
        
            
                
            
        

    
FERTILE FOR THE EXTERMINATOR

By Brandi Black


N
othing interrupts a good masturbation session like the sound of scurrying in the walls. Especially when you live alone, like I do, and have a paralyzing fear of mice.


It was an ordinary Tuesday night. I'd eaten my favourite takeaway, showered and had just climbed into bed with my favourite vibrator when I heard the first noise.


At first, I thought it was the vibrator, so I ignored it, until it happened again.


I'd just started to feel good, so if I wasn't terrified of mice I probably would have kept going and finished myself off before I checked out the sound — but as it was, I jumped out of bed, switched all the lights on and hopped around the floor as though the mice might try to climb up my legs.


I couldn't see anything at first, but after twenty minutes of searching, the flash of a tail disappearing behind the microwave told me everything I needed to know.


I needed an exterminator, stat.


Of course, at eleven o'clock at night I was unlikely to find one, but that wasn't going to stop me looking. I curled up in the middle of my bed, my eyes scanning the edges for furry intruders, while I searched the internet for twenty-four hour exterminators.


I couldn't find one, but then a social media search told me that Brendan, one of the guys I went to high school with, had become an exterminator. Even better, he was one of the hottest guys at my high school — he was a muscular surfer type, with shaggy blonde hair and a I don't give a fuck attitude. He circled the popular orbit while I hung on the fringes, always hoping guys like him would eventually notice me. But of course, they never did — they only noticed girls like Stacy Adams, girls who were equally blonde, equally dumb and who no matter what they wore, always seemed to show a flash of tanned abs and cleavage.


I was never unattractive, but I was a late bloomer who was painfully shy until I went to university and finally found my people.


Brendan's number was listed on his page, and I took a gamble that he might still be awake. I dialed with a shaking finger and listened with a thumping heart as the phone rang.


Finally, it connected.


"Hello?" a sleepy male voice said.


"Hi, is this Brendan?" I asked, and then, in case he hung up on me for calling so late, "It's Lisa. We went to school together."


"Lisa," he repeated, as though he was trying to remember me. "Lisa... oh, Lisa. The chick with the glasses."


Was that how he remembered me? I cringed at the idea.


"Yeah," I said, "but I had laser surgery last year."


"For real?" he said, and he sounded more awake now. "I had it the year before last."


"I didn't realize you needed glasses," I said, smiling at the idea of the most popular guy at school wearing thick-rimmed frames, despite my fear that a dozen mice were about to climb up my sheets and attack me in my bed.


"Neither did I," Brendan said with a chuckle. "It turns out I just couldn't see and didn't even notice. So Lisa," he said, "how come you're calling me this late?"


He thinks this is a booty call, I realized, and could have slapped myself. I should have called one of the other exterminators instead, one who didn't think I was horny and scrolling through the guys I used to go to school with to see who was still awake.


"I've got a mouse plague," I said. "I wouldn't normally call this late, but I'm terrified." Hopefully that made it clear that I wasn't just looking for sex.


Brendan was quiet for a moment. "A mouse plague?"


"Yeah," I said. "They're all over the place and I'm not gonna be able to sleep. Could you come over now?"


"Sure." Brendan cleared his throat. "Give me five minutes to get my stuff ready and I'll pop over. Where do you live now?"


Now. The word made me wonder if he knew where I lived before. Maybe he really had noticed me in high school?


"Robertson Street," I said.


"That close, huh?" Brendan commented. "I figured you'd be in the big smoke by now, curing cancer or running some big company."


I smiled, feeling a warm sensation creep through my chest. Fuck, I thought, I'm gonna be one of those lovestruck idiots when he gets here.


"Well, I'm an x-ray technician," I said, "so sometimes I help doctors diagnose cancer."


I had to stop myself from blabbing on about my job for half an hour. What was I doing? Trying to impress him? All I needed was an exterminator, a bucket load of poison and maybe a blowtorch or two.


"So you can be here in five?"


