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"I can't believe you are just throwing this
in my lap like this," I said into the phone.

The voice coming back to me was soothing but
unapologetic. "Look, Sammy, I'm sick as hell. I've got a fever. I'm
sick. You want to come to my apartment and take my temperature?
What do you want me to do? We're a team. We pick up each other’s
slack. Right now that means that you have to get to the airport
with the limo."

"I just mean, why did you decide to get sick
today? Honestly, Laura, this is ridiculous," I pleaded.

"What? You don't want to meet Adrian Caspari?
You aren't curious to see the great Swiss social theorist in the
flesh?"

"Well, I mean of course I -"

"Exactly, so get your cute little ass down
there and stop pulling this guilt trip on me."

"I mean, why was this cut so close? Don't I
even have time to run home and change? I'm not dressed for
this."

"Sorry, Sammy, this is not bullshit time.
I've been trying to get over there but I just can't. The flight
touches down in less than half an hour and if he doesn't have a
sweet young face there to smile at him when he gets off the plane,
he's going to think we're being inhospitable. Do you know how much
the Winthrop Foundation is paying to have him lecture at the
convention? So again, it's terminal D, gate 12. The limo should be
parked out on Brattle Street waiting for you as we speak." And
Laura hung up without listening to my final pleading murmurs.

I stood up and walked to the mirror on the
door of my office. I looked like hell. Everything was unflattering.
After a two minute intervention with the emergency kit of
foundation and mascara from the bottom drawer of my desk,
tastefully applied I thought, I was no longer quite such a monster.
Nevertheless, I was still dismayingly underdressed in a short skirt
and a white blouse cut entirely too low for this unexpected
assignment. Hours should have gone into choosing just the right
taste and feel for my outfit for this sort of thing, but instead it
was my bad luck that this was all happening deep into my laundry
rotation.

Lately, I seemed to find less and less time
to go out in the evenings. As a result, I went through my most
professional attire first. After a couple weeks I would find myself
in increasingly questionable outfits until I could take it no
longer and made a trip to the laundromat. I had been very close to
the breaking point yesterday evening, but had made the fateful
decision to neglect my personal needs as seemed happening more and
more often these days. The only semi-conservative aspect to my
outfit was a business jacket I had happened to throw on, colored a
deep and very flattering maroon that brought out the natural
highlights of my blond hair. With the jacket buttoned all the way,
I could almost stomach my looming encounter with the Nobel
laureate.

Down on the street I met the driver standing
in front of the car.

"Thought for a moment no one was showing up,"
he muttered as I hopped in the front.

"Oh keep quiet," I shot back. "This isn't
what I expected I'd be doing today."

"Obviously," he agreed, and started the
engine.

I ignored that and stared at the city going
by. A thought struck me. "I don't know what he looks like," I
confessed to the driver.

"Well then write his name on one of those
pieces of cardboard under the seat."

I pulled one out and began to trace the
letters. "This is mortifying," I muttered. "This is the quickest
way I can think of to offend him. How do you spell Caspari?"

"I just drive the car."

I swore a couple times under my breath,
assumed it was spelled the way it sounded, and swallowed hard as
the car angled off the highway and onto the airport approachway.
Once we were inside I exercised the privileges of my marginally
higher pay-grade and made the driver hold up the sloppily lettered
sign. My eyes restlessly swept the crowds in front of us and I
found myself periodically holding my breath in anticipation of the
moment when a face, some face, would come forward and claim the
name on the sign, Caspari. It was a name I had first heard in a
college lecture hall and had first read in a textbook. I hoped my
pronunciation was correct, at the very least. Periodically I found
a possible suspect, but each one turned aside disinterestedly. I
anticipated graying hair, maybe a beard, and a distinguished
mannerism. Perhaps there would be a touch of arrogance, as well. If
I were him, I would probably be arrogant. Was his Nobel in Peace or
Literature? I couldn't even remember now.

"I have a welcoming party," a warm voice,
slightly accented, said to the driver.

I swung my head around and caught sight of
him. His face was much younger than I expected, perhaps in his
mid-thirties, with a kind smile and a well-defined jaw. His eyes
were a radiant blue, intense and immediate and engaged. His hair
was a glossy charcoal and cut to medium length, resting lightly on
his forehead. His build was lean within a well-tailored sports
jacket and thin grey slacks, and he moved over to join us with an
easy grace in his step that was far different than anything I had
anticipated.

