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The Artist in Her




C

 hase halted like his reins were yanked. “Hole-up fudders,” he slurred.

The other two men, also in $2,000-suits, skidded their leather-bottom oxfords on the sidewalk and rolled their heads like they’d both been wafted with gas. “Cocksucker,” one of them said.

“Es-sactly what I was sinkin’,” Chase’s face was bathed in the orange glow oozing out the windows of the tiny and crowded south end gallery with the expression of someone watching alien ships descend.

His gaze had locked like a laser-guided scope onto Madison, just then cupping and swirling a short glass of white wine and gesticulating with her free hand to the corners, each in turn, of a pastel blue and olive green abstract “something or fuck” Chase murmured with one side of his mouth curling up.

“Chase, dude, game is starting,” called one of his associates walking backward up the sidewalk.

“You fellas enjoy yourselves,” he threw his hand at them.

“Seriously?”

“Fugoff,” he said, still locked on the lively, animated face of Madison as she gently scrunched her long thin fingers into her low back-length, wave-cascading sunflower blonde hair, and pushed it behind her head like a girl waking up at noon. She glanced at the door through her aqua-framed Michael Kors, locking with his gaze for a moment with her big, clear teakwood-brown eyes.

“Five-hundred dollar tickets, bro!” one of his friends shouted. He only threw his hand behind him again and entered the warm moist air fragrant with cheese, red wine and cheap perfume.

Madison scanned her alert eyes down his tie, his jacket, his pants, and to his shoes, while a man nodded at her face and moved his hands like he was barely managing three cats. She rolled her eyes and looked away, shaking her head. “What?” she said to the man.

The loud, chest-rattling electronic bhongra music kept most of the crowd, murmuring and laughing privately, moving as one undulating mass. Madison circulated like an angel on a cloud above and through them, in her sleeveless white pastel-polka dot A-line maxi dress. She eyed the douchebag and made sure to maintain a wide berth. She had no intention of answering painful questions about her “hobby” and how did she get so good “for a girl.” The art district existed as uneasily as an endangered species between the financial district to the west and the stadium zone to the east, both of which eyed the low-rise, cheap rent “hole” for parking lots. That suit was not the first to stumble into one of the quirky galleries on route to elsewhere, to marvel at the wonders within like a passenger passing over an uncontacted tribal island in the Amazon.

Joan, the gallery owner, finger-waved at Madison and gestured for her to come to the counter. She began but then saw the back of the dickhead, wallet in hand. “Now what,” she mumbled to herself.

“Madison!” Joan reached out as though pulling her with a rope. “This man is buying your biggest picture, he needs to meet the artist in person! Isn’t that wonderful!” She dropped her face sideways and split her head in two with the breadth of her smile — as though, Madison thought, no one had ever sold a painting before.

“Thank you Joan!” Madison clasped her hand in both of hers and restrained herself from squeezing the life-blood out of it.

The man turned only his head and only far enough to see around his own broad shoulder. “You make that?” he gestured with his nose to her painting nearest him on the wall.

Madison gazed over at her favorite painting and quelled her urge to flinch when she saw the beautiful, bright, glorious “sold” sticker — a small orange dot — affixed to its frame. She offset her jaw and narrowed her eyes staring into her work with her face slowly rotating clockwise. “Every square inch of it,” she intoned thoughtfully. Her baby was going off into the world and she knew she was going to miss it.

“I wasn’t going to come in — I was just walking by, but fuck me.” He turned to stare at it again and stumbled back a couple of steps not noticing that Madison had to press her hand into his back to keep him from backing up into a server passing with a tray of hors d’ourvres, or from tripping and falling on nothing at all. He moved his open hand in front of his face as though holding a glass bowl through which he squinted at her picture. “It calls forth emotions in me I don’t have names for,” he said. “It takes me places I’d forgotten about.” He dropped his hand and just stared — so long and so intently, Madison craned slightly and drew her eyes to their corners to check his face out. His eyes appeared glassy. His lips had parted as though in either horror or awe. “I have to have it,” he mumbled in a near whisper.

“Ahem,” Madison faked a cough.

Joan gestured with her hand and bugged out her eyes to encourage Madison to say something.

“I’m glad it . . . “ she pursed her lips and used her hands to try to bring forth from her heaving frame something meaningful. 

“Speaks to me,” he turned his face to her and smiled warmly. “It’s Chase.” He held out his hand to shake, which she did, meekly, holding hers like she was offering a tissue.

“Chase.”

He glanced at Joan and now it was Joan’s turn to fake-clear her throat.

“Madison,” she nodded to him.

“I’m inspired by people who take what they do so seriously, who so obviously commit to what they do,” he nodded his head slightly and repetitively to her. He looked at her painting again, laughed a little and looked back at her. “I can’t imagine how many hours and how many years go into the practice of being able to create . . . “ he turned again to look at it. “That!” he pointed with his thumb.

“It is what I love,” she gazed across her own work again before bringing her eyes back to his face, seemingly for the first time. He was maybe mid-40s to her mid-20s eyes, but had an excitable-looking expression, like that of a kid — maybe a sometimes bad kid. He also had that expression that was so rare, the expression of such easy confidence, like he’d never had to read a book or think one second about it. And his smile — there wasn’t a muscle in his face being pulled, it just hung on his face as if pure joy, like his inner state of contentedness was just under the surface of his square jaw, his just-so stubble, and his Athenian nose. He faced her with his hands in his pockets and his jacket bunched around his wrists. His watch looked like it was worth more than 12 months of gallery rent. He chuckled silently with just air and rocked on his feet and nodded slightly — it was as if he was able to read her mind word-for-word. She darted away and stood in front of Joan and grasped the edge of the counter. “Will that be all then?” she spat out in a hasty voice.

“I’d like you to frame it, if you can,” he said to the back of her head.

She turned to face him again and bit her lip and crossed her arms in front of her chest, leaning against the counter.

He waved his hand at Joan. “Just add the cost and commission to the tab,” he nodded at her.

Her eyes fixed on his shoes — red ochre — and she tried to breathe her way through the rising adrenaline coursing through her veins.

“I’d like to pick it up at your studio, if that’s not an issue,” he added. “Like I said, I’m inspired by your . . . “ He turned again to admire the painting. “By your vision.”

Her eyes rose as slowly up his pants as a cobra rising from a basket. “Not a problem,” she forced out through a catch in her throat. Her brown eyes fell on his lapis eyes. It felt like the gravity beneath her shifted.

The silence of their eye-lock filled an indeterminate amount of time before Joan smashed it like a hammer on a glass table. “Well give him one of your cards, silly,” she laughed at Madison and then at Chase, shrugging her shoulders. She handed Madison a card from the cardholder on the counter and Madison examined it first, before pinching it between her thumb and finger — nails painted carioca pink.

“My number’s here,” she nearly whispered and pointed as though he might have missed it, though it was the only information on the card. “Call in two or three days, it should be ready.”

He took the card and examined it. “Two or three days?” he confirmed.

Her eyes darted around the ceiling moment. “Make it Friday, about 2 o’clock.”

He squinted at her. “Friday at 2. Exactly at 2?”

“Yeah, uh-huh,” she nodded once firmly and turned away, disappearing through the curtain in the back and down the hall to the bathrooms.

Chase winked at the card and slipped it into his breast pocket which he patted for security before shooting his finger gun at Joan, slipping his hands in his pockets as casually as a raccoon, and making his way out the gallery door, back onto the nighttime sidewalk, and on to the basketball game a few blocks away. He brought his phone out and texted to his friend. “Order me a beer. I feel a win coming.”

Chase wouldn’t be the first patron to pick up a painting at her studio. But normally she’d have Hunter on hand to help with the crating and lifting, and to help also with the celebrating. Big sales of originals were still a rarity for her —  just 3 years out of art college, and only 7 years out of high school, she shook her head with her finger on her lips gazing at the picture where it leaned against her work bench. “Not bad, Maddy,” she said to herself. But Hunter wasn’t available at 2 on a Friday afternoon, unfortunately, being a retention analyst at the big health provider. “Shame,” she tried to tug her mouth down against its creeping-up smile. She didn’t tell him about the sale — “What he doesn’t know won’t hurt him,” her friend assured her, when the secret was a shared cigarette in the alley behind her studio. “Meh,” she said to herself. Same, same. In fact, hardly anyone would be in the whole studio building on a Friday afternoon.

Hunter, who leaves for work at 6, would also have missed the elaborate and careful work with which Madison went about doing her hair and makeup that morning. “For the studio?” she could hear his surprised and confused voice the whole time. She curled her hair in soft dangling waves, she lined her eyes with indigo and used her new eyeshadow, ocean mist. She studied her face next to several lipsticks before settling on matte stella rosae. She slowly puckered and spread her cute tiny mouth close to the mirror, watching. She held the phone above her head and opened her mouth wide and drew her almond eyes, wide and soft, up to the camera lens. She giggled and hurried out to the kitchen in her pale turquoise half-cup bra and matching hipster panties to find that zucchini and came back to the bathroom. She found the video record button and raised the camera above her face again. She looked up with her best, innocent and doleful eyes, before opening her painted lips wide again and gently pushing the zucchini between them. She let her eyes drop half closed, still on the lens, and she moaned while slowly pulling out the vegetable and pushing it back in.

She stood with one foot toe-stepping on the other and flicked her screen and studied it as closely as someone reading a map. She watched her video and, satisfied, she deleted it. She turned to the mirror and held up pearl drop earrings to her lobes, but traded those out for gold ear crawler earrings in the shape of a branch with leaves. She brushed her eyelashes up and blushed her cheeks. She stood back from the mirror and examined herself — her shoulders, her chest, her stomach, her hips. She pulled down the lace top of her panties and peeked inside. She ran her fingers, long and delicate and agile, over her bare flesh in there and found it soft and smooth. She rested her hand on the zucchini but then snickered at herself and brought it back to the kitchen.

Next she pondered at the door of what would have been a guest bedroom but had been claimed by her as her closet. Casual blue jeans, torn, loose, bare feet, vintage punk Sid Vicious t-shirt? she wondered, or off-one-shoulder over-sized sweater and earth tone sarong skirt. “Or nothing . . . “ she giggled, noting the sweater would be long enough to get away with it.

She went with the jeans and t, but with laceless low-cut converses. And then she paced. 2 PM came and went and she went to the window, the balcony, and even the hallway door of her and Hunter’s condo as though he could have gotten in the front door. She checked the time on her phone a million times and distracted herself at the fridge, her laptop, her phone and her closet. She leaned over the balcony 20 times where she could somewhat see the front entrance to their building. When her phone finally buzzed, she snatched it from the back pocket of her jeans so desperately, she nearly threw it over the balcony. She used both thumbs to steady her typing. “1801,” was all she wrote, after pressing the button to buzz him in.

She fanned her face and steadied her breathing and checked herself in the mirror one last time, gently, carefully, touching her bottom lip with the tip of her pinky finger to make perfect. She looked at her chest and arched her back slightly. When she went to the door, she scrunched her hand in the crotch of her jeans and swore. She left the door just ajar and skittered to her studio and put on some Chainsmokers — Closer.

When she heard his light rapping, she called “It’s open, come on in!” She strolled down the hallway with a paintbrush in one hand and mug of coffee in the other. ‘Hey!” she said to Chase whose head appeared where he leaned tentatively around the corner of the hallway.

Now he was dressed in an old faded blue Hawaii t-shirt and faded old favorite jeans and Sperry blue-washed cotton shoes. Also no laces. “You found it ok,” she said, turning away from him in such a way her long hair flowed and bounced. She looked back through it over her shoulder. “This way,” she smiled with a near whisper. She couldn’t help giggling at herself.

“I studied the map, you don’t think I’m gonna risk getting lost coming here, do you?”

“Oh I don’t know,” she turned at the door to the room she used as her studio. “You looked pretty lost the other night.”

He stopped in the doorway so close she pulled in her chin. Her eyes rested on his mouth. Her thumb pulled and let go the bristles that snapped back. She inhaled like she sucked a mint and with her fingers pressed into her palms, she brought both her arms back like one would open the curtains.

“I wasn’t,” he said in such a low, soft voice that she felt as much as heard.

“I just meant you looked . . . “ she tried to explain but her voice failed in her breath.

He puffed air out his nose and looked closely at her lips before continuing to move like smoke into her private space. Behind his back, she clenched her eyes and bit hard on her lower lip. She puffed her cheeks and slowly blew out silently as she followed him where he strolled, turning her gaze to where he turned his, stopping where he stopped.

He turned around as though he knew she was following him and she immediately hopped over to her work table and thrust the brush into the pot of water and grabbed a cloth as though needing to clean paint off her hand. “Well here it is,” she gesturing to the painting. “Just letting you see it before I crate it — it’s all measured out. Just need to strap it in!” She grinned and wanted to shut her eyes.

He took his time turning away from the other work spread around the room before twisting with his hands crooked in his front pockets to take in his new acquisition waiting for him on the floor. “Just as strikingly beautiful as the night I first saw,” he said not looking at the painting, but looking at her face.

“Yeah, well, like I said, just need to tie it up and it’s all yours,” she hooked her thumbs in her own pockets and drummed her fingers against her thighs, turning to gaze over the painting.

He stepped up so close behind her she could feel his breath and knew that if she moved even slightly her body would touch his. His face was above and behind her right shoulder looking at the painting — she presumed. If she turned, though, to check, her mouth would touch his. She pursed her lips and her eyes dropped closed as she struggled. Her finger and thumb on both hand pinched down hard on the denim pocket between them. Her foot rose and fell, toe first, on the top of her other foot. Her knees crossed and her hip fell on one side. She brought her round shoulders up to almost her ears and dropped her head. Her hair fell over her face and she looked down beside herself. She saw his feet. She brought her eyes up his pants and she knew she sucked her breath in through tightened lips and teeth touching together but she couldn’t help it. She peeked far in the corners of her eyes and pulled her hand out to pull strands of her hair over her face before blowing it with her crooked mouth. She laughed briefly and turned half away, slipping her long fingers safely into her tight back pocket. “Soo . . . “ she cooed much quieter than she intended.

“Gorgeous,” he said in that felt-not-heard voice.

She grinned and puffed air out her nose and felt her face blush hot. “Come on,” she said in a whisper. “It’s just a picture.”

“Can I touch it?” he asked.

“The painting?”

“Well what did you think?”

“Oh yeah, yeah-yeah!” she nodded. “It’s dry,” she laughed at herself. “Varnished.” She used her long painted nails to scratch lightly over the surface. “See?” her voice fell accidentally into that whisper again.

He squatted down and approached the painting with the backs of his fingers the way one might interact with a strange new dog. He brought the knuckle of his first finger against the texture of the painting and dragged it slowly across, watching closely with his eyes, feeling every stroke of very brush bristle. She didn’t step away even though her denim-tight legs, squirming, shifting weight from one foot to the other, could, she swore, feel the heat from his hand it was so close. She turned toward him. Now she felt she had turned the tables on him. She was behind him, taller. If he but only turned his head, he’d touch with his mouth her . . . her head drooped and her chest heaved. Her pelvis.

He did turn, but he ignored the fly of her jeans right in front of his face, and he looked up at her over the slope of her taut belly and the lace bra-textured mound of her breasts that raised and dropped her t-shirt with her deep, rapid breathing. She realized it was an angle she had been practicing in reverse a few hours earlier.

“Shall we tie up?” he said.

She opened her lips and licked both of them and closed them again to swallow. Her hand rose to her face where she touched with her fingertips in a non-scratch, then to her chin, then to her neck and down to her clavicle where she found her gold chain necklace to twist between her fingers. She brought the chain up to her mouth and ran it over her protruding bottom lip. His eyes stayed on her eyes, and hers on his, the whole time, the silence between them making her feel like she was going to lose her legs.

“Do you have rope? Or something?” he said, still facing her jeans an inch away.

She nudged the painting with her foot along the floor and leaned her ass, tight in her jeans, against the edge of the table. She put her palms down behind her on the edge and hoisted herself up so her legs dangled and she stretched her arms out behind her and leaned back. She swung her leg out, shook off her converses, and pushed the bottom of her bare foot gently against his chest and shoulder. She sucked on her necklace and kicked her other shoe off. Her toes were painted pastel pink. She touched his mouth with her big toe.

“You think you can just come into my own personal space and do what you want with me?” she said, tracing his mouth with her toe. “I’m married,” she whispered.

“No you’re not,” Chase said, taking her foot by the ankle, kissing the top of it and letting it go as he rose to his feet. He planted his hands on the table on either side of her hips and leaned over her. She didn’t recoil but stood her ground. Their faces were close and she watched his mouth again. “You not only don’t have the ring on anymore,” he said, pulling up the bottom of her t-shirt and running his fingertips lightly over her skin the same way he felt the texture of her painting. “There’s no tan lines there either. You only put it on when you want a man to think you are. And you didn’t put it on today.”

She raised her arms over her head and ducked her neck inviting him to pull her shirt off. “Are you always such a creepy stalker?” She resumed her position under him now only in her bra. She looked up into his eyes and her head shook slightly as though it were a real question.

“I have to be, it’s how I make my living,” he said, his nimble fingers twisting and pulling at the buttons down the front of her jeans.

She didn’t take her eyes off his eyes but she shook her head so her hair, all silky and shiny, fell from her face and graced her shoulders and fell on the table. When he unzipped her fly, she silently raised her hips so as to invite him to pull her jeans off.

He was careful with them — he folded them over and placed them gently on the table beside her where she now reclined in only her pretty pale turquoise panties and bra. “I might have been married, you wouldn’t have cared, you’re the type that thinks he can just grab what he wants,” she whispered. “And anyway,” she looked disinterestedly to the side wall, “I might as well be, he lives here, you know. The man who should be the one doing what you’re doing?” She shook her head at him like he was dim.  “He’ll be home in an hour,” she said, pushing herself up and snaking her calves around and between his thighs. She pulled up the edge of his t-shirt like it was an annoyance and she tugged it up over his head and mindlessly tossed it away. “Or so,” she leaned forward and brought her lips, full and flush, to his chest. Her fingers undid the belt of his pants and she slowly, deliberately, dragged down his fly tooth by tooth.

He pushed his hands up her soft, tight thighs. She tugged at his jeans and spread them open and peeled them down his legs. She used her toes to pull them down enough for him to lift his feet one by one and step out of them. She tightened her heels against his lower back and dangled her hair behind her, looking up and kissing his chin. The palm of her hand pressed his lower stomach and her long fingers began to fidget and play with the waistband of his boxers. “You came here hoping something like this would happen, didn’t you,” she said low and sultry.

“Do you put on your sexiest underwear for a day by yourself in the studio,” he lifted her chin with the edge of his finger and touched — just — her lips with his.

She bit his lower lip and wouldn’t let go. “I like to dress up just for myself sometimes,” she shoved her hand down his shorts and grabbed his penis and squeezed too hard. She bit her lip too.

He set his jaw but refused to give her the satisfaction. “It’s very hot,” he said. “I would have enjoyed watching you figure it all out for me.”

“What makes you think I didn’t just throw it together just before you got here?” she slipped her second hand inside his shorts and fondled his balls.

He touched her lips with his fingers and she kissed them and followed them with her tongue till he let her suck them into her mouth. She surprised herself with how it made her bend and contort and moan out loud. She wrapped her hands around his shorts to grab his ass and used her wrists to push them off him and down his legs.

“Whatever, I guess if it makes you happy,” she said. “But if you must know, I do sometimes — lots of times — like to dress up for myself.” She stroked his cock and rubbed her palm around the head.

“Don’t you dress up for your, uh, husband?” Chase said running his fingertips lightly — too lightly — around the sides and undersides of her breasts, still in her bra.

She shivered and pulled hard on his cock. “Men don’t get it.”

He pinched her stiffened nipples and she exhaled with a little cry she tried to contain making it only higher pitched as a result. She dug her heels into his back harder and wrapped one arm delicately around his shoulder and pulled her hips closer to his. She tried hard to remain cool, but when his fingers began to move down the skin of her stomach, her hips began to involuntarily thrust slightly and her breath grew short and more rapid.

“I never do this, just so you know,” she breathed against his mouth and sank her tongue between his lips with a high and quiet whimper.

He touched the skin that is normally below the waist of her already low-strung panties. Then he touched the front of them with the same back of knuckle he ran so delicately, so sensitively, over the brush strokes of her painting. She moaned and pushed her panties down with her thumb, curling her hips, trying to touch his finger with her lips there. She looked from his hand, so near her pussy, up to him, their faces a half inch apart, and she moaned. “Why don’t you just touch me already!” She sucked air in sharply through her teeth and glared at him.

He hooked his thumbs in the waist of her panties and she lifted herself immediately to allow him to pull them off. She raised her long legs and pointed her toes and he pulled them off as though removing delicate wrapping from a present. She covered her bare pussy with her hand and shut her legs tight.

“No,” she said. “Changed my mind.” He kissed her mouth and her legs fell open. “Deal with it,” she purred, her eyes closing. He kissed her neck and her hand left her pussy and wrapped around the back of his neck. He lifted her and set her down again further in and he watched his hands, strong, big, slide down the inside of her thighs. She laid back flat and bit on her finger. When he kissed and touched the inside of her thigh with his tongue, she gasped and wrapped her hands and fingers around his head as though protecting a precious fragile vase. When he kissed almost too lightly to feel the soft flesh beside her lips, she exhaled with a hard breath, mouthing rapidly, “Such an asshole!”

Her hand shook when she scratched and clawed at his shoulders. When he licked the side of her lips, she flung her head from one side to the other and back. When he pressed his lips to hers, her back arched like a cat in the sun and she cried out loud. He dragged his fingernails down her torso and her body writhed like a water snake and when he went back up her stomach and under her bra, pushing it up off her chest to her neck, she instinctively pushed her chest up and followed his hands, trying to push her tits into them. When he wrapped his palms around them, she pumped her hips into his face and rolled her body under his touch. He flicked his tongue lightly up one side and down the other side of her wet hard pebble and she sucked air in short, sharp bursts through her teeth. He put his lips in a circle all around her clit and he sucked and her whole body pushed up into him, and when he let go and blew on it, her legs flew up and wrapped around his neck and she giggled and admired him between her legs, playing in his hair with her delicate fingers.

He licked the surface very lightly and her body began to shake uncontrollably. He kissed it again and made tiny, infuriating little circles and her body tensed, her lungs filled, and her hands grabbed and pinched and punched and scratched. When he pushed his tongue inside her, her hair flew around her face and all over the table and she slapped the table and cried loudly.

He only lifted his face to check on her, she was so wild, but she immediately dug her heels hard into his lower back and reached with fingers like enraged hydras to pull and tug his cock to her pussy. When he edged his hips forward, she pulled the head of his cock to her wet lips, bolted upright to throw her arm around his back, and kissed him deeply on his mouth. She shifted her hips on the table and wrapped both arms around his ass and, kissing him like lovers do, she urged him with a tiny cry directly in his ear, “Fuck me!”

When he entered her, she writhed and squirmed but she wrapped her arms tight around his neck and kissed him deeper with her tongue. His cock slid into her easily though she was tight, because she was so wet. In one long, slow-motion, relentless thrust, he began to fill her longer and deeper and wider and fuller than she ever felt. She moaned inside their kiss and still he stuffed her more and more. There seemed no end to him. She cried and panted and yearned for him to stop in his ear, and still his cock pushed further inside. He reached under her legs and propped her feet over his shoulders and tugged her to him over the table and she fell back beneath him again. He withdrew nearly all the way and then more forcefully plunged back into her. She cried out and thrashed on the end of his cock. He pulled out and slammed her harder. Her body went stiff. He pulled out and rammed her so hard his thighs slapped the underside of her thighs. He felt like he was fucking her throat from the other end. Her vision darkened and her body seized up. He pulled back and slammed her again and again. Her nails dug into the skin of his thighs and her head thrashed side to side. He pulled back and rammed her even harder and she felt her nerve ends vibrate and her skin tingle. His big strong hands wrapped around her waist holding her in place and he fucked her hard, deep, fast, and strong. Her pussy clenched and she stopped breathing. She nearly lost consciousness. When she fell, she bellowed embarrassingly loudly and with such profound surprise and shock in her loud, long groan she looked at him with eyes amazed and she began to laugh hysterically and so full of joy she didn’t know she could feel like that.