"Make that four and a half," Brendan joked, and as he hung up, I felt better until I heard the sound of scurrying again.





BRENDAN TURNED up six long minutes later, and I felt a massive wave of relief as soon as I saw his truck pull up outside my house.


"In here," I said, as I raced out the door in my lace nightgown and got the shock of my life when I saw him climb out of his truck. Somehow, he was even hotter than he was in high school — his blonde hair had become the colour of damp sand and his ocean-coloured eyes sparkled under my automatic sensor light.


He approached my house with his typical I don't give a fuck walk, but his eyes scanned the front wall.


"You've got a nice place here," he said, as I hurried him inside the door.


"It was nice," I said, "until the mice showed up."


Brendan placed his bag on my kitchen counter and looked around the house, at my embroidered cushions and paintings that my friend Charlotte made for me.


"So, tell me exactly what's going on," he said, as he leaned over my furniture and shone a torch into the dark space behind the cabinets.


"Well, I was in bed, masturbating," I blurted out without thinking, and clapped my hand over my mouth as soon as I realized. "I mean..."


But the damage was done. He'd already heard me and smacked his head against the cabinet as he jolted upright.


"Shit!" He held the back of his head with his palm. "I mean, keep going. This might be relevant."


I cringed, unable to believe I'd just said it out loud like that. That's what fear does, I guess. Stops your brain from doing the things it normally would.


"And I heard scurrying."


Brendan looked disappointed, like that wasn't the detail he'd been waiting to hear.


"It definitely sounds like mice," he said. "And it smells like mice too."


"Can you get rid of them for me?" I asked, giving him a hopeful smile.


"Of course I can," he said. "Now, you know, I don't usually work this late..."


I'd been prepared for that. I had a wad of cash stashed away in a drawer for emergencies, and I'd pulled it out before he arrived.


"Is this enough?" I asked, fanning it out in front of me, and Brendan blinked at it blankly.


"Uh... sure," he said, taking the money, and it wasn't until after he left that I realized he might have been angling for sex. But like I said, a fear of mice makes it hard to concentrate. As does having a sexy muscular man inches away from me, when normally I'm the only person in my house.


Brendan had traps and baits in his bag, and he climbed into the manhole to the ceiling to place them around up there. When he climbed back down, he was covered with dust and cobwebs.


"I've got some bad news," he said. "You've got a pretty serious infestation up there."


A stone of dread sank in my stomach.


"Really?"


Brendan nodded as one of the traps went off above us, making a loud snapping sound.


"Yeah. It looks like they've been breeding up there for a while."


I shuddered. How long had they been in the house, eating my food and running over me in my sleep, while I had no idea?


"How will I sleep now?" I asked.


"Just give it a while," he said. "They'll eat the baits and get stuck in the traps pretty quickly. I'll come back in a few days to remove the bodies."


"Where can I stay until then?" I asked.


Brendan looked around, his eyes finding my bedroom. And, I realized too late, the bright pink vibrator I'd left on my bed.


"You can stay here," he said. "The traps are already catching them."


And almost as though he'd timed it, we heard another trap go off above our heads.


"But if you're worried, maybe you can stay with a friend."


It seemed like the only option to take. As Brendan packed up his bag, I heard another trap go off above me. I'd never be able to sleep with that kind of noise, knowing that every snap meant another mouse. Maybe Charlotte would let me stay with her?


Of course, it didn't occur to me until later that maybe I could have asked Brendan if I could stay with him.





"YOU'RE SUCH A MORON," Charlotte said as I told her the story, with not even a hint of sarcasm.


"I know," I said, my head in my hands. We were in her kitchen — she'd miraculously answered her phone even though it was so late, and offered a night on her couch. So far, all we'd done was sit at her kitchen table to eat snacks and gossip about Brendan, without even attempting to sleep. I had a glass of wine, but Charlotte was in her second trimester, and she stroked her belly as we talked.


