  That’s how I felt, too.  I would have begged if she
weren’t so willing.


 


When
I opened my legs, setting one bare foot up on the sofa, she fell to her knees
like my pussy was a force she just couldn’t resist.  I wanted to feel
humiliated that this beautiful student had commented on my pubic hair,
obviously comparing me mentally with all the other women she’d been with, but
instead I felt strangely proud.


 


She
stared straight into my pussy as I held my lips open for her.  My heart clamped
as I awaited her reaction.  I felt hot and cold in pulses, waves of heat and
ice soaring through my body.


 


“Please.” 
I couldn’t wait any longer.  “Lick me.”


 


I
watched her full lips open and her pink tongue emerge, soft as velvet.  Her
black hair shone like oil streams against the washed-out cotton of her
T-shirt.  It felt like millennia passed as her mouth approached my pussy, like
she was moving in slow motion.  Maybe she was.


 


And
then her tongue met my clit, and I felt it like a sizzling streak through my
core. Throwing my head back, I hissed, trying not to buck up and smack my wet
pussy against her nose.  It was hard to keep still.  My body wanted to move,
wanted to rock and writhe against her face.  She had so much to give me—I could
see it in her eyes.


 


When
she dove at my pussy, I gasped, struggling to hold my lips wide open for her. 
Were my knuckles pummelling her nose?  Did my pussy taste good?  Was it sweet
or was it musky, or could she taste only my juice?  There was so much it was
dripping down my ass crack, probably soaking Master Reinhardt’s sofa.  I’d have
a lot of explaining to do when he came back.


 


But
right now all I cared about was this sensation, her tongue lapping my clit in
quick strokes.  I’d never been licked by another woman.  The sensation defied
belief.  She wasn’t slow and steady, not at all.  She attacked my cunt like she
was running out of time, like she needed me to come right now.


 


I
felt all the energy drain from my shoulders.  My hands went numb.  So did my
toes.  It all gravitated to my pussy.  My clit felt full and huge, big as a
cock, and when she sucked it into her hot mouth I felt like she was giving me a
blowjob.  I’d never in my life felt so wildly aroused.  She gave me
everything.  Her mouth was my pleasure.


 


“Oh
God!”  I couldn’t keep quiet.  It felt too good.  “Yes, please!  Suck my clit,
suck it harder!”


 


She
did!  My God, I wouldn’t have believed it was possible, but she somehow managed
to suck my clit and my pussy lips into her mouth and devour them en masse.  Now
I couldn’t keep quiet and I couldn’t keep still!  I writhed against her face,
still holding my outer lips open for her, trying desperately not to scratch her
cheeks with my long fingernails.


 


“Fuck
yeah!”  I didn’t usually swear like that, not even in bed, but the naughty
words came streaming out beyond my control.  “Fuck yeah, suck it, baby!  Suck
my fucking clit.  That feels so fucking good you fucking slut!”


 


I’d
never called anyone a slut in my life.  I don’t know where that came from, but
it worked!  She growled and shook her head side to side, putting a delicious
strain on my clit.  I was nothing but a big throbbing pussy being devoured by a
beautiful stranger, and that was fine by me.


 


The
edge was so close I could taste it.  My climax was an ache pounding at the base
of my pelvis, almost in my ass.  It swelled each time she sucked and each time
I swore, but I knew what would put me over the precipice.  I’d been there
before.


 


With
my free hand, I pinched the closest nipple and lost all sense of time and
place. My feet started kicking above the head between my legs, and I knew I was
hollering like a fiend, but all I could hear was the rush of my heartbeat, like
the ocean in my ears.


 


My
legs began to ache, and I wrapped them around that black cotton back, forcing
my pussy flush to her wet face.  I couldn’t stop myself.  I thrust against her
mouth, her chin, her cheeks, tracing my pussy juice all across her face until
she was dripping with the stuff.


 


All
at once, the pleasure was too much.


 


I
tried to back away, but she kept eating me, kept sucking until I cried out,
“Stop!  Stop!  Oh fuck, you have to stop!”


 


That’s
when I heard knocking on the studio door.


 


For
a moment, everything buzzed.  The world became too real.


 


Then
I heard Master Reinhardt’s voice.  “Ethel?  Ethel, would you let me inside?”


 


The
girl between my legs glanced at the door, looking rather more nonchalant than I
felt.


 


“Just
a sec.”  Drawing away from my pussy, Ethel murmured, “I wish he’d stay out
longer.  I never get a turn.”


 


I
hadn’t yet moved when she opened the door.  I think I was in shock.  My legs
were still splayed, my pussy dripping juice all down the sofa.  I was going to
get fired for sure, wasn’t I?