He pulled out and she reached between them and stroked his cock for him. She licked her lips and laughed more and rolled from side to side and felt utterly fulfilled. She sat up against him and kissed him and licked his lips and then slid down between him and the edge of the table. She pressed her hands and clawed her nails into his stomach and chest and played with his cock all over her face and mouth and tongue. She took him easily into her mouth and moaned delightfully and pulled off and licked the side of it, dragged her lips up the side, and then took the head in her mouth again and turned her face to see up into his eyes.

He was looking down at her eyes just as she had earlier imagined it. She reached between her own legs with her long painted finger and she rubbed herself as she took his large cock between her pressed lips and engulfed him in her warm wet mouth. She kept her eyes on his until he closed his, until he steadied his stance gripping her shoulders and until he clenched his jaw and his head rolled back. She moaned loudly because — surprising herself again — her body began to buck and tremble and she could not stop another orgasm from rising up from her feet to seize her thighs, her stomach, her chest and her shoulders, and finally her pussy.

When she swooned on his cock, his hot, huge load filled her mouth and she took it but it gushed out the sides of her mouth and down her chin. She pulled off and laughed for joy again but he shot more spurts at her chest and stomach and she realized he was still coming and she threw her mouth back around his cock and took him deep into her mouth, using her tongue to urge him all out.

Finally she pulled off him and swallowed and stood up and calmly, sweetly, she pressed her naked body against his and kissed him softly.

He kissed her then held her with his hands around her back. “So, I’ll just be taking my picture then.”

She nodded and giggled with her forehead against his, looking down at his mouth and trying to twist her lips to stop from kissing him again, or sucking him again.

“I sent the gallery a duplicate payment,” he said.

“Why?” she replied confused and still with her chest heaving for breath.

“For another picture,” he said, kissing her lips that she readily twisted and turned to give him back fully.

“I don’t have any more pictures that big,” she licked and kissed his bottom lip.

“I know,” he said softly. “Commission,” he said.

She stepped back from him and dropped her hands to her sides. “Are you serious?” She scrutinized him through narrowed eyes. It wasn’t a subject to play around with.

He found his jacket, pulled out a card and laid it on her table. “Call me when it’s ready to be picked up.”

She examined the card and tapped the edge of it with her long fingertip.

“But no call until it’s ready,” he said, pulling up his pants, tugging his arms into his jacket, picking up his painting, and exiting her studio and her condo with the same world-can-kiss-my-ass saunter.

Madison leaned back against her studio work table and began to think deeply and distantly, dragging the corner of his card over her bottom lip and smiling devilishly.

That was how Hunter found her, when he peered into her studio. He even called her name three times before she startled and realized she was still naked. “Hunter!” she cried out and reached for her t and jeans to bunch in front of herself.

“What’s going on, Maddy?”

She looked over her shoulder and down at the floor and turned her back to him to at least pull her panties back on — the very special ones, stained. Oops, she thought. “You know artists, Hunt,” she shook her head. They might have passed each other in the hallway.

“Okay.” He stood nodding, surveying the studio. “Big one’s gone.”

“Yeah!” She smiled and raised her eyebrows. “Sold!”

“You sold it?”

“Some guy, someone at the show, he, I guess he phoned Joan back two days later and wanted to know if it was still, I don’t know, available.” She shrugged.

Hunter turned his face and showed himself touching the corner of his mouth. She just stared blankly until he pointed at the corner of her mouth. She poked her tongue, felt a drop of semen, and licked it into her mouth, swallowed it, and shrugged at him. “Coffee?” she announced, ducking her head and making for the door.

Hunter frowned at her — frowned at her chest. She looked down. Runs of Chase’s come were visible on her bare breasts. She held her head high and threw her t shirt on and exited the studio like that, in only her panties and t. She still carried his card.

“What’s that?”

“This?”

“That.”

“It’s a, uh,” she looked at it like it was the first time she noticed it. “It’s a, uh, a commission.” She smiled and expressed surprise herself with a single chuckle.

“A commission?”

“Yeah,” she replied slipping past him into the hall on the way to the kitchen.

He followed her. “It’s your first commission,” he said.

“It is!” she confirmed, and she slipped Chase’s card into her purse and snapped shut the top. “And I better get at it too if I want to see him again!”















































Becoming an Artist




C

 iara straightened herself and jutted her chest. She turned sideways to consider herself in the bathroom mirror. From the other side of the locked door, she heard Leland, her husband. “Who did you say you’re going with?”

She cupped her palms under her scarlet-red bra cup and toyed in the floral texture mindlessly with her fingertips. “Just people from class,” she called back. She closed her sly, dark Asian eyes, tilted her head back, and brought the side of her finger to her lips painted champagne pink, and she kissed herself. She dragged her fingernail, glossy cinnamon, into the indentation between her lower lip and the round of her chin, and down her extended neck, into the dark pool of her clavicle, through the valley between her small mounds, and further still, over the softness of her stomach and down the dip of her abdomen till she stumbled over the scallop edge of her matching scarlet-red Brazilian brief panties.  She stopped and shot a scolding look at herself in the mirror and inhaled through her bitten lip.

“Where though?”

She rolled her eyes and exhaled. She didn’t want him to see her — her teakwood brown eyes shaded in peach, her thick eyeliner, her soft berry cheeks. She leaned against the door and checked again, carefully, to make sure it was locked. “Just around McGanty Park. You should get out too — go see your old neighborhood.” Of course he wasn’t going to go anywhere, though. That was part of what lead her into this predicament — all made-up in new, fancy underwear, and imagining kisses, touches. “Dillon,” she inhaled, as though he were to blame for it all.

“I could go with you,” Leland persisted.

“You wouldn’t like it,” she listened carefully with her ear to the door. Finally it sounded like he left. She came out and headed for her closet.

He came back through the bedroom door. “Whoa!” he stopped, reefing his head back. “What the fuck, Ciara.”

“What?” she tittered nervously before ducking into the big closet. “Damn it!” she whispered. She grabbed her white denim shorts and hurriedly pulled them up. She snatched her pistachio green peplum tank top and pressed it to her body before he peered in after her.

“This a hike or a model shoot?”

She strode back out breezing past him and floating the top over her head to let it fall over her razor-cut blue-black hair. “Make-up has spf, it’s going to be sunny out there.” She found her ankle socks and cascaded down the stairs to where her white high-cut wedge sneakers awaited. She knew exactly how she looked. “Gone!” she called.

But she needn’t have shouted. Leland lurked at the bottom of the stairs leering at her like she was an alien descended from a saucer.

She sped out the door before more questions could catch up to her and flew into her Cooper and spun out the driveway not even taking the time to don her seatbelt first. She checked her face in the rear view and puffed her cheeks in relief. She siried Dillon. “On my way, lover boy.”

A few moments later, he texted back. “Dying waiting for you.”

“I know! Tell me about it — and you almost got me caught too!”

“What did I do?”

She paused before answering. “You make me want to turn you on.”

“What did you do?”

“You’ll see.”

She pulled up right beside his car and honked and laughed when he startled in his seat staring at his phone. She hurried out and dashed over next to his door. He stood up and hung onto his door and let his gaze float down and elevator back up her entire, toned, and taut body.

“So?” she twirled around and clasped her fingers together behind her back.

“You’re what I had wet dreams about when I was 12,” he said.

She giggled and bounded up and against him, raising herself on her toes and pulling him down with her cool, long  fingers around the back of his neck, to kiss him and to smile intimately with him inside the space of their two faces so close together, finally. It had, after all, been a whole week.

“I missed you Dillon,” she half-moaned and half-whispered. She tugged at his hand with her hand and pressed her pelvis into his hip as he turned and looked on the path ahead wondering how alone they were going to be out there. She pressed his hand into her crotch and when he turned to meet her eyes, she chuckled and danced in her step. “I was thinking about you,” she stated as though informing him of news.

“Oh yeah,” he said, “When?” They moved from blasting sunlight into the dappled rays of the edge of the ancient, silent forest.

“Kind of all the time,” she simpered.

He smirked at her and pulled her more deeply into the dark.

She held him back until she stopped them both. He turned and scrutinized her. She looked around and pressed her body against his. “Baby,” she whimpered, “I have to have you in me soon!”

“Let’s find a good place further up in the rocks.”

“I think you fucked my brains out last week,” she followed him again, holding a finger in each of her hands. “You make me feel like 16 again. I’ve been obsessed with having sex with you all the time.”

He pulled her up and they carefully traversed the boulders. He scanned like an explorer looking for a sunny crevice. He helped her down into the dip and she fell against him.

“Baby,” she exhaled, her elbows resting on his shoulders, her chest in his face. “Do you think this is going to be private enough?” She dropped her mouth open and half closed her eyes looking like an orgasm already. She reached down in front of her and curled her hand into the front of his shorts. She tittered when she felt his semi-erection grow in her palm. “I was thinking about how fun it would be to wake you up with a blow job,” she laughed teasingly and looked around in the far distance to see if anyone could be seen. Satisfied, she stepped back, crossed her arms over her front, and lifted off her tank top. “Look what I bought for you baby!” she said, and she giggled, squeezing her arms together to push up her small breasts. “Cute?”

He leaned back on a rock and stretched his own t-shirt up over his head and off. He sneered, gazing down her stomach and he undid his button and opened his shorts. She giggled with excitement and followed suit, dropping her shorts on top of his on the rock. “Why don’t you let me help you with those?” she grinned. She squatted and tugged his boxers down his legs. She dragged her fingernails back up from his ankles slowly and with intent. She snorted when her fingers got to his thighs and she curled her lips when she looked down between his legs. Helplessness fell over her like a blanket. She glanced sideways with momentary modesty but when her cool palm stretched around his stiffening shaft, she whimpered again. “It’s getting hard,” she pointed out.

He grinned and folded his arms behind his head and leaned back to enjoy the view. She exhaled and seemed to be engrossed in a difficult, private struggle, before dropping down on her knees and licking up the underside of his penis. She held it against her face and laughed nervously when she made as though to nibble it, but with his eyes steadying on her, she got serious and opened her pink, sweet mouth and pushed hard against the head of his cock till it popped past her tight lips and filled her mouth. She moaned like she’d been the one engulfed and pulled off as though to tell him something, but couldn’t stop shaking with his cock hard in her hand and she gave up, dropping her lips around his shaft and pressing her head down until it pushed at the back of her throat. She came off him gagging and laughing and sniffed but she pushed back down onto him, unable to control herself.

She bobbed on him until he tapped her shoulder and she obediently pulled up, stood over another rock, and leaned over, offering her ass up to him. She knew it was time for him to fuck her. She tried to steady herself and await him, but she trembled and arched, pushing her ass impatiently up to him more. “Fuck me now baby!” she moaned. She bit her lips and spread her cheeks with her hands stretched behind her. “Come on!” she cried. He had begun to tease her, taking his time angling himself behind her and seemingly missing the target and pushing his erection into her ass cheeks. She reached down between her legs and grasped angrily at his cock and yanked him to her wet lips. “Stop it,” she moaned loudly.

When he entered her finally, lights and sounds went off in her head and chemicals filled her veins. “Oh yeah,” she moaned with her cheek laying down gently on the hot flat of the rock. She whimpered when he pulled out and slammed back into her deeper. He pulled out and tore her panties down her ass and off her legs. Her leg shook like a jackhammer and her hips pumped for him. When he entered her again, she sighed like heroin entered her blood. “Oh fuck, Dillon,” she moaned.

He pumped so hard the sound of his thighs smashing her ass filled the valley of rocks and mixed with her moans to leave no mistake in the ears of anyone passing by for a hundred yards around. He fucked her relentlessly and mercilessly. By the time he finished himself inside her, she was like water herself, sliding down the rock without shape and form, puddling on the flat hot shale beneath, filled, exhausted, and utterly satisfied.

They laid together face up and naked into the beautiful blazing sun. “What do you like about me,” she said.

“You mean besides, the, uh . . . “

She sneered. “Obviously.  I mean, what made you come over and talk to me that day at break?”

“Your eyes.”

“I mean besides how I get made up for you.”

“No, I mean, how you see, how you look and notice things. When we were doing those composition exercises. You were seeing things I didn’t even know were there.

“Really?” She rolled over on her side and tickled his bare stomach.

“You have the eyes for being a photographer.”

She rolled on top of him and lowered her mouth to his. “Tell me more.” She kissed him with her eyes closed and her breath held.

“That time with the class on that trip to the river side, that park. We were all looking at the whole scene. I turned around, I didn’t know what happened to you. I was watching you.”

“You were stalking me,” she kissed him and pressed her pussy against his flaccid, but not empty, cock.

“We were all looking for angles for shots of the river and the trees, but you were totally absorbed by some bark on the ground.”

She laughed and licked his mouth. “I’m a weirdo, I know.” She reached below her stomach and found his cock with her hand.

“Not a weirdo. You have a talent.”

“Leland says there’s no way I’d ever make back the money I sank into the camera and the lenses and the classes.” She squeezed her hand and curled her hips. Her pussy lips slid around his once-again growing cock. She pressed and it slid into her like a hand into a tight leather glove. He exhaled sharply and she beamed.

“Is it about the money you can make?”

“No,” she whispered, kissing his jaw and pressing her breasts into his chest. She felt him grow inside her.

His fingernails scratched her back and made her yelp lightly in his ear and squirm on top of him. “Do you like your pictures?”

“I don’t know if I can hear you anymore,” she moaned and smiled and closed her eyes and licked his lips. “You fuck me so good, Dillon.” Her breath stopped and her hips shook. Her neck arched and her fingernails dug into his shoulders.

“Did you just have another orgasm,” he asked like a mother scolding a kid stealing cookies.

She exhaled a long moan through a weak smile and stoned-closed eyes. “I did,” she purred, laying herself down on his body.

She drove home with a slow heart rate and a body sunk into the seat. She could barely pull herself up out her door, she was so languid and loose, like an octopus climbing out of a jar.

Leland had been painting. “Get some good shots?” he said when she closed the door and peeled off her sneakers.

“Uh huh,” she said noncommittally.

“Who all met up?” he said, standing back and admiring his own work.

“Just the usual,” she said, lingering only long enough to throw his suspicions off.

“Dillon go?”

“Uh huh,” she immediately knew to answer honestly. When needing to lie, she remembered a show saying, tell everything truthful that you can. She turned on the pretense of filling a glass with water, in case her face turned red or her body shook. She inhaled and tried to calm herself. His penis, his eyes, his words — he made her feel affirmed as an artist and as a woman.

“He still trying to get in your pants?”

She nearly spit her mouthful of water. But she recalled: back before it started, she complained to Leland about the guy leering at her in the photography class. At the time, even then, she strategized to tell her husband a little about him just in case she inadvertently spilled something out. Then it wouldn’t be, suspiciously, some name she had never mentioned. She had been telling him about everybody in the class. “He’s still trying,” she sing-songed and slipped away. It wasn’t a lie — just an omission, the part about how he succeeded each of the last three weeks.

She didn’t think of it as cheating, not at first, anyway. She was making friends, they made mistakes — little kisses in the parking lot in the dark after class — and they explored why they were feeling these things. Artists, even photographers, must always interrogate their feelings, and nothing works like a co-interrogator. If you do it alone, you’re walking along a narrow cliff high above the rocks of delusion and madness below. And because she had always been emotional — didn’t Leland even laugh at how emotional she was, be it a movie, a book, a radio show, even news in the car — it was no surprise an innocent kiss or two, a close, revealing conversation, and a sharing of the soul, might lead to a secret date, just to talk again in mental as well as physical privacy, because who needs to know that one has found someone who both listens and can be listened to?

They talked about sex and about experimentation back in college and he teased her and she bossed him and as photographers, the naked body, female as well as male, was something you had to get used to, and if he grew hard, she could laugh and play with it. It’s just a penis!

“What’s it feel like?” she said, laughing in the front seat of his car that first time they went too far. She leaned over and took his cock between her lush warm lips and pushed down once, pulling up tight and off. “Hm?” she stared closely in his eyes. They’d been talking about the difficulty of finding words for the full range of things humans feel – because that was what imagery like photography was for. They were experimenting with words and feelings, being artists. “Do you need to feel again?” she nearly whispered, before going down on him before he had a chance to answer, and not just to give him the feeling of a mouth, warm wet and squeezing on his penis, but to go up and down on him at length.

“I think I don’t have words,” he squeezed out.

“Okay,” she said, “my turn!” She pulled the hem of her short black taffeta skirt up around her waist and, trying to show him bravery and courage befitting an artist, she hooked her thumbs in the waist of her black high cut thongs and worked them down and off her platform sandals. She shook from nervousness but she also wanted him to see that she was an artist. She spread her legs apart and found the lever to shoot her seat all the way back till she was nearly flat out. It was no accident though that her pussy was freshly shaved to a cute Brazilian strip. She covered it at first and then giggled and pulled her hand away, but then, unable to stop herself, she used her middle finger to touch herself and rub a little. She was surprised that she was that wet. “Come on,” she said, “Don’t keep a lady waiting.” She giggled.

He chortled and leaned over her body. He kissed her stomach and then her thighs and skipping over the part in between made her sigh and writhe under his hot breath. She turned her face to the side of the car and bit her finger, unable to believe what she was doing, or allowing to be done to her. But whatever reticence or bashfulness she had been feeling was evaporated by the blowtorch of his breath and the hot iron of his tongue. She transformed in an instant from an innocent lost nymph with a case of the giggles and a red face into a hair-twisting, jaw-grinding, bellowing animal of the night thrusting her hips into his face as though it was her with the raging hard-on.

She went with it, but she was left afterward with a lot of questions about herself, like, where was that button all her life, what unique set of words/feelings/situation caused the emergence of an entirely unknown alter-ego, and how long till she can get down and dirty — dirtier if possible — with Dillon. He had brought out from deep inside her a different kind of orgasm than she was accustomed to from her two toys, fingers, and sometimes Leland’s mouth, on her clit. True, Dillon had entered her with his finger, and curled it up and touched something there, but how could he know something about her even she didn’t even know?

She rode her husband when she got home that night, but her mind was bent to Dillon. She pretended to huff and puff and cry out an orgasm to hurry Leland along, and got off on the pretense of a shower. There, she brought herself to an orgasm for real, imagining Dillon fucking her the way she suspected he might — hard, rough, and selfishly. Also, as an artist, meaning her. He fucked her as though she was an artist, not him. Maybe, she thought, recovering under the hot streams and steam, that was because she was an artist.

The following week, it was definitely cheating. She picked a park she already knew they could park at where not many cars would come, and where she would ride him. She told herself, Yes, I’m cheating. And I’ll deal with it when he confronts me. I am making a mistake, she told herself. Is it a fault if you know it’s a mistake before you make it? Hardly, she assured herself. Why should the unexamined life have all the fun? And besides, if you’re going to cheat, why must it be subpar? Does it make a difference to a spouse if you explain that, yes, you fucked him, but no, you didn’t think you would? If he’s going to be upset, adding that you planned to, that you wanted to, is hardly going to form salient points beside the glaring fact that you did it in the first place. If my marriage is going down because of it, she reasoned, it better be worth it.

She wore a cute very short layered a frilly pink skirt and a white college crop top hoody. On her feet, tall spiked peekaboo-toe sandals. She accentuated as best she could her already dark eyes. She painted her lips with super glossy taffy-pink lipstick. Underneath, she wore more pink: low-rise lacy pastel pink boy short panties, demi cup bra, and a silver choker chain. She was able to dress like that because A) Leland wasn’t going to be home before she left for her “class”, and B) she wasn’t going to class and nobody was going to see her, except for Dillon. She dove from her car door to his and locked it behind her. “I’ve cancelled our walk,” she said to him, reaching immediately for his crotch she squeezed in her fingers, her nails pink too, and glossy.

“Why is that, Ciara?” Dillon reached his arm around her shoulders and squeezed her close to him.

“Because I’m going to cheat with you,” she said as though it were a fact to relate, and she stretched up to kiss his cheek. “Now start driving, I’ll tell you where.” She opened his pants and carefully lifted his engorging cock out. She laughed and tried to stop herself, and she watched the route go by and other cars, all the while feeling his penis thicken in her hand where she stroked him softly but with certainty.

He no sooner stopped the car in the slot she indicated in the dark, abandoned parking lot atop the mountain look-out, than she reached over, found the lever to send his seat back, and threw her leg over his. She straddled his lap and pushed her hips so his cock, now raging hard, rubbed against the front of her pretty pink panties, exposed because she had spread her legs so wide around his hips in his car seat.

She teased his chin up so his lips met hers where she towered over him. “Tell me, Mr. Dillon,” she said softly, “What do we make of Roland Barthes, photographing things to drive them out of our minds, when we take pictures in nature?” She inhaled and reached down to press his cock harder against the front of her panties. She slowly rose and fell on her knees to rub his cock against herself.

Dillon chuckled and lifted his hands under her hoody and found her small breasts. He rubbed them and found her nipples hardening. He pinched them and she exhaled. “I think I need to take pictures of you to get you out of my mind,” he intoned deeply.

She appeared panicky. She twisted her mouth and breathed hard. Her hand shook and barely worked. “I’m sorry,” she sighed deeply, and she pulled her panties aside and plunged her soaking pussy down over the head of his cock and she pushed against the ceiling of the car till he was deeply inside her. She arched and threw her head back and finally let go of his cock. She wrapped her hands around his neck and interlocked her fingers. Her hips appeared to be on autopilot, rocking and jerking on him and she grimaced and groaned like she was stuck or hurt.

He watched her face — her eyes were clenched closed, her teeth were grinding, and her neck muscles stood out rigidly. He had just begun to wonder if this was how she fucked, when she cried out like she was stabbed, her body shook like an erupting volcano, and she exhaled as though from the belly of the Earth itself. His eyes popped open and he looked down between them. She had gushed with her own unique ejaculate all over this cock, his testicles, and his thighs.

She flew off him and cowered in her seat and hid her face. “Oh my god,” she half laughed and half groaned.

“It’s okay,” he rubbed her shoulder.

“I peed on you!” she cried out and curled up tighter. “I didn’t know!”

He remained doubtful though. He touched his leg where he was wet and he sniffed it, and eventually tasted it, too. “Ciara,” he said softly. “You didn’t pee.”

She peered at him through her fingers clamped over her eyes. “I did so, it’s embarrassing.”

“You orgasmed,” he said.

“I know that!” she laughed. “It felt like I peed.”

“It isn’t pee,” he said. He showed her his fingertip and he sucked it into his mouth.

She looked doubtfully at him. He reached over and brought her reluctant hand to his leg. He pulled out her finger and made her touch the wetness. It was slippery like her lubrication.

They sat looking at the view awhile before she said, “Well, what was it that I was doing all this time if I wasn’t having orgasms?”

“Maybe it’s just different orgasms?”

She looked over at him with a you’re-kidding-me expression. “That’s like saying Paris, Idaho and Paris, France are just different Paris’s.” She sighed and looked long out her side window. “You should take me back,” she said sleepily. She hugged his arm. “I think you broke me.”




She parked a block away from home in front of a house under construction and pulled her visor down. She looked at herself lit up in the mirror at night. It was the first time she looked into the face of a cheater — at least that she knew of — but she didn’t feel anything that she had expected to feel. What she felt was what she thought it must have been like to be an expat American artist fled to Paris in the 50s where sex, art, emotion, and philosophy were as casual a conversation as football, kids, and home prices were here and now. “

 
In order to see a photograph well, it is best to look away or close your eyes,” she quoted in a quiet moan one of her favorite Barthes quotes so far, although she didn’t know what it meant until now. She flipped the visor up and restarted her car.