And honestly, there was a part of me that was jealous of her. She looked so happy and radiant, while I just felt tired and hungry.


"He was flirting with you," she said, as though I hadn't already figured that out on the drive to her house. "He wanted to hear all about your masturbation session and instead, you tell him about mice."


"Well, that's his job," I said, weakly defending myself, but Charlotte had already grabbed our year twelve yearbook from her bookshelf and was flicking through the pages, searching for photos of Brendan.


She didn't have to search long — as one of the most popular boys, his photo was on almost every second page.


"Does he still have that dimple?" she asked.


"Uh-huh," I said, smiling as I remembered it. "And he's got muscles now... lots of them."


"Not surprising," Charlotte said, flicking through the sport team pages. "He was on almost every team we had. Football, cricket, soccer, cross country..."


"It looks like he does some serious weights now," I said, turning the book so I could look at the page. There he was... looking so familiar yet so different at the same time, only a shadow of who he was now.


"Was he wearing a wedding ring?" Charlotte asked, and I mentally slapped myself for not noticing.


"Lisa!" Charlotte gasped at my grimace and grabbed my arm. "How could you not notice?"


"Well, I was kinda distracted," I said. "Crippling phobia of mice, and all."


"But you said he's coming back, right?" Charlotte asked,


"Yeah, in a week."


"Well, check then," Charlotte said, as she grabbed a handful of popcorn from the bowl in front of us. "If he wasn't married today, he probably still won't be married next week."


I took the yearbook and flicked through the pages again, skipping past the choir and the mock trial team to find our class pictures. There, in the front row of class 12E, was Brendan's girlfriend Monica.


"Do you think he's still with Monica?" I asked.


Charlotte snorted. "Doubtful. I heard a rumour that Monica discovered drugs... and all the guys in her dorm at uni."


I ran my finger over Monica's photo — I'd always hated her for being so perfect, but looking at her now, she looked just like the rest of us: pretty but awkward, with a neck that seemed too long for her head, and a short asymmetrical haircut that looked great at the time, but terrible now.


"Who'd you hear that from?" I asked.


Charlotte gave me a wicked smile. "Oh, just of the guys in her dorm."


"You're hopeless," I said, giving her a nudge, but the truth was, I was jealous of how much experience Charlotte had with men. Even though she'd settled down and gotten married, she had always been far more confident than I was, and far quicker to look for things like the absence of wedding rings and opportunities to slip an invitation to her bedroom into a conversation.


Sometimes I wondered whether her marriage was as monogamous as she made it look.


"So," Charlotte said, "when he comes back to get the dead mice, what are you going to do?"


I rolled my eyes and poured myself another glass of Merlot. "Be my friendly, adorable, loveable self."


"No!" Charlotte chastised. "Check for a wedding ring, flirt like hell and wear something hot."


"You don't think that will make me look desperate?" I circled the wine around the bottom of my glass. "He's already seen my vibrator. How much more obvious can I be?"


Charlotte propped her feet on the base of my chair and surveyed me with narrowed eyes. "You want him, right?"


I nodded.


"When you want ice cream, what do you do?"


The mention of ice cream made me wonder whether she had some in her freezer and how well it would go with my wine.


"I go and get it," I answered.


"Exactly," Charlotte said with a wink. "Stop playing around and being subtle. If you want him, go for it."





IT WAS an agonizing wait for Monday, both because I was so keen to see Brendan again and because I couldn't stop worrying about what the mouse were doing in my house while I wasn't there. I wasn't brave enough to go back home, even though I knew the traps were working, so I stayed with Charlotte the whole time.


This gave her time to take me shopping, encouraging me to buy a sexy black dress with matching jewelry and makeup, but it also gave me time to imagine the mice scurrying through the walls, eating the electrical wiring and starting fires.


By the time I arrived back home, I'd done such a great job of convincing myself they were bringing about mouse Armageddon, that I was almost surprised to see that my house was still there.


