
        
            
                
            
        

    
CRAVING HIS SEED

By Brandi Black


T
hey should put warnings on windows: if you walk around your house in lingerie with the curtains open, your neighbors will see you.


Maybe it sounds obvious, but it's something I forgot one drizzly afternoon after I broke up with my ex. We'd been together for four years and by the end of our relationship, I felt completely unsexy.


He never touched me, when I touched him he flinched as though I'd hurt him, and my attempts at wearing sexier clothes went completely unnoticed. After our breakup, inspired by porn and a bottle of Sauvignon Blanc, I decided to rediscover my sexuality.


After all, I decided, as I swigged wine that tasted increasingly good the further I got through the bottle, I was just as sexy as the women on my screen, the ones who were being fucked by not just one, but three guys. My stomach was flat, my breasts swelled out of my chest like small hills and my legs were long and toned. What wasn't there to like?


Before the wine had a chance to wear off, I was digging through my drawers, searching for lingerie I'd long ago forgotten I had. There was quite a collection — and as I fished it out, I was relieved to see it still looked good. I had three-piece lingerie sets, stay-up tights, see-through bodysuits, leather skirts and heels that looked like they belonged at a strip club. What was wrong with Marcus, I wondered as I picked up the racy blue bra I'd worn last Valentine's Day. Why wouldn't he be interested in this?


I hummed a song that had been stuck in my head as I pulled it on, stretching it over my breasts and clasping it behind my back. The matching g-string and suspender belt were in the drawer too — I pulled them on as well, and stood in front of the mirror, turning so I could see it from all angles.


I looked fucking amazing.


The straps cradled my curves, and the lace revealed peeks of breast and nipple, and a tantalizing strip of hairless skin above my pussy. I'd always been tall, with a lanky runner's body that finally developed breasts and hips after I finished high school. I looked and felt incredible!


But of course, the look wasn't complete. I swept on makeup, styled my hair, pulled on the tights and remembered how incredible I used to feel doing this, before Marcus made me feel like it was a waste of time.


Right then, I made myself a promise — I was never going to let myself feel unsexy again. In fact, from now on, I was going to wear lingerie as much as I possibly could.


I kept it on while I made dinner, humming and dancing to music that played through my bluetooth speaker, feeling like I should have been on a photoshoot while I sauteed peas and carrots. I imagined I was a stripper, a catwalk model, a high-paid escort — I lived alone, so there was nobody there to see me enact my fantasy and give an imaginary man a lap dance on my couch while the chicken simmered.Or so I thought.


I saw him out of the corner of my eye at first — I don't even know what got my attention. Maybe he moved, or maybe it was the sensation of being watched, but I felt a sudden surge of embarrassment and threw myself down behind the couch like I'd seen a sniper.


My heart thumped as I crouched on the carpet. I'd only caught a glimpse, but I thought it was a man, probably in his forties, in the apartment building opposite mine and he was looking right at me.


The part of me that didn't want to die of embarrassment reasoned that maybe he hadn't seen me, maybe he was looking at his own reflection in the window or a bird flying past, but I knew in my gut that wasn't true.


I risked a peek over the couch — he was still there, still watching me. He was definitely in his mid-forties, I guessed, with a full head of silver hair and friendly eyes. The kind of man who I'd like as a boss and fantasize about in meetings.


Even though all he could have seen were my eyes and forehead, he smiled and waved.


"Shit."


What was I supposed to do? My couch was in the middle of the room — there was nowhere I could run to without him seeing me again. All of me. I flopped against the back of the couch and tried to think.


Maybe if I threw something at the window I could shatter the glass so he couldn't see through it anymore?


No, that was a terrible idea — partly because I'd have to pay for a new one and partly because there was nothing around me to throw. I found myself missing the early days of mine and Marcus's relationship, where a stack of bricks held up our makeshift coffee table that had started its life as a door. I desperately felt like I wanted to hide.


And yet... now that my heart rate was slowing, something about knowing someone was watching me — actually watching me — was beginning to turn me on. I'd missed it so much, and he was attractive.