She came in knowing it was all over her face, knowing his sperm and scent emanated from her, and knowing that his sex had transformed her in ways she could no more hide than a thumb could blot out all the sunlight just by covering the disc in the sky itself. She closed the door, dropped her purse, and slumped against it. His cum had run down her leg when she drove. Her back bore his scratches. Her lipstick was all off. Her hair was hopelessly messed from having been tugged and pushed and toyed in. And that was before he caught sight of how she had dressed apparently for class — the crop top hoody, the short frilly dress, and underneath, not even her panties on anymore. She didn’t bother to kick off her total slut shoes. Let him see all for that she is.



He leaned out from the kitchen with an apron on polishing the wine glasses with a tea towel. He stared at her and she kept her face down. Her chest heaved and she sighed. Ready for his accusation, she had her speech prepared, or at least, how it would begin. “Yes, I chea . . . “ she started before he even said anything.



But he started at the same time. “Did you eat something?” He paused. “You had what?”



“I cheated,” she looked up at him through her still deadly dark lined eyes.



He chuckled and turned back into the kitchen. “What, MacDonald’s, or Wendy’s?”



She looked sideways. “I cheated on you,” she said louder.



“What? You had fries too? Ciara! Not fries, you know that’s not fair!”



She gazed around the hallway like someone listening through the walls, and she squinted not clearly understanding what she was hearing. She stepped to the kitchen and stood in the entry watching him wipe glasses and put them away.



“How was class though?”



She nodded and pondered what to say. “Philosophical,” she replied thoughtfully. “I feel opened up.”



Leland turned and nodded at her. “Good, good!” he said. “You should definitely keep going back. It sounds good for you.”



“I was with Dillon,” she said to him.



Leland smirked and chuckled. “He making any headway on your pants?”



“He has my panties,” she said. “Wouldn’t give them back, so there’s that.”



Leland smiled and snorted. “As if.”



Ciara shrugged to his back and peeled her eyes wide looking at the floor. “Welp,” she said, “I’m going up for a shower, got to wash his cum off my tits.”



Leland chuckled more. “Nice one.”



That was then. Now six weeks into the affair, the joke had expanded. She dressed in tight torn faded jeans and tall thigh-high boots with a loose white blouse opened enough to show the front clasps of her cute black balcony bra.



“Bit much for photo class,” Leland said.



“Date night with Dillon,” she corrected him.



“Oh right. I hope you got your nice underwear on for him — or has he stolen all of them?”



She pulled up the waist of her black thongs to show him. “I bought more. He fucks me so hard, they tear.”



He chuckled. “Well, just make sure you finish him off good. He doesn’t get another date with you for a whole week.”



“It’s me who he finishes him off good, dear,” she corrected him again. “He makes me cum so hard it feels like I’m peeing, did I tell you that?”



Leland snorted. “Should I wait up?”



“Actually,” Ciara said, fixing herself at the door. “I might be home much later tonight.”



“Oh, okay.” He kissed her lightly on the lips.



“I’m going to Dillon’s apartment. Probably going to ride him on his couch.”



“That’s nice dear,” he said. He pecked her cheek again, anxious for her to go.



“I’ll text you when I’m heading home, but it might be late like I said. He usually likes to fuck me two or three times.” She waved with her fingers fluttering and slipped out the door.



Leland nodded at her and turned to lean against the door and close it. He twisted his head and squinted his eyes. His smile pulled to one side. “Nahhhh!” he finally said out loud, grabbed a beer, and went to the den to check the game.






Having Her Cake




“I

 had the most awesome day!” Alanis shouted down the hall even before the condo door hissed shut behind her. She squatted on the low stool and struggled to quickly unzip her over-the-knee shiny black boots.

Hayes stepped backward three steps and turned his head up the long hallway. He dragged one moist hand thoughtfully over his apron and held a spatula up in his other hand like a surgeon interrupted in mid-operation. “Somebody’s happy,” he muttered just loud enough for her to hear.

She unfurled her pastel pink infinity scarf from around her neck with her hand pirouetting over her head and bit off her tight shiny black leather gloves like a hyena cleaning a bone. She skated in her stockinged feet over their gleaming hardwood floor up to and into Hayes. “Baby!” she cried out loud. She pressed her cheek into his chest and wrapped her arms tightly around his lower back. “I can’t wait to tell you my news!”

Hayes stiffly allowed her to hug him drawing the sauce-coated spatula higher and away from her cinnamon blonde hair all layered down her back.

“Mm, love you so, so much,” she said in a baby voice, coming apart from him. He gestured to a glass of wine already for her on the counter. The turned her back to him and gulped a swig of the wine. “Soooo,” she teased him with her deep dark eyes set in their corners with her secret-to-tell grin. “Guess who’s getting a free trip to a Playa del Carmen resort, and it’s all for work!” She gulped a self-satisfied second swig of her wine.

“Holy shit,” Hayes’s mouth gaped open. “You’ve only been working there two months.”

“I know!” She pressed her tongue between her glossy pink heart-shaped lips. “Guess I’ve been catching somebody’s eye, you think?” She shrieked and raised her shoulders up to her ears. “I’m so excited!” she yelled. She hopped and skipped over to Haye’s phone playing 50 Cent on the Bluetooth and cranked the volume. She danced seductively across the kitchen gesturing with beckoning fingers to Hayes. She pressed herself against him again and slid down his body like a coating of oil and pushed the apron and t-shirt up to reveal his lower stomach and kissed it. She looked up at him and she said, low and gutturally, “Gonna suck your dick like I’m mad at it!”

“Whoa!” Hayes backed up against the counter.

“What’s the matter hon, ain’t you never been with a woman all heated up like this?” She giggled as she tugged and peeled away his jeans and then his boxers. His semi-stiff cock flopped out onto her face still made up like Sunday or for a night at the clubs. She played with the head of his cock on her outstretched tongue and laughed deeply with some menace in her tone before closing her soft, full lips under the ridge of his head. She moaned on him and scratched at the underside of his testicles with her super long sparkly-painted pink nails before plunging him deep into her throat. She pulled off with tightly pressing lips to make a loud sucking pop sound and stroked his cock with her tiny, cool fist. “Babe, I know you’re busy, but I just gotta!” She shoved his now-fully hard cock deep into her mouth again and this time swirled her stiff tongue all around it like a water snake under a murky pond.

“Not so busy,” Hayes managed to eke out, pushing the spatula away from him on the counter. He plunged his hands into her hair.

She pulled off and away from his touch. “Not my hair, hon, I have to look after it.” She licked lightly up the side of his cock and kissed it. “Okay?” she whispered up to him. Her eyes went sleepy and her voice soft and full of breath. “And tell me when you’re going to come, I don’t want any getting on me. Get it all in my pretty little mouth, okay?” she looked up blinking her big, deep eyes and pointed to her pouty pink mouth. She pushed her lips back over his head and, pressing them tightly closed, she slowly stroked his length inside her mouth and whimpered like it was her who was nearing the edge.

Her cool hand and long, elegant fingers pulled and pushed on his cock and her tongue swirled around his head and shaft inside her burning hot mouth. Hayes looked down at her hair swishing and waving and at her closed eyes, deep dark eye shadow giving her exotic tones of mystery, and her pink lips, frosted and shining, gliding over his cock. He’d have been able to last longer if she hadn’t been whimpering and moaning with his cock stuffed in her throat. As it was, he was quick to the rise and groaned like a man stabbed which gave Alanis all the warning she needed to clasp his ass in her hands and shove him hard into her mouth so even if he went totally spasmodic, his dick wouldn’t slip out of her mouth. He shot hard, lifting himself up on the counter with his hands pressing down behind him stiffly. She went “Mmmm” long and deeply the whole time, until he breathed again and slumped.

She finished licking him clean she laughed and pushed away, dancing across the floor and through the living room to the bedroom. “When’s dinner, hon?” she called over her shoulder.

Hayes blinked at the floor, exhaled a long sigh, and pulled his pants back up. “About 15,” he called to the bedroom. He caught sight of her striding from the closet to the bathroom, naked, slender, athletic, and toned. She caught him watching and smiled and waved. “Gonna shower quick,” she called out from inside the bathroom.

Hayes put the plates out: a veal parmigiana with prosciutto and a tossed arugula. He was working on a new career. “So,” he gestured to dinner.

“So!,” Alanis bit down. “We’re adding a big resort in the Mexican Riviera to our list of deals,” she swallowed and took another forkful. “This is incredible Hayes!” He nodded with his eyes in a humble blink. “But we don’t know which one yet.” She looked at Hayes’s eyes with her own so sparkling and alive, it felt to Hayes he was looking into the Milky Way. “Annnnd,” she smiled looking down unable to contain herself, “Rowan wants to take me.”

“Rowan?”

“My boss, silly. You know Rowan — I’ve talked about Rowan.” She shook her head at him like someone dim on the uptake with a joke. “The expensive suits? The $1,000 coffee machine?”

“Oh!” Hayes rolled his head back. “Rowan. Of course.”

“Yeah, Rowan,” Alanis said softer, gathering up another forkful thoughtfully. “We have to assess a resort and see if it meets our standards for quality before we put it on our list.”

“List of what?”

“You don’t understand,” she shook her head. “This is how the event planning industry works. There are contracts with places, because they want our clients. So we get to pick and choose!” She smiled curtly and full of self-satisfaction.

“How many are going?”

“Oh, just me and Rowan,” she shook her head seriously. “Really, Hayes, this lasagna is crazy good!”

“Veal parmigiana,” he pursed his lips and shut his eyes briefly.

“Whatever, love it!”

“Kind of odd though isn’t it, I mean you just started there. I’d think going on a junket to check a resort out would be something everyone would fight over.”

“I think what you want to say is, congratulations on making yourself stand out in a highly competitive field, Alanis.” She tilted her head and fixed him with narrowed, cold eyes.

“Of course, of course. But just you. Just you and the owner.”

“He said he trusts my eye. He said anyone who dressed like I do isn’t going to miss anything on a renaissance trip.”

“Reconnaissance,” corrected Hayes.

“Mm?” Alanis opened her eyes wide and doe-like to him.

“How long is this  — renaissance — trip?”

“We’re leaving Friday morning,” she replied, her eyes dropping to her plate and not meeting Hayes lingering gaze.

“And?”

“Mm?”

“And returning?”

“Sunday night,” she murmured.

“A weekend,” Hayes put his fork down on his plate.

“It’s not like that,” she shook her head.

“Okay,” Hayes said. “Take me along. I’ll cover my flight.”

“Don’t be ridiculous.”

“Why is that ridiculous?”

“Because you can’t let me excel in my chosen field while you flame out in yours, and you’re going to say he’s trying to come on to me, that it’s my body or my good looks or how I dress and lead him on.”

“I wasn’t saying that.”

“Look me in the eye and tell me you weren’t thinking Rowan invited me just because I’m hot.”

“You are hot.”

“I know that Hayes. But it’s a bit sickening when even you deny I’m smart and try to bring me down and tell me I’m only getting ahead because men want to fuck me.”

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean it like that.”

Alanis dropped her fork and left the table. “I called you on it so don’t deny it. Don’t worry, I’m used to it.” She pushed the bedroom door closed. Hayes got up and strolled to the big windows overlooking the city below, the roads, the river, the hills beyond, all covered in snow, bare black branches lifelessly reaching up like an exhumed gravesite. Maybe she was right, Hayes reflected. Since his IT office scaled back to him and one other hanger-on kept on part-time contracts, he’d been irritable.

Friday came and Alanis stayed home in the morning.

“You’re going to be late?” Hayes poked his nose in the bathroom, rapping his knuckles lightly on the air.

Alanis was in her panties and bra, black, dressy, special, leaning over the counter to carefully do her makeup. “I’m getting picked up,” she intoned flatly trying not to move a muscle in her face. She looked incredible. Sevres blue eye shadow, crimson red lipstick, the tiniest stones in her ears making flashes of light and otherwise invisible.

She seemed nervous. “You look nice,” Hayes said. She didn’t reply. “Really nice — for a plane ride.”

“Don’t be like that,” she said still holding her hand stiffly over her lips.

She sank her head sideways at him and sighed. “Go look at the dress on the bed, tell me if it’s okay or too flirty.”

Hayes looked over his shoulder and gulped a mouthful of coffee. “That white one?”

“Too much?”

It was a dress she wore only once before — to a birthday party with her girlfriends at one of the biggest clubs downtown. They wanted to see how many men they could make hit on them.

“It’s a bit flirty,” Hayes stared at it nodding. He remembered the feeling in his lower stomach the night she flew out the door in it, down to the cab with her friends.

“I have to impress,” she said, stepping out of the bathroom and walking up to him with her eyes half-lidded. “How’s my face?”

She held it an inch from Hayes eyes. It was pretty enough his cock hardened in his sweats. “Makes me want to throw you on the bed right now and take you.”

“Uh-uh-uh!” she teased. She had a tiny bottle of perfume that she misted her neck with — and then between her breasts and, when Hayes stared, she opened the top of her beautiful crimson Brazilian panties and shot a spritz of perfume on her pussy and laughed gutturally before letting them snap on her stomach.

“Who’s that for?” he said, stepping up and reaching out for her.

But she pulled away. “Seriously, no,” she held up her finger at his face. “He’s my boss, I hardly think he’s going to try anything.”

“It’s just . . . “

“Just what?” She tussled with the dress and threw it over her head and stuck her arms up so it fell down around her. “Help me.”

He pulled it down and straightened it. It was tight on her. He zipped up the tiny zipper at the back of her neck. She went to her closet and came out with black stockings and more silvery ones. She held them up one at a time and tick-tocked her head looking at him. “This? Or this?”

The black one’s looked crazy good on her with the white dress but he didn’t want to say.

“Baby?” she stepped to him.

He hung his head.

“It’s just two nights.” She lifted him with a finger on his chin and almost kissed him. “What can happen?” Her phone just then buzzed with a text. “Oh!” She ran to her purse and pulled out her phone. Hayes looked at her. Her eyes suddenly had that sparkle of life in them again and she smiled evilly sending a text back by rapid thumb strokes. When Hayes stepped over beside her she subtly turned the face of her phone away from him and closed the screen the second her text sent. “Car’s coming!” she announced.

“Bye honey, see you in two days, muh, muh!” she imitated the sound of kissing goodbye. Alanis fled the condo without even getting her coat and scarf on.

Hayes looked over the railing of the balcony. There was a stretch limo idling down below. He pulled his hoody around his neck the wind from the lake blew so piercingly cold. “Surely not,” he mumbled. But a driver got out in full livery uniform and opened the back door. Out came a distinguished type of man — a sharp suit, coifed grey hair at the sides, shoes expensive as cars you could tell even from way up there. And in went his Alanis, all smiles and high heels and bouncing hair. The man — Rowan, Hayes surmised — climbed in behind her and pulled the door shut so hard the thud reached Hayes ears even over the howl of ice-laced lake wind. He stepped back over the sliding rails and shut the balcony door and looked around wondering what to try to cook today.

Alanis for some reason she didn’t know went to the backward facing seat against the drivers compartment and laughed full of nerves and excitement. “Mexico here we come!”

Rowan chuckled. His hands were on his thighs and his legs were outstretched. He looked at Alanis as though he could take all the time in the world. “Nice Louboutins,” he nodded looking at her gleaming black pumps.

Alanis giggled and stopped herself, looking down herself and shifting them sideways to admire them with him. “They fit perfectly. How did you know my size?” She looked up at him and pursed her lips to stop her smile from erupting too broadly.

“I’m a man built to observe the little things?” he said as though guessing.

“I think so,” she raised her eyebrows and bit her lip. He patted the seat beside him. She sighed and looked hard sideways as though advice might be found in the dark corner of the car floor before pushing herself up and settling herself beside Rowan.

“We have a couple brochures to look at — it’s about 20 minutes to the airport doors.” He nodded at her as though he needed her permission.

“Sure,” she said, feeling respected and attended to. But when she finally got her eyes up to his eyes, which stayed stock still on hers, she burst out in a tiny giggle. “What?” she asked full of embarrassment.

“Can’t a man just enjoy what you prepared so long and hard for him?”

“What are you talking about?” she squeezed out in a tiny, squeaking voice she hated — her uncontrollably shy voice.

“You’re using a new shade of blue on your eyes I haven’t noticed before.”

She closed her eyes lightly and said softly, “Sevres blue. Do you like?”

“Perfect name,” Rowan said admiringly.

“I thought so,” she agreed, sticking her feet straight out and squeezing her legs together with her hands on her laps. She became suddenly conscious of just how short the dress was. She turned to face out the window as though interested in the passing light poles. She mouthed, silently, to the awakening sunrise, “Oh my god!”

Rowan pulled out of his briefcase a glossy file full of sunny pictures that contrasted so harshly with the passing scene out the window. He opened and settled it on Alanis’s lap. He reached over to flip the pages forward and back giving them both an overview. He rested the side of his hand on her thigh as his agile fingers flipped the sheets and he leaned over near her shoulder so they could both see.

He spoke in a deep, resonate and quiet voice. “I really think we’re going to like this Cala de Mar place. What do you see here?”

The intimacy caught Alanis off guard but she steadied herself with a big inhalation, slowly letting it out so her nerves would settle. “It’s an impressive entrance,” she turned her face to his with her eyes still on the picture a moment, before turning them to him as well. His face was too close but pulling hers away would state that, so she didn’t. They were two inches apart.

“I thought you’d see that, that’s good, that’s what sells it, that’s what people remember the most, did you know that?”

“I’ve never been to a resort,” she replied unable to not drop her eyes to his lips. She didn’t mean to speak so low and softly.

“You deserve it, don’t you know that?”

She rolled her eyes and puffed air out her nose and said, “I hardly think so.” She wrapped her hand around the handle above the door in the ceiling.

“Hanging on for a rough ride?” he smiled at her.

“No!” she scoffed and smiled against her will. A moment later she lowered her hand from it but she still didn’t know where to put it and it just laid palm up in the dip of her dress between her legs. “Show me more,” she said, looking back at the pictures in her lap. When Rowan looked too, flipping through the photos, she snuck a sideways peak at his face, his nose, his mouth, his chin. She breathed in deep and her chest heaved. She bit down on her tongue and clenched her eyes — she noticed her nipples were erect enough to poke through her special bra and show on her dress.

“Tell me,” he intoned, spreading five 8 x 11’s out on the floor of the car around her feet, “which room shall we try?”

She looked at them each in turn as though pondering deeply as requested, but she was thoroughly distracted by his singular use of the word “room,” and his use of “we,” as well. Her heart began to beat hard and she licked her lips. “That one, maybe,” she nearly whispered, and she touched the toe of her gift-shoes to the biggest one.

“Expensive tastes,” he said, sliding down to his knees on the floor of the car in front of her to gather up the pictures.

“Yes,” she nodded. “Don’t you?”

“I do,” he replied. He paused looking up at her, his face in inch from her knees. She struggled nearly to the breaking point to keep them perfectly still and not let them part a fraction of a millimeter. Their eyes met and she felt it for a moment: she felt she could.

The window to the front cracked open and glided down. “Terminal just ahead,” the driver announced like a pilot.

Rowan fit the sheets together in the folder and slipped it back in his briefcase. “Leave your coat here,” he said to Alanis, patting her arm as she leaned forward to get it on. “It’ll be here when we return. If you can handle the dash across the sidewalk,” he nodded out the window at the airport doors.

It wasn’t the airport that she knew. When she dashed looks out both sides and even out the tiny back window like a captured hostage, Rowan patted her thigh and chuckled softly. “West Terminal — the private one.”

The door was opened and the driver extended his gloved hand to help her out. They were right in front of some doors that instantly swished open. Rowan strode around and caught up, giving some quiet instructions to the driver and a tip. She saw it was a hundred but gave him no reaction.

Inside, they were greeted by a woman who calmly gestured for them to follow her. Alanis turned to Rowan beside her and couldn’t stop her face from showing she was terribly impressed. Rowan shook his head and snorted. “It’s just money, Alanis,” he said quietly to her. “Otherwise, it’s all the same.”

‘No it isn’t” the voice in her head screamed.

They were ushered out to a heated hanger and straight to the steps extending from a tiny jet. “Lear?” she turned to him as she glided gracefully up in front of him, trying to sound sophisticated.

“A Hawker 400,” he said. “A smoother ride, I think.” There were only four seats that face each other — it was no bigger inside than the limo. “I had the engines customized, though,” he said, scanning around like an inspector. “It goes much faster than any Lear.”

Alanis chose a seat and leaned back to cross her legs. “How fast, Mr. Athens?” She bit the tip of her pinky finger.

“Rowan, always,” he stated with finality, if even with a slight smile. “545 miles per hour.”

“Is that fast?” she asked in as innocent a voice as she could put on. The plane jerked and began to slowly roll out of the hanger into the morning light.

“Well,” he showed her his watch, set to the stopwatch function with the hundredths flashing by. “I’m seeing if we can do front door in downtown Minneapolis — your place — to the concierge’s flutes of champagne being handed to us at the resort in under 5 hours.”

She nodded and gazed out the tiny window as though that meant something to her.

“Why don’t you relax, I’ve got some calls to make, there’s WIFI on board,” he used his foot to pop open a small fridge, “drinks, coffee machine,” he used his thumb to point over his shoulder. “In a minute the pilot is going to set the auto and come get us our breakfast.”

“The coffee machine of course,” she looked at him slyly. She didn’t know anyone would be joining them in the passenger cabin.

He caught her look. “Don’t worry,” he said to her quietly. “Once breakfast is out of the way,” he said, and he gestured with his hand to suggest the door to the cockpit would be closed.

“Can I use the washroom?” she said.

“Alanis, mi plane su plane,” he said.

“Pardon?”

“Make yourself at home,” he chuckled. “It’s just you and me for the next several hours.”

She went in the washroom and shut the door behind her. The lights and fan came on. She leaned on the small counter unable at first to lift her face to the mirror. But when she did, she gazed at her face and sighed and tilted her head sideways. She buried her face in her hands and said outlaid, “What am I going to do?”

She taught she needed to remove herself from his presence long enough to ask herself would she or wouldn’t she, but instead, the only question forcing itself to the front of her mind was, Can I lie good enough or not? Because she knew without a doubt the first question was nailed as a butterfly to cork. “Alanis, Alanis, Alanis,” she said to herself. She ran the water to make noise so it seemed she was in there for a purpose. She hiked her skirt and pulled out her panties. Soaked, of course. She pulled the door open and slipped back out. Rowan caught sight of her and gave her a silent smile and wave. He was otherwise engaged on his phone with a laptop open to an spreadsheet full of dancing numbers. She pulled her bag from beside her seat and went back. She changed her panties.

When she came out again, she bumped right into the pilot who was just then making his way to the breakfasts. “Sorry!” she said.

“Not a problem, ma’am,” he intoned deeply. He didn’t even check her out.

She returned to her seat and pulled out her phone. Even without asking, Rowan had anticipated her and scrawled out the password for the jet WIFI. He stayed engaged with his phone call otherwise — a serious, fact-finding call, it sounded like, about invoices, payment terms, bank rates and who knows what else.

She looked out the window. She didn’t even realize they’d climbed so high. Below in the spreading sun of morning, she could see endless fallow fields mite-like cars crawling along stems of roads. Rowan’s call ended and she looked at him with her eyes bright and her feet kicked out. But he paused her with his finger and called someone else. He gazed out the window reciting numbers and hearing other numbers back. Alanis got up and walked around, checking out the back, the various secret cubby holes and little doors, and peeked up front, cracking open the cockpit door. The pilot spun around.

“Everything all right, ma’am?” he shot back in short clipped military precision.

“Sorry!” she said, easing the door closed again. She tried the two other seats. Rowan replaced his phone with earbuds and studied his screen only momentarily speaking in staccato to someone about something happening on the screen. She leaned over and made it obvious she was peeking. He noticed her and instead of turning it away, he turned it toward her. He flicked his thumb to mute his phone and pointed at graphs that jerked and grew like spreading cracks in so many tiny windows.