Brendan had arrived a few minutes before me, and his van was parked in my driveway with the rear door open. He was only wearing overalls, and I marveled at how brave he was — if I was doing his job, I'd be wearing nothing less than a full suit of armour.


In the daylight, his hair looked lighter than it had before and when he smiled, his dimple was even more obvious.


"Thanks for coming back," I said, and wondered if maybe that wasn't a sexy enough opening. What would Charlotte do in this situation?


"It's all part of the service," Brendan said, flashing that dimple again. "Let's see how everything looks inside."


My heart thumped as I unlocked my front door, partly because I was properly nervous now, and wearing such a sexy dress that showed off so much cleavage felt weird at this time of the morning, and partly because I didn't know what to expect when I walked into the house. Walls full of holes? A collapsed ceiling? Sure, they were tiny creatures, but with hundreds of them together...


I held my breath as I eased the door open. My house looked and sounded normal, although there was a distinct rodent smell in the air.


Brendan followed me inside, armed with a torch and headed straight for the manhole, and as he climbed up, I realized with a pang of disappointment that he hadn't done more than glance at my dress, even though my boobs were completely spilling out of the v-shaped neckline.


"Can you see anything?" I asked. The ceiling creaked from his weight, but thankfully, I couldn't hear any mice.


"Oh yeah," he said. "Lots of dead mice. Which is good news," he said, popping his head out of the manhole cover. "It looks like you might not have to see me again."


"Not that I'd mind," I said, in my best flirty voice. "As long as the mice aren't here anymore."


Maybe he couldn't hear me, or maybe he was completely focused on his job, but Brendan disappeared back into the manhole and began moving around up there without saying anything.


Eventually, he reappeared with a small bag that I didn't really want to look at.


"There weren't as many as I expected," he said. "It looks like you got lucky — they haven't started breeding yet."


"Breeding?" I said with disgust. Thinking about how many baby mice might be hiding in the ceiling made me feel sick. "Can we just burn the whole house down?"


Brendan chuckled. "Not necessary. These mice," he said, holding up the bag, "are well and truly dead and I can't see any evidence of new activity up there. You're completely safe to get back to..." He glanced at my bedroom door. "Whatever you were doing."


I felt a sinking feeling of dread. What should I say here? If I were Charlotte, I'd say something flirty about getting back to masturbating and inviting him to join me. But I wasn't Charlotte, and he was still holding that disgusting bag.


I settled for my usual approach — being myself. Even if it was rarely successful.


"Thanks Brendan," I said, with a wry smile. "It was great to see you again."


He grinned. Even with cobwebs in his hair and a bag of dead mice in his hand, Brendan was somehow still nothing short of sexy.


"You too," he said. "Well, see you round, Lisa."


I knew right then that if he walked out the door, he'd be gone forever and I'd never see him again. There was only one thing I could do.


"Wait — " I said, as he turned to leave. He looked at me, waiting, and I was too nervous to think, so I blurted out the first sentence that popped into my head. "Are you married?"


"What?" Brendan asked, as he stood there with the bag of dead mice dangling from what I could now see were his ring-free fingers.


"Are you married?" I repeated, although now it felt like a silly question.


"No, I'm not," Brendan said in his deep drawl. He took a step closer. Why do you ask?"


"No reason," I said, as my heart sped up and I stared at the ground. "Just..." I took a deep breath in. Was I brave enough to spill my guts up? "I had the biggest crush on you all through school."


"Oh yeah?" Brendan's face broke into its too-charming grin again. "I never knew that!"


I nodded. "Yeah, I was just too shy to say anything back then." And I was still having trouble believing I was brave enough to say it now, but to my surprise, it seemed to be working. Brendan was looking at me in a different way, his eyes scanning my body.


"You know, I might a had a crush on you too," he said, as he stepped towards me.


Suddenly, it was like everything in the room blurred and that bag full of mice was thrust into sharp focus. I stepped back, staring at it, and Brendan looked at it as though he'd forgotten it was there.


"Shit! Sorry, I should probably shower first."