I peeked over the couch again, slower this time. He was wearing a slim-fit shirt that accentuated his muscles and his tattooed arms bulged out of the sleeves.


He was definitely my type. And the chicken was beginning to burn.


My heart raced as I decided to give him a proper show. I stood up and strutted through the room intentionally, thrusting out my breasts and butt as I took tiny steps in my heels. I was nervous as hell, but maybe he wouldn't notice the way my legs trembled or that I hadn't exhaled the breath I'd been holding the entire way across the room?


I bent my leg like a pinup model as I turned the heat down on the chicken and wondered what to do next. There was one thing... the obvious thing... but was I brave enough?


There was only one way to find out.


I strutted back to the couch and perched on the cushion with my legs wide apart. From where he was, he could see straight between my legs. Knowing this, I pulled the g-string towards my thigh, showing him my entire pussy, feeling both brave and daring.


What the hell was I doing, I wondered. This was a man I didn't know, who could easily find my apartment if he was determined. Sure, there was a door man, but he was so hopelessly inept that a bribe of cheap chocolates would get you on any floor you wanted. Still, it had been so long since I'd felt sexy that my desire outweighed my fear of danger.


What was the worst that could happen, I wondered, as I slipped a finger into my soaking wet pussy.


The man watched me, his eyes wide and his mouth agape. He watched me work my finger in and out, making it slick with my juices, and drag it over my lips, tasting it.


Marcus would have been horrified, but this man looked enthralled. His eyes followed every movement I made, and I realized that his arm was moving too.


Was he masturbating?


I couldn't see past his elbow because the wall was covering the lower half of his body, but the steady rhythmic shudder made me think he definitely had his cock out and was rubbing it, vigorously.


Spurred on by a new desire that was spreading through me, I slipped a second finger inside my pussy. Fuck, it felt good. I fucked myself with my fingers, drawing them in and out, burying them deep in my abdomen until my knuckles stopped them from going further.


And then that wasn't enough.


I began to ride my hand like it was a cock, using the couch to drive it deeper inside. An orgasm was starting to swell inside me and I used the fantasy of that man's cock to get me closer, imagining that he was lying on my couch, naked, and I was fucking him. I rode my hand faster and as a wave of pleasure filled me, my back arched and my mouth dropped open.


I moaned and shuddered, my pussy pulsing around my fingers, squeezing them tighter than I'd ever felt before.


There was sweat on my forehead that I'd barely felt and I slumped on the couch, drawing my hand out of my pussy, marveling at how slick and shiny it was.


The man leaned back and I could tell by the way his eyes rolled up that he was coming too. I sucked my fingers, one by one, as though they were lollipops, watching him the whole time as his face grew red and then he slumped back, looking dazed.





THE NEXT MORNING, I woke up feeling like I'd come out of a really great dream.


Then I saw my discarded lingerie on the bed and remembered... it had actually happened. I'd actually masturbated in front of a stranger. A stranger!


What the hell had I done?


It wasn't like me to be this impulsive — I researched my car for six months before I paid the deposit. This was so much bigger, so much more embarrassing.


I jumped out of bed and careened out into the kitchen, my feet slipping on the carpet as I ran.


The remnants of last night's dinner were still crusted on the pan in the sink. My empty wine glass was next to the couch. And the curtains were still open, just as I'd left them, only this time, there was nobody in the window of the next building. I could see straight into his apartment and noticed details I hadn't seen last night — a black leather couch, a funky rug and a giant television that was switched off.


No traces of a woman's touch anywhere.


Then I realized I had no idea where he was — maybe he was in the kitchen or the bathroom, or even on the other side of the TV. He might have reappeared in the window at any moment. I pulled the curtain closed and wondered whether I could live without natural light for a while. Maybe if I kept the window covered, I could pretend none of this had ever happened, tell myself I'd had an ordinary night where I sat in front of the TV in my pajamas, without anyone watching me.


Maybe I'd never see the man again...


But of course, life doesn't work like that.





I GOT ALL my work done in the morning so in the afternoon, I rewarded myself with drinks at a trendy bar my friend Katie had been begging me to try. She'd already found a table when I arrived, one next to the window that overlooked the city, and pushed a freshly made mojito in my direction when I slid onto my stool.


