
        
            
                
            
        

    















I bent low under the solitary cone of my desk lamp and pressed my nose into the space bar. It was my roommate Reed again. I could hear his shrieking laugh as he tromped up the driveway past the narrow slit of a window at the top of the basement wall behind me.
I gave it a beat or two. If he was laughing like that, he’d have been to the campus pub all night — a typical post-game ritual with him and the other jocks. And if he’d been to the pub, the odds were greater than even that he was bringing a girl home.
And there it was — the high-pitched return laughter. I groaned. I almost finished drafting out my history essay, too.
He got the big, decent, and actual bedroom in the basement of the house near campus we rented together. I got the glorified storage closet bisected by the staircase up. My concession was that one end of the long living room was my office space.
It wasn’t a bad set-up for me — he was hardly ever home. But it meant that, until he got the girl into his bedroom out the far end of the living room, I was on display for them like some zoo animal.
I could hear his key rattle against the door into at the top of the stairs and her voice, too, curious, excited, but wary, as well. She’d have had to trust him up a long, dark and narrow driveway, through a pitch-black back yard, and down cement steps into the nearly hidden bunker of an entrance. So she must have been drinking too, I concluded — nobody with normal, healthy inhibitions would willingly follow a guy through that gauntlet of warning flags.
Earlier in the year I might have hid in my room and read on my bed. But I found that that only encouraged Reed to turn the living room into an extension of his bedroom. If I stayed put in my “office,” he had incentive to move things along and through to his bedroom sooner.
I must have made his girls uncomfortable, over there in the corner bent over and quietly typing and reading in the dark end of the room like some hunchback.
They burst into the kitchen and swerved and laughed holding onto each other with their hands around the other’s waist. The girl caught herself and stiffened at the sight of me in the corner. I made my typical cursory wave but I barely looked up. I may not have hung a “Do Not Disturb the Animals” sign on the front of my desk, but my body language conveyed that message to all but the most oblivious.
“What’s wrong with him?” I heard the girl murmur to Reed as he pulled her by the hips to the other end of the room outside his room where our couch and the big screen was.
“He’s nothing to worry about,” he said. He nodded back at her and pushed her down into the couch. “Right Calum?” he shouted across the room to me.
“Huh?” I lifted my face with my well-practiced “annoyed” look.
“Nothing buddy,” he laughed and he plopped down beside her, throwing his arm around her shoulder and finding something on Netflix not too interesting.
I peered out the top of my eyes toward that end of the living room. I was always amazed at how casually familiar he could be with girls he just met. It was as though they were all uniquely wrapped but exactly the same inside, the way he brought them in, sat them down, got a show on, everything played out exactly the same way every time. They all responded the same way, too.
I could put I timer on it. After 15 minutes of necking, he’d invite her through the door into his bedroom. In another 15 minutes, I’d hear her cries and moans. Then there would follow about 15 minutes of his bed banging the wall between the rooms and her shrieks and squeals. Finally, there’d be 15 more minutes of laughter, murmuring, and shuffling sounds. The door would open, the girl would hang her head with shame and hurry through the living room, and out they would go for him to walk her home. One hour, tops, each time.
“I hate when they want to sleep in my bed,” he sneered and chuckled at me as he came back home and went through to bed to sleep.
“Yeah, I know what you mean,” I murmured to myself. “Must really suck.”
This time, Reed and the girl didn’t get straight to the necking on the couch. She slapped his arm and bent forward as though interested in the show. When Reed pushed his face under her hair and into her neck, she laughed and squealed and pushed him away.
She looked over at me buried in the far end. “What are you working on?” she called out to me.
I heard Reed chuckle and murmur something in her ear and I heard her respond to him. “I just want to know,” she said in a low voice.
“History,” I barked without looking up. It wasn’t the first time one of his girls, awkward with the other guy in the dark down the other end of the room, made passing attempts at decency. The one-word answers usually put an end to it.
“History of what?” she pursued me down my rabbit warren.
“Uh,” I stammered, caught off guard by her. I looked at Reed but he just glared at the screen with a pissed expression. He was counting the seconds before getting the “dud,” as he called this type, out of there. “13th century?” I offered.