"I think that's a good idea," I said, as I backed away a bit more. Even though I trusted Brendan's judgment that they were dead, I still couldn't shake the feeling one of them might come back to life, eat through the bag and attack me for hiring an exterminator.


"How about I head home for a shower, then come back in an hour or so?" Brendan asked, with a twinkle in his eye. "And maybe you can tell me more about what you were doing when you found the mice?"





CHARLOTTE SQUEALED when I told her the great news, that not only was my house empty of mice, but I'd scored a date with the world's hottest exterminator!


"I knew you could do it," she said, and I could practically feel her fist-bump through the phone. "What are you going to wear?"


"I might have something picked out," I teased, but the truth was, I was already wearing it — the same hot pink dress that I'd worn to our year twelve formal. It still fit, somehow, even though it had been five years since we'd been at school, and I twirled in front of the mirror while I spoke to her. I wondered if Brendan would remember it — sure, it was a long time ago, but everyone else had chosen neutral colours and pastels, and I was the only person there wearing a colour that vivid.


He was due to arrive at seven and I realized that I was going to be horribly late if I kept talking to Charlotte.


"Tell me everything," Charlotte begged. I promised I would — I told her everything that went on in my personal life — and hung up the phone. I'd cleaned up the house a lot better than the other day, and my bedroom looked sexy. All I needed was a tiny touch of makeup and — voila! — I looked and felt perfect.


My doorbell rang at six fifty-five and I swung the door open with a massive smile on my face, ready for Brendan — but instead, came face to face with my grumpy old neighbour Peter.


"Peter, this isn't a good time," I said. "I've got a guest coming over."


"Do you have mice?" Peter shouted, ignoring me, and I inwardly rolled my eyes — he mustn't have been wearing his hearing aids. "Because I have mice. They're everywhere, little bastards."


"Not anymore," I shouted back, but he either couldn't hear me or didn't care. He launched into a monologue about the mice in his kitchen cupboards while I watched Brendan's truck turn the corner into our street behind him.


Please don't park out the front of this house, I silently begged, but there was no reason for Brendan not to — the street was completely empty of parked cars.


As Brendan pulled into my driveway, I knew we weren't going to get any time to ourselves. The giant spider decal on the side of his truck showed exactly what kind of business he ran, even for Peter's terrible eyesight.


It took until Brendan came up to my door for Peter to even notice the truck was there, but as soon as he did, he looked overjoyed.


"Pest control" he said triumphantly. "Can you come over to my house first? There are mice everywhere."


Brendan smiled apologetically as Peter steered him towards his house.


"It'll only take a few minutes," he promised, and what was I supposed to say? Peter wasn't the kind of guy who'd take no for an answer, and since he lived next door next door, he could completely ruin our night if he wanted to.


"Sure," I said glumly, and turned back into the house. I slumped on the couch and that's when I heard it.


More scratching.


Even when Brendan returned from Peter's house, his previously clean t-shirt smeared with dust, I wasn't in the mood anymore.


"You know what," Brendan said, "I think I can change your mind. Why don't you come with me, to my mouse-free house, and we can both have a shower? There's an amazing restaurant down the street from me and I bet I can convince them to deliver."


It sounded wonderful. Especially when the mice started scratching again.


"Deal," I said. "But on one condition... you have to let me sleep over."


Brendan winked. "I'd be devastated if you didn't."





NOW THAT IT wasn't just dinner, but a sleepover too, I started to feel both really nervous and super homy. Every time Brendan changed gears, his truck would shudder, and I felt the vibrations travel right up through my pussy.


"Do you like seafood?" he asked. "The restaurant does the best oysters."


"I've heard they're an aphrodisiac," I said before I could stop myself.


Brendan laughed. "Sounds like you've figured out my evil plan." He changed gears again as he turned off the highway, and I bit my lip to avoid gasping with pleasure. "I haven't been able to stop thinking about you that night you first called me over. That nightgown... oh my God."