"So," she said, sounding cheerful, "what's going on with you?"


My mind flashed back to last night, the moment when the man's eyes widened as I came.


"Not much," I lied. "I've been working a lot, keeping out of trouble... you know how it is." I sipped my cocktail to try to stall for time, to see whether she believed me.


Katie nodded. "Me too, basically. Hey, did I tell you about Paulette from marketing?"


I wasn't sure — all the colleagues in her stories had blended together a long time ago. But I said no, just because she looked so excited.


The story flowed out of her mouth and I tried to keep up, although there was so much detail I knew I'd never remember it. Someone was dating someone, someone else was pregnant, Paulette was at the center of everything somehow... Katie's life always felt a bit like a soap opera.


I wasn't sure whether to tell Katie about my erotic adventures with my neighbor. On the one hand, Katie was a fantastic friend who always gave incredible advice — but on the other, she was a relentless gossip who seemed to get near-orgasmic pleasure out of sharing personal information. Even when I broke up with Marcus, I felt like all our mutual friends knew before I'd had the chance to tell them.


Maybe it was best not to say anything.


We stayed there for an hour and I was in the middle of assuring her that yes, I was fine after my breakup with Marcus, when I glimpsed a familiar face. The bar was getting crowded by that point, and the light over the city was fading. The mojitos were kicking in and I was becoming more animated, talking with my hands as much as my voice. I was telling Katie about all the movies I'd lined up to watch when a set of electric blue eyes and silver hair caught my attention.


"Oh my God," I gasped, and Katie's eyes widened.


"What? Is it Marcus?" She turned around and looked for him in the most obvious way possible.


"No!" I grabbed her hand, trying to pull her attention back to me. "It's... nothing."


My neighbor was smiling and talking to someone, another man, and as far as I could tell hadn't seen me yet. He was wearing an expensive-looking suit and sipped his drink while his eyes wandered over all the attractive girls.


And then they landed on me.


I wished I could fall into the ground. Press an emergency escape button, have the floor open up beneath me, and fall down an escape hatch to be ejected out on the footpath, chair and all. I heard myself make an involuntary squeak as he started to walk towards us.


Katie's eyes darted from him to me and she leaned close enough that I could smell her floral perfume.


"Who's he? Is this a post-breakup rebound? Please tell me it is!"


I was incapable of words as he came closer.


"Hi," he said.


What else could I do? I had to be polite. "Hi," I mumbled into my mojito.


"Great night, isn't it," he said, and I nodded. He was holding his drink with his left hand, I noticed, and his fingers were satisfyingly long and thick. And he wasn't wearing a wedding ring.


"I think you might live near me," he said, and I swallowed. Here it comes.


"Are you neighbors?" Katie asked, and I started to wish she wasn't there. She'd draw all the information out of him — or me — and tell everyone.


"I think he lives in the next building over," I said. "I've only really seen him from a distance."


"I'm Thomas," he said, holding his hand out for me to shake.


"Ivy." His fingers were warm and touching him sent a pleasant shiver down my spine.


Katie seemed to notice our chemistry because her eyes were glowing like they belonged on a Christmas tree. "Should I give you two some space to get to know each other?"


"Oh no," I said, perhaps too quickly because Thomas raised his eyebrows. "It's just that I'm having a very important night with Katie," I said apologetically.


Did Thomas look disappointed? It was hard to tell. But he wished us a great evening with a cheeky smile and a raise of his glass.


"What was that?" Katie hissed as Thomas walked back to his friends. "It's a load of shit and you know it."


"I just don't want to talk to strangers tonight, okay?" Why was she so hard to get her off my back?


"But he's so sexy," Katie insisted, throwing glances back at him as he smiled at me. "And he's obviously into you. In fact," she said, as she sipped her drink, "if you don't want to talk to him, I will."


I grabbed her arm. "No!"


She frowned. "What's gotten into you today?"


Did I have to tell her? Obviously I didn't have a choice.


"I think..." It was hard to spit out. "I think he saw me masturbating last night."