“This one is . . . “ he began, but Alanis snapped his finger in her tiny fist and brought it to her lips. She closed her eyes and pressed his finger to her lips that she at first kept pressed closed, until the slight pressure popped his finger inside her mouth. She pushed it all the way in and wrapped her pretty pink tongue around it like a snake.

When she opened her eyes, Rowan was transfixed by the sight of his finger disappearing between her lips. She moaned and sucked, pulling his finger back out and pushing it back in.

Rowan seemed startled by his earbuds. “Yes, yes,” he said, “Here, just a sec.” He fumbled with his one free hand to unmute his phone. “Yeah got all that,” he said. His eyes stayed on her mouth. “Roger that, yeah, when we get together we can review that,” he said to the person on the phone.

Alanis pulled his finger out of her mouth leaving it glistening wet from her saliva. She pulled up the edge of her dress as high as her waist revealing her panties — already showing wet again. She opened the top of them and she shut her eyes half way staring into Rowan’s eyes as she pressed his wet finger inside her panties. She exhaled when she forced his finger to curl and to enter her pussy. She was so wet, he slipped right in.

Rowan stayed on the line clarifying numbers and correcting percentages as his eyes darted from the screen of his laptop to Alanis’s lidded eyes and opening mouth, and lower, to her panties and his hand beneath, and back again. He began to rub her infuriatingly lightly and grindingly slowly. She couldn’t help rotating her hips, lifting them and chasing his finger with her pussy. She smiled at him and he smiled back at her.

“I should go, got some business to attend here,” he said on his phone, but Alanis shook her head and pointed at the phone to insist he keep on the call. She placed his laptop on the table of the next chair and turned it so he could see it, and she moved away the table in his lap. Rowan sank back with his phone in his hand and the wire going to his ears. “No, second thought, let’s keep going and get this number shit done once and for all,” he said to his wire.

Alanis stood in front of him and spread her feet around his outstretched legs. She reached over and found her phone and her own earbuds. She paused straddling her legs, scrolling on her phone, letting Rowan gaze up and down her body she presented to him full on. She found her music, classic Dead Prez, Mind Sex. She closed her eyes and began to find the beat with her body. She leaned over and replaced one of Rowans wired earbuds with one of her own Bluetooth ones. She found another for her other ear.

She ran her fingers, stretched and straight, bending backward, from her chest up her neck, over her cheeks and ears and over her scalp, pulling out her long cinnamon hair out before letting it fall, stretching her arms high over her head. With her arms straight up, she began to swivel her hips and torso in opposite directions and slowly bent her knees till she came down all the way to squatting on the floor between Rowan’s knees.

She glanced out her eyes and giggled and lost her nerve but only momentarily — she knew to keep her eyes closed. She turned around and moved her body like a reed in the shallow sea swayed by slow currents. She reached around her back and drew down the zipper that Hayes had done up only a couple of hours earlier. She shifted her shoulders and rotated them one at time in time to music she knew Rowan could hear too. When he didn’t talk for a while, she turned around and gave him a disapproving glare and stopped moving till he began talking again to his phone mate. When he did she turned away again and began to move again. She pushed one shoulder off and then the other. She took her time working it down her body till it fell the rest of the way and crumpled like a white cloud at her shoes. She lifted it with her foot and threw it to one of the seats. She stepped over to the seat facing Rowan and sat slumped deeply. She lifted her legs in the air and made a show of slipping off her shoes — the ones Rowan gifted her. She lifted her hips and began to slide her stockings up her legs one at a time.

Down to just her panties and bra, she reached down and put her shoes back on and stepped over close to Rowan again. He reached out to touch her stomach but she slapped his hand and shook her head at him, slowly, confidently. She began to dance for him as though she had rehearsed, as though she were at least an serious amateur, if not professional. She knelt one knee on his seat and brought her belly close to his face. When he leaned forward, she pressed her finger into his forehead and pouted her lips and shook her head again. He asked his contact to repeat what he’d said and gazed at her taut stomach, the rise of her breasts inside the bra, her neck.

She reached inside her panties and he watched closely as she found her way to her lips inside. Her hand came back out a moment later and she brought her glistening finger to his lips and pushed her finger inside his mouth. He was losing concentration but she wouldn’t let him hang up. She turned around and pushed her ass up into his chest and slowly grinded it against him there. She slapped his hand again when he grabbed.

She reached down between her legs and found his fly. She pulled it down and fumbled inside until she found what she was looking for: his erection. She lifted it out of the slit in his underwear and began to rub her own breasts as she slid her hand up and down his hot, throbbing cock.

She turned around and leaned over him to run her tongue into his ear. He cleared his throat and loosened his tie. She licked the side of his face and when he pressed his hand into her breast, she let him with no protest this time. When she pushed his head gently to the side and licked his neck, he pushed her cups down and her tits fell out for him. He rubbed her nipples and she moaned and reached behind herself to unclasp her bra and shake it down her arms. She tossed it on top of her dress on the other seat.

She pulled his shirt out of his pants and danced lower and lower till she was licking the line of his stomach at the top of his pants. She slid further down to her knees. She studied his belt and pants and opened him like she was engaged in a delicate operation. He ran his hand over her forehead and into her luscious hair and she moaned approval. She pulled up his cock and kissed the head. She turned her face sideways to consider him as she licked it. Their eyes met and she held his gaze as she wrapped her tongue lightly around his shaft, dragging it down and up to the head. Finally she closed her eyes and engulfed him completely, her lips meeting his pubis.

With his cock completely crammed in her mouth, she wondered where this had come from. She felt free to do whatever she wanted — and both parts were new to her, both what she wanted and the freedom, the confidence, to not think it, but just do it. Was it being in the sky at 44,000 feet? Was it zooming to Mexico at 500 something miles per hour? Was it the attention of a man who had more than everything she had ever known was possible? She ground down on him, pushing her tongue up and down the underside of his cock, her delicate fingers squeezing and releasing, her long pink painted nails lightly scratching his shaft and his belly and his legs. When he held her cheek in his hand, she shivered and sucked him harder. When he reached to cup her bare breast in his hand, she felt her inner foot twitch. It was a sign since she was a little one, masturbating with the shower head. But what was going on? She wasn’t even touching herself, and yet the unmistakable point of no return was rushing up on her. She moaned and cried with his cock in and out of her mouth and his hands — one on her breast, the other in her hair, tugging and twisting. She reached between her legs unbelieving and found herself so wet, she worried she peed. But it was real — the slightest touch of her fingers made her crunch her core and sink down arching her back.

She lifted her mouth off his cock but only to catch her breath and cry out loud. She tried to stop it but it had gone too far. She squeezed his cock hard to hold on and her pussy felt like it began to gush. She dove her mouth back down on his cock with a hunger that surprised her. She wanted almost too much to make him come. Her body twitched and spasmed and tears filled her eyes. She squeezed his cock as hard in her fist as she could and jerked him like a jack hammer, following her fist with her mouth, fast, deep and hard. She whimpered as she lost that momentary lapse of consciousness that only happens with the most powerful of them, and she felt weightless as her entire body seized and released with everything. She almost hadn’t noticed that her mouth filled with warm honey. She pulled off in surprise only to have Rowan’s cock shoot repeatedly in her face and chin and neck and bare breasts. She saw him stretched out like a board and gripping his arm rests like a dying passenger, his eyes clenched, his mouth in a grimace and when she realized he was coming took she pushed her pretty little mouth back over his cock and sucked and milked what he had to give her, the whole while trembling in her body like it was being electrocuted.

She picked herself up and flopped in the seat beside Rowan, passed out in his seat. She struggled back to the washroom and cleaned herself up, replaying her make up and straightening her hair. When she came out, she found Rowan also decent again, chatting with the pilot who was gentlemanly enough to not even glance at her. Rowan turned to Alanis and said, “Descending, better get our seatbelts on.”

At the airport, they were ushered to another waiting limo. At the resort, they didn’t have to check in — flutes of champagne were handed to them, but they didn’t stop walking till they got to the door of their suite. The whole time from the blowjob to the hotel door closing behind her was a dream or an out of body experience. She opened the curtains and gazed at the private pool surrounded by lush ferns and palms. Rowan stepped behind her and she turned as though on trigger alert and pressed her mouth to his, her tongue to his, and her hips, to his. She ground against him and he undressed her smoothly, even as she undressed him frantically.

He opened the door and they fell out together locked in an embrace. Naked and private they held hands stepping down into the pool. She swam and rolled and frolicked and swam back to him, finally awake again. She floated up to him, wrapped her arms around his neck and head and her legs around his waist. She pushed her breasts into his neck and face and came away to dip down and kiss him like lovers do. “I like this one,” she said to him low and gravelly.

“Shall we recommend it, or do you think we need to check a couple more out next month?”

She giggled and fell away from him to float on her back. The sun was hot and felt good on her skin. She came out of the pool and shook water from her foot at his face where he sat on the steps with his eyes closed. She lounged on the large round bed outside with pillows everywhere. She and never rolled around in such luxury. Rowan came out of the pool after her.

“I’ve planned a special dinner for just us two on the private rooftop,” he said, taking her heel in his hand and kissing her toes. She let him, watching him take each one at a time in his mouth.

“How do you know what I like?”

“You’ll like,” he said with an affirmative nod and knowing chuckle. He set her foot gently down and knelt on the bed with his hands rising up her calves to her knees that she pulled up. She bit her finger considering him and giggled. He began to press her legs apart. She entered that state again and felt more than saw his head duck down, slowly kissing a trail up both inner thighs inexorably reaching both too slow and too fast to the top where she knew what awaited him. But he enraged her body by kissing and poking with his tongue everywhere but where her button, enraged and throbbing, lay. Everywhere he kissed and licked, her hips rose and fell and swiveled trying to catch him. Her delicate fingers twisted in the sheet and her head thrashed side to side. She kicked and writhed. She knew she was leaking all over the bed but she didn’t care. He didn’t bring the woman out of her, he brought a prehistoric animal out of her. Her back arched and her chest heaved. She moaned and yelped and cried his name. When he finally took her clit under his tongue, she went rigid like someone impaled and she arched so far her face was backward toward the room. He had brought her to such a high edge, that when he licked her clit directly, she lost it for the second time that day, more powerfully even than the first time.

At dinner, she marveled at how he had gained utter control of her body with  not only a minimum of words and so little time, but also without even haven fucked her yet. She couldn’t listen to him describe all the food, all she could hear was the deep dulcet tone of his voice, and her mouth fell to the seductions of the food no less than her twitching and raw pussy had to his tongue. Her chest heaved and her body could not sit still. Sunset over the ocean beckoned her gaze, but she couldn’t take her eyes off his. When he finally suggested it might be time to saunter back, she bolted out of her chair and grabbed his hand and nearly ran him back to their suite. She whispered in his ear as he tried to pass generous tips to anyone of the many people involved in setting the perfect dinner for them, “I have to fuck you right now.” She chewed at his ear and pressed her leaking body against him. When he stopped again to tip the maître d, she clutched at his crotch and rode his hip with her dress riding up over her own hips. She didn’t care. “Baby, fuck me now!” she cried against his face she licked. He just smiled demurely at the man who nodded and politely looked away.

In the suite, Alanis rode Rowan till she came on him, her pussy clutching and releasing his cock deep inside until he filled her. A few hours later, she backed into him and took his cock again until he came and then she did again — four times? she thought to herself. By dinner Saturday, she had completely lost count. He fucked her against the glass window, in the huge walk in shower, on the bathroom counter, in the pool, on the lounger, in a cabana on the beach, one side open to the roaring waves, and in the back of the private car touring them around to local sights. The flight back she rode him in his seat even when the pilot excused himself and squeezed by them to get their dinner prepared. By the time the limo pulled up in front of her condo, tires crunching on the ice, she couldn’t imagine how many times they fucked, sucked, orgasmed and kissed.

She squeezed her top lip in thought as the elevator whisked her back up to their floor. She came in and dropped her bag and sagged against the wall halfway down the hall. She leaned against it and sank her head back and stared into the middle distance through the ceiling and exhaled with an gaped mouth smile. “Oh wow,” she breathed.

“Honey?” Hayes stepped backward into the hall with is apron on. “You home?”

She wanted to say “No, not really,” or “How the hell should I know?” Instead she only nodded completely drained of energy. She smiled like a stoner at him and her eyes closed. It was hard to get the memories, all wrapped up as one, out of her mind.

“Got a cacciatore just about ready,” he offered.

“Ate on the plane,” she moaned, unable to move.

“You okay?” He stepped up to her, but not closely, as though he were slightly afraid.

“I think so,” she said. “I’ll eat. Did you study this one?”

“I’m proud of it, yes.”

It was impossible to hide from him, even as dense as he was. “You seem pretty different, Alanis. Did something happen?”

She thought long and hard and she realize that even thinking long and hard was going to be more evidence for him that something had occurred.

“Was there something wrong?” he asked, full of genuine concern.

She realized he couldn’t tell the difference between a woman worn out from a traumatic event, and one who had been so thoroughly fucked, she didn’t know or care what day it was. “It’s nothing,” she whispered, trying to swing the balance to the negative to keep him from uncovering that she’d been fucking Rowan since the moment she got in the limo till the moment she climbed back out fifteen minutes earlier — literally. She was riding him in front of the building, bouncing the car, if only Hayes had looked down from the balcony.

“Did he try something?” he asked slamming his fork down.

There were so many ways to answer that. “It’s nothing,” she tried. She stared at her plate with her face straight down hoping to god she could obscure the damned smile she couldn’t get off her face.

“Did that guy try to come onto you?” Hayes was angry.

Alanis realized that she wouldn’t be able to make it go away, and if he was destined to be angry, it was better it be at “that guy” for coming onto her, than at her for fucking his and her brains out the last 72 straight hours. “I controlled him,” she didn’t lie.

In bed, she explained that she was still a little traumatized by it, and Hayes understood, and comforted her till she fell asleep. In the morning, he had presented her, on his computer screen, phone numbers to call to report the boss/predator. It took her a few moments to remember what he was talking about.

“I don’t know, Hayes,” she said. “I controlled it. Let me just go back into work and I’ll let you know if he got the message.”

“But Alanis!” he protested.

“Trust me baby?” she said, kissing the air in front of his lips.

Three weeks later, Alanis had to break it to Hayes that another trip was on them. “It’ll be fine,” she said.

“I don’t want you to go,” he was firm.

“You have to let me do my thing,” she insisted. “I’ll be fine,” she said, “Rowan looks after me well,” she accidentally said. She immediately knew she had slipped and turned away from Hayes to think hard and fast.

“He looks after you?” The confusion was thick in the air.

“I mean, he protects me.” She realized she only made it worse.

“What the hell, Alanis?”

“I have to go to bed. I’m leaving tomorrow morning.”

“Alanis”

“Hayes, it’s okay.”

“How close are your rooms going to be?” he shook his head like he was trying to get the picture.

She looked at him and her head tilted to the side in sympathy. She bit her lip. She so wanted to be a better liar. She only pursed her lips.

“You’re not sharing a room.” He stated it like a logical puzzle. But when Alanis only continued to stare at him, the realization dawned on him that something important was being conveyed. “You are sharing a room?” he whisper shouted.

She closed her eyes and ever so slightly nodded.

“How does that work, Alanis? What, they have suites with rooms, separate beds, like?”

The poor man, she thought. He doesn’t get it. She shook her head no. “I have to get to bed, the car is going to be here early.”

Hayes, in protest, slept on the couch. By the time he awoke, she had already left, without even saying goodbye.

She returned two days later more shagged out than even the first time. “Are you leaving me?” he confronted her in the hallway before she even got her shoes off.

“What? No,” she shook her head at the absurdity. “Rowan’s not the marrying type, believe me.” She pushed past him into the kitchen. “What you got cooking this time?” she called over her shoulder.

“A bouillabaisse but that’s beside the point!” he shouted from the hallway.

“Come on, baby,” she came out and took his hand in hers and brought it to her lips to kiss it. “Don’t I give you enough, hm?”

He fumed.

“Baby,” she leaned close and whispered in his ear. “I can make it all better for you right now if you just get in bed for me when I come out of the shower.”

Sitting up in bed after, Hayes said, “Are you in love with him?”

She sighed and kissed his hand again to think. “Define love,” she said. “Right?” she added, and chuckled. “He’s no threat to you, though. You should know that.”

“You haven’t told me exactly what’s been going on,” Hayes watched her lips on his hand.

“You don’t want to know,” she said, and in her mind, she added, “believe me.”

“But you’re going to see him again?” Hayes asked hoping it was no but knowing if she didn’t say yes, she wouldn’t deny it either.

“We’re going away Thursday.”

“What?” Hayes was despondent.

“We settled a big contract with the right resort, he wants to celebrate.” She tried to kiss his hand again but he pulled it away.

“This isn’t even business anymore!” he protested. “Where this time?”

“Paris,” she smiled because she couldn’t stop. She’d never been.

“Paris? What the fuck, Alanis?” Hayes shot upright.

“Baby,” she tried to cup his cheek. “You have to understand.”

“Understand what?”

“Poor baby,” she said. She shook her head and smiled weakly at him.

“What is he to you, Alanis?” He folded his arms over his chest.

“He’s,” she began. She picked his hand up again and pushed it into her chest between her breasts. “He’s my boyfriend, Hayes. You need to understand that now.”

Hayes shot his head around at sharp angles rapidly and gasped three times before giving her his best shocked and appalled expression. “You’re what?”

“He’s my boyfriend, baby,” she explained again.

“You can’t have a boyfriend, Alanis, you already have a husband!”

“Yes I can,” she nodded like she was easing him into a difficult truth.

“I’m not going to live with it!” He jutted his jaw and glared at the opposite wall.

“Yes you will, silly,” she said.

He narrowed his eyes and bore them into hers. “Why would I?” his voice rose to a shrill cry.

“Because I’m telling you to,” she cooed back. She reached under the sheet and carefully lifted his flaccid cock off his leg and gently squeezed it. “Because I need you to,” she nodded to him. His eyes bugged out. “And besides, who are you going to practice your chef wizardry on, hey?” She laughed lightly, trying to lift his spirits.

“I can’t,” he said.

“Would you like me to suck you, honey? Would that help clear your mind?”

He closed his eyes and gritted his teeth. He clenched his jaw till it hurt, but finally he angrily yanked the sheets off and left himself exposed to her. He looked away and she went down between his legs with a knowing smile. After taking him deeply in her mouth a few times, she rose up to his face. “Baby, you’re my husband, I can’t live without you, you know that.” She went back down on him and dutifully finished him off.

On Thursday morning, he helped her pack. “Got your bathing suit?”

She giggled at him. “Silly! Rowan just buys me one when we get to places. He likes to,” she said, kissing his nose.

As she threw the bag strap over her shoulder and put her hand on the door, she turned to him. She looked stunning in her Suri Alpaca coat and lush thick scarf and sharp red beret. She was made up to the nines, as well she ought to be, he thought, she spent hours getting ready.  He even helped her into her new panties — “Rowan likes me in hipster thongs,” she explained.

“Does he fuck you on these trips? Be honest with me!” he demanded.

She stood at the door uncomprehending how he could ask such a question. Her eyes squinted slightly. Did he not know that that was hardly the beginning of it? “It’s going to be Christmas in Paris for me!” Her eyes widened at the thought and she turned and opened the door, happy to escape the awkwardness.

“What am I to you?” Hayes asked her in his grey sweats and hoodie.

She paused in the open door only half turning her head so he could only see her eyelashes and lips. They were stark red. She wore Rowan’s pearl drop earrings. “Why, you’re my husband of course,” she said, stepping away and letting the door hiss closed.





Cheating on Sundays
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 icole pulled her avocado-green sarong skirt up her bronze-stockinged legs and shifted the waist till it sat loose on her hips slung just below her navel. She French-tucked her white satin blouse and turned up the collar. Her short messy bob cut, glazed-sand blonde, and her onyx eyes, teal shaded and thickly lined in coal black, made her warm cheeks and beige lips, glossy and full, almost too much even for her. “Seriously girl?” she muttered under her breath, “on a Sunday?” she intoned with her face close to the mirror and her pinky fixing the edge of her lipstick.



She nonetheless high-stepped out the bathroom and sat on the French 18

 

th


 
C. end-of-bed bench, crossed her toned and slender legs, and fitted on her white-strap platform sandals — the ones with the cute red bow at the peep-toe, and she smirked. She bought them with him on a risky shopping excursion. She stepped like a cat with plans down the curving stairs and called to the high arching ceiling from the foyer by the tall, double-front doors, “Going to church!”



She paused with her hand on the knob, her head cocked for Cash’s inevitable grunting acknowledgement from his two-story Lennon-white music room — his “studio” — through the marble hall and down the three room-wide steps. Instead, he startled her coming from behind, from the direction of the vast kitchen. Aging punk-rock stars, Nicole remembered some other aging and jealous musician muttering to her at a party: they make a lifelong career of mirco-managing the royalties from three years of pounding out noise that cried out for the crushing of that exact same system. Not for nothing did he earn the nickname “Cash.”

“A little fancy for our tiny parish,” he said in his whiskey and dope voice, lifting the tail of her blouse and rubbing it between his finger and thumb like he was sampling a fabric in a Marrakech souke.

“I’m the famous Cash’s trophy doll,” she teased her matte taupe fingernail along the underside of his jawline, pulling his face up to hers and away from her small but semi-transparently revealed chest. “You want me going out there making you look cheap?” She caught the tip of her tongue between her teeth and closed her eyes and raised her eyebrows.

He punched his fist into his waist and leaned his elbow against the door frame. “You remind of when I was able to hold you down.”

She spread her stance and pushed her tall, straight, trim body against his sagging, loose, and bent body straight on. “That was only last year, poopsy.” She brought her circled lips to his nose.

“And they say 40-year age differences doom a marriage,” he chuckled and turned back to his kitchen. Still, 65 loomed like a cloud on the desert horizon — now mere months away. He heard the heavy front door close and the motor of his wedding gift to her roar to life — that sweet green ’67 Jag roadster. “Praise be to God,” he called over his shoulder to her, though she was long gone.

Up the coast, after the road peels away from the cliffs and winds through the sparse and tall forests, it levels back down along a string of scalloped beaches, each with its own village of beach-wear shops, surfboard rentals, and sequestered low-profile mountainside homes looking more like lurking bunkers amidst the obscuring coifed foliage planted around them. In one village sat her church, a prim, proper story-book white steepled symmetrical house of worship where, at that moment, people who knew her and her car were gathering in their Sunday bests. She geared down to respect the slow limit signs, but she didn’t turn in — she also didn’t look sideways. Ray-Bans low on her nose, her head low in the seat, she slipped through like smoke under the door. One more village along sat the Juniper Motel, a low bungalow style row of rooms stretching out from a drive-thru check-in with a chatty former beauty contestant behind the tall counter. Here is where she turned.

Jesus’s old Datsun pick-up was already parked in front of unit 12. She rumbled past to where the parking spots petered out in crumbled pavement and eventually to a mud path that ran around the side where she hid her note-worthy wheels amidst the dumpsters, grease barrels and assorted abandoned trucks and cars washed up there like there’d been a tsunami years ago.

She walked in her golden spike pumps dangling her purse by its chain. It was a lovely day — such a shame to spend it inside with the curtains closed, she smirked. The door was open. She leaned it closed behind her and withdrew her shades from her face and rolled her head back. She took him in, laying there topless like some Cuban general or Bahamian prince. His dark skin curved and flowed over his sinews and joints like smooth, tight plastic wrap. Rough patches of coiled pubic hairs darkened his jaw, his underarm, and his abdomen. His one leg, bent, strayed from under the pure white crumpled sheet that lay strewn over him. He leaned his black curls, wild and shagged, against the pillows, also white, also pure, behind him, on his bent arm. “Mi amante ilicito . . . “ she murmured through a spreading smile.