"I completely forgot I was wearing it," I confessed. "l was so afraid of the mice and so focused on getting them out of the house I could have been stark naked and not noticed."


"That sounds even sexier," Brendan said, as he overtook a slow-moving sedan. "So tell me, what were you using to masturbate?"


"My favourite vibrator," I said.


Brendan glanced at me. The one lying on the bed?"


I chuckled. "Yeah. I don't usually leave that out for visitors, just So you know."


"I'm glad I'm special," Brendan said, and placed his hand on my knee. It was such an innocent gesture that felt so thrilling when he did it. The heat from his hand radiated through my leg and I was glad I wasn't driving, because there was no way I'd be able to focus on the road if I was.


"Are you kidding?" I asked. "I spent most of my high school years waiting for you to notice me. All I wanted to do was fuck you, marry you, have your babies..."


He caught my eye as the traffic lights turned red and he slowed to a stop. I looked away, embarrassed that I'd actually admitted that. What next — would I show him my old diaries too before the night was over?


"You wanted to have my babies?" Brendan asked, clearly shocked, and I wanted to melt into the seat and disappear into a puddle of embarrassment on the road.


"Something like that," I mumbled, knowing that my face must have been almost as crimson as my dress.


"I think that's awesome," Brendan said. "Monica — do you remember Monica? My girlfriend? — she was obsessed with going to uni, getting away from this town. And as far as I could tell, that meant getting away from me, too."


There was a sadness in his voice. His meaty hand was still on my knee and I squeezed it, although it did nothing to make me any less horny.


"She's a moron," I said.


Brendan kept gazing at me even as the lights turned green, until the car behind us honked their horn.


"Shit, sorry, forgot myself there for a second."


He sped through the intersection and gave the car behind us a quick wave of apology.


"How far away's your house?" I asked, not sure if I'd be able to wait much longer. It felt like we'd been in the car forever, even though it must have only been about ten minutes.


"Right down this street," Brendan said, as he flicked his blinker on.


"This street?" I marveled. This was the area I always fantasized about moving to if I'd ever became famous. It was filled with houses too big for real people to live in, luxury cars that somehow always looked brand new and the kind of atmosphere that made me feel like I'd stumbled into an alternate universe.


"Home sweet home," Brendan said, as he pulled up into one of the pristine white driveways and pressed a button on his key-ring that opened the automatic garage. As the door rose, I could see that he had two other cars parked in there too, and both of them probably cost more than my entire house.


"What can I say," Brendan said with a wry smile. "Between all the snakes breeding in the river, spiders breeding under houses and mice breeding in the farms, pest control pays really well in this area."


"Clearly," I said, sounding more impressed than I'd meant to. I followed him through a white door into the main house and gasped at the sheer size of it all. The living room and kitchen looked like they belonged in a movie set, and I caught a glimpse of a glass-fenced pool in the backyard beyond. "I bet Monica regrets leaving you now!"


Brendan shrugged. "Maybe she would if she'd kept in touch — we haven't spoken since we finished high school. Now, about dinner..."


I didn't need the oysters, or whatever else they sold. Before he could even finish his sentence, I pushed him back and kissed him as hard as I could. I could feel his erection stiffening through his jeans and by the time he pulled away, his eyes were burning with lust.


"Let's get in the shower," he suggested, and led me up a huge spiral staircase to the upper level of the house — which, with its skylights and bay windows, seemed even larger than downstairs. His bedroom took up half the floor, and we kissed passionately as we stumbled past his bed and into the bathroom, dropping clothes on the floor as we went. We only pulled apart long enough for him to turn the water on and for me to realize that he was shirtless and my breast was poking out the top of my dress.


The water streamed down and steam swelled through the air as Brendan picked me up and gently held me against the tiled wall to kiss me deeper and slower, his tongue slowly winding around mine.


"Don't you want to get in the shower?" I asked, as I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling myself closer to that delicious erection by crossing my ankles behind his ass.