"WHAT!" Maybe Katie was tipsier than I thought she was, because her voice carried all the way through the bar. Thomas and several other people turned to stare at her.


"Keep your voice down!" I hissed.


"Well, now you have to go and talk to him," she said.


"What? Why?" I didn't want to be here anymore — all I wanted to do was go home and sit in my apartment with the curtains closed. I didn't want to talk to anyone, especially not the man who I couldn't really look in the eye.


"Because you've already pulled down half the barriers," she said. "You want it, he knows you want it... you get to avoid all the awkward chitchat that most people have to suffer through."


"Yeah, I'll just get the awkward “you've-seen-me-naked” silence," I said. "I think that's worse."


Katie gave it one last weak attempt. "He obviously thinks you're hot," she said, glancing from me to him as though either of us leaving would physically hurt her.


"Goodnight Katie," I said, and drained my drink before I made my way out.





BUT OF COURSE, it wasn't that simple. Just because I'd intended to go home and enjoy my privacy with the curtains closed, didn't mean I could actually do it.


At first, it seemed easy. I changed into my pajamas and wandered around my apartment with my hair in a messy bun, enjoying the buzz from the drinks and the music I'd discovered recently on my laptop. I was tempted to try masturbating again, but after last night I wasn't sure if I was brave enough.


It didn't last long though.


As soon as I realized it was midnight, I started to wonder whether Thomas was home yet, whether he was sitting next to his window with a glass of bourbon, waiting to see if 1 would put on another show.


Of course, if I pulled my curtain aside, he'd see me.


Maybe if I turned the lights off...?


I switched off all the lights that were visible from the living room and crept to the window, using the light from my phone to guide me.


My heart thumped. What if he was there? The idea he might see me looking for him filled me with dread, yet I had to know.


I kneeled next to my window and pulled my curtain aside as subtly as I could. The window frame was in the way and I couldn't see anything so I had to pull it further, moving my head into the cold space behind the window so I could see Thomas's apartment, which seemed further over than it had when I was standing up.


Nothing. His blinds were open and his lights were off.


I was surprised at how disappointed I was that he wasn't there, but it seemed almost... anticlimactic? It wasn't like I expected him to be masturbating in the window, but I expected something. Something to make me question whether maybe I should have stayed at the bar and gotten to know him.


After that, I kept checking the window with increasing frequency. At first, it was every fifteen minutes or so. But after that, I couldn't stop myself until eventually, I opened the curtain and sat in the dark, drinking wine, telling myself I was just making sure he got home safe.


Finally, around four AM, his light switched on. But he wasn't alone — he stumbled into his apartment with a woman and made out with her in front of the TV. As far as I could tell, he hadn't even glanced in my direction and I couldn't help feeling a bit hurt by that.


I couldn't get a good look at the woman's face, but she looked slim and was wearing layers of clothes that she peeled off and threw on the floor while they kissed. It was almost like a dance — they moved together through the apartment, circling around like they were doing a waltz. He started to discard his clothing too — his suit jacket ended up on the kitchen bench — and I expected them to keep moving until they disappeared into one of the bedrooms, but to my surprise, they looped around and returned to the couch.


Thomas was unbuttoning her blouse now, and she pushed him backwards on the seat, climbing on top of him to straddle his stomach.


Were they really going to fuck here? I wondered, as he peeled her blouse off and threw it on the floor.


Apparently they were.


Next off was her bra, and he was struggling to sit up, his mouth straining to reach her nipples. He finally managed to reach them and sucked them furiously while she stroked his cock through his pants and looked like she was laughing.


Next the woman was playing with his fly, reaching through the zipper to touch his cock.


It was hot.


I felt my body react and crossed my legs, squeezing them over my clit, not willing to touch myself in case Thomas looked out the window. I should have closed the curtains, I knew that, but I was transfixed. There was something so incredible about watching other people have sex — especially when they didn't know you were watching.


And the woman obviously didn't. She was kneeling over Thomas's crotch now, eagerly sucking his cock, bobbing her head up and down like it was a competition. He lay over the cushions with his head back, clearly enjoying what she was doing, not paying any attention to me.


Maybe if I was quick, I could touch myself without him seeing me.