“I missed you,” he said with that coffee-and-smoke Columbian accent of his that made her whole being scrunch into a pit in her stomach.

She dropped her purse. He chuckled and smiled that wide Adam Rodriquez smile of his and his eyes, dark, dangerous, and penetrating, drew down her body so fiercely she felt them like fingers. He got everything right — the replacement sheets and pillows, the sparkling wine, the grapes and olives, even the point lights and the Baiuca on the speaker. She tugged out her tucked-in top and exhaled Her long, deft fingers began to poke out her tiny buttons down the front of her top. “I nearly phoned you,” she said.

“You know better than to do that, Nicole,” he said, his “Nicole” sounding more like a revolutionary name for a particularly useful rifle than for a straying church-going wife.

She snorted and dropped her shoulders behind her to let her loose blouse float down her arms the way clouds slide down tropical mountain-sides. She wore a seafoam green balcony bra. He licked his lips and his thin, ridiculous moustache — really a few patches of hairs — drove her crazy enough to want to tear him apart. He shifted his arms and she could feel the effect inside her of seeing his biceps, rippled and toned, and his stomach with edges sharp enough to open a bottle on.

She bent and squatted and wiggled more than she needed to work her sarong over her hips to let it drop far enough to lift one foot, then the other, out. She made a parade of stepping in her heels in nothing but her underwear — tight hipsters matching her bra — over to the chair where she took excessive time folding and draping her blouse and skirt.

He chuckled at her show. “You tink I’m going to wait forever,” he grinned.

She came to the foot of the bed and knelt there. She reached behind her one side then the next to pull the strap of her shoes to let them drop there. “Baby,” she exhaled. She pushed her hand down the front of her panties and rolled her head back. She pulled her hand out and brought her finger to her lips held in a tight little circle, and she sucked her finger in. “Patience,” she whispered with a devil’s grin. That was the infuriating and enticing thing about him: he had all the patience, certainly much more than her. She tugged the sheet and he sneered. She pulled and pulled until he was completely uncovered. She pushed her hand inside her panties again and gazed across the foreign, exotic landscape stretched out before her. He might have been a starved and traumatized refugee when he was found nearly drowned in a ditch on the side of an LA freeway that her church sponsored and rescued, but now, the church’s groundskeeper, handyman, and all-round doer of good deeds was a Latin David with a thick ropey member that made her shiver with unquenchable cravings she could barely suppress in public on the church steps Sundays, and had no reason to in his rented room, like now.

She panted like a wolf at the conclusion of a hunt and hung her head low over his pelvis and looked up through the top of her eyes to his dark, glinting eyes with animalistic wildness on her face. She stood his cock up, heavy and with a girth wider than she could reach, and she lowered her glossy lips, fresh and girly, to his big, dark, and sinister cock to kiss it. The contrast was extreme, at once all dark and forceful, and soft and yielding. She pushed down. He inhaled as though she was too hot. She pulled off, she laughed, and she fell back onto him, unable to pretend anymore, unable to restrain herself. She filled her mouth until it — the monster — pushed at the top of her throat.

When she had finally got enough in her mouth to calm herself a moment, she sat up on his thighs, tickled and scratched his now thick pipe of a cock, and watched his face. “Who else did you fuck this week?” she raised her eyebrows challengingly at him.

“I only fuck jou,” he replied with emphasis.

“You’re a bullshitter, Jesus,” Nicole bit her bottom lip and rubbed her palm around the big head of his tall cock.

“I swear to god, Nicole,” he made a cross on his chest. But of course he had a grin because he doesn’t really lie.

She contorted to bring her mouth back down to his cock and she took it deep in her mouth and swirled her tongue around it. “I don’t mind, there are lot of pretty ladies stuck in those lonely mansions just like me — you do a lot of their lawns don’t you.” She sucked on him gently and softly.

“Not one as pretty as Nicole,” he said in that killer accent of his. He pushed his hands into her hair and tugged.

She seethed and gritted her teeth. “You know I have to have your cock in me, why don’t you ever try to fuck me, I’m always the one having to fuck you.” She tore her panties off and impatiently wiggled her feet where they caught. She shimmied up his toros and reached below her, between her legs, to stroke him. He massaged her small breasts inside her bra.

“I tink maybe jou like it that way,” he spoke with that gravely voice.

“Of course I do, you idiot,” she said, lowering her hips till his head pressed against her lips there. She was wet. She pushed and her lips spread around his cock and she slowly lowered herself unsure if he would fit inside her. “It’s because you’re too big. You’ll break me if you fuck me.” She laughed between pants and moans. “Fuck, Jesus,” she wheezed, “you feel too good.”

She shook her head forward and leaned her hands on his massive shoulders and chest and began to carefully rock herself on top of him, slowly gathering the pace as her pussy eased and his cock penetrated deeper. She found her depth and rhythm and she lowered herself close enough to kiss him. “You can tell me, you know,” she breathed shallow and hard. “I know you fuck half the valley.”

“Not half,” he corrected her.

“Half the parish, then,” she breathed as much as said.

He only shrugged and searched the corner of the ceiling with his eyes as if wondering if it were maybe true. “I am grateful for what the parish did for me,” he said in his best poor Pablo voice.

“You piece of shit, Jesus,” Nicole spewed, and she snapped her hips and twerked on him hard and deep. It made her cry and yelp and throw her head back. She leaned down and bit hard on his gorgeous lower lip and she hammered her hips against his, panting and sweating against him.

When he pushed her off as though she was light as paper, and forced her under him, and pressed her legs apart and up so her feet dangled over his shoulders, and when he shoved himself like an animal into her, one hard, deep fuck to her hilt, her arms spread wide, her fingers twisted into the white sheets, and she arched her back, she knew: she had aroused him; she knew: she was going to get fucked so hard into the bed she wasn’t going to be able to walk after.

He jolted her body so hard her lungs were emptied and her hips were stretched. She came, of course, he always made her cum, and frequently. It was always an orgasm of blasting light making her cry out so loud it was as though every switch in the studio were flipped on and cranked to 10. By the time he came, she was nothing but a limp rag, a doll with no frame, her mind gone and her energy spent.

When he pulled out and collapsed beside her, she barely was able to roll over against him. “Oh my god, Jesus. That was incredible.”

“Jou always say that, Nicole.”

“Cash will be wondering where his breakfast is.” She toyed on his stomach with her long fingernails. “I always bring something from the bakery home after church.”

“You should look after your husband,” he rubbed his hand on her raised hip.

“Because family is important, right?” she nibbled and kissed his nipple.

“He provides for you.”

She laughed and pushed up lazily. She pulled her panties on and stepped into her skirt. “You want me out of here because you have another visitor coming, don’t you.”

“I wish,” he said.

“See?” she shrieked. Fully dressed in her Sunday clothes again, she crawled on her hands and knees over his still naked and languid body. “I knew you fucked other lades,” she kissed his mouth and his eyes. “Just don’t fall in love with any of them — they’re all heartbreakers around here.”

“Is that what jou are?” he laughed deeply.

She stood up at the foot of his bed. “Do I look good?”

“Yes,” he said.

“Did you like the panties and bra I bought for you?” she asked.

“Jou know I did,” he nodded with a crooked grin.

“They’re going to notice I haven’t been to church for two weeks, you know.”

“Tell them you were with Jesus,” he chuckled.

She came in the double doors and hung her head to make straight for the stairs. But he had been waiting for the return of the roar of her Jag.

“Something you’re forgetting?” he said leaning on the door jamb going to his studio.

She stopped and stared and shivered her head to indicate she was drawing a blank.

“You’re got nothing?” he nodded with cynical eyebrows and half-lidded, drinking eyes. It was, after all, past noon.

She snapped her fingers, spun around, and went back the doors. She came back in a moment later with a paper bag. She opened it for him and he reached inside, retracting a flaking cannoncini. “Ahh,” he groaned, looking at it closely along its length. “Eating one of these, it makes me realize what you must put up with, my cock coming in your mouth,” he chuckled, and pushed half of it between his lips.

“Or somebody’s cock,” she said, stepping up the steps.

“I don’t care if it’s Jesus himself you go off to fuck on Sundays, if you bring one of these home for me,” he turned away and back into his studio.

“Okay then,” she smirked to herself.

It wasn’t that Cash deserved to be cheated on or to be lied to. And he did provide for her above and beyond what anyone from her backward holler in rural Kentucky ever expected of life. But, she reflected, stripping down for the second time in the last couple of hours and stepping into the massive, many-nozzle shower room, maybe that was just it: having been deprived of so much in early life, one taste of the new and exotic courtesy of crazy-living Cash, and she developed a dependency. Jesus wasn’t her first fantasy of the novel kind, just her first making of a fantasy a real experience. She had rehearsed her explanation for Cash if she were ever called out on her Sunday after-church escapades: “I was already, in my mind, devouring something new and different, just for it being new and different — that was the fantasy. And that’s all Jesus is — something new, just like for you, Cash, back in your days when you first got a taste of the wide world outside Clovelly. It really is just a small step, really, from the full-blown fantasy to the motel room of reality.”

Yes, she thought, letting the steam envelope her and wash the scent of sweet Jesus from her hair and her pussy, that would probably pass with him. The small step part, the reference to his own past of drinking from the cup of all that is new when he discovered London, he’d need a day or two, but he’d accept it.

And how new it was! For no reason other than it gave her and the other girls an excuse to drink, she joined the CGD — the Committee for Good Deeds. One of them, who remembers who, read about the wretch found nearly dead in the ditch beside an LA freeway, it was all over the news. “If we sponsor him,” Nicole ruminated at their “meeting” over white wine on the patio of Rufus’s, “we’d be done with our budget in one act and we’d get very good media coverage — Tom owes me one.”

“What’s the poor fuck’s name?” one of the other girls bothered to ask.

Nicole turned the computer around. “Looks like . . . Jesus!”

“Here’s to Jesus, then,” another of them snorted and they put it to the minutes that they’d get onto the paperwork next week, same table, same Rufus’s.

The plan was, the sponsorship would entail both housing and a job, but as no one could be persuaded to give him a job, the CGD decided the church and related properties could use a gardener, maintenance, and fix-it man at least until he had something on a resume to take around town. Nobody wanted him in their homes, of course, so they found space in the budget to rent a room at the Juniper for a couple of months until he made enough regular income to find some basement to rent.

Nicole, as chair of the committee, was stuck with the meet-and-greet. By the time Jesus arrived on a bus, he’d been restored by food, water and shelter — it’d been three weeks. When he stepped down onto the pavement and looked left and right, she hesitated before pushing open the door to her Jag. “That wouldn’t be . . . Jesus . . . “ she murmured, “ . . . would it?” She curled the side of her lip between her teeth and tried to stymie a grin.

Cash was previously going to come with her and keep her safe but at the last minute found a song coming on and thought she’d be safe enough going alone. “I mean, what could happen?”

She opened her door and stared at the bus a few more seconds, but nobody else was coming off. It peeled away in a swirl of dust eddies in any event, leaving the apparition of the tall, dark Latino in a sleeveless forest green T with the bag over his shoulder standing there like some sort of porn movie opening.

Nicole hurried over and even after calling him a few times, he turned and walked until she caught him by the wrist. The contact was electrical. He glanced down at her long porcelain fingers wrapped around his man’s wrist and only slowly did he draw his gaze up to her face — white, pure, clean and fresh.

She began to speak but instead double-clutched her inhalation and, embarrassed, she pressed her other hand into her chest.

“Are jou Nicolisa?” His voice immediately resonated inside her stomach.

“Nicole,” she smiled, pulling her hand away and holding it forth to shake.

Of course he brought it to his lips and kissed the back of it. But he also laughed, a joke, a poke at his own stereotype. He wrapped his hand around her shoulder and laughed with her. He pointed and urged her toward her own car, immediately gregarious, disarming, and at ease. Who was meeting and greeting whom? She looked over and down at his hand, big, strong, on her shoulder. She thought it was awfully assuming of him, but she also left it there. Being touched was sort of a thing for her. Usually she chose who got to do it.

He whistled at her car and didn’t even ask for the keys, he just held out his hand like it was a given. She hesitated, but then, it wasn’t even her car, really. She giggled at the nastiness of it and dropped the keys in his grasping, eager hand. He looked at her over the low roof. “I’ve had nothing to ride for too long,” and he either winked or his black eyes always shone and glistened like that. She didn’t know if he meant the double entendre, but she wasn’t going to check. She climbed in the passenger seat beside him. He rested his hand on her thigh as though that’s what you did in whatever place it was he came from. “We go for a drive first, yes?”

He smiled like such a little boy of course she wasn’t going to deny him. “I gave you the keys, didn’t I?” she smiled coyly at him, not meaning to attach more meaning to it than the words contained, but he chose to linger on her gaze and in the two moments of silence between them, she knew that he knew that she already decided what was going to happen at the room at the motel she was meant to take him to.

He drove fast and hard, but also expertly. She normally would have been terrified, except he seemed to be at such ease. He looked over at her. “I drove a few getaways,” and he shrugged. She didn’t mean to run her tongue across the edge of her top teeth nor did she mean to smile wickedly or to exhale a puff out her nose. What she did mean to do was take his hand off her leg, but silly her, she only rested her hand on his wrist again and when she caught herself she only scratched lightly with her nails the way a cat might when it wants a pet. She again glanced at him and did the thing again with her tongue, her teeth, her breath and her mouth, and she knew she was a goner.

“Where am I staying, Nicole,” he said.

“We went past it a few miles ago,” she shrugged.

“You’re married,” he said.

She looked at her hand and then worked the ring off. “Not at the moment,” she smiled crookedly, awkwardly. She dropped it into her purse and shrugged as though helpless.

She directed him back on the twisting highway to the motel and indicated the last unit — number 12. She knew what was happening when she brought him to the door and fitted the key. She was aware of the effect it would have on her, never mind him, if she went inside with him, which she didn’t have to do, but she thought she would be able to cover the act as just good old fashioned American manners. She also didn’t have to close the door behind her but she did, and that, she thought, would be a harder thing to explain.

“In for a penny, in for a pound,” she thought to herself, leaning against the closed motel room door looking up and down the length of the enticing specimen that fate dropped in front of her, and undoing the buttons down the entire front of her accidentally sexy blue sundress with the white flower pattern and the bare shoulders.

Jesus nodded and smiled, fully prepared to sit back on the bed and enjoy the show. His eyes brought out of her the performer. She laughed, she brought out her phone and put on some music, and she wondered what it was like to be one of those dancers at the peeler joints. Did they feel as aroused as she was being watched, or was that just Jesus’s eyes and smile, and body, and sexiness?

She hid her face in her hands and, feeling suddenly self-conscious, she dove not out of sight, but onto the bed with Jesus, and she pressed her body against him as though that was the best way to hide herself. She started undoing his shirt. “I just want you to know that this isn’t the normal thing that we do with our sponsors,” she kept on undoing his buttons, even when she ran out of shirt and continued down the front of his jeans.

“It’s a nice welcome you give me,” he said.

“You’ve been through a lot,” she nodded, pushing his shirt away so she could, at first, run her hand over the expanse of his muscular chest, and then her lips. She exhaled with embarrassment but she went back to it, lower down his body, into the ripples of his abdomen.

He merely touched her back and she flipped around to let him unclasp her pure white lace full cup bra. She looked back over her shoulder at him with sympathy and concern. “Do you like to be fully naked? Is that okay?” Before he could answer her, she rolled on her back and stuck her legs up to pull her panties off her hips and all way up off her toes. “You’re so right, it’s better isn’t it,” she said, again with concern, as she pulled his jeans and then, without hesitation, his boxers too. “Better?” she said, the way someone would who just settled a pillow under their head. “Is it okay?” she asked in what she found in herself a too-girly light voice. But she was nervous. She had taken his cock — a new cock, thick, veiny, heavy, strange and hot — in her hand.

She looked away and around the room as though she were doing nothing more than washing his hair or folding his clothes, even though she was stroking his lengthening and stiffening cock and glancing at it, knowing she was going to consume it. “Would you like?” she whispered. He didn’t have to say anything. She lowered herself in his lap and kissed once before engorging his cock into her mouth. She was surprised at both how big it was and also how it went in her mouth so easily. She was also surprised at how it made her feel to have the strange man’s cock pump through her lips. He merely touched her hips and she understood: she swiveled around and carefully lowered her hips over his mouth. That was okay too. She had shaved and perfumed herself — just in case, not that anything was planned.

Was it cheating, really? She felt his mouth, surprisingly expert, work on her pussy. Her thoughts broke apart and her breath drew sharp and jagged. His cock was dark and mean. She tried to squeeze it but he pushed his hips up so she relented and took it into her mouth again. It was bigger yet and strained her jaw. She tried to hold him in there, to caress his cock with her tongue, to tame him, but the way he maddened her with his lips and tongue between her legs made it too hard to breathe and she pulled off. She wanted to say something — they hardly talked — but instead she only moaned loudly.

She had a stroke of conscience and pulled her hips off his face. She turned over top of him to tell him that maybe it was a mistake, that maybe that was good, that was enough, it was only just a little playing around, but she ended up on her hands and knees spread around his hips and though she tried to talk, he pressed her ass down. She tried to resist but he was strong. The tip of his cock touched her lips and she looked down — she was amazed at how wet she was, wet enough to drip onto him. She chuckled at that and looked up at him to share her amazement, but before she could, he pushed and her hips collapsed and before she knew it, he had entered her pussy. She tried to push back up but her effort only served to curl her hips and engulf him deeper into her pussy. She lowered herself to his face to tell him that they shouldn’t, but that only arched her back and made her grind her hips down all the way onto his.

She sat up on him and pressed her hands into his fabulous chest and wanted to lift off, in fact did lift herself up from him, but her strength by then was sapped and all she did was rise till his head widened her lips before she plunged back down onto him. She continued to pull up and crash down on him. She tried to stop but only bit her lip. He took her breasts in his hands and she cried out loud.

She shook and collapsed again and she realized that even before she felt it in her mind, she felt it in her groin — an orgasm from deep in her body, overriding her resistance and overruling her mind. She didn’t want him to know he was able to do that to her, but it was too late. She gushed and collapsed and kissed him everywhere she could.

The rest was a blur. He turned her over and spread her legs and shoved himself into her greedily, possessively. He rammed her and filled her. He jolted her so hard, she worried her spinal column would be sore. She wrapped her hands around his ass to try to calm him but only ended up pulling him faster and deeper into her. She bounced off the bed from his thrusts and came back up to crash into his hips and fly back down into the bed. She needn’t have done anything: she was being fucked rapid, automatic-bumper style and couldn’t have slowed him or stopped him if she tried. His ejaculation was so deep and powerful, she had to hide from him the tears it gave her.

It was still sunny outside when she reemerged from the motel room. She told herself that that was a one-time thing, a momentary thrill, something to recall with pleasure, but something to put behind her. But by the following Sunday, after he had been introduced at the mass, she offered to drive him back to his motel. “It’s no trouble, really,” she said to the others gathered on the church steps. In the car, she said to him, her eyes on the rear view mirror, “I’ll let you drive if you let me suck you off,” and she giggled. “Soon as we get a few blocks away.”

When she came home, Cash came from his studio and came straight up to her and wrapped his hand around the back of her neck and kissed her with his tongue forcefully and without warning. It was a long lingering kiss and all that she could think was, 20 minutes earlier, Jesus’s cock filled her mouth to spilling with his hot cum. When Cash broke off the kiss she looked down and noticed drips of cum staining her purple satin top.

“A thinking man would start getting jealous at how much longer you’re taking to come home after church,” he said. “Good thing I’ve never been a thinking man, though,” he added with a laugh.

“Committee work,” she said. “That refugee — the paperwork!”

“Oh I see,” Cash said, heading to the kitchen. “You get him all settled in? He getting fed? He getting clothed?” He shouted from several rooms away.

“Uh huh,” Nicole called. “I think he’s very comfortable.”

Cash came back out and stood staring at her, his hands in his pockets, his head lazily nodding at nothing. “You take him to his room?”

“Uh huh,” she sat and eased off her shoes, avoiding eye contact with him.

“After church, after the introduction and the reception?”

“Uh huh,” she repeated, making for the stairs.

“Just you?” he asked. “Just you and him, driving over to his place?”

“That’s right, Cash.” She took a few more steps. “Oh, I almost forgot. There’s a treat from the bakery for you on the table.” She pointed and went up to the shower.



Nothing more was made of her delays getting home Sundays, and he’d never confronted her about it since.

 
But it’s also when she began bringing home for him a treat from the bakery every time she did go with Jesus.







My Husband Drives Me to My Ex’s House




“T

 his house here,” I said to Paul. He pulled up to the curb scanning his front window like we were approaching a flying saucer. I guess he had the right to be suspicious: it was my ex’s.

“I’ll be quick,” I patted his arm and spoke reassuringly.

“Why don’t I go?” he shook his head.

“No. Paul. You know why.” I looked at the house. The curtains were closed — was he even up yet?

My husband shook his head more emphatically. “I’ll be right here. I’ll come running if I hear or see anything.” He felt very protective of his tiny, innocent Asian wife and I loved him for it. He was sweet.

I pursed my lips and gave him a peck on the cheek. “Thanks for understanding.” I got out and straightened my skirt and top. I turned to give him a little flutter-finger wave and walked up the sidewalk.

We came from church which is why I had my heels on, and stockings and nice skirt and my hair up nicely. And my black-rimmed glasses. I didn’t try to, but I rocked the school-girl look. Except my skirt was maybe a tad short for Sunday. That was a little mistake. I turned again when I got to the door. Paul was pressed to the front window watching every step I took. I was only there to get the painting I left behind. That was another mistake.

Ross answered the door wearing only a towel. He had come straight from the shower. I instinctively shoved him inside and shut the door behind me. “Jesus,” I said to him half in whisper.

“Wassa matter baby, he knows all about me,” he said in that sneering swine way of his. He let the towel fall off his waist and crumple at his feet.

I squinted my eyes, tilted my head and crossed my arms over my chest. “Quit being such an ass,” I seethed at him. I refused to move my eyes from his.

He began toying with it, lifting it up in his palm. “Little fellar misses you,” he said, looking down in his hand. I looked down too. That was my third mistake.

“Ross,” I said firmly. “You know why I’m here. I told you Paul was going to be waiting right outside. Did you even get the painting off the wall?”

“It’s right in there,” he said, nodding his head through the living room. I shook my head at him and wore an expression of disgust — but I had to admit, he was chiseled, hard, and big. He was nothing like sweet and caring Paul.

I went through and he followed me. I was grateful the curtains were closed so Paul didn’t see. “Where is it, Ross?” I said, groaning with impatience at his little games.

“Oh, I guess I hung it in the bedroom.” He leaned in the doorway like some kind of shit-eating model. He looked twice as big as me. I had all my Sunday makeup on — maybe a little more than usual for no good reason. I had also painted my nails cause a girl can.

“In the bedroom,” I repeated. I rolled my eyes. Of course I remembered where that was. I pulled out my phone and texted poor Paul. “Going to be a few minutes, the idiot didn’t even take it down yet.”

Paul texted right back. “I’ll come help.”

Just then, Ross snatched my phone from me. “Ross!” I shouted but still in whisper. I didn’t want Paul to hear anything. Ross read his message and began typing with his thumbs. I tried to snatch it back but he turned away and I tried to reach around him but he held me off sticking out his big bare butt.

“Ross is helping me,” he wrote, I saw when he tossed the phone back at me.

“See? What you think I’m going to say to him?” He pulled his towel back on over his hips. He kept his six-pack, that was for sure. We went into the bedroom and there it was, on the wall over the head of our old bed. Ross stepped up and reached to pull it down. I stepped up to the edge of the bed to help him with it — it was heavy — and his towel fell off again so that I was staring at his crotch when he turned toward me on the bed. I had already taken one end of the big painting and couldn’t step back or turn away.