"In a minute," he said, as he trailed kisses down my neck. "But only if I don't have to stop doing this."


He was strong, and I could see the muscles in his back ripple in the steamy mirror as he carried me to the shower, still wrapped around his torso like a koala. Somehow he managed to kick his pants off and when his cock sprang out of his underwear, I gasped as he pressed it against my naked pussy. The mirror wasn't low enough for me to be able to see it, but it felt like the biggest, thickest cock in the entire world — too big to even think about fitting inside my body.


Sure enough, when he helped me stand unsteadily on my feet, I got a good look at it. And let's just say that in the stories I was going to tell Charlotte, I wasn't going to be able to do its size justice.


The water was scalding hot at first, but he adjusted it to a more manageable temperature and drew me close again. Water streamed over my hair and face as I stood on my toes and tilted my face up for his lips, but I didn't care. All I cared about was the sensation of his hands exploring my body and that massive cock against my abdomen.


Brendan soaped me up with body wash that foamed as he rubbed it over my skin and kept kissing me, working his way down my collarbone to my breasts. I thought he might stay there for a while, but it seemed like he was as impatient as I was, because he continued down my taut belly to my shaved pussy.


That first moment of contact with my clit was pure heaven. His mouth was hot and wet, just like the water, and he'd clearly had a lot of practice with oral sex, because his tongue never seemed to run out of energy.


"You have no idea how much I want to fuck you," he murmured into my clit, but I knew exactly how much he wanted to fuck me, because that was exactly how horny I was. I lifted my leg against the wall, balancing on one foot so he could get his entire face under my pussy, and he slid two fingers inside me while he moved beneath me and probed his tongue against my asshole.


It was the first time anyone had ever done that, and I gasped with surprise and squeezed his shoulder.


"Would you like me to stop?" he asked, or at least that's what it sounded like under the running water.


"Keep going," I begged. It was already starting to feel good and honestly, I was so turned on I'd probably let him do anything he wanted, as long as it didn't hurt. None of my other boyfriends had ever been brave enough to do something like this, but Brendan went in without any hesitation.


His tongue burrowed into my back passage while he slipped another finger inside my pussy and I closed my eyes, focusing on how good it all felt. Brendan rotated his fingers inside me and I cried out with pleasure as his tongue whirred deeper and I felt like I was about to explode.


Brendan pulled away, and I moaned in protest, trying to pull him back to me, but he smiled.


"Soon," he said, and kissed me again before lathering himself up with soap.


I was unbearably horny now and played with myself while I watched him rub white foam all over his muscular body. His chest could sharpen knives and his ass was like two perfect globes. And those legs... it made me shiver thinking about how hard they could drive his giant cock into my pussy, despite the hot water.


Finally, Brendan turned the water off and stepped out of the shower first, passing me a towel by wrapping it around my shoulders.


"Thank you," I said, as I mopped up the last evidence of our shower and passed the towel back to him. Somehow, being out of the water made me feel naked, but a quick squeeze and kiss from Brendan was all it took for all my self-consciousness to fade away.


"Have you seen my bed?" he asked, and I shook my head. I'd been so focused on him and pulling his shirt off that I'd moved around it with barely a glance, but now that I looked at it properly, I realized it was the biggest bed I'd ever seen. Brendan pulled the quilt back and patted the sheet.


"Ladies first," he said.


I felt like I was lying on a cloud. The mattress was soft in all the right places, firm in all the right places, and seemed like it had been designed especially for my body. Brendan climbed on top of me, his erection pressing against my stomach, and pulled me into a long slow kiss, his tongue massaging mine.


"Comfortable, isn't it?" he whispered, as his fingers explored my wetness again. Even though I'd dried myself with the towel a few minutes earlier, I was so wet that I could hear his fingers squelch with every movement.


"Mmm-hmm," I murmured into his mouth as I wrapped my legs around him and pulled him even closer. I wanted him to be so close to me our bodies melted together, and Brendan seemed to have the same idea because within a few seconds, his giant cock was nudging against my pussy again.