She twisted her face at me but kept her eyes — glowing and glinting in the light of the screen — on mine.
“Europe?” I added. She kept staring. “Science?” I piled on top. Surely that was enough to turn her away.
But it wasn’t. She pushed Reed’s hands off her body and stood up and pulled her short-cropped sweater down as far over her bare midriff as it would go, which wasn’t far. She came to my desk and turned the stapler around, took a pencil out of my holder and turned it, like all the others, point up, and dragged her fingertip along the side to come behind the desk and half-crouch, catching her praying hands between her thighs.
“What are you writing about?” she said. She might have come from a bar invaded by a team of jocks, but the cinnamon and maple scent I picked up from her chest where her top billowed out made me exhale and struggle to keep my eyes from fluttering.
I reached forward and turned the pencil she touched tip-end down again. “Sharp ones,” I pointed to the others, “dulled ones,” I said, tapping the butt end of the guilty pencil.
She chuckled like my order amused her. “I’m in nursing,” she said, pushing herself up onto the low file behind me. She thought nothing of pushing out of her way the carefully stacked books spread there. She pulled her knees up and leaned her elbows over her legs sitting cross-legged. She pulled her sleeves down over most of her hands and sampled the fabric between her thumb and finger. “There’s lots of science courses in it — anatomy, of course. Biology. Medicine, naturally.”
I pivoted in my swivel chair and slumped down in it to face up to her. I shot a glance over my shoulder at Reed left alone on the couch watching a show. It was like he didn’t even notice she left him. Maybe he expected her to visit with me and come back to him, and carry on with his plan, going through to his bedroom.
I looked up at her and squinted my gaze. She looked down and snickered but regained her composure before lifting her face back up to mine, struggling to straighten her grin and clear strands of her hair from her face, tucking them carefully behind her ear.
“Anatomy was a mystery back then,” I said, “a mystery that was solved by the innovation of cutting them open to look,” I said. “Cadavers, of course, usually,” I deadpanned.
“Oh yeah?” she grinned at me with what I took as an over-the-top faked interest.
I thought she was mocking me and I chuckled. But she only frowned and drew a strand of hair through her lips thoughtfully. I looked over at Reed again but he doused the blue flame of the screen, pushed himself up with groans like athletes always do, and made an exaggerated gesture of opening his bedroom door.
He looked over his shoulder and shrugged with confused exasperation.
“Ok!” the girl said. He kept standing there staring. She finally added, “I’ll be there in a minute,” she said, and she waved him along. She turned back to me, she chuckled to herself, and she shrugged with sheepish guilt. Within minutes, we both heard Reed’s snoring.
She chuckled and pursed her lips at me. She leaned back against the wall under the high narrow window and let her legs fall over the edge of the file. She was wearing gleaming white tights with loops around the bottoms of her feet. Her fingernails were glossy pink. She examined the corners of the low ceiling as though imagining the measurements. “So you and Reed live here together?” she said.
“It’s Calum,” I said. I extended my hand to her because I didn’t know what one did in these situations.
She tittered and pulled herself forward enough with one hand wrapped around the front edge of the file to shake my hand with her other hand “Claire,” she nodded overly formally. She slumped back on the file and drew strands of her caramel-brown hair through her lips again, considering me through her narrowed eyes.
“Claire,” I said. The intensity of our mutual gaze in the dark of the room was more interaction with a girl than I had had all year so far. I didn’t want to blow it, but I didn’t even know what “it” was. She said to Reed she’d be along “in a minute,” but she also tittered at me when she heard his snoring.
I followed what she did, rolling my head around to the corners of the ceiling. “Yeah, for better or worse,” I said quietly enough for Reed not to hear, even though he wouldn’t be listening if he really was asleep. I half grinned at Claire. She seemed observant enough to probably notice that the two friends who grew up together had become, by freshmen year at college, badly mismatched.
“Seems like a big enough place,” she nodded at me — one of those statements that you make to mean the exact opposite.
I shrugged. “It works.” I didn’t need to go into the financial details of how it was going to have to work.
“Why don’t you show me around,” she said, still pulling strands of that smooth, glossy confection through her lips, and now glinting at me through more narrow eyes with a grin that seemed to spread out from the corner of her mouth.