I let my fingers venture up my thigh, moving slowly as though there was a motion-sensor spotlight outside my window, and tentatively touched my clit through my skirt. It felt fantastic, and my pussy ached in response, craving more. Neither Thomas nor the woman were watching, so I risked leaving my hand there a little longer, playing with myself as she pumped her head up and down his cock.


And then, without any warning, she sat up. I ripped my hand away, terrified that she'd look out the window and see me. But instead, Thomas sat up again and peeled her panties off, moving his head between her legs.


Eating her out, probably.


I imagined what it would feel like, how he'd move his fingers in time with his tongue, how it would lick and explore the most sensitive parts of her body. The woman threw her head back, and he reached around her butt, squeezing it hard enough to leave a red mark.


Fuck, it was hot.


It was hotter than any porn I'd ever seen and my pussy throbbed and ached, wanting more. I wanted to be there in the room, riding his cock while she ate him out, but I had no idea how I'd find his apartment once I got into the lobby of his building and that would make it far too real.


Still, my pussy was craving cock. I jogged back to my bedroom and found a pink dildo I kept for emergencies like this, and ran back to the living room in the dark, almost tripping on a power cord I'd stretched across the floor.


By the time I got back to the window, they were fucking.


He'd positioned her over in front of the window and I knew it must have been for my benefit. He was standing behind her, fingering her ass as he slammed his cock into her pussy. Her breasts bounced against the glass with every thrust and I wanted to be fucked exactly like that. My pussy was already gushing — I could feel its slickness between my thighs — but I stayed back from the window, crouching to make it easier to slide the toy inside me.


I was so wet that it slid right in — I didn't need any lube or warming up. My body took over and I pulsed over it, shoving it in and out of my pussy, trying to time it with Thomas's thrusts. In a way, I felt like he was fucking us both at the same time and something about that made it even hotter.


I could tell she was about to come from the way her face contorted and her movements sped up. Her hips gyrated and her back arched and her entire face pressed against the window as she and I came at the same time.


That's when I realized Thomas was watching me.


I thought I was hiding in the shadows, but he was still looking me right in the eye as he shuddered and emptied his load inside the woman. I couldn't stop my orgasm, even if I wanted to — my body clamped around the toy as pleasure flowed through me, unwilling to let it go.


Thomas eased himself out of the woman and it was almost like everything was normal again — they both dressed and shared a kiss, and Thomas acted like he'd never noticed me.


And I'll admit it, it hurt.





WHAT WAS HE PLAYING AT, I asked myself as I paced around my apartment the next day.


Was he trying to turn me on? Punish me? Make me wonder whether I'd made a massive mistake going home the night before? Because I felt like it was all of the above, and it was so confusing I wanted to scream.


His curtains were closed now, offering no clues about his motivation. It was infuriating.


On top of it all, I had constant texts from Katie wanting to know what was going on.


Nothing, I sent for the thousandth time. No, I haven't seen him. No, he's not my admirer.


As I sent the last message, it made me think. Was he my admirer? Or was he just randomly looking in the right place last night? Maybe he'd never even seen me masturbating at all — maybe even the first night was a coincidence and he'd recognized me from the street. Maybe the woman from last night was his girlfriend, or worse — his wife.


Maybe, maybe, maybe.


There were far too many things I didn't know and, not knowing his last name or how to find his apartment, no way to find out. Except...


An idea began to form in my mind. If he really was looking for me in my window, maybe he'd look for me again tonight. And maybe I'd put on another show for him... the best one he'd ever seen.





I WAS ALL PREPARED.


My living room looked like an escort's dungeon. I had brand new lingerie and sex toys, a compilation of porn clips ready to play on my television, wine for me and a giant board with my phone number written on it in glitter.


This was happening.


First, I decided to wear black leather lingerie that I'd bought on a whim — it gave the sexy come-fuck-me look I was going for.


Now, all I needed to do was wait for him to come home.


He'd been out all day, by the look of it. The curtains were still closed, and they hadn't moved. He was probably at work, I reasoned, so all I had to do was wait for him to come home.


So I waited.


And waited.