 


But
Master Reinhardt simply looked from the food tray by the canvas to me on the
sofa.  As his wife slipped out the door, he picked up his brush and asked, “You
didn’t like your salad?”


 


How
to respond?  “It…I…I don’t know.”


 


I’d
always had a thing for artists.


 


Now
I have a thing for artists’ wives.







 


 


Dry Rub


 


 


“You’re late,” she said. “Again.”


 


He’d been drinking, too. She could
smell it on his breath when he made his usual round of excuses. “Gina, baby,
I’m sorry. I was out with the guys and…”


 


“And you drove like this.”


 


His expression altered with her
flat-out accusation, but she was too damn mad to pussyfoot around the issue.
For a second, she was convinced he’d push past her, swearing under his breath.
She was truly surprised when he slouched inside the doorframe, leaning his head
and shoulder against the jamb. His hair was a dark, slick mess of strands
against his forehead. She hated the way it made her pussy throb, just looking
at him in all that leather. How could her body betray her like this?


 


“I’m sorry,” he said again, and this
time it seemed like a genuine apology.


 


Still, sorry wasn’t good enough.
When he reached for her fingers, she pulled them away. “You said you’d be home
four hours ago, Terry. Four hours, I’ve been waiting like this.”


 


When he asked, “Waiting like what?”
the anger sitting in her belly burbled up toward her heart. She turned and
stomped down the hall in a huff. He really had no clue¾none
at all! Why did she put up with him?


 


It wasn’t until she started clearing
the table that he called out, “Hey, what’s that you’re wearing, there?”


 


Finally!


 


“Oh, you like it, do you?” she
hissed when he’d kicked past the plastic toy shopping cart in the hallway and
perched outside the dining room. He’d taken off his jacket, and now wore just a
T-shirt and those soft-as-butter leather pants.


 


Steeling herself against his allure,
she asked, “Do you know what serendipity is, Terry?” She didn’t wait for him to
answer. “Serendipity is when Caroline and Ayden both happen to get invited to
sleepovers on the same day I just happen to fit back into my old school
uniform. That’s sere-fucking-dipity if ever I saw it, Terry, and what do you
spend the night doing?”


 


Terry hung his head down low.
“Drinking with my buddies,” he mumbled, plunking himself down on one of the
ugly-ass dining chairs he’d insisted on buying. Leather seats and backs with
chrome bodies. Christ, she’d let him turn her dining room into a sports bar,
and why? All for love, love, bloody-fucking-love.


 


Gina released an irritated breath,
clattering clean cutlery onto the plates they hadn’t used because somebody
didn’t come home for dinner. Her breath hitched when she said, “You could have
killed someone, drinking and driving.”


 


“What, on the hog?” he snorted, like
this was all a big joke. “If anybody got killed, it would have been me.”


 


Whipping a cloth napkin at the
table, she turned and met him eye to eye. “Exactly,” she said. Why didn’t he
understand? “That’s exactly the point, Terry.”


 


There was just too much to be angry
about, but God, the way those leather pants clung to the muscles of his
thighs made her weak in the knees. She’d geared herself up to get laid tonight,
and she wanted it. At the moment, she might not want him, but she still
wanted it. She wasn’t even wearing any panties under this scratchy plaid
skirt. She wasn’t wearing a bra under her knotted white shirt, either.


 


When Terry reached for a pleat and
fondled the wool between his thumb and forefinger, a growl escaped his throat.
She watched his calloused fingers rub the fabric of her skirt, mesmerized by
the motion. And then he let out a big burp and the spell was broken.


 


“God,” Gina snarled, pulling her
skirt away from him. “You really don’t get it, do you?”


 


“I said I was sorry.” He leaned back
in his chair, but he didn’t roll his eyes—that surprised her. She’d grown so
accustomed to his mannerisms that these small changes were throwing her off.


 


When he reached for her naked thigh,
she took a step back. “Do you have any idea the kind of night I was going to
give to you?” Her bare pussy throbbed at the thought. She’d shaved for
him—first time in years. Fuck, she needed to get off…


 


“Hey, hey, baby.” He raised his dark
eyebrows. “You can still give it to me.”


 


When he tried to touch her again,
she swatted his hand away. How could she reconcile her desire to rub her
throbbing clit against the leather bulge of his crotch, and her current
abhorrence of his touch?


 


The napkins she’d tossed on top of
the clean plates caught her eye now, and she picked them up, holding both end
to end like she was seeing them for the first time. Terry was slouched in that
ugly-ass chair, one hand idly cupping his dick, the other hanging halfway to
the floor. She walked around him tentatively in the clunky Doc Martens she
could never bring herself to throw away. Falling to her knees behind the chair,
she tied his wrist to the metal leg without looking up.


