
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Caspari Encounters




Part Three






Unclothed






By Jessica Whitethread

Copyright 2013 Jessica Whitethread






Smashwords Edition

This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If
you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not
purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com
and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work
of this author.









I remained at least partially within that
blissful fog as he led me with his free hand into the lobby and
through the front desk line. Twice I stumbled in my short heels,
and paid little attention to the check-in process. At one point,
the woman behind the desk turned to me and asked if I represented
the sponsoring organization and I simply nodded.

"This seems like it will be a comfortable
place," Adrian mused as we moved down one of the hallways out of
the atrium. "But then again, most anyplace can be comfortable for
only one night."

The remark did not register in full, but it
was enough to implant a vague anxiety within me, the latent
comprehension that this moment of contentment was not to be
indefinite.

We entered the elevator, and he kissed me
again. It was brief and toying, anticipatory rather than emphatic.
Our lips and bodies met only for a few moments as the compartment
rose up against the pull of gravity.

"What was the number?" I asked as the doors
dinged open.

"812," he said.

The door, when we found it, was the same deep
rosewood as all the others. Its brass numbers were no more or less
perfectly polished than any of the others on that floor. And yet,
the digits leapt out at me and sent a slightly guilty thrill
running through me. I touched the doorknob half expecting an
electric shock.

"I wasn't lying, you know," he said as he
threw his travel bag into one of the armchairs.

I sat on the foot of the bed, my anticipation
of what was to come sobered slightly by the sight of the bedroom.
For some reason, what I was doing with this man had not impressed
itself upon me in full until the sight of the smooth bedspread and
the neatly pressed pillows.

"About what?" I asked.

"My papers are an absolute disaster. I don't
understand what happened." His wry smile was infectious.

"Will it be alright?"

"I could care less," he answered as he sat
down on the bed beside me. His eyes were such a beautiful
azure.

Again our lips met. Again his hand was
caressing my neck, rising gently to my jaw, brushing my cheek.
Again I felt the warm strength of his body and wanted nothing more
than for it to enfold me. But I was not selfish. A girl in the
throes of infatuation is never selfish.

"Where was I?" I asked seductively. My
fingers twirled at his collar and began to loosen his shirt.
Halfway through the buttons I lost patience, and moved a hand to
run over his pants, spreading and bunching the soft cotton under my
fingers. Whenever my fingers brushed against the outline of his
cock I felt his breathing change. Poor thing, I thought. It had
been standing at attention for so long. I had not meant to keep it
waiting. I had not even wanted to wait to come upstairs, but it was
better this way.

Once his belt was undone and his fly
unzipped, I slid his pants down to his knees and stroked the cock
again, now only through his underwear. It leapt at the contact, and
its owner moaned. Adrian's hands came down and cupped my breasts
gently, running his thumbs over their exposed tops. I reached back
and undid the clasp of my bra which lay slightly beyond his reach.
The bra came away as I rolled my top down to my stomach, giving him
access, but not expecting anything in return. This was all my
repayment to him for what he had given me in the limo. Hopefully
there would be time for more, but again, I could not be
selfish.

My small breasts responded to the
air-conditioned room and his light touch, stiffening pleasurably.
The pads of his fingers felt slightly rough against the sensitive
skin, and more so against my areolas.

I returned my attention to his underwear and
the long, thick shape within. I inserted my fingers into his
waistband and ran them around his hips lightly. Again I marveled at
the firmness of his butt cheeks and the lean muscularity of his
thighs. I rolled the underwear back slowly, and then first the head
and then the thick shaft freed itself eagerly, rising away from the
body slightly and pushing the elastic down towards the scrotum of
its own accord. It was a bright, passionate red and the smooth skin
stretched tautly over its several thick veins. The entire appendage
was swollen to its utter limit, and even my delicate breath upon
its sensitive and rarely exposed flesh was enough to bring a bead
of pre-cum to its tip.

I was now lying across his lap and I felt the
tensing of his thigh muscles under my breasts. Gently I kissed the
head, licking the drop of pre-cum after it adhered to my lips and
relishing its almost imperceptible texture. I extended my tongue
and ran it up along the underbelly of the shaft, curling my tongue
to tug gently at the lip of the head. I felt his thigh muscles
tense further and I kneaded them. "Relax," I told him. I reveled at
the absolute responsiveness of his body, twitching and quivering
beneath my every touch. I felt as though I were a conductor leading
the orchestra of his body. His consciousness had ceased to factor
into the equation, for I possessed the controls to his engine.

I brought my lips to the head of his cock
again, and now I opened my lips and ushered him into my mouth. I
allowed him to rest for a moment on my tongue, my saliva running in
a narrow rivulet down towards the base. I could feel his pulse
against the flesh of my mouth as though he had entrusted his very
heart to between my teeth. I began to suck gently, running my
tongue back and forth over the ridge of the head. I moved my lips
up and down the shaft. My mouth was not quite large enough to
swallow him completely. I moved faster and heard the quickening of
his breath, coming in sharp, almost disbelieving gasps. The air I
was breathing through my nose was powerfully infused with his
scent, masculine and ripe with fresh sweat and the exertion of
arousal. I was sucking still harder and faster and it was obvious
he would not last much longer. I was too potent, my ability to
stimulate him too total.