The sky darkened and lights began flickering on in the buildings around mine, making the city twinkle.


I drank half the bottle of wine and watched porn on my phone, idly playing with myself. Not too much, though — I wanted to reserve the main show for him.


His curtains stayed closed. My mind raced with possibilities. Was he hungover? Staying with a friend? Not interested in our game anymore? Did he think I wasn't interested?


Or was he hiding next to the window, peeking at me the way I peeked at him?


There was no way to tell.


I chewed my fingernails and waited.


By ten o'clock, I was ready to give up. I'd started falling asleep and if he hadn't appeared by now, I reasoned, he probably wouldn't. I picked up all my lingerie and piled it together, ready to take back into my bedroom.


And then there was a knock on the door.


I pulled a dressing gown on to cover my lingerie and wondered who it could be. I wasn't expecting anyone, and I didn't think I'd made enough noise for the neighbors to come looking for me. Maybe Christina down the hall was drunk again and wanted to talk about her mother-in-law. I pulled the door ajar and gasped.


It was Thomas.


"Hi," he said, and held up a bunch of flowers.


"Just a second," I said, opening the door properly so he could get inside. The bouquet was beautiful — dozens of pastel-coloured flowers with wattle bursting out like fireworks. I took them from him and filled a vase to arrange them in.


"How did you find me?" I asked.


Thomas shrugged. "Neighborly superpowers."


I raised an eyebrow.


"Your name's on your doorbell," he said, relenting. "It's faded, but I figured unless there's an Avy or Evy in the building, it was probably you."


"Good guess," I said, as I placed the flowers on the side table.


Thomas wandered into the living room. "You're probably wondering what I'm doing he — "


My sex toys were still laid out on a towel. He stopped in front of them and blinked as my face burned and he lost his train of thought. "What was I saying?"


"It's okay," I said. "I think I know why you're here." I slid the cord out of my dressing gown and let it fall open, revealing my lingerie. "The same reason I'm here."


Thomas smiled. "How much chemistry can two people have before they need to do something about it?"


I smiled coyly and my heart raced. "This much." My lips parted and I kissed him, our tongues writhing together in each other's mouths. His lips were soft, pillow-like, and the scent of his cologne made the kiss even more intoxicating. My hands moved under his shirt, feeling his abs, tracing the muscles and feeling their strength. He reciprocated by running his hands over my leather-bound breasts.


"What were you going to do with all these toys?" Thomas murmured.


I shrugged. "It doesn't matter now."


"Yes it does." Thomas kissed my ear and down my neck, making my skin tingle. "I want you to show me."


My pussy pulsed with anticipation as I glanced at the toys. Which one should I start with?


I chose a small bullet vibrator and pressed the button to turn it on before I touched it to my clit. Thomas placed his hand on it and nodded approvingly.


"Good choice." Nervous now, I tried to ignore my thumping heart as I unclasped my bra and let it drop to the floor. Next, I peeled my g-string off, letting it fall down my legs.


I was naked.


Thomas unzipped his jeans and pulled his cock out, playing with it as he watched me. It was strange seeing it in real life after having already seen it in the window — there was so much detail I hadn't been able to see from a distance, like the tiny appendix scar and the recently shaved hairs that spouted out around the base of his cock.


"Go on," he encouraged.


I lay back over the couch, spreading my legs wide so he could see my gaping wet pussy. The toy was still jumping around in my hand and I slid it over my waist and down between my legs.


"Yes, that's it," he moaned.


I touched it to my clit and realized it was already swollen. The vibrations jolted through me, spreading electricity through my abdomen, making my pussy clench as though there was an invisible cock inside me. I let my back arch and my breasts rise, my rock-hard nipples pointing to the ceiling as I breathed deeper, focusing on the pleasure I was feeling.


It felt different masturbating right in front of him.


Thomas stepped closer and I anticipated his touch on my leg, but even though he was standing between my knees he just watched me, his attention focused entirely on my clit.


"It's huge," he said, kneeling closer until I could feel his breath on my pussy. "Can I fuck you with a dildo?" I nodded, although what I really craved inside me was his cock. It was tantalizingly close, throbbing, precum glistening on the tip.