I moved my eyes around their sockets in a jerky hexagonal movement. There was the kitchen, seen already, the bathroom, already visited, the living room we were in, Reed’s bedroom, which I would be disinclined to show her, and my closet-slash-bedroom under the low overhang of the stairs. When my eyes got back to hers, she remained staring at me through their narrow slits, she continued to drag strands through her lips, and she held that near-grin still on her mouth.
I gestured widely around me with my arm. “My office,” I nodded.
She erupted with a giggle and covered her mouth and leaned deeply down over her legs. She twisted her head up toward my face so that her hair obscured her eyes and mouth, but not enough I didn’t see them wide and glowing. She pushed herself down from my file and seized my hand with her cool hand, entangling her long, elegant fingers each with mine, and she squeezed. She pulled me up. “Show me,” she said from the side of my shoulder. She pulled her extended sleeve out from between our palms so that we came together all the more completely.
My heart skipped and my throat constricted. There was only one room I could show her that she hadn’t already seen — my bedroom. I walked to the door that was at the opposite end of the long living room to Reed’s door and twisted the knob. She dropped my hand and brushed past me. striding directly into my tiny room.
I stood behind her in the doorway. “My bedroom,” I announced, gesturing around myself as though it was a vast space inside.
When I came back from a full turn around, I found her so close up in front of me, we brushed against each other. She pushed herself up on her toes and draped her arms around my neck. Her scent filled me with a blood-draining delirium and her body, against mine, bolted electrical pulses through my body.
She puffed a light wisp of air out her nose and pulled her mouth in a curious, kind of confused, smile, before wrapping her cool, pressing fingers around the back of my neck, fluttering her eyelids barely closed, and bringing her soft, full lips up to, and against, mine. She pulled away after a couple of seconds, raised her shoulders, and squeezed the tip of her tongue between her widely grinning teeth. She scratched her scrunching nails into the skin at the back of my neck. She emitted an amused chirp and then kissed me again, more fully, a lot longer, and with her tongue probing my mouth and feeling my teeth.
I took tiny steps backwards and felt behind my back, crouching and searching for the edge of my bed. There was nothing else to sit on in there — there wasn’t space for anything else. She followed me in tiny footsteps with her arms still hanging around my neck, giggling and craning her neck to maintain the kiss.
She was playful. She was treasing.
I fell backward when my knees bumped the edge of the bed and she pushed my chest as she toppled down over on top of me. I ended up on my back with my legs over the edge and she came to kneel on the edge of the bed over top of me.
She lowered herself slowly and sat on my thighs. “You’re so not a jock, are you,” she said with her face twisting sideways in the dark.
I had to snicker. “About the exact opposite, probably,” I said.
“Guys like you,” she shook her head and slid her eyes closely all around my face. “You’re harder to meet because you never go out,” she said as though scolding me. She casually began to undo my belt, tugging at the tail and tugging it to drop the pin out of the hole.
“I think we should close the door,” I said.
She snickered again and jumped up. Backing out the door, she wagged her finger at me like a teacher warning a kid. “Stay right where you are!” she glowered.
She skipped out of the room and I heard the bathroom door close. I stayed stock still lying on my back on the bed staring at my ceiling wondering if it was real or had I fallen asleep again with my face pressed into my keyboard at my desk.
But Clare came back a few moments later and shut my bedroom door behind her. She quietly and carefully let go of the knob she had twisted and she leaned back against it. I looked down my reposed body at her.
“Don’t you ever wonder what you’re missing when other people go out?” She tilted her head slightly. “Like Reed?”
I lied. “Not really,” I shrugged.
She began to sway her hips side to side against the back of the door, keeping her eyes on mine and lowering her grin to a more serious expression. With her long, folding fingers, she found the bottom edge of her sweater and began to slide it side to side against the flow of her hips, raising it little by little each time, showing me more and more of her bare stomach.
“Are you sure?” she said in such a soft voice, it was nearly a whisper. She began to grin widely over her face and turned away with her eyes staying on mine tight to their corners. She continued to pull her sweater side to side over her body high enough now to show me glimpses of the underside of her white, lace bra.
“Okay,” I said. “I lied.” I swallowed hard. “You’re driving me crazy right now.”