Would he even fit inside me?


I was so horny I was willing to try, but I half suspected that he just wouldn't be able to stretch me that far. He added pressure and watched me wince as my body provided resistance, refusing to relax enough to let him enter me.


"Am I hurting you?" he asked, and I shook my head as I focused on relaxing all the muscles down there until the pressure started to feel good.


"Take it slowly," I said, and Brendan complied, although I could tell how desperate he was to shove his cock deep inside me by how much his legs trembled. Inch by inch, he slowly entered me, giving my body time to adjust before easing in further, until he had somehow completely entered me down the to hilt.


I could feel the head of his cock against my cervix and his girth filled me so much I felt like I was being split open, but instead of hurting, it felt wild and thrilling.


My pussy gripped his cock as he slid in and out, like it was trying to hold him inside me, but we were both too slippery and he was far too strong.


"What do you like?" Brendan asked, and I laughed as l ran my fingernails over his back.


"This," I said, as we both moved our hips in a synchronized rhythm, so he was never actually out of me. Even better — when he thrust his hips forward, his pelvis ground against my clit and I squeezed him with my legs, enjoying the added stimulation. "What do you like?" I asked, although I was certain he wouldn't be able to improve on what we were already doing.


"I'd like to come inside you," Brendan whispered in my ear, his deep voice making my earlobe vibrate. "And make that fantasy of getting pregnant come true."


The shock at hearing him say that almost made me come immediately. Where had that suggestion come from?


"Are you sure?" I asked. "It's a huge responsibility and..."


Brendan silenced me with a kiss. When he pulled away, he sped up his thrusts so they were dangerously fast, bringing me so close to the edge of an orgasm I could barely hold back. "There's nothing hotter than filling you with my seed and knowing it's completely unprotected," Brendan murmured, and I knew exactly what he meant. I'd always loved sex, but there was something so much more magical about it when it felt dangerous.


Especially when it was with the man I'd always wanted to do this with.


"Okay," I said, and Brendan's grin was powered by pure pleasure as he impaled me hard, driving his cock up to strike my cervix repeatedly.


"Oh God," he gasped, as his thrusts became frantic and his eyes lost focus. "I'm gonna come..."


He erupted inside me with such a strong shudder that it triggered my own orgasm, and I grasped and dug my nails into his back as my body contorted with pleasure. A tidal wave of bliss washed over me and I felt like I was floating and drowning all at once. His cock spasmed inside me, dumping ropes of hot cum deep inside my abdomen, where there was the chance it might be making me pregnant — right at this very moment!


As I regained my breath and my vision returned, I flopped back on the pillow that was already damp from my wet hair.


"That was incredible," I breathed.


If I thought it was wonderful, Brendan thought it was completely trans-formative. He blinked as though he'd just had an out-of-body experience.


"Incredible doesn't even begin to describe it," he gasped. "Where did you learn to do that?"


"Fuck?" I asked with a giggle. "I don't know what you're talking about, it's just something I do."


"Well, you do it insanely well," Brendan said, and I smiled as he pulled me into his arms and nestled his head against my shoulder. "I want to do that... again and again and again. Forever."





I THOUGHT Charlotte was going to be happy for me, but it turns out I'd completely underestimated her. As soon as I told her about Brendan and I, she got so excited she started planning the wedding.


"Let's take a step back," I said, as she showed me a cream-coloured A-line dress on her tablet. "This is still new... he hasn't proposed yet."


"But you've known each other for so long, what difference does it make?" Charlotte insisted. "It's not like you're marrying a stranger."


She was right, but I didn't want to say anything yet. Especially since I'd heard it was bad luck to tell anyone about your pregnancy until the twelve-week mark.


I had no doubt I'd spill the beans to Charlotte way before that, but for now I just sipped my glass of tropical juice and kept a tight-lipped smile on my face as she excitedly scrolled through to the next dress.
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