"Mr. Caspari," I said without completely
masking my surprise.

"Let's leave it at Adrian," he disagreed in
his vaguely French intonation. "If you waste all your breath on my
name, we will hardly be able to make conversation."

He moved closer to clasp my hand. "It is a
pleasure to meet you -” He broke off inquiringly. His grip was firm
and assured but gentle, and his left hand alighted on my wrist for
the briefest of moments, cool and ghostly. I could not remember
when I had last seen a man so handsome. But that did not mean so
much, for all I knew it had been months since I had met a new man
outside of the office at all. I breathed in deeply of a masculine
scent infused with soap and rich leather, and found myself lost in
his eyes and begging him silently not to end that simple contact.
And then he stepped back.

"Samantha Vichy," I answered.

"Ah," he said and cast a brief surveying
glance over me, taking in at once my tightly buttoned jacket and my
skirt extending only to mid-thigh. The skin tingled under his gaze.
"A French name. I see I have flown across an ocean to little
consequence." His tone was playful. "Perhaps that is not so bad.
But I spoke to a different woman on the phone, I think."

"Yes," I agreed slightly breathlessly. "I'm
afraid Ms. Parcells has come down with a touch of illness this
morning."

The radiant eyes clouded with sympathy. "I
hope it is not too serious."

"No, I don't think so," I said.

"Ah, that is good. Then I will not feel so
guilty to enjoy your company."

My heart leapt but my smile was shy. I was
still set aback by the unexpected warmth and vitality of his
manner, the force of his charisma. "Was everything alright on the
flight - ?" I paused, struggling between my desire to call him by
his preferred address and my terror at speaking to him with what I
still felt was inappropriate familiarity.

"Yes, thank you. It was a very delightful
trip. One of great benefits of being Swiss is that one must always,
pretending necessity, fly over the Alps in order to get anyplace. I
would fly for no other reason than such breathtaking views. But
here I am boasting about my home country. You will learn I am not
truly such a nationalist and so you will forgive me, I think. Is
there a car?"

I led him out of the terminal lobby and
towards the limo, a pace ahead of him. I was very self-conscious of
my posture and stride as we walked. Do not sway too obviously, I
told myself, but my body was responding to his eyes on me, yearning
to catch his interest, to impress him. If I could only hear a
breath of admiration, a low inhalation of surprise. At the limo, I
opened the door for him and leaned imperceptibly towards him,
inhaling again of his aroma and hoping for an incidental contact,
perhaps just a brush of his elbow across my stomach or a thankful
hand on my wrist.

I caught myself. What was I doing? I was
losing my head, is what I was doing. I was being disarmed by his
easy manner, his openness and warmth, but I could not afford to
forget who he was and who I was. I was to be more reserved. Be more
reserved, I told myself. To think of him as a man, a man with a
body no less, was frighteningly inappropriate, chillingly
inappropriate. And yet, in spite of this resolve, I could not help
but cast my eyes over him as he bent forward into the limo. The
grey slacks sat somewhat snugly over admirable buttocks, taut and
sculpted round.

My growing awareness of his body only
heightened my consciousness of my own. As I sat down across from
him I crossed my legs very tightly, painfully aware of how much
skin I was presenting to him. I lowered my eyes, desperately
wondering whether his gaze was exploring me but embarrassed to look
him in the face.

"And what is our first stop?" he asked after
a minute. "I was told that I am expected at the conference at
four."

"We are going to check you into the hotel," I
said. "I can only imagine how exhausted you must be after flying
through the night."

He waved his hand impatiently. "It is
nothing. I do not pay attention to it anymore. Sometimes it feels
as if all I do is fly from here to there, and all anyone expects of
me is to be tired. I am used to it. It has been months since I had
a moment to do real work, and being treated like I must be
exhausted only makes me feel the itch to be productive all the
more. Instead I fly around and talk in front of people, as if I
were the only one with important things to say." He caught himself
and released the sudden frustration, turning to me with. "Perhaps
we might stop somewhere. I have not eaten."

"It wouldn't be a problem at all to stop.
What did you have in mind?"

He shrugged. "Somewhere quiet, I think. What
I want is someplace that is quiet and intimate, someplace that does
not remind me of an airport."

"There is a place I know not too far out of
our way," I said. "It is only crowded in the evenings."

"Good," he approved. "You seem to me like a
woman of good taste that I once knew. Perhaps I am wrong, but you
have a persuasive air about you. We will trust this suggestion of
yours."