She curled her shoulders forward and caught herself bending over with a laugh before covering her mouth and raising her eyebrows at me. She stretched her waist sideways, crossed her arms over her body, and in one motion, pulled her sweater up, inside out, over her body and over her head, stretching her arms high up until all her hair tumbled messily from the sweater and settled around her bare shoulders and chest and back. She looked around, and seeing nowhere to toss her sweater, she dropped it on the end of my bed.
I felt a girls breasts before, under her top but over her bra. I saw a girl — another one — in her bra, through a knothole up at a cottage. I wasn’t creeping her, she told me to watch her get undressed for bed when we were downstairs in the big cottage both our families were vacationing in. She turned the lights out after taking her top off. I also kissed two girls before.
I stared at Claire’s chest. In the dim streetlight that came from above through the high basement window, her bra glowed like something radioactive against her darkened skin. She snapped her head forward and jutted her chin at me. Her hair whipped over her face and her shoulders thrust back. She pressed her arms straight down her sides and curled her wrists out at her hips. She stepped toward me by snapping her heels up sharply against her ass. Then she ducked her face, covered her mouth with her cupped hands, and laughed with a squeal loud enough for Reed to hear. She quickly tugged the waist of her tights and peeled them down and off without ceremony and flung them aside.
“Shove over!” she ordered me and she pushed me with her hands. I “shh’d” her in case Reed could hear. She plopped heavily down beside me after shoving me all the way over my bed, and she sank her head into my pillow. She clasped her fingers together over her bare stomach and rolled her face over to mine close enough I could inhale her sweet breath and see the glint of light on her flossed lips.
She made a serious face and locked her big, round eyes on mine so close I could barely keep my eyes from flickering shut. “Do you think he’d even mind?” she said in mock seriousness, and she landed her hand in my crotch and squeezed me hard and squealed.
She laughed and popped up and threw her leg over my hips so that she knelt over me again, only now dressed in only her lace bra and panties. She punched her fists down harshly into the pillow on either side of my face and arched her back to stretch her toned, slim stomach out at me. “Tough titties for him if he does,” she sneered. “I’m sure he has lots of other girls.” She slowly leaned her head down and gathered her hair in her hand to twist it and pull it from between our faces. She came to rest on her elbows and kissed me lightly on my mouth. “You don’t, though, do you,” she moaned with her lips still touching mine.
I swallowed and tried to count to keep my heart from exploding out of my chest.
She bit the side of her bottom lip, shot herself back up straight and high over me, and she reached behind her back with her arms twisting up like chicken wings. She blew wisps of her blonde hair from her forehead with her bottom lip jutting and rolled her eyes with impatience before I saw the straps of her bra slacken and the cups droop from the front of her chest. She twisted around on top of me searching for where her sweater had landed with her arm over her bare breasts, and she aimed and tossed her bra to land on her sweater behind her. I looked up at her bare chest that caught the light and determined in that fleeting moment that I now understood the complete history  of Renaissance painting.
She grinned and slowly lowered herself down over me, but instead of aiming for my mouth with her mouth, she pushed her elbows up around my ears and lowered her chest to my face. She hung one breast above my mouth so close her erect nipple dragged and popped over my lips. I flicked it with my tongue and caught it with my lips. She shifted her torso and pushed more firmly with her other breast so that it filled my mouth. I sucked on it.
She tittered and rolled off of me. When I rolled onto my side to face her, she rolled onto her back. I reached tentatively over to lay my hand flat on her equally flat stomach. She rolled her face to mine and smiled and she wriggled a bit in her chest. I moved my hand up her body and felt the bottom of her ribs. She continued to stare with her eyes flaring like fire at my eyes, and she continued to open and shut her mouth without saying anything. I could hear her breathe and feel her chest rising and falling under my hand.
In that silence and darkness, I pushed my hand further up her body and felt the soft, yielding curve of the underside of her breast. She shivered and made a light, high-pitched cry from deep inside her throat. When I moved my hand over the top of her smooth, warm breast, her eyes fluttered shut and she inhaled sharply. I could feel her fingers at my side twist and pull in the sheet.