 


He was laughing now, snorting,
really, and saying, “Yeah, babe. Kinky!”


 


Kink had nothing to do with it.
“Give me your other hand,” she said, securing it with a tight double knot when
he pressed his wrist to the chair leg. He was stupidly eager.


 


“What’s next?” he asked as she
circled around front. “You gonna suck my dick?”


 


The keen yet smug smile on his face
made her want to laugh, but she shook her head instead. Crossing her arms in
front of her braless tits, she simply said, “No.”


 


“You gonna fuck me?” His eyes were
wide with anticipation, and she couldn’t wait to crush his hope.


 


“No.”


 


He cocked his head to the left, and
his prick jumped in that direction too. She could see it beneath his tight
pants. Now it was sinking in that she was in control¾she
could see the suspicion and incredulity in his squinted eyes. “What’re you
gonna do, then?”


 


Stifling the impending explosion of
laughter, she straddled his lap and pressed her wet pussy down on his bulge.
His crotch was so damn hot the leather of his pants sizzled against her juices.
She gasped at the intensity of sensation. All day she’d been gearing up to get
fucked, and just speculating on the what-ifs had made her pussy pulse under the
heavy wool of her skirt. Without panties, her juices had drenched her thighs as
she waited…and waited…and waited…


 


“What’re you doing, Gina?” He leaned
forward to kiss her, but he stunk of booze.


 


“You know damn well what I’m doing,
Terry.”


 


When she clutched his hair in her
fist, pulling his face away from hers, he winced. They used to play like this
when they were young, before they had a place of their own. Without any privacy
at home, they’d make out at the park, on the most secluded bench they could
find. She’d crawl into his lap like this, fully clothed, and rub her pussy
against his cock. Oh God, it always felt so good. She’d come three or four
times in succession. Fucking was a letdown by comparison, but once they started
down that road there was no turning back.


 


She was so sensitive, shaved. Every
time her slick pussy lips kissed the leather shaft climbing like a snake up
toward Terry’s hip, she let out a little whimper. He groaned like she was
torturing him, but she didn’t care.


 


“God, I missed this!” she cried,
stroking her swollen cunt against his erection. It required a diagonal motion
to ride his dick inside the prison of leather, and her thighs were out of practice,
but the payoff was worth the strain.


 


Planting her thick-soled shoes firm
against the floor, she bucked her hips up and left, down and right, rubbing her
clit against the huge swell of his balls before kissing it gently to his tip.
Nothing else felt as good as this. She could stroke off with her fingers or her
vibe or…well, just about anything, really, but it wouldn’t give her the
pleasure of a hard cock throbbing beneath a pair of leather pants.


 


The chair jerked twice, and she
realized Terry was trying to raise his hands to grab her before remembering
they were tied to the sides of the chair. She still had a grip on his hair, and
his face looked so pitiful in her hands that she almost wanted to laugh. He was
desperate, poor boy, and she wouldn’t give in. Tonight he was a tool of her
pleasure, nothing more. She stroked her pussy harder against his cock as he
struggled to free himself from the pretty peach napkins. Her mother had bought
them as a gift for special occasions. They’d never used them until now.


 


Today had been its own sort of
foreplay. Shaving and squeezing into this school uniform had made her pussy
pulse hot beneath her skirt. Now, with the pressure of Terry’s dick and the
smooth heat of the leather, her clit was throbbing like it had its own
heartbeat. It wouldn’t take long to come. In fact, she could feel her orgasm
sitting like a trembling itch at the base of her pelvis. She knew just what
would get her there.


 


Releasing her grasp on Terry’s hair,
she quickly unbuttoned her top. As she shoved her tits against his face, his
mouth moved like a magnet to the nearest nipple. When he sucked it into his hot
mouth, she felt that velvet sensation of tongue on flesh all the way down to
her clit. Bolts of energy passed through her, setting off sparks in her cunt as
she writhed against his cock.


 


She felt hazy now, like her body was
something separate from herself. Still, she felt every burst and blast of her
orgasm. “Oh fuck,” she heard herself sigh. “Fuck, yeah!”


 


Grinding her pussy in tight circles
against Terry’s balls, she moaned so loudly she could barely hear his grunts
and pleas. She did feel the pressure of his crotch against hers as he bucked
against her clit, though.


 


“Fuck me,” he was saying. “Oh God,
baby, ride my cock.”


 


Her nipple had fallen from his
mouth, and she shoved the other one between his lips, stifling his cries.


 


When he sucked her tit, the pressure
resonated in her pussy and it felt so hot with pulsations she just had to see
it. Pulling her skirt up over her hips, she leaned to the side and watched her
baby-smooth outer lips splay as she rubbed the hot red inner ones against
Terry’s cock. The sight of her throbbing lips gliding against that supple
leather, her body and his crotch both wet with her juices, sent her hurdling tits-first
into orgasm once again.