“Like what you see?” he said.

I was disgusted by him. His cock had become semi-erect. I knew what he was thinking. He stepped down and we together placed the painting against the closet doors and we both sat on the edge of the bed looking at it. We bought it together. It was the biggest shared-expense thing we ever bought, an original by a somewhat noted regional artist, an abstract with geometrical shapes looking like jazz in colors.

“Nice shoes,” Ross said. He wasn’t looking at the painting.

“Thanks,” I whispered, instinctively. He covered my hand with his where it rested behind me as I leaned back to consider the painting anew. “Ross, no,” I whispered.

“We bought that together,” he said.

“Don’t you think I know that?” I replied. I looked over at him. He was staring at my mouth. He made me bite my lip. I hated him.

My phone buzzed again. It was Paul. “What’s going on?”

I picked up my phone and shook my head looking at Ross’s deep brown eyes, his messy locks of hair all over his face, his own mouth. I wrote Paul back, “Have to fix it a bit, going to take a few minutes,” I wrote him.

Ross put his big huge hand on the back of my neck and though I said “No,” I also felt his warmth, let it enter me, and curled under his touch. I turned to him. “Ross, please,” I said. He pulled me by the neck. I pushed my hands against him to resist, but that only put my hand on his muscular side, and my other hand on his thigh. He pulled more and I tried to twist out from under his grip, but I only managed to squirm in a way to end up with my face against his chest. He pulled my hair, my mid-back length gently curled hair, and it made me wet between my legs.

“No,” I whispered, staring down at his enlarged cock staring back up at me.

“Missed you, Misuki,” he said.

I meant to push away from him, but my tiny hand only squeezed his thigh. He tried to touch my breasts through my white blouse but I evaded him by pressing myself against him. “Just a kiss,” I said to him. I guess he thought I meant on his lips, and if I’d known that, it would have been so much better. But instead, I leaned down, I wrapped my little hand softly around his huge cock, and I kissed it. But of course, it surprised me so I had to kiss it again to be sure, and that only made me revert to old habits, and I shouldn’t have but I let his cock snake between my lips and fill my mouth. Like he used to.

I didn’t want to. I had just come from church and my husband was in the car out front impatient and texting again — I heard my phone buzz. I wish I could say that he forced me, that he pushed his hand on the back of my head and I had no choice. But the truth was, though he did push the back of my head, I opened my lips. I went down on him, I took him inside my mouth. It was huge — I’d forgotten just how big he was.

I gave him a few more and then I came off him. “That’s all,” I said, and I got up and tried to make my way out. He held my hand though and guided me back to his cock. “No,” I said. “Get the painting.”

He followed me naked with our picture and set it down by the front door. I peeked out the curtains and saw Paul out there in the car. He saw me too and waved. I waved back and held up one finger to tell him only a moment longer. I would have closed the curtains except that Ross had stepped up behind me and had grabbed my hips. I closed the curtains around my face so Paul didn’t see, but Ross was relentless. He was being ridiculous.

I thought that if I kept my face in the window, he’d restrain himself. “The curtain is still open,” I said to him as a warning. He was a pig though. He lifted my skirt up over my waist. I was kneeling on the couch leaning over the back of it. I pulled my face back and let the curtains close, but they stayed open an inch or two. I wanted to shake him off me, I wanted to slap him. But he eased my panties down over my ass and left me in too vulnerable a position. “What are you doing?” I said to him with exasperation.

“You know,” he said.

“Ross, you can’t,” I said. But I felt him not giving up. My stockings and panties were pulled down to my mid-thigh. I couldn’t have run if I tried. He was very insistent and hard to stop, though I tried to wiggle my ass free and I even tried to twist around and slap him. But he touched me there and it made me shiver and I tried to clench my pelvis, but he entered me with his finger.

I wanted to crawl away but by then, I was panting so hard I didn’t have the strength. I tried to get him off me by pushing my arms out with my hands planted on the window. I could see through the gap that Paul was frowning, wondering what was going on. I was going to reach for my phone and tell him something reassuring but Ross shoved his big, mean cock up against my pussy lips and though I tried to pull away and shove back to him to stop  him, it only served to push the big mushroom head of his between my lips down there. When he grabbed my waist, I wriggled to get free, but he only buried his cock further into me.

I hung my head and pushed back harder. He began to pump himself into me. I wanted to tell him to stop, but all that came out was a long, low moan. I peeked out again and saw Paul looking at me and texting. I tried to pull away from the window but Ross began to fuck me too hard. I stuck my ass up for him. When he reached around, I arched my back so he could run his hands over my little tits. I decided that since he was already fucking me, it was best to get him done as soon as possible. I proved already I wasn’t going to be able to stop him any other way.

When he came inside me, he filled me with warmth so much it gushed down my white thighs. I got it all over my stockings and when he pulled out and collapsed on the couch, I used his shoulder to steady my balance and take my stained stockings and panties off. I used his towel to wipe his semen off my legs. I stuffed my stockings in my purse but Ross snatched my panties from my hand and said, “I’m keeping these.”

“Whatever,” I said. I pulled my skirt back down and straightened my blouse. Before I left, I kissed him. “You’re such a bad boy,” I whispered to his ear, and I drove my tongue around it.

When I came out, Paul was frantic and rushed up the walk to grab the painting from me. “What took so long?” he said.

“It was behind a lot of other things, we had to move a lot to get it out.”

“Was it behind the couch in front of the window, because I saw you working there.”

“Exactly,” I said.

“Was he being a jerk?” Paul asked.

“He’s too afraid of you to try anything,” I said to him, and I kissed him on the nose. I felt more of Ross’s come drip down my leg inside the car and it made me squirm.

A few weeks later, Ross texted me again. I didn’t want to read it but I had to. “I think there’s another painting here you forgot about.”

I got up and left the room where Paul and I were cuddling on the couch playing on our phones and watching shows. “I’m pretty sure not,” I wrote back.

“Where you going hon,” said Paul.

“Just gotta go pee,” I told him. I sat on the lid of the toilet. Ross wrote back, “I’m out front,” he said.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” I texted back.

“I’m in my car in front of your house,” he wrote.

I could not believe it. I went to look out our front window. He waved. I texted him, “Get out of view, you idiot!”

“Only if you come out for a few minutes.”

“Not possible.”

“Make an excuse,” he texted.

It was ridiculous. I couldn’t believe how stupid he was being. I was so happy with Paul, so comfortable and so content. I went back in and sat on the chair facing him on the couch. He could tell I was agitated.

“What’s going on, hon?” he said.

I could never hide anything from my husband. “Nothing,” I said. I was feeling fidgety and antsy.

“Go on, tell me,” he said.

“Okay. It’s the wreaths. I promised Pastor Don I would make them for the church sale on Saturday and I haven’t even started yet.” The materials were piled up in our garage.

“You have lots of time.”

“It’s bugging me though.”

“Then why don’t we go out there and at least get them started?”

I came over to him and leaned down to kiss him on the forehead. “It’s my thing, you stay here, I’ll go get them started.”

“I’ll come help,” he protested.

“No Paul really,” I insisted, “I’d like to just sort of get into it. Put some inspirational music on and just sort of be alone with it,” I said to him.

“Okay. I’ll bring some tea out later.”

“No,” I said to him. “Don’t come out, let me just do this.”

“I know what this is about.”

“Do you?”

“Your mother.”

I thought about it for a second. Right, I remembered, he thinks I ruminate about her all the time. “You’re right.” She had passed five years earlier and I never told him I was relieved, not sad.

“I’ll leave you alone as long as you need.” He was so sweet.

“Thank you,” I said, and I went out through the garage door. Once there, I continued out the side door and slipped quietly out to the street.

Ross’s car was in front of the neighbor’s house. I climbed in and ordered him to at least drive around behind the house.

“You tell him something to believe?” He was as evil as he sounded.

“He came up with the excuse for me,” I said.

Ross grabbed my thigh hard with his hand. He was always insistent and impatient with me. I tried to pry his hand off me there but instead we struggled and ended up with our fingers all entwined and when I tried to pull him off me I only ended up pulling his hand to my chest. He was cruel because he flicked his finger against my nipples through my top even though I thought I had him held.

“What was so important you had to come over like this,” I said to him.

He parked under a tree away from houses along the side of the park. He turned to me and right away he undid his fly, opened his pants, and pulled his hulking mass out and he shrugged. “What do you think?”

“You can’t keep doing this,” I said to him, even as my hand went to his member. It was very big and I only wanted to wrap my hand around it to see if it was still true that I couldn’t reach all the way around, because since I left him, I had forgotten that I couldn’t. I looked over my shoulder out the back window to make sure no one was walking along the sideway in the dark and I leaned over and kissed his beautiful cock. I came up again next to his face. “Why do you do this to me?” I have to admit though that I lifted my pretty little butt and slipped my panties down.

“Those are mine,” he said, holding out his hand.

“He almost caught me last time, when he found out I wasn’t wearing them after seeing you.”

“What did you tell him,” he asked me when I pressed my hand into the ceiling and lifted myself over top of him. He pulled the lever and let his seat recline to give me room between him and the steering wheel poking my back.

“That I bled in them,” I said, leaning over and kissing his irrepressible mouth. “He’d never look for them after that.” I gasped when Ross’s member, stiff and huge, pushed up into my already wet pussy. I lowered myself onto him and he filled me up.

Ross squeezed my tits too hard and it made me grind my hips down onto his as punishment. It caused his cock to reach places inside me not touched often — or since. “Ross,” I whispered in his ear.

He grabbed my ass roughly and squeezed it and forced me to fuck him deep, hard, and fast. He controlled my little body and I resented it. I pinched his own nipples and he pushed my top up around my neck and pinched me right back. He made me yelp and squirm and to help, he pulled me so my nipple was in his mouth and he sucked on me. He was rude and crude. I rode him harder and deeper just trying to get it all over and done with.

And it would have been had he not done that to my breasts, which were always so sensitive it was unfair. With his cock inside me and me trying to fuck him hard enough to finish him, I accidentally triggered myself and felt an orgasm building that I was not able to stop. He was mean and cruel and wouldn’t let me get off on him and I began to shake and shudder and I even cried out a bit, or a lot. It had been awhile since I orgasmed and I ended up writhing spasmodically on Ross’s cock buried deep inside me so much my back arched and my shoulders hit the horn on his car. When I tried to stop it, I couldn’t because I was in such deep throes, and I didn’t even really realize it was me honking the horn over and over.

Ross lifted me off him and virtually threw me into the back seat. We both peeked over the back console and I could see Paul staring out the window trying to see who was honking a car horn so much behind the house. I thought we should have just stayed still till he concluded nothing was going on, but Ross, being Ross, instead mounted me from behind. I spread my legs for him because if I didn’t, who knows what ridiculousness he would have done next. He entered me far too roughly and I yelped and tried to slap him but instead only managed to reach behind me and do my best to hold his hips as he pounded at me.

He shot inside me again and insisted on keeping those panties too.

I made my way around to the front of the house and into the garage and in the house. Paul was in the kitchen. “Where were you?”

“The garage,” I said.

“I looked, you weren’t there a minute ago.”

“I took stuff out back to the recycling.”

“None of the wreathes looked done.”

“I was just organizing stuff,” I said to him and I kissed his nose. I distracted him from his line of questioning by offering to make him hot chocolate, his favorite.

“Maybe we can make an early night of it,” he said. This was our code for making love.

“I’m tired honey,” I said to him sympathetically.

The following Friday night, we were sipping tea and watching shows in our night clothes. Paul was causally massaging my feet in his lap and it felt good and warm and relaxing. My phone buzzed and I looked. It was Ross. I showed nothing on my face but I adjusted myself as though my back was sore and I opened the text where Paul couldn’t see.

“Who’s that?” he asked.

“Work,” I said.

Ross had texted that he was jerking his cock off thinking about me. “That’s nice, because I was just rubbing my clit thinking about you too,” I wrote him back.

“Problem at work?” Paul asked.

“No, just Carol needing some boyfriend advice. Again,” I said.

Ross wrote back, “I’m going to shoot my come all over your pretty little Japanese face next time.”

I smiled at that. “Not if I suck you dry in my mouth and swallow you,” I wrote back.

“Something funny she saying?” Paul asked.

“Just made me smile,” I said to him. “Nothing.”

“Prove it,” said Ross.

“What do you mean?” I wrote back.

“Let me in your basement door,” he wrote.

I couldn’t believe it. “You’re outside?” We had a tiny outside door that lead in to the laundry room. I got up. “Gonna do laundry, hon,” I said.

“Now?”

“I’m antsy, and anyway,” I kissed his cheek, “it has to get done.”

He wouldn’t let go of my hand as I pulled away. My phone buzzed. “Hurry,” said Ross.

“I’ll come help then,” Paul said.

“No no,” I assured him. “I got this.”

I sped down stairs closing the door tight behind me. I peeked out the window and carefully, quietly, opened the old little door. Ross didn’t even say hello. He stepped into me and kissed my mouth and wrapped his hands around my waist. He didn’t give me a chance to talk before lifting me up to sit on the edge of the washer. I tried to close my legs but he pulled my sweet little shorts down and pulled my panties down too. My ass was cold on the metal of the washer lid but he didn’t care.

“What do you think you’re doing,” I whispered harshly. But he shoved my legs open and tugged his jeans down. His cock was all hard and mean and nasty again. He knew I would be wet — he was condescending like that — and he didn’t answer me. He only shoved that thing into me. I knew that if I protested there was a risk that Paul, who was directly above our heads, might hear things and come investigate. So I had no choice but to let Ross fuck me like that.

It helped him come faster when I showed enthusiasm even though nothing could be further from my mind. Still, it would have been devastating for Paul to discover my ex was fucking me now in our own house, so I bucked myself up into Ross’s hips as hard as he fucked me just to get it over with faster and get him out of there. I also smiled at him and held his face in my hands and kissed him long and deeply and I nibbled on his ear even as he pumped himself so hard against me the sound of our flesh smacking filled the room.

I was trying to make him come but as things like that often go, he made me come instead. I tried to be quiet and covered my mouth with my hand and even though I also scrunched my eyes tightly, I still couldn’t help crying out a little and whimpering. I came pretty hard.

When I was till all rag dolled by Ross’s thorough fucking of my little body, he lifted me down and onto my knees in front of him. Before I knew what he was doing, his come shot out and hit me all over my face, my eyes, my lips, and onto my top he wasn’t even polite enough to take off me. His come was everywhere on me. I tried to lick what hit my mouth and cleared my eyes off with my fingers and sucked those too. I stood up and raised myself on my toes and kissed him long and hard. “You have to stop this,” I said to him.

He laughed and said, “Told you I was going to shoot my come all over your face.” He closed the door behind him softly. I stripped out of my things and threw them in the wash. I scrambled upstairs because I had nothing to wear. My husband almost saw me naked. Later in bed, he tried to caress me but I had to tell him I was feeling unwell. He stroked my hair from my forehead to feel my temperature and ran his hand into something dried in my hair.

“What the hell is this,” he said.

I went to the bathroom and washed Ross out of my hair and came back. “Something I don’t know,” I said to Paul. When he tried to ask again, I squeezed his cock once and told him maybe in the morning.

We had several couples over the following Saturday for a Bible study and tea sampling. When everyone was in our living room, Ross texted me. He was at our backdoor! I excused myself and slipped out through the kitchen.

“You can’t come here!” I said to him. I was wearing my white satiny dress. He pushed his way in, kissing my mouth sloppily and grabbing my body. I tried to push him back out but he was always too big. I had to hide him so I dragged him behind me upstairs to the guest bedroom next to the master bedroom. I pushed him inside and told him to behave himself. “Give me a few minutes,” I said and I went back downstairs.

I re-joined the group. “Everything okay, honey?” Paul asked me.

“I’m feeling fine,” I said to him, my way of saying I was not the best — I gave him a look that suggested it might have been my period. He nodded knowingly.

I patted his shoulder and said quietly, “Just going to lie down for a few,” and he patted my hand where it landed on his shoulder. I looked over my shoulder at the ten or so others. Everyone was talking quietly and sipping tea and being relaxed. I slipped upstairs and crept through the bedroom door and closed it behind me. Ross was lying on the bed and he threw the sheets off him to show me he was completely naked. I immediately crawled up on the bed and could not help stuffing his cock between my lips. He tried to turn me around to lick me at the same time, but I told him it was my best dress. I got out of it and crawled back on, backward to him, and lowered my hips down to his greedy little mouth.

He gripped my hips and pulled me hard. His tongue probed and felt around all over down there. It made me gobble him more deeply and I moaned on his cock. He did a thing with me down there, where he sucked my pussy lips up and let them go that made me vibrate and nearly lose my shit that he obviously had not forgotten. I could not get enough of his cock. But I lifted off, dressed myself without bra and panties this time — no time — and sped back downstairs.

Everything was still normal there. I sat on the arm of my husband’s chair and I petted the back of his head. I smiled at other couples and then offered to refresh their tea. My husband’s hand slid down my back and over my ass when I got up and he might have felt that I had no panties on, but if he did, he didn’t react. I also noticed that my nipples were erect and with no bra, it was obvious in that thin satiny thing. Oh well. I put the kettle on again and slipped back upstairs. Ross was still on the bed, casually stroking his erection for me. I lifted my dress up around my waist and crouched over him and lowered myself till the head of his cock touched my pussy lips. I reached behind myself and steadied his cock and then I lowered myself onto him. I squirmed and writhed as I worked his cock up into my wet, eager pussy. He had me gasp and he made me want more, even as his cock filled my to the point of hurting me. I rode him hard and deep. He reached up under the dress and man-handled my breasts roughly. He made me yelp and cry and whimper. I could hear our visitors below the floor chattering away.

I got off Ross and threw my panties at his face. “I suppose you’re going to take these too,” I said to him, flying out the door.

Our visitors were beginning to leave. “Already!” I said. Our church friends thanked us and said they looked forward to seeing Paul and I tomorrow, Sunday. We kissed each other’s cheeks and said good Christian things to each other. I began to clean up but I pressed the back of my hand to my forehead and Paul said I should go upstairs and just lie down, he would clean up. I thanked him and kissed his chin and went up. Ross was naked looking out the window. I crept up behind him and crawled onto the floor between his legs so that I could suck his cock where he stood at the window.

It was hard in no time. I could hear Paul clattering and the tap running. I rose up in front of Ross and he lifted me onto the sill of the window. It was just the right height. He pulled my dress off and I opened my legs for him. He kissed me and I pulled on his cock. He entered me and I cried out and moaned against him. He began to pump his rod deep and satisfyingly into my soaking wet pussy. I could hear Paul come up the stairs. I jumped down and went to the spare room door. I was naked. Ross came behind me and being the pig that he is, he wouldn’t leave me along. I opened the door just enough for my face when Paul came down the hall. Just as I was about to tell him that I wasn’t feeling well and should sleep in the spare room (something we did for each other when we needed good long sleep), Ross pushed himself into me from behind. Paul interpreted my facial expression to indicate that I was feeling sick.

“Oh dear, can I help you?” He tried to push the door.

I shrieked from Ross burying himself roughly into me from behind, but Paul thought it was because he was trying to enter. “I’m naked!” I squealed at him.

“Oh, okay,” he said.

I kept my face in the door. “Maybe later I’ll come to bed, you go to sleep,” I said to him.

I closed the door and twisted around to give Ross the dirtiest look possible, but his weight on my crushed me till I was on my hands and knees on the floor. He kept pounding into me till I was on my elbows and knees with my ass high up for him. He gripped my hips and rammed himself into me relentlessly. Paul was next door reading in bed.

When Ross came inside me, I climbed up all sore and spent and satisfied and kissed his lips and threw the sheets on him. I shook my head at him and slipped out the door to my husband’s bed. I crawled into bed with him.

“How you feeling, hon?” he said.

“All better now,” I said.

“That was fast.”

“Just something,” I said. “Women’s things,” I told him, something guaranteed to stop any line of questioning.

In the middle of the night, I woke up. I was antsy and fidgety and I knew why. I crawled out of bed quietly and peered out the bedroom door. I closed it gently behind me and crept down the hall to the guest room. I slipped through it and I disrobed. I fingered myself looking down at Ross where he slept. I was surprised how fast I got wet. I carefully pulled the sheet off his body and I crept up to take his cock in my mouth while he slept.

He woke up gently to find me sucking peacefully on his fully hard member. He stroked his hands through my hair and twisted his fists up in it and tugged. I began to pump on him harder. He pulled me up to him and I came off his cock and up to his face. It was so natural to spread my legs and for his cock to just find its way inside me. I kissed him because I adored him. I gently fucked him until he came inside me, clutching at me like a man falling from a ledge. I quelled him and I restrained him until he was finished inside me.

I went back to my husbands bed and climbed in. He woke up and began to touch me. I had forgotten to wash away Ross’s ejaculate and so I quickly rolled over on top of Paul and stuffed his cock inside me and made love to him until he shot inside me too. I got off and cleaned myself and climbed back in to go to sleep, pecking him lovingly on his cheek.

In the morning, we had breakfast and coffee and I said I was taking mine upstairs and I crept into the guest room and gave some to Ross. I also pushed him back onto the bed and rode him and when he was ready, I jumped off and stroked him till he came all over my tits and face and chin and I laughed and fed him. He got to get out of our house when we left for church.

After church, all dressed in my Sunday finest, I told Paul that Ross had found another of my paintings.

“I can wait,” he said with resignation.

“Maybe this time, just drop me off?”

“But how will you get home?” he asked.

“It’ll be okay,” I said. I thought a moment. “Maybe I’ll call you when I’m ready.”

“But how long will it take?” He was so confused. We pulled up and stopped in front of the house.

“I don’t know,” I nearly whispered to him.

“When will you call?” he frowned. I looked toward the house and saw Ross inside the door.

I leaned over and kissed my husband on the nose. “Don’t wait up,” I said to him.

He looked at his watch. It was only 3 in the afternoon. I leaned through the window, bit my lip, and shrugged. Underneath my Sunday dress I had on new things for Ross and I couldn’t wait any longer.

“Phone me,” he said.

I nodded and went up the steps. Ross held the door open for me and I turned to see Paul watching the whole way. I closed the door behind me just as Ross leaned down to kiss me and wrap his dirty greedy arms around my tiny little waist. He picked me up and carried me, stopping to close the curtains. I hid my face in his neck and kissed him there.

“Fuck me?” I whispered in his ear and I laughed.





I Bet My Friend He Couldn’t Take My Wife




“I

 ’m pretty sure I don’t think so, Mike.” My wife Trish turned her back to my best friend. But he was as persistent as a dog and tried to hook his finger under the exposed black bra strap on her shoulder. It was dark and quiet except for the show they were watching. She shrugged her shoulder to escape his tentacle-like grasping fingers. He tried to wrap his hand around her waist and when she gently pushed it off her without looking behind her, he only made it land on her leg. She was wearing jeans. She pulled her leg up on the couch and tucked it under herself. He walked his fingers up her back. She sighed and leaned forward. He played in her blonde ponytail, twisting his fingers in it lightly, and she shifted herself further down the couch.

“Callum won’t be back for two hours,” Mike said.

“That’s hardly the point, Callum,” Trish said not taking her gaze off the screen. But she talked in low, soft and secret-keeping tones.

“I can’t help it, Trish,” he said, letting his fingertips graze the back of her exposed neck.

She shivered a moment but was able to quickly stop herself frozen. She spun around and captured his fingers in her soft, elegant hand. “What is going on, Mike?” She made as if to throw his hand aside but she didn’t let go. He tiny little fist wrapped tightly around one of his fingers.

“I’ve always been crazy about you, Trish. I jerk off imagining you.” He said it the way another person might compliment her cooking.

“Since when,” she said. She spoke as if it was an illness he suffered.

“High school, to be honest.” He managed to squirm his hand back to the edge of her leg and scratched at the denim of her jeans on the outside of her thigh.