She shut her eyes and breathed unevenly. I moved my hand up her chest to her shoulder. It felt so perfectly round and smooth, it was like cupping a billiard ball. I pulled my hand over her collar bone and found the outline of the muscles of her neck. I dragged my fingertips up over her throat and out under her chin. She stretched out her jaw and whimpered when I came around her chin and touched her lips. She snipped at me and bit me. I kept moving over her cheek to her neck and below her ear and she shivered and pulled her knees up and shot her legs back down.
She grabbed my hand and stopped me from touching her there. She spun her face to me, and over the white of the pillow she said, “How did you know about that spot?”
I didn’t answer, I only pushed up and leaned over and tried to kiss her there. But she pressed my face away and said, “If you do that, it’s going to be game over for me.”
She suddenly popped up and, kneeling beside me, she tugged at the waist of my pants. She pulled them down like I was a cadaver on her examining table, and then she pulled my underwear down and off me just as determinedly. “Nurses, I guess,” I thought.
She leaned on one arm and folded her legs up under her. With her free arm, she wrapped her hand around my completely hard cock. I nearly passed out. She ignored my reaction. She lightly pulled up and pushed down and she bent her thumb over the head and rubbed me there, too.
I died, I flew to the moon and back, and I groaned like a man run through with a sword. She considered my reactions to her touches with mild interest before leaning down and closing her hot, wet mouth around the head of my cock.
She moaned loudly with my cock deep in her mouth, and then she pushed down slowly and tightly. I peeled my head up off the pillow to watch her full, soft lips move down the shaft. I could feel her tongue swirl inside her mouth like some snake writhing in a cup.
When she came back up, I could see my cock glisten in the light from her saliva spilled all over it. She kept me in her mouth even as she squirmed and writhed and worked her panties down her thighs and off her legs. We were both completely naked and I sank my head back into my pillow and tried to memorize what was happening because I knew I would be reliving the moment the rest of my life.
She pulled up and off me and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. She gripped my cock and stroked me slowly, just keeping me below the level of losing it. I was barely able to breath.
“What do you picture yourself doing in ten years?” she asked in the most stunning casual voice. As I seriously thought about it, she sank her mouth down over my cock again and took me far enough inside her mouth, her lips kissed the base of my cock.
She pulled back up and off and stroked me again looking at me with serious but relaxed eyes as though we were chatting in the cafe.
“I’m not really able to think like that if you’re going to be doing that to me,” I managed to squeeze out.
“Oh no?” she replied with the same relaxed expression. She suddenly swung her leg out and knelt over me, straddling my hips again. Crouching down over me, she reached between our bodies and between her legs and wrapped that cool, firm hand of hers around my cock. She steered it so that the head drew down over the lips of her pussy.
I stopped breathing. I shot a glance down between us disbelieving it was actually happening. But she gave me no time to examine the visual evidence. She lifted her hips, shimmied on her knees, and held me still as she lowered her wet lips down over the head of my cock. Pressing her hands hard into my stomach, she rolled her head back far enough that I could feel her hair grace my legs, and she lowered herself down inch by inch taking me inside her.
Where her mouth sucked and her tongue swirled, inside her down below, it felt like a thousand fingers pulled at me and massaged and squeezed me. She pulled up and nearly pulled my life out of my cock, before she released herself and plunged back down heavily with her hips smashing into my hips.
She crouched down with her elbows beside my face and laid her head sideways beside mine. As her body rode on me, pumping and thrusting against my hips, she murmured so close in my hear it sounded like she was in my head. “Is this better for thinking?” she asked in that play-innocent, fake-serious voice.
I pushed my hands between us and I squeezed her breasts and rubbed her nipples in my fingers and thumbs. She thrusted herself back up to kneeling and covered my hands with hers. She pushed her head back to face the ceiling and cried with a gasp so loud there was no more reason to hide our sounds from anyone else in the place, or even upstairs for that matter.
I felt her all over her nude body, and when I reached her ass, I squeezed her hard. She collapsed forward onto me and we drove our bodies against each other harder, but slowly and grindingly, and we kissed and breathed together and moaned and cried.
With my cock buried deep inside her, she twisted her hips on me and planted her head beside me again on the pillow. “Why does this feel so good?” she asked.
I wondered if she meant fucking generally or with me specifically. “Well,” I groaned, “in my psych 101 text, it says . . . “ I started.