 


She rode the waves, one after
another, screaming, “Fuck, yeah!” as she rubbed her pussy against Terry’s dick,
feeling it surge and pulse beneath her body.


 


Whenever he tried to speak, to plead
with her, “Let me get inside you,” she shoved a boob back in his mouth to shut
him up. He’d had his chance. He chose to go out with the guys. Gina was making
the decisions now, and she liked to work the outside.


 


The silver heart-shaped pendant
Terry gave her long ago jumped and bounced against her sweat-glistened chest
with every buck and thrust. He was trying to stand now, as if that would do him
any good, but she wouldn’t move from his lap. She came in rocking waves, an
oceanic hum booming in her ears as she gasped for breath. Her thighs were
trembling, strained and shaking, but her hips moved of their own volition. She
couldn’t stop them if she tried.


 


“Fuck!” she roared, hugging his head
to her chest, fisting his dark, oily hair. One more round of circles, her clit
against the fat head of his cock, and that was all she could stand. Her pussy
lips felt huge now, not just swollen but inflated, and her clit was so tender
the pressure was beginning to hurt.


 


She climbed out of his lap,
stumbling sideways on Jell-o legs, until the table caught her the hip.


 


He was saying something, probably
begging for release, for relief, but her ears were still buzzing with orgasm.
She just didn’t want to hear it right now. She got hers. If he managed to get
loose, he could fuck himself.


 


Gazing down at his lap, at the pussy
juice glistening against black leather, she wondered why they called this dry
humping when it made her¾and, by extension, him¾so goddamn wet. The obvious
discrepancy between the term and the act seemed overwhelmingly funny in that
moment. The laughter that had been sitting in her chest like deadweight since
he’d arrived home finally burbled out and, damn, did it feel good!


 


Gina laughed all the way to the
bedroom, after clearing the table and turning out the lights. She laughed while
she stripped out of her old school uniform and clunky Doc Martens. She laughed
even after she’d forgotten what she was laughing about.


 


In bed, she listened to him calling
out, “Gina, baby, you want to fuck now? Why’d you turn out the lights? Gina…?”


 


She rolled over, stretching her arms
and legs across the entire landscape of their mattress. It felt freeing to have
the whole thing to herself, if only for a little while. Too bad Terry had to go
off drinking instead of coming straight home like he promised. If he hadn’t
spent the night boozing he’d probably have figured a way to wriggle out of
those makeshift bonds by now. His loss.


 


In an hour or so she’d have to untie
him, of course. By then, he’d be dying for a piss and she’d be craving a good
hard fuck. Pressing her silver heart-shaped pendant to her lips, she kissed it
and said, “Just you wait.”


 


 


The End
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Excerpt
From Secret Confessions:


 


I’m sleeping with a married man.  There. 
I had to get that off my chest.


 


You’ll understand, I’m sure, if I
don’t tell you his name.  After all, he could be someone you know.  Or you may
know his wife or his kids.  I wouldn’t want word to get back to them.  And just
because he’s cheating doesn’t mean he’s a bad man.  He isn’t bad, he simply has
needs.  We all do.


 


So, what’s it like?  Well, last
Saturday was a perfect example.  At 5:30 in the morning, I heard his key in my
door.  That smooth metallic noise wakes me every time.  It’s better than an
alarm clock.  I’d been looking forward to seeing him all week.  I look forward
to it every week.


 


He tells his wife he likes to jog
early in the morning, before pollution envelops the city.  He tells her he
enjoys his run better when there are fewer people on the sidewalks, and when
the sun hasn’t yet risen.  These are only half-truths, because he actually does
jog all the way from his house to mine.  I doubt if his wife even notices
anymore when he rolls out of bed before dawn.  I doubt if she ever notices him
at all.  That’s fine.  I’ve taken it upon myself to notice him.  In fact, I
could notice him all day and all night, if I ever had the opportunity.


 


I emerged from the depths of slumber
as he kicked off his shoes in my front hall.  I scrambled out of bed and headed
straight for the bathroom.  When you only get to see your lover once a week,
you always want to look and smell and taste perfect.  And morning breath is a
major turn-off.  When I switched off the bathroom light, my eyes couldn’t
adjust fast enough to the darkness of my bedroom.


 


I asked, “Where are you?” as I
walked straight into him.  Ouch. “I couldn’t stop thinking about you.” 


 


He concurred with his standard
stand-by, “Likewise.”


 


“All week I’ve been waking up and
asking myself, ‘Is it Saturday yet…?’”  


 


That’s all I managed to say before
he kissed me.  An entire week’s worth of kisses in less than one minute.
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