Again my chest leapt at his words, and with
eager obedience I lowered the partition and relayed the location to
the driver.

As I did so, Adrian leaned forward and began
removing his sport coat. Beneath it lay a shirt that offered a
better hint at his physique: lithely muscular, compact and
devotedly maintained. He rolled his sleeves up off a pair of
hardened forearms that tapered into elegantly broad wrists. The
sight brought me to study his hands again. They seemed powerful
despite their long-fingered delicacy.

"It is quite warm in this car," he observed.
"It is because all limos are painted black. A stupid idea, to ask
so much of the air-conditioning unnecessarily. Too much money can
make anyone impractical, I think sometimes. Wouldn't you care to
take off your jacket? I would be quite uncomfortable if I were
you."

"No, that's quite alright," I said, sitting
up a little taller.

"Are you sure?" He seemed genuinely
concerned, but his face also betrayed a hint of amusement.

"Yes, I am quite fine," I insisted, conscious
of the sweat collecting under my arms and breasts and running
lightly down my side. Moments passed as we listened to the sounds
of the highway and I absently fanned my face with a hand. When he
saw the motion, the amusement faded away and a genuine sympathy
overtook him.

"You are the assistant they send out to make
their guests feel comfortable, aren't you? Samantha?"

And at the sound of my name I had to look up,
meeting those eyes alight with intelligence and patient intensity.
"Yes," I replied after a moment, flustered. "If there's anything I
can get you -"

"No, that is all right. I only mean, how can
I be comfortable if I see that you are not comfortable? Please, I
can see you perspiring. You should take off your jacket and not
seem so intimidated. If you continue to sit so stiffly, you will do
harm to your spine. This very thing happened to a friend of mine.
He was too stiff. It is alright. I will not bite. I am told that I
am a nice man." His smile was warmly entreating, disarming even,
and I laughed a little in spite of myself.

"I'm sorry. I'm not always so formal. It's
just that I'm not typically the one who handles people like you - I
mean, who, you know, helps the people brought in to speak at the
conventions. You have quite a reputation."

"Ah yes," he agreed. "Although one's fame
might come from what he thinks at the time are good things, even
the best reputations can have undesired consequences. Please, we
are friends now, you and I. I name us friends. I am Adrian and you
are Samantha, and we are two people sitting in a stifling car, are
we not? That is one of the many ways in which we are not so
different."

I smiled gratefully at him, but was still
embarrassed to reveal what was under the jacket. And yet, he had
asked so nicely, so innocently. How could I refuse? I would not
refuse. If he wanted my jacket off, I would take my jacket off for
him. I widened my smile and then looked away with feigned
nonchalance. I began with the bottom button very deliberately, my
flair for the dramatic coming through in that most inappropriate of
moments.

At first he had been looking out the window
but he had glanced distractedly back inside the compartment and now
I could feel him following my movements with an imperfectly
disguised interest. He was not the model of professional affability
after all, it seemed. When I reached the top button, the cloth was
tight against the clasp. My eyes flickered to his face for an
instant as my thumb and forefinger gripped the button and slipped
it through its hole, allowing my jacket to fall open. My breasts,
though they were not so large within my blouse, breathed outwards
towards him under the release of tension.

The air was cool on the skin of my upper
chest. Refusing to look down, my eyes fixed with careful
indifference out the back window. I reconstructed in my mind's eye
the image from my office mirror that morning. I imagined what he
must be seeing as I felt his eyes roving over my body with
increasing license. Half my breasts were out in the open like some
floozy’s at a bar as I sat alone before a Nobel laureate in the
limo. A slow and mortifying blush rose to my cheeks. How on earth
had I been comfortable wearing this to work in the first place?

And yet, there were parts of me, very loud
parts of me, that could not thank my negligence enough. It was
incredibly arousing to feel his eyes wandering across my
over-exposed body, the sexual tension almost palpable in the air
but left totally unvoiced. Warm blood continued to rise to my
cheeks as I felt his gaze wander across me. The skin before his
eyes tingled almost gratefully.

In the silence of the limo I could feel my
pulse in my ears as loudly as if it were swells breaching against
the car windows. With each passing moment of silence, more of that
blood seemed to be flowing into my groin and less into my head. Out
of the corner of my eye I studied him intensely, hungrily, even as
I remained conscious of my own body and sensations. He shifted
position, sliding down in the seat involuntarily and his pants
bunched and tightened against his crotch which I was so desperately
and futilely attempting not to stare at. I discerned his penis
through the cloth, visibly growing, long and thick and pressed
against the side of his left thigh. I could tell that he was
circumcised.