She tittered and kissed me quiet. She knelt again on me and stopped moving with my cock buried all the way inside her. She absorbed some of her weight with her hands pressed into my chest. Her hair fell down and fanned around our faces. She began moving again, but barely. We remained quiet and nearly still like this for a long time.
Finally, startling me out of a trance with her whisper, she said, “Do you like it?”
I could only nod.
“Me too,” she breathed. Her mouth hung open and her eyes closed. She crept her fingers down my chest and rolled her head back as she came up taller over me. I could see her back arch sharply in the light and her breasts stick out. She rocked her pelvis into mine with little shivers and catches. She stopped moving entirely at one point and shook throughout her body.
She whispered more to herself than to me, “Oh my god, what you do to me!” Her pelvis started moving again, but only very slowly and very slightly.
I fell into a strange state. I was tired and it was late and dark in the room, and quiet. My senses dimmed and my eyes, like her’s, closed lightly. I could hear my ears turning sound off. My mind took on a wandering feel, as though I had become untethered. I could sense my awareness of Claire, of her body, of the pillow and the bed, drifting into and out of reality. I felt her slight motion on me and then not, her deep waves only emerging into my consciousness in bits and pieces as though awareness itself was disintegrating, or was it reality?
One part of my consciousness, though, remained focused and in a heightened state. It wasn’t the feel of my cock in her wet pussy, but rather the abstracted and pure sensation of pleasure itself. I felt like I was slipping into a different kind of sleep, and the further down I drifted, the higher rose the intensity of the pure essence of ecstasy.
I snapped out of the reverie for a moment when I realized I might have been falling asleep with a girl on me, fucking me. But I looked up at her over me, and on her face and in her undulating shoulders and heaving chest, I saw her experiencing the same thing I had been feeling. She rocked on me ever so slightly at the height of our mutual sexual intensity, and her quiet private moans were deep, slow, and rhythmic.
She suddenly opened her eyes right onto mine, big, dark and piercing. Her mouth formed an “O” shape like she was surprised by something, and her thighs squeezed against my ribs hard. She inhaled sharply and her body shook with violent tremors. Inside her pussy, it felt like hands were pulling me and gripping me harder, but covered in oil and slipping over me. I erupted into her with my entire existence flooded out my cock over and over.
I made a mess of the bed and her.
She fell off of me and flopped down beside me, her limbs falling loosely all over me. “Mmm,” she groaned long and deeply. “I think I’m in danger of you,” she moaned.
She pulled the blanket up over us both and laid on her side pressed against me where I laid on my back. “Is this okay?” she groaned, but she was asleep before I answered. She reached up suddenly and pulled at my face and kissed me sloppily without opening her eyes. “It would be so easy to fall . . . . for you,” she whispered privately.
In the morning, Reed startled us both awake. Without knocking, he flung my door open. “You getting up? I’m driving if you want a ride,” he barked.
That’s when he saw the lump in my bed. She lifted her head with a confused look, scratching and squinting against the sudden light.
“Oh shit!” he said, and he squealed with that annoying laugh of his and swung the door shut.
“Uhh,” she groaned, pushing herself up with her hand heavily into my ribs. She rubbed her palm hard into her eye. “I think I had too much last night,” she moaned.
“Want to go for breakfast?” I tried.
She patted my chest with just her fingers. “I think I just need to get home, but thanks,” she smiled weakly. She dressed quickly. “Sorry,” she said over her shoulder and she left my room, closed my door, and found her own way out. I saw the light and shadows of her legs going past the narrow window as she went down the driveway and out across the morning shafts of sunlight.
I texted Reed. “Where did you run into Claire?” I asked him.
“I forgot I came home with a girl!” he wrote back. “Claire was her name?” he asked. As I stared at that, he wrote again. “Glad one of us got to fuck that bitch,” he wrote, and then he asked me if she was any good.
I ignored him and asked again where he ran into her, but he had no recollection. He couldn’t recall where he was the previous night — a party? A house? A dorm? A pub? Nothing.
I searched for her everywhere, but I never found her again.
A weeks later, back in my bunker office late at night, working on a paper, I heard Reed come up the driveway and laugh, and then I heard the laughter of another girl. I squinted at the light of my lamp and waited and sighed.
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