She looked down and watched his one escaped and straining finger. “This is crazy, Mike. I’m married to your best friend.” She still didn’t let go of his finger. Nor did she push his hand away from her leg where he kept scratching at her in a tight little circle.

“Let me at least kiss you, I’ve dreamed of it forever.” He put on his best lost puppy dog expression.

“Are you going to behave yourself?”

“Promise. I won’t do anything you don’t want me to.”

“I don’t want you to do anything at all, starting with kissing you!”

“Just a kiss — it’s hardly wrong.”

“It is wrong, Mike. It’s a kiss.”

“Depends on how long.”

Trish shook her head and pursed her lips and sighed again. “It starts with just one tiny kiss,” she shook her head. She also closed her eyes lightly and raised her chin. She protruded her lips and said, “So come on then,” in nearly a whisper.

Mike pressed forward and took her face in both of his hands and took so long to bring his lips to hers, she opened her eyes to check and shut them again when she saw his eyes were closed. He brought his lips to hers and began to kiss her. It was more than she expected and she recoiled from him, but not before spending a fraction of a second or two with her shoulders falling forward and her neck falling back. She pressed her hands into his shoulder gently and lifted her face away from his.

“That’s all you’re going to get,” she whispered. She curled her lips, at once savoring the unexpected deliciousness of Mike’s kiss, and attempting to hide any reaction to it at all.

“It’s not going to help keep it down,” Mike said also in nearly a whisper.

“Keep what down?” On her face broke an expression of having asked something she shouldn’t have. She closed her eyes and clenched her teeth as though to brace herself.

But Mike said nothing. Instead, he gently pressed his hand on the back of hers, and then gently nudged it into his lap. She snorted and shook her head, but Mike placed her hand on his crotch. It fell there as though naturally cupping what she found, warm and hardening.

She didn’t pull it back right away. “I can’t possibly do what you want,” she whispered again so quietly Mike almost couldn’t hear her.

“How do you know what I want?”

Trish finally removed her hand and looked down and back up at his face and tilted her head with a scolding look. But it was mixed with a bit of smile, too.

Mike held his jeans with one hand with the other unzipped his fly. He undid the button and parted his jeans. Before Trish could say or do anything but gasp and cover her face and most of her eyes with both hands, Mike had produced his semi-erect cock.

“Mike!” she cried in whispered horror.  But her eyes looked once, twice, and a third time — before staying down, when he wrapped his hand around his cock and stroked it out. “I don’t do this, Mike!” she pleaded with him, her eyes bulging.

“Just touch it once,” he said, ignoring her revulsion.

“You’re out of your mind,” she replied.

“What’s the harm in touching it just once?”

“The harm is, I’m a married woman, Mike!”

He responded to her also in whispers, as though I was anywhere nearby to hear. “So it’s not like it’s your first time, then.”

“Almost,” she said, snorting.

“What do you mean?”

Trish curled her bottom lip in and bit it. Her hands fell from her face and landed on the couch cushion half way to Mike’s exposed lap. “I only ever touched Callum’s before.”

“You’re kidding me,” Mike said.

“Not kidding,” she replied. She kept her eyes on his cock as he slowly, lightly, stroked up and down on it.

“Girl who looks as hot as you, and you never did before Callum?”

“People always think girls like me must be doing it all the time. But I saved myself.”

Mike looked at his cock. “Is it bigger than Callum’s?” he asked her.

“Mike!” Trish pleaded again. But she did so with a wide grin. She laughed and turned away, pretending to be interested in the show again. But her hand clenched into a fist as though resisting something.

“Well is it?” Mike pressed her.

She looked back and her hand crept like a crab up to the edge of his leg. One finger poked out and its pink painted nail scratched at the denim up and down very subtly.

Mike picked her hand up in his and brought it to his mouth and kissed it two, three times. She watched him bring his lips to the back of her hand and she exhaled. “That’s nice,” she whispered. He separated her first finger from the others with his tongue and he curled around it, snake like, drawing it between his lips, and he sucked it into his mouth. He bobbed his head down and engulfed it, rubbing his tongue lightly on the underside of her finger, stretched out and rigid in his mouth.

Trish watched with suspicion as her finger disappeared between his lips, but she did not retract her hand. Instead, her lips parted slightly and her eyes widened. She inhaled sharply before Mike finally and gently pulled her finger out from between his lips. She exhaled deeply and clamped her eyes a moment.

“You’re afraid of it, aren’t you,” Mike said.

“I’m not afraid of it,” she corrected him. “I’m just not doing this. Because it’s wrong. And because I love Callum.” But she watched his mouth and she stretched her finger out again, touching his lips, and pushing her finger back into his mouth. She sank it in all the way and her breathing became so deep and labored, her chest rose and sank.

Mike took her wrist in his hand gently but firmly, and he pushed it down against only token resistance to his lap. He wrapped her hand around his cock under his own hand. “Don’t be afraid of it,” he said.

She watched her hand take his cock. “I’m not, I said. I’m just not going to do this.”

“I haven’t had anyone touch me like this in a bit of a while,” Mike said. He pulled his hand away from hers slowly, letting it decide for itself to stay.

Trish looked up at him through strands of hair that had fallen over her face. She pursed her lips and shook her head because she was doing what she said she wouldn’t, couldn’t. But as though by instinct, her arm lifted and dropped, and her hand, wrapped around Mike’s cock, rose and fell. “This is so wrong and you know it,” she seethed at him. “I told you this wasn’t going to happen.” Her hand continued to pump slowly. She looked down between his legs and watched her hand work on his cock. Her tongue involuntarily protruded a moment to wet her lips.

“Let me try something,” he said, and he took her hand off his cock and back up to his mouth. He opened it — she let him, mystified by what he had up his sleeve — and he flat-tongue licked her entire palm right up to her fingertips.

“Ew!” Trish protested out loud, but Mike brought her hand back to his lap and wrapped it more tightly around his cock. He raised his hips so his cock pumped inside her grip, and when he let her go, she kept her hand in place, tight and wet. Her lips twisted around themselves and her head drooped. When Mike stopped pumping his hips, she pumped his cock for him. Her breathing became labored and her wetted her lips again.

“This is wrong,” she said as though to herself. “We should not be doing this.” She drew closer, dropping her head down between her beautiful shoulders, her eyes wide, her lips parting.

Mike closed his eyes and leaned his head back. A moan of pleasure escaped his throat.

“No Mike,” she whispered to quiet for him to hear. “I can’t.” She watched her hand draw up and push down over his cock. Her thumb covered the head of his cock and she rubbed his pre-come around it.

“It feels dry again,” Mike said.

“Do you want to lick my hand again,” Trish asked him softly in a low, naughty tone.

“You should just lick your own hand,” Mike said without opening his eyes.

Trish did so, wetting it all the way up to her fingertips like he had showed her, but when she gripped his cock again, he sighed. “It’s still too dry,” he moaned. “Maybe just lick it,” he suggested.

Trish didn’t protest this time. She didn’t recoil and she didn’t sneer. She just stroked his cock slowly and lightly, staring at her hand wrapped around it. She had become thoughtful. Mike put his hand on her neck and drew it out, pushing the loose fitting shoulder of her oversized sweater off one side. Trish pulled her legs up and adjusted herself and got on her elbows and knees between Mike’s legs. She spit on his cock where she held it in her hand and she drooled more onto it when she held it firmly and still. But then she tucked her hair to one side, ducked down, and brought her tongue out to lick the side of his cock, all the way from the base to the head. She wrapped her hand around it and stroked again. Mike just stared as one would a wild animal curious about a trap.

She sat up and crossed her arms over her front and in one motion lifted her sweater off her head. “Knowing you, you’re going to spurt all over this and I won’t be able to explain the stain. He just bought me this for my birthday,” she shook her head at Mike and fixed him with squinted, angry eyes. But she also ducked down, not waiting for his reply, and pressed her lips and tongue to the side of his cock, holding it against her mouth with the palm of her hand. When she kissed it lovingly all the way to the top, she circled the head with her lips — shiny, pink, and moist — and keeping them pursed in an “O” shape, she pressed down, still tucking her hair to the side, until his cock entered inside her mouth.

She sank down half way and swirled her tongue around the underside. Mike pushed his hands into her hair. She lifted off, came up half way to say, “That’s all you’re going to get,” before Mike pushed her head down with both hands and shoved her back onto his cock, this time all the way till her lips, glistening and full, pressed his pubic bone.

She came back up violently coughing but Mike only let her catch her breath and shoved her face into his crotch again, causing her to gag and heave. But Mike pressed his hips up and held her head tightly in his hands. He began to pump himself through her tight lips and into her mouth.

Trish came off him again gagging and breathing hard through phlegm and coughing spit. But she also took a look at his hard cock and pushed her own face down back onto him. She reached under him and grabbed his ass in both her hands and pumped him into her mouth. Mike held her head but he didn’t have to anymore. She took him as deep as he could go and moaned on him, and whimpered with Mike’s cock stuffing her to the throat.

Trish began a steady rhythm, swirling her head and gripping his cock, sucking on it like her life depended on it. Mike reached around her shoulders and tried to press his thumbs into the waist of her jeans. She slapped and scratched at his hand, but she didn’t disengage her high-pitched moaning mouth from his cock.

“At least let me enjoy the view,” Mike said.

Trish suddenly leapt off Mike and stood up. With grave disapproval, she undid her button and squared to peel her tight jeans off her ass, finally kicking it off both her feet. Now in only bra and panties, she just as quickly leapt back onto the couch. But as she settled back into position, Mike struggled against her until she was forced, already with his cock buried again between her lips, into a position opposite to him, kneeling on the couch beside his face.

Mike grabbed her ass hard in both his hands. “I can’t tell you how often I just stared at this ass of yours,” he said.

She raised her face from his cock and continued pumping it in her fist, but just long enough to say, “You think I didn’t notice?” before she engulfed it again, a whimper escaping where her lips were not altogether sealed around his shaft.

Mike pulled at the waist of her panties and slipped his fingertips underneath. She again slapped at his hand. She came up off his cock and said, “That’s not yours,” before she hungrily went back down to lick and kiss his shaft, and feed it again into her mouth, to swirl it with her tongue and suck on it hard enough to cause nasty sounds.

Mike kept pushing though, he kept pulling and poking, getting his fingers and then his hand inside her panties. She shook and she tugged and she wiggled, but she couldn’t stop him, not with her mouth stuffed with his cock, moaning and whimpering in his lap. Mike clamped his two hands around her toned thigh and eased it carefully but insistently over his head and gently placed it so her knees were spread to either side of his face. She only ground down on him with greater vigor, gripping his cock in her tight little fist, and squeezing her lips around his shaft. Tears emerged from her eyes.

Mike pressed gently on the dimple in her lower back just above her panty line. She wanted to say no, but his cock filled her mouth. He pressed and she tried to press back. When he tapped, she lowered her hips. He tapped again and she relented — she brought her hips down to his face. He nuzzled the damp front of her panties with his mouth, his chin, and his face, and she began to moan loudly in higher reaching pitches, and she pulled on his cock with her mouth, wanting him in her deeper. She ground her pussy down into his face.

I could not believe what I was seeing. It was difficult to remain still and quiet in the hall closet, peeping through the crack in the door Mike and I left just a little open. At first I was trying hard not to laugh. But the more things progressed, the more my heart pounded.

Trish was working late at the hospital. Mike was over watching the game with me. We’d been pouring a few back when he began going on about Trish’s ass, her tits, her face, her eyes. She was all those things, but she was also extremely conservative to the point of being uptight about anything sexual besides the missionary. Mike kept saying he couldn’t believe she would be like that, “No way with a body like hers!”

There being a football game on and several drinks into things, the matter of a bet wasn’t long to coming around. “I bet I could get her to blow me!” Mike laughed.

I laughed too. “Buddy, she barely blows me — and only when I beg. Swear to god. She doesn’t like that kind of thing much.”

“She likes it — she just doesn’t get a chance to say it.”

“Dude,” I warned him, “You going to have to back down.”

“Let’s make it interesting,” he kept on.

He knows I don’t easily back away from a bet, especially straight odds. “You can’t win this one.”

“Put up, brother,” he said, proffering his hand.

I shook my head and tried to look away from his hand. But I failed — I knew I’d win, I had to win. “Hundred bucks says she won’t.”

“The way you’re so certain, you should go for a thousand.”

“How we going to do this? You get like two hours to try?”

“Two hours seems fair,” he nodded. “Ought to do.”

“Let’s see, that’s $50 an hour for me — not bad for passive income.”

“Imagine me though, bruh. $100 bucks and a blow job from the cutest sweetheart this side of the Alamo.”

“Dream on, buddy,” I said.

“Now, you can’t be here,” he pointed out, and he was right.

I scanned around the room and spied the hall closet. I nodded my head in that direction. “I’ll be in there,” I said.

“You gonna watch this, then,” he grinned.

“Won’t be anything to watch besides you getting turned down pretty flatly, bud.”

“Okay,” he nodded. “We’ll see.”

“I’ll pretend I got an emergency call at work,” I said.

“No, you should already be gone before she gets here — I don’t trust your shitty ass lying. She’ll know somethings up.”

“Okay. I’ll text her before she gets home that I had to go.”

And that’s how the night was set.

Mike massaged her round ass and she moaned loudly, coming off his cock just long enough to cry out, catch some breath, and dive back down on him with extra energy. He pushed her panties aside and revealed her glistening, nearly dripping, pussy.

He didn’t get a chance to touch or kiss before she leapt off him again. But she only hooked her thumbs in the waist and whipped them off, leaving them in a tiny twisted and wet heap on the floor. “I don’t want these all stained by you either,” she hissed. She crooked her arms behind her and unclasped her bra, shoving her arms straight out in front of her for it to slip off and to the floor.

“In case I stain that too?” Mike said. She only laughed with evil intent and climbed back on the couch. This time, she carefully spread her legs and watched as she aimed her now bare pussy down onto his face. Satisfied she had herself back grinding on him, she gobbled up his cock with even more abandon.

Trish spiraled her mouth over his strong, thick cock in the opposite direction to her hand, also twisting up and down on him. Her ass rose and fell over his face as she humped his mouth. She cried out with his cock shoved deep inside. Her hips began to curl and uncurl on his face. His hands grabbed her ass and she pushed harder down onto him.

I pressed my eyeball to the crack in the door. I could not believe that that was Trish sixty-nining with Mike. She had always been constrained. She controlled herself, she never let go, she hardly even orgasmed, always stopping herself out of fear it was something strange, or just the urge to pee. My Trish — she was too inexperienced, too naive, to be doing what I was plainly seeing her do. Her body looked divine rising and falling, writhing on Mike like that on the couch. Mike had won the bet and then some. He won as far as I was concerned when she took his cock in her hand. I was willing to pay him double when she kissed his cock and licked it.

But this? She was squirming in ecstasy, grabbing his cock and stuffing it in her mouth — and what was more, she undressed and shoved her pussy all over his face. I had no idea. I was entranced by this new woman. I was ready to end it if there was a safe way. I hadn’t thought things through to that point. I figured that with any break in the action, I could slip out the door and pretend to be just coming back in, giving a big knock and taking my time so they could get decent again. I certainly didn’t want to be found out knowing what was going on.

With my eyeball pressing through the crack in the door, I waited impatiently for Mike to find a way to end things. All he had to do was go to the bathroom, she would surely follow suit afterword, giving me my break. He knew I was in the closet, he knew I was having to endure watching what he was doing with my wife. Things had gone way over the line. But I guess I never set rules, I never drew a line. I just didn’t think things would ever get to the point where a line could possibly be crossed. I mean, this was Trish we were talking about, for fuck sakes.

Mike began to push her ass down from his face. She clamped on like she didn’t want to stop sucking on him. I had to admit that Mike was getting one hell of a blow job. But he pushed her harder and even though she moaned in protest, he began to pull himself from her mouth, squirming up from under her against the arm of the couch. “Yes,” I thought, “it was high time to end this bet.”

Trish pulled off his cock with saliva strings hanging from her pummeled mouth as she looked over her shoulder looking both pretty and slutty at the same time.

But Mike seemed to have other plans. He kept pushing up until he curved around to land on his knees behind Trish who he held in place with his firm grip, so that she was still on her knees and elbows in front of him. He took her hips in his hands and wriggled up behind her on his knees.

She began to struggle free of his grip on her hips. “No, Mike,” she cried. “You can’t.”

But he didn’t say anything. Instead he hauled her hips up higher to match his height. She let him — despite her protests. She wriggled and she waved her ass, but she also went down till her chest pressed into the couch and her back arched nearly in a semi-circle. Her ass wiggled high up in the air in front of Mike, and he wiped his hand on her sopping, dripping pussy.

“No Mike, no,” she whimpered, but she also added, “Be gentle.” I could see her face land sideways on the cushion and her hand twist in its fabric even before he took her. She was readying herself for him. She looked over her shoulder up and behind her ass and one more time she said, “You can’t.” But she also pressed her ass toward his hips and arched her back down even further. She reached behind herself and gripped his wrist where he held her waist. She didn’t take his hands off her body — she pulled him.

When Trish and I first met, it was several months before she let my anywhere near her pussy. I teased and I cajoled every tiny step out of her. She was nervous but with just enough excitement to let me take her, slowly, carefully, to next levels. She kissed my cock. I kissed her pussy. I bought a tiny vibrator for us to experiment with, but after the first time, when she was ashamed thinking she had peed, it sat unused, though sometimes talked about.

She had recently found that she enjoyed getting on top of me and bounding on my dick. She got shy and embarrassed when I reached up and played with her tits, or pulled her down to me so I could suck on them. She couldn’t deny the pleasure of that sensation, and asking me to suck on them was the first thing she had ever demanded of me by way of selfish sexual pleasure.

To say she was a neophyte in bed would be an understatement. She more than made up for it, in my mind, with her looks, her makeup, and her clothes, however. Even if I only usually got to fuck her missionary, she loved spreading her luxurious hair out over the pillows to frame her face for me, and she loved getting ready for our “date night at home,” putting on makeup for me after showering, doing her hair, and perfuming her breasts and pussy for me. She was stunning normally.

But to get ready for “bed-bed” as she called it, she went further than the hottest chicks getting ready for the clubs. We didn’t do much when we got there, but her attention to detail kept me perfectly satisfied. It was a great night when she was inspired to roll us over and go on top of me. It took an injury to my back to give her the idea the first time. I was able to count on one hand the number of times a similar inspiration filled her since.

Mike handled his cock behind her ass and I could see her pussy was glistening and open, even throbbing. Her whole body gyrated and trembled in front of him. He gripped her waist in both of his hands and she whimpered with her neck twisted around, her hand on his wrist. “No,” she said, “Don’t.” But she backed her own hips up. His cock pointed, but she moved onto him. She sank back and slowly, relentlessly, engulfed his thick, hard cock with her sucking pussy lips all the way till her ass bumped his stomach.

Mike let go of her waist and put his hands on his hips. He didn’t move at all. My wife pushed and pulled and began to slam and ram against him. Her fists twisted in the fabric and her eyes clenched. She pushed herself hard back against him faster and harder, so hard the unmistakable flapping sound filled the room, and my ears.

Mike slapped her ass hard and she yelped but only began to fuck him in reverse all the harder. She cried out loud and began to swear: “Fuck me,” she gutted out between clenched teeth. “Oh fuck!” she cried. When Mike once again grabbed her hips and thrust for the first time back against her, she truly began to lose it. She pushed her ass up higher and began to suck gasps so high pitched she sounded like she was terrified. I thought I saw her — had helped her — orgasm before with the vibrator. But this was nothing like that. She stopped breathing and clenched every muscle in her body. She went rigid and her face took on the expression of a silent scream. When she did release, she groaned so loud I worried about the neighborhood.

She came down whimpering with surprised sounds but not for long before Mike began heaving himself into her harder again and she rose up a second time, surprising herself all over again, before losing her breath and nearly shredding the couch cushion. She stayed in that state longer the second time, and Mike threw himself into her so hard I worried he was going to break her. Then I heard him lose his breath and I saw his body go rigid. I watched as Mike ejaculated into my wife’s pussy, hard, long, and deep.

It was too much for me. I didn’t even know I had reached inside my pants and had been clenching and releasing my cock the whole time. When my wife orgasmed, I had to stop for fear of erupting in my pants. When she came a second time, I could not stop myself. I came powerfully and expended myself all over inside. I moaned too, but nobody out there would have heard me — they were both too far gone themselves. I nearly fainted I came so hard watching my wife get fucked for once so good.

Mike pulled out of her and I saw his ejaculate gush from my wife’s worn out and red pussy. It ran down her thighs and onto the couch. They didn’t seem to care anymore. Trish rolled over and flipped herself so she was lying right side up beside an exhausted Mike. She kissed him tenderly around his mouth and lightly stroked his arm. She pushed herself up and darted like a fairy on her tip toes away, but returned with towels to wipe Mike up.

I texted her on my phone from the closet. “On my way, babe,” I said.

She got the text and rushed Mike back into his clothes, and darted to the shower. I finally crept out of the closet.

“Bro,” Mike said, deep and regretfully.

“We’re not talking about it,” I cut him off. I sent hm home before Trish came back down.

But the following weekend, guess who got another emergency call to go into work?




The Deconstructed Wife




D

 anica leaned her smooth, slender hips against the counter edge, bent at her slim waist, and stretched her face close to the bathroom mirror. She slowly curled her wrist to extend her lashes while Slipknot pounded from Bluetooth speakers recessed in the stone-tiled walls. She loved her spacious bathroom all done up like a west coast spa — the glass cube shower-steam room, the rolled plush towels, the low cherry-wood table. Her mouth, painted matte fuchsia, hung open, her eyes, coal-lined and shaded russet, hung half-closed. Her leather-black layered and wavy hair flowed across her cheeks and down over her shoulders like braided rivers at night glinting in moonlight. She was wearing only her brand-new ice-blue demi cup bra and matching bikini briefs with the scallop-cut edges.

She clasped together a tiny silver chain around her neck that dangled a ruby teardrop and stood back to consider her work as a whole. She smiled with a combination of shy nervousness and shivered excitement. Who knows what this look is going to turn him into? A raging bull? Something even more out of control? She bit her lip and turned from the mirror — the unfamiliar feelings were hard to suppress, and even harder to hide. She inhaled and slowly breathed out through lush projected lips with her hand on the knob and, closing her eyes to ready herself and calm her heart, she twisted it and flung it open to the non-private world that existed on the other side.

She was startled by her husband Jude standing like the statue of a conquering general with his feet planted apart in the middle of their bedroom and his arms crossed over his chest. He looked military; he looked like a 50-something 30-year-old and he acted like it too. How he stood was how he thought: rigid in every way. How long had he been glaring at the backside of the closed door? “Going out?” he stated as much as asked. Cold air wafted her skin like an Arctic blast.

“Just writers’ workshop, “she floated by him with a breeze in her wake on her way to her closet. “Like every Wednesday night,” she added tiresomely. Inside, she let her towel crumple to the floor around her narrow ankles and held a basil-toned, nearly weightless light sleeveless T against her small bare chest and looked down at her taut, nude body with careful consideration.

“You’re getting all made-up just for that writers’ thing?” Jude twisted at his waist on his cement-planted feet, his chin on his shoulder.

She pulled her T on and stretched its bottom edge. It didn’t come far enough down to cover her navel, and in fact flared out from her breasts to show hints of her rib cage further up. She pulled from a shelf her torn, faded jeans and sat on the edge of their bed to struggle and stretch them on. She pushed up and stepped into bejeweled sea-green strap sandals and examined herself now in the long mirror, turning to check how she appeared from behind from both sides. Satisfied, she walked past her husband to the bathroom again. “A girl can if she wants,” she said finally, to herself and to him. She picked up her phone from the counter inside and turned the lights out with a chagrined gaze around her most private and favorite room.

“When you getting back?”