I glanced down in spite of myself and saw my
hard nipples clearly visible through my top. He seemed unable to
look away, and I could see each pulse that swelled his cock. I was
silently begging him to say something - I did not know what.
Perhaps he did not need to say anything at all. No explanation or
pretense was necessary at this point. Maybe he would simply reach
across the compartment and rip off my clothes and allow me to
remove his. It did not feel like they were concealing anything, so
what was the difference? Everything was at least half in view. If
only he would tear the cloth off that cock and thrust it into me,
let me feel those pulses within me rather than watch them from this
maddening distance. My pussy was ready, wet and throbbing. I had
uncrossed my legs at some point. My God, he didn't need to say
anything. Didn't he see that? I might as well be naked,
masturbating in front of him on the leather seat of this limo. I
saw his eyes wander up my inner thigh and I raised my legs up on
tiptoes to oblige his view under my skirt. If only his line of
vision were some physical object, penetrating that overheating
region. Perhaps I should yell for him. What did I care? There was
only one need in the universe. Right then, only one thing
mattered.

It seemed like an eternity, but perhaps it
was only 30 seconds, that we sat across from each other in that
silence, each of our sex organs red and engorged for the other
person's benefit, ignoring the pleas of their respective brains as
well as any attempt of our clothing to obscure them. We were two
trains that had been hijacked, he and I, and our breathing was
halting. But without further escalation, the swells of desire began
to subside.

"That is a lovely blouse," he complimented me
after a minute. "If you were embarrassed by it you shouldn't have
been."

I wiped my face with a sleeve, my temperature
lowering. "And yet I don't feel any cooler for taking off the
jacket."

He laughed lightly. "We must be almost to
this restaurant of yours, yes? We will find ourselves more relaxed
there."

"And afterwards we have to be sure to get you
checked into the hotel before the convention begins," I said,
trying through my slight confusion to turn the topic to the
business of the day.

He only looked at me, amusement playing
across his features. Was I so transparent? Even in my attempts to
sound professional could he tell I wanted to jump on him? It had
been a simple suggestion, necessary business even. It was my
assignment, for Christ's sakes. I wasn't asking him to a hotel. He
had to check in. Why did I feel so naked before this man and why
was the feeling so uniquely thrilling? Was his recognition of my
intent - what intent? I demanded of myself - was that recognition
approval? But no, it couldn't have been. That brief moment, that
uncategorizeable sexual experience of a moment ago, was clearly as
far as he would let things go. It was just a titillating brush of
our respective desires, passing in the night and afforded no
further purchase. But as control and level-headedness returned to
me, the even more troubling question presented itself: had he even
shared it with me? Or had I made a fool of myself?

That was the better question. Never mind
whether he would let things go any further. How had I lost my head
so entirely? I almost resented him for it, but that was absurd,
childish, and I rejected the instinct. I was angry with myself for
whatever had just happened. That was all. I was embarrassed,
certainly. Spreading my legs for him like that, lifting them up in
the back of the limo. Hot shame was replacing my heated desire. If
only I had not taken that step, the one action that surpassed what
could be defended as respectable behavior. I felt like a girl,
suddenly and unexpectedly as unequal to my urges as I had been in
high school.









This concludes Exposed. The Caspari Encounters continues with









Part Two: Intoxicated

When Samantha Vichy arrived for work in the
morning, she was not at all prepared and not at all dressed for the
assignment about to be thrust into her lap. Often neglecting her
personal needs and languishing in her professional life, she is far
from the model emissary of high society. Yet following the illness
of a coworker, she finds herself serving as the impromptu hostess
of a visiting intellectual, Nobel laureate Adrian Caspari. What
begins as an intimidating professional encounter soon blossoms into
much more as she comes to learn the true identity of a man half the
world admires through the letters on a page. Will she make a fool
of herself and jeopardize her career by being unable to restrain
her sudden infatuation, or will the thrilling predicament reveal a
greater potential for good than ill? Will their physical chemistry
be allowed to run its course, or is this simply another case of the
body wanting what the world won't allow? Continue the story with
'Intoxicated,' the second installment of 'The Caspari Encounters,'
to experience the thrilling and often hot answers to these
questions and more.
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