Thomas stood up and selected the lifelike silicone one with a suction base and realistic balls. He pressed it against my pussy opening and I lifted my hips, giving him better access to push it inside me.


"Yes," I moaned. "Just like that."


Thomas pushed it inside me while I kept the other toy on my clit. It slid in without resistance and his eyes widened as he moved it in and out, watching it with focused attention.


"Does that feel good?"


I closed my eyes, focusing on how it felt inside me. It felt just like a cock... only without the exciting potential that comes with Knowing a man's pulsing dick is about to erupt inside you. Even as he moved it faster, it stayed the same size, the same hardness, and I couldn't help but feel like something was missing.


"I want you to fuck me," I growled, wrapping my leg around his butt, pulling him closer so he couldn't mistake what I meant.


Thomas stared at me, passion glowing in his eyes.


"Me too!"


He pulled his shirt over his head and let his jeans drop to the floor. His body was everything I wanted — all those muscles that I'd wanted to see in more detail were suddenly here, right in front of me, close enough to reach out and touch. His cock bobbed in front of him, seeking my pussy, reaching out for me.


"I think I've got a condom here," he said, picking up his jeans, rummaging through the pockets. "No," I said. I wanted to feel him, not a layer of latex. I held his wrist and pulled him towards me.


"Are you on the pill?" he asked, his breathing getting faster. His cock was only about an inch away from my pussy and I could feel its heat.


I shook my head. "I just want to feel you inside me. Fuck me, Thomas."


He leaned into me.


The moment he penetrated my pussy, I felt my whole body spasm with pleasure. Even though he was huge, I was so horny that it slid right in, filling me in the best way possible.


Thomas moaned and held me against his chest, plunging in further until he'd stretched me as far as he could. Our bodies slid against each other and I mashed my mouth against his, kissing him breathlessly, as he gripped my butt and thrusted his cock inside me.


My pussy clenched around his cock as he slammed it against my cervix. I gasped and grabbed him, struggling to hold his sweaty limbs. He fucked me faster, cramming himself inside me while my breasts bounced and he seemed to grow even bigger inside me.


This was it.


The orgasm crashed over me like a wave and I gasped like I was drowning. Thomas's cock pulsed and stiffened and I felt an intense warmth spread through my abdomen as ropes of hot cum erupted deep inside me. My pussy clenched, milking it out, while he pulled me hard against his chest.


"Ivy," he gasped, as his cock flinched over and over again. "This is the most intense — " He grunted as it happened again. I laughed. What else was I supposed to do? My body was flooded with happy hormones, this whole situation was so unlikely and he was looking at me, powerless, as a never-ending orgasm made his body convulse repeatedly.


"I'm glad you found me," I said, and kissed his lips as his cock shuddered inside me again.





THOMAS STAYED OVERNIGHT, and we slept tangled together in my bed. I lay awake next to him for ages, feeling his cum seep out of me, staining the sheets with warm wetness that soon turned cold, but I loved it. Loved it because it was evidence of everything we did.


It was real.


He turned out to be a deep sleeper, and I loved the way he draped his arm over me. It was so heavy, and comforting, and it made me feel safe.


In the morning, I woke up to find him watching me and smiling.


"Good morning," he said.


I smiled. "Good morning." It was half an hour before I'd normally get up but for once, I didn't mind being awake earlier than I needed to be. My pussy throbbed, reminding me how much it wanted to keep fucking him, as if I wasn't already aware.


As though he read my mind, he reached his hand between my legs.





A FEW WEEKS LATER, I felt weird.


Katie jokingly suggested that I might be pregnant and I brushed off the suggestion, although it made the gears in my head turn.


Was I?


I didn't say anything to her, of course — she didn't need to know about my night of passion, or that I kept fucking Thomas whenever I could. She asked about him, every now and then — "Have you seen that hot guy from the bar again? — " but I blew her off, not wanting to talk about it.


Not yet.


I might not be able to hide it much longer though, I reflected, as I watched the timer count down, waiting for the pregnancy test to show a result.


I held my breath as two faint lines slowly formed in the plastic window.
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