“I don’t know, you probably shouldn’t wait up though,” she replied with distraction. She held her phone above her head, made the peace-sign, and smiled at it. She giggled lightly to herself and her phone made the “send” swish sound.

“Why is that?” Jude tried to ignore what he plainly witnessed.

“Because I don’t know, Jude, we stay and talk sometimes — you know, the other writers?” she stopped to look challengingly into his eyes with her own shaded, so-innocent-looking emeralds and shook her head impatiently, passing him on her way to the front door. They lived in a mansion converted into condos. “Bye!” she sang with manufactured joy, pulling the door closed behind her.

Jude stretched his mouth to the side and bit down on his cheek. He went to the cabinet above the fridge and pulled down a bottle of whiskey. He grabbed his console player where he left it on the kitchen counter and plopped back down on the middle of the couch and unpaused his game.

Danica pulled into the dark community college parking lot and parked alone off to the side. She slipped her keys in her purse, pulled down the visor, and poked at her hair and retouched her lips. Satisfied, she pushed the visor up, slumped in her seat and scanned the roads around the parking lot and sighed. She checked her phone and put it away three times.

Finally his ancient and creaking baby-blue Chevy pick-up rolled into the parking lot. He flashed his lights and came to rest beside Danica’s car. She squealed to herself, pushed up, flew across the space between them, and pulled open the groaning, dented and rusty passenger door of the truck. “Give a girl a lift?” she smiled crookedly, climbing in and onto the thick brown wool blanket covering the torn up, stuffing-belching bench seat.

“Hop in honey, I’ll take you anywhere you wanna go!” He was tall, his was built, his straw blonde hair hadn’t seen a comb all week, and his smile was wry. He was a different country altogether, the kind of goofy, lanky, care-about-nothing rule breaker she had always snuck peeks at from afar with uncomprehending fascination.

She leaned over and pressed her hands into the loose jeans on his lap to raise her face to his and she kissed him once short then long on the lips, sighing as if it was the best thing to happen to her all day. “Travis miss me?” she murmured, pushing her hand up his thigh to cup his crotch and playfully blinking close to his eyes.

“Let’s go watch the waves on the bay, what you say,” he wrapped his arm around her shoulder and she pulled in tight against him. She causally squeezed and rubbed the front of his pants as he focused his eyes on the road. “How was your week, baby?”

She looked out the far passenger window and inhaled deeply, leaning harder against his shoulder and pulling her legs up on the seat. “Firm got a new contract today — big high-rise project.”

“Lots of architecting for you!” he smiled broadly and scrunched her shoulder.

“Nothing creative though,” she turned to him and admired his jawline. She pressed up to kiss him just under his ear.

“You going to have to let me drive here, sweetheart, you’re too much a distraction.”

“Am I too much for you?” she hung her mouth open with a challenging smile. She also used both her hands to pull open the button at the top of his jeans and pull down his fly. “Hm?” she raised her eyebrows and pushed her hand over his boxers.

He turned to her as the truck rumbled and rattled around the dark curves and down the forested hill toward the quiet, inky ocean that revealed itself through the stoic trunks. “Am I just a sex object to you?”

“Uh huh,” she nodded immediately. “Why do you think I bought the new underwear that I selfied for you,” she said, pulling her legs up onto the bench and rolling onto her elbows and knees. She pulled his hot, velvety cock out from inside the slot of his shorts and wrapped her deft, long fingers around it. “Only if you’re interested,” she said, turning her face to his crotch to poke at the head of his enlarging penis with her quickly darting tongue.

“I’d say you got my interest,” he said, pulling the big hard wheel and rounding the bend onto the flat that runs beside the series of lonely parking lots up squeezed up against the beach. He craned his neck to look through the darkness for one that didn’t have any other cars in it.

“Just trying to foreshadow your expectations for tonight,” she said in a tiny, light voice. She sank her mouth over the head of his cock and squeezed her lips tight half way down his shaft before pulling slowly, stiffly, up. She pulled off to cause a suction-popping sound. She pressed up to him and laughed, lightly scratching his cock with her glittering silver-painted nails, and kissed the bottom of his chin. “You better find a good place to park soon,” she purred against his bottom lip. “I don’t know if I can take this waiting-all-week to see you kind of thing.”

He pulled into a quiet spot far from lights facing the black undulating bay and twisted the key off, allowing the truck motor to shudder and hiss and settle down to sleep. The silence enveloped them and she reached behind her to crank down the passenger window a few inches. She whispered, “Listen to that.” They both remained still and gazed into the empty distance. “It’s so quiet. A different world.”

Travis pushed over to the middle of the seat and Danica busied herself lifting her body to a plank to twist her tight jean buttons apart and squirmed to peel her jeans down her legs and off. She crawled over his lap and sat straddling him, resting her elbows on his broad shoulders and dangling her fingers in his wild, short cropped hair. She pushed his head back till it leaned on the rear window and she twisted her head, studied his features, and began to kiss his face all over methodically like it were her own possession.

She curled her lips between her rows of teeth and leaned back. She scanned around into the surrounding darkness in all four directions and then crossed her arms over her torso and lifted her T up over her head, letting her hair spread down her back and over her shoulders and chest. “So do you like?”

Travis wrapped his hands around her upper ribs and beside her small, ice-blue-cupped breasts and nodded thoughtfully as though she were a work of art. “I like very much,” he said softly with a slow nod.

She poked her shoulders up and giggled then yanked at his t-shirt until he relented with his arms, putting them up as though under arrest, and she tugged it up and off his hard frame. She leaned into his thickly-built chest and pressed her ear against it before coming off enough to kiss and nip at his nipples. “Who knew construction workers were so hot,” she said to his shoulder. She kissed him several times all over before pulling back again, leaning her bare back against the dashboard. “How old are you again?”

“25,” he said thoughtfully as though he didn’t quite believe it either. “And that’s construction apprentice to you.”

“Am I your first older-woman girlfriend, Mister Carpenter’s Apprentice?” She slowly gripped and stroked his cock again with both her cool hands.

“You’re hardly an older woman — you’re 30.”

“Ooo!” she squealed. “And he has a good memory for the important things. When’s my birthday?”

“In two months — August 15.”

“Not bad, mister,” she cooed. “Is it warm enough outside do you think?”

He wrapped his huge, strong hands tighter around her waist and leaned forward to kiss the mounds of her chest where they began to rise up to the scallop-edge of her bra. “I put some blankets in the back — and a bottle of wine.”

“Ooo! Even better!” She kissed him deeply and held his face with her hands. “You’re so thoughtful,” she moaned against his mouth. “Do you think it’s private enough down here though?”

He looked out in every direction. “Well we’ve been here ten minutes and not a car has come down the road.”

She pushed open the sliding window behind his head and pushed off his lap to kneel on the bench seat and lean out into the box behind. “It’s beautiful out. You can see the stars.”

Travis looked at her butt beside his head and he massaged it like she was a sculpture he was checking the smoothness of. She moaned and hung her head. He rubbed his hand over her lower back, down back over the round of her butt, and down the back of one thigh and up, slowly, the back of the other, further on the inside. “That’s nice,” she cooed. He squeezed her cheeks and she yelped playfully. He slipped down onto the floor of the truck, held her by the hips, and pressed his face into the fabric of her panties. She laughed and stuck her ass out against him. “What do you think you’re doing,” she moaned.

He didn’t say anything. He massaged her ass and she arched in response. He pressed his nose between her cheeks and she giggled. He slipped his thumbs into the waist of her panties and gently pulled them off. She pushed up on her toes to straighten her legs to allow him to pull them down and off her feet one at a time. She settled back into her kneeling position. “I thought you would have enjoyed them on me longer,” she said, but she stopped short with a sharp intake of breath. He had pressed his face against her bare butt and with his hands, he spread her cheeks. His tongue had darted out and touched the soft skin of her perineum. She circled her lips and exhaled. “Travis,” she moaned with her head dropping out the window and her hair forming a curtain to the floor of the box.

He darted his tongue out again, longer and softer, and he touched with its tip places on her between her legs that felt to her like his alone, “even though,” she thought, “even though.” It was a strange feeling, and not only because it was the first man who’d been there since she met her future husband five years earlier. His tongue moved differently, it wasn’t predictable. His need was more urgent, she thought too, even if his touch was more gentle and his timing more considered. He was greedier and more self-serving — why should that be so much more enticing? He spread her cheeks harder and she dipped her back deeper. For him. His tongue circled her anus and his hands — his hands! — gripped her hips. She felt owned by his hands like he would simply place her where he wanted her. She blew out again long and deeply into the night seaside air on the other side of the window she hung through. When his tongue touched her lips down there, she shivered and she chuckled — maybe, she thought, she didn’t get enough of this parking in high school to get the thrill of the risk of illicit making-out out of her system. Maybe, she thought too, women never get to have the fun of promiscuity without the guilt and risk of it. She inhaled sharply and looked down her nude, gleaming body in the moon-tinged darkness. Damn him if he didn’t go straight to her buttons and play her like a violin. She bit her bottom lip hard and reached down between her legs to scratch him under his chin. She wanted him to take his time but she also wanted him to hurry. Her lower body shook and she was startled by the effect of him.

“Baby,” she breathed. She wanted to warn him he was going to make her cum. But it was already too late. The ocean breeze, the flashing searchlights of cars making the bend, the silence, his hands —and his very name too, Travis . . . — all conspired against her best efforts to squeeze back against the relentlessness of his infuriating rule-bending tongue. Her body shivered from deep inside and lit up as though electrified, lit up with liberation and wonder. She gripped the low aluminum edge of the window and her head arched back on her neck and she bayed at the moon like an animal in a hunt. She exhaled, lowered her head and pulled her hips into the seatback and away from his mouth and face and tongue. Damn him if he didn’t control her body like she was a tempered stick of hardwood he was shaping expertly onto an edge. She pushed her feet into the seat and hurled herself through the window and tumbled playfully into the truck box behind. She found the blankets all spread out already and she smiled at him and curled her finger to beckon him to join her.

She stripped him bare of his jeans and shorts with a studied method. She ran her spread-open hands over his entire splayed-out body like she was a god surveying her domain. She sucked on him and she kissed him everywhere and she got up on top of him and formed a curtain around his Grecian face with her hair. “I never got to know boys like you back in school.” She kissed his mouth. “Maybe a good thing, too” she added to herself.

“Why do you say that?” he said dreamily, his hands running over the fabric of her bra.

“I don’t know. Maybe it’s like you said in your story you read that time in class.”

“We haven’t been for two weeks now.”

She laughed and buried her face in his neck. “I know!” she squealed. “It’s too much fun playing hooky with my boyfriend!” She licked and kissed his neck and she reached down between their bodies and between her legs and she wrapped her hand around his stiff cock. “You’re bad for me,” she said closely to his ear as she curled her spine and raised her hips enough to bring the head of his cock into contact with her — always surprising — soaking lips down there. “You always make me so fucking wet, Travis,” she said against his face. She uncurled her hips and let go of his cock.

He sighed deeply and hard as her pussy engulfed his cock and her lips spread open to take him deeply inside. She pulled her hand back out from between them and rested on her elbows so she could play in his hair. She curled and uncurled herself to slide her gripping pussy up and down his thick, rigid shaft. She sighed and gasped and her breath caught, and so did his, but they talked through it anyway. “What do you like about me the most?” she breathed as much as asked.

“I like your expression,” he said, “Not your face, but that too,” they both laughed. “You say things to me with your body, you say things to my body with yours.”

She smiled and examined his hair and plunged herself harder and deeper onto him. “What do you mean,” she sighed.

“It’s just simple things but it’s so clear,” his fingertips played up her arms and made her shiver. They slipped under her bra and made her moan.

“Like what,” she nearly cried. He was doing it again — bringing on electrical charges from deep within her that gathered like storms of light on a horizon over the hills, like heat lightening that you knew presaged a wicked storm.

“Like ‘I missed you’ or ‘I want you,’ simple things like that. But stated with no ambiguity.” He breathed hard and his words became spaced.

She pushed up with her hands pressing into his bulky chest. “What am I saying now?” she teased, rolling off him and onto her back, tugging him over and between her legs. He rose over her like a storm cloud and she tugged at his dangling rope. He pushed his hips down and she arched her back up. He pierced her and she cried out. He pierced her again and again and her fingernails cut deep into his biceps.

They both got up and she stood and leaned over the cab to face the sea and the distant running lights of the ships anchored out there and he took her from behind. They rolled around together and kissed laying on their sides as he shook her core, ploughing into her with each spaced-out and heavy thrust. He finally pushed her onto her stomach, laid on her back, and when she crammed her hips up beneath him, he rammed himself so hard into her, her lungs were pumped. He pulled out of her and she rolled onto her back and pulled him with her fingers, encouraging him and then insisting with him to straddle her chest and let her finish him with her mouth. The moment she gripped his cock with her hand, he spurted and she laughed as it hit her face and she tried to get it back in her mouth but he shot all over her chest, her bra and her chin.

On the way back up the hill and to the dark college parking lot, she held his arm against her body and his hand cupped her warm and satisfied pussy through her jeans. All the other cars were gone — class ended sometime earlier, who knew when. She kissed him and leaned her head on his shoulder. “We should try to go to class next week,” she said.

“At least once this month,” he chuckled.

She climbed down from his truck and touched her lips to her fingers to blow him a kiss before shutting his angry door. He waited till she got back in her car, and he followed her out of the parking lot, going right where she went left.

She crept quietly in the condo door and pressed it closed keeping the knob twisted till the tongue clicked. She turned and lifted her leg to ease her sandal off. She caught the flicker of light from the living room. “Hey,” Jude called from the near total darkness within.

“You’re still up,” she said.

“Studying a new game. We’re supposed to build a match of it in the studio.”

Danica stood in the passage. “It’s good?”

“Meh.” He put down the player and paused the game. “Good class?”

“I like it. Makes me write something, at least.”

“What’s your story about?”

“You know I can’t tell you when it’s a work in progress. It’s a secret!”

“You going to bed?”

“I’m wiped,” she said. “You have a nice evening though? All alone?” She smiled. “Whole space to yourself?”

“I was waiting up for you.”

“Aw, honey, I told you I might be staying later.”

“Talking with writer friends?”

“Something like that,” she smiled softly at him. “Going to wash up. Come up to bed.”

In the shower, she remembered that day — the second class of the term — when Travis, messy blonde, dirty jeans, and worker’s t-shirt, clomped in with his battered steel-toe boots striking a desk leg so hard it rang. Everyone tittered. He didn’t seem to even notice anyone, or if he did, he didn’t care. Everyone talked about their own stories, or more often, their own lives, but he didn’t seem to have anything to share. But it was a prerequisite of the workshop that you had to bring something new you had written each week and that you’d have to read it out loud for the group. He didn’t volunteer, so naturally he came last. But when he spoke, his sonorous tone, his pauses, his inflections, his wry observations of the tiniest things people did with their fingers or their mouths, utterly fascinated Danica. “Captivated,” she would say. She was captive to him at that moment.

She caught up when everyone was leaving. Everyone else dressed normally and he was the only one who looked like he worked for a living and dressed like he had come straight from the pits. “That was a really good beginning,” she said to his immense, loping back when she scurried up close enough behind him.

He stopped and slowly turned. She thought it was an affectation, but she learned that he moved in every way slow, as though he had learned to be careful, as though he was often around small animals and children and fine china. Or maybe it was just he never in his life rushed anything. “It was a middle, but maybe I should cut out the beginning since you thought that was the beginning.”

She laughed but he was serious. And then, out of nowhere, she said, “Do you have to go home or would you like to go for a drive?” She saucered her eyes and pressed her fingers into the base of her neck and nearly said “Excuse me!” for her brashness before he stopped her.

“Drive,” he simply said.

They didn’t drive, at least not right away. She climbed into his truck, marveling at the rust patina, worried about the mud all over the side, and she scrunched her shoulders and looked scared at the racket she made yanking the stiff door closed. But he didn’t give her a chance to say anything. He leaned over and kissed her briefly, and then, when she only stayed still, startled, he kissed her again. She was stunned by him. But then they really did just start talking — about writing, about words, finding them and losing them, and about how they go together in so many unexpected ways.

They hit a silent patch that itself was a communication that was the opposite of awkward. He finally twisted the key and turned the engine over and it rumbled and shook to life like an awakening organism. He wrestled the stick into gear and rolled the low vibrating truck back out of its parking slot. “Where are you taking me?” she said.

“To the ocean,” he replied with certainty.

She nodded and smiled and wondered why she was allowing all of it to happen, any of it. They parked at the beach and he hopped out before she had a chance to wonder what was going to happen next. He was holding her door open before she finished that thought. “You got to see this,” he said to her. Along the beach, they came to a bend where some trees on the bank above hung low. There were smooth boulders inside the shroud of wispy branches. He pointed indicated she should sit. She looked at him with suspicion but he pointed out to the bay. “Check it out.”

When she skeptically and slowly turned her face to the water, she saw what it was he wanted to show her. The tips of the gently incoming waves foamed white and caught the glint of moonlight at just such an angle that it made them glow brightly for sparkling seconds, each one after the last. She smiled. “It’s beautiful,” she intoned.

In the truck, she laid under him across the bench seat and he pressed his chest against her folded knees and rammed himself so hard into her she saw stars. She looked up through the spokes of the steering wheel and the grubby front window to the streaky points of light of the stars beyond and realized her body had never been as well and truly fucked as it was right then. It felt like she had been utterly deconstructed. He pulled out of her and she grabbed his cock and took his semen on her chest and stomach. He silently drove her back to the parking lot and turned the engine off when he brought his truck, silently rolling, up beside her car. “I’m sorry if I made you do something you weren’t supposed to do,” he said, nodding as though that were it.

“I make my own choices,” she said, as much to inform him as to convince herself.

He stared at her a while before talking again. “Think you might choose to come back next week? Might be something else to go see down there, never know.”

She laughed and then she pursed her lips. She gazed out the front window at the distance headlights of traffic crawling along the boulevard beyond the vast flat parking lot. “I’ve been married three years,” she said before turning to face him. “Together five years.” She nodded at him.

“You ever do this kind of thing before?” he asked in that direct way she realized she liked about him.

“No, heaven’s no.” She breathed long, in and out. “You?”

“No, no.” He gripped his steering wheel like he was wringing a neck.

“Married?” she asked him.

“No,” he shook his head. “I’m only 25.”

“Oh my god,” she shrunk down. “You’re only 25? Oh my god.”

“So is that a yes or a no?”

She nodded and smiled with her lips tight. “It’s a yes,” she said. “I would like that.”

She came in the door considerably later than the previous week. “Geez, Danica!” Jude said from the kitchen. “You didn’t answer your phone or anything!”

She checked her phone. There were several texts and a few missed calls. “What is wrong with my phone? It didn’t make any sounds!” It had been in the front seat while she was with Travis in the back box.

“Where were you?”

“We got talking after class, I guess time just got away from me.”

“Well try to call me next time?” he said. “The college — things have happened there at night, you know. You’re walking through the parking lot alone.”

“I’m sorry, honey,” she said. “Forgive me?” She wanted to assure him she was anything but alone, but thought better of it.

He wrapped his arms around her waist. “Want to get in the sack?”

“I do,” she gently twisted away from him. “But I’m wiped. I need to get to sleep, honey.” She went up and took a shower, just like she had again this time.

Only this time, when she came out of the bathroom in her towel, Jude was standing there again in that conquering hero statue pose in the middle of the bedroom. She startled and yelped. “Jude!”

“I have to ask you this, Danica,” he squinted. She stopped and stared at him with her large doe eyes. “Are you having an affair?”

Within seconds she realized that not answering negatively immediately was the same as saying “Yes,” and she had already taken longer than someone who wasn’t having an affair. She stood in front of him and hung her arms limply to her sides. She bit the side of her lip and curved her eyebrows down and she nodded.

They stared at each other for what felt like minutes but was only seconds. Finally his shoulders fell and his hands hung, mirroring her. “Are you leaving me?” he asked.

“No!” she stepped up against him. ““No, heaven’s no.”

He held her by her elbows. “Then why?”

She gently brought him closer to her and rested her chin on his shoulder. She wrapped her hands around his back. “I don’t know,” she finally answered. “It just happened.”

He gripped her biceps and separated their bodies to arm’s length. He looked in her eyes hard. “Are you enjoying it?”

Something in the way he asked surprised her. It wasn’t an accusatory tone. It wasn’t a hurt tone, either. It sounded to her like the most innocent, curious sort of question, one that asked for just the straight facts of the matter. She pursed her lips and tried to calculate the consequences of honesty. Finally, she chose to say, “I am.”

He nodded and then he stared at the floor and set his jaw crookedly. Finally he looked up and said to her, “You’ll let me know if anything changes between us?”

She darted her gaze to the corner of her eyes and came back to him. She chose to nod slowly. “I will,” unsure what they were agreeing to.

“Nothing has changed yet?” he asked in that same plainly curious tone. 

“No,” she affirmed. So much came unexpected lately.

He nodded and then he turned to go back downstairs. “Just got to turn things off downstairs,” he called over his shoulder. She got into bed and wondered. He came up, stripped, got into bed beside her, and kissed her. They made love like they always did, and as though nothing had transpired.

On the weekend, she bought some new black underwear — a cute thong and half-cup bra both with a tiny red bow in the middle. She texted Travis before she got back to the car where Jude was already finished and waiting. “I have something new to show you,” she wrote him, using red-faced emojis, before slipping the phone into her purse and slipping into Jude’s car door. 

As they got on the main road, he said, “What did you get?”

“Nothing,” she gazed out the window.

“No really,” he said, “what did you get?”

She pondered things and curled her lips. He looked over at her and she knew in that instant that her expression — again! — gave her away. She pulled out of her shopping bag her new underwear.

“Fucking hell, that’s sexy,” he said reaching over to feel it like it was some foreign, exotic material.

Her chest rose and her breathing got tight. “It’s for my boyfriend,” she almost wasn’t failed to squeeze out of her constricting chest.

Jude drove three whole blocks before he replied. “I bet you look fucking hot in that.”

She took her time responding. “That’s the hope.” She screwed her face up out her window. “I guess,” she peeped.

The conversation carried on in that very slow, stilted fashion all the way home. “When are you going to see him?”

“Wednesday, I guess.”

Long pause. “What are you going to wear with that?”

She stared ahead like she was looking into an abyss. “I was thinking of maybe a short dress, my short red one.”

He puffed out his cheeks and exhaled. “Yeah,” he said. “Or your white one.”

She licked her lips and bugged her eyes out looking steady out the front window. “You think?”

“Red one’s nice too, either way.” He drove on. “But I like the white one on you.”

When he pulled in the parking stall and shut the engine, they both stayed in their seats. Finally she spoke. “You’re accepting of something you have to be.” He nodded, gripping his steering wheel. “Why, Jude?”

He looked over at her. “That time you asked? And I told you I married you because I loved your confidence? You’re assertive, Danica. You’re independent.” He rubbed his steering wheel. “I like you when you’re feeling free.” He nodded at her like he was satisfied he had found the right words. “It’s scary, but you said you’d tell me if things change.”

Danica inhaled deeply and let it slowly out. “Just wow, Jude,” she said.

“I knew you were getting ready for him when you were in the bathroom the other night,” Jude went on. “And when you came home, I knew you had been with him.” She began to reply but he cut her off. “No, let me,” he said. “I jerked off thinking about you being with him.” He looked over at his wife. “I was turned on thinking about you getting sexually satisfied with him. I got off remembering you getting ready to fuck him.” He tugged on his crotch. “I’m so fucking hard right now thinking about you putting on those new panties for him right now too — and taking them off for him.”

“Jude, I . . . “

“I get so aroused knowing you’re getting penetrated so good. Does he make you orgasm when he fucks you?”

“Jude, I . . .” she repeated. She clamped her mouth shut. But then she shrugged. “Yes he does. It’s very deep. He’s very big.” She laughed but stopped herself short.

“I like that,” he said before opening his door and climbing out.
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