And then he changed, his muscles clenched
again and held. His hips thrust forward involuntarily and I
accepted their movement without reservation, allowing his cock into
my mouth to its full length and feeling the hot tip deeper than I
had thought I could take it. Spurts of his viscous liquid exploded
warm and wet within my throat and after the first powerful spasms
and I drew my mouth back slightly to bring the tip back onto my
tongue, wanting to taste the semen before it had all poured into
me. It was salty and ammonic, a taste awash with past associations
but also unique to him and to this experience. The flow ceased and
I withdrew my lips, closing my mouth and swallowing the last of it.
I looked up at his face to see his eyes half-closed as he let out a
quiet whimper of satisfaction.

I levered myself up along his body, relishing
the feeling of his softening cock sliding down my torso and leaving
a faint trail of intermixed saliva and semen down between my
breasts and across my abdomen. I rolled over, placing my back
against his chest, and his arms enfolded me again. That feeling of
total security and comfort was my reward for pleasure delivered,
man satisfied. Warmth radiated through my body, and I did not know
whether it came from his adjoining body or was simply the physical
sensation of my own inner contentment.

His breath against my neck slowly returned to
a normal rhythm and he held me closer. Now and then he would caress
my side or shoulder, or nuzzle against my cheek, but for the most
part we were content to bask in each other’s presence, all the
cares of the world beyond that room forgotten to us. The time
seemed stretch out, each moment lasting far longer than any other
of my life. At first I had feared that in our intensity, we had
lost track of time. Surely hours had passed, and we must now rush
away from here. Instead, when I finally brought myself to look at
the clock, I saw that scarcely more than fifteen minutes had
elapsed. Time within the room distorted itself in our favor, and
each moment contained a world that would not pass us by until we
had fully savored its gift.

"You are an incredible woman, Samantha," he
said at last. I felt the words as much as heard them. The low sound
rumbled within his throat where it pressed against my temple.
"Truly I have not met one like you before."

"I'm only trying to live up to the company I
am in," I said with eyes closed.

"You do more than that." He placed his face
in my hair and breathed in. "But still, you repeat these words, as
though I am someone whom you must live up to. How I love this
earnestness of yours. It is strange. Even this simple praise from
you makes me feel strong enough to move a mountain."

Again we fell silent. After another moment, I
raised myself reluctantly and went to splash water on my face in
the bathroom. Its sharp chill shocked me and when I opened my eyes,
the vision which had dulled in my pre-occupied state returned to
full-colored vibrancy. The light in the bathroom was very bright,
and the shapes around me were sharp and clear. The air flowed cool
against my slick skin.

Before I rejoined him on the bed, I stood
admiring the view. His exquisite body was bare before my eyes, and
I studied it with new possessiveness and delight. It was as though
I were staring for the first time from an airplane window over a
landscape which I had traversed on foot many times and come to feel
a part of.

"How much time do we have?" I asked him.

He patted the sheets in front of himself. "Do
not think about it. We have time enough."

"A few short minutes is not enough," I
disagreed even as I obeyed his invitation.

"Do not think these things. Already you are
my serious Samantha again. It was only for a few moments when we
could chase away serious Samantha."

"I just mean that you have to be giving your
talk at four."

"And it is only three now," he said lazily,
accepting me back into his arms. "This is enough time that I can be
happy a little longer."

"You must be used to this," I thought aloud.
"I am not used to it. I do not like it."

"There is nothing to like," he agreed. "But
we must pretend the clock is not there. You must tell me about
yourself and we will forget that the clock is there. I know that
you are incredible woman, Samantha. I do not know what kind of
incredible woman you are. I do not know how you became this
incredible woman."

"More questions?" I asked, rolling over to
face him and playfully blowing a column of air into his eyes so
that he squinted reproachfully.

"Is it so strange to want to know you? I am
enthralled."

"Enthralled by me? I am not half interesting
enough to enthrall you."

"You take yourself for granted. You have
always had access to yourself. You do not realize how mystifying
you are to a man like me. You should not be so selfish. I am
captured, hungry for you and to know you and you withhold
yourself." He returned the breath and it was my turn to squint.
Despite the play, the tone of his voice had a surprising touch of
neediness.

"Hasn't this afternoon been a simple thing?
Beautiful but simple? Must we complicate it now, or make our
goodbye that much harder?"

"Simple things are easily come by," he said.
"I do not think it is good that it is simple."

I walked two fingers up his chest,
considering him. "Well what more do you want to know, exactly?"

"Tell me more about where you are from. Tell
me what has happened to you since you left. Why do you do what you
do? What do you want from the world?"

"Well, I left home when I went to college to
study anthropology, at American in DC."

"Anthropology?"

"Yeah," I said. "It seems funny now, but I
thought that would be the sort of education that would let me see
the world. I was - naive, I guess. I wanted to travel and study and
learn about different walks of life. I wanted all the things a
curious person wants when they are eighteen. But here I am, just a
thirty-minute drive from where I grew up, treading water working
for an arts foundation that is doing the same thing. The whole city
is doing it, it feels like. Just trying to keep up and watching the
Atlantic current drift by." My mood was turning sour very
quickly.

"What brought you here?" he asked,
unobservant of the change in me.

"Look," I said, "maybe I should be flattered,
I guess, that you want to know all this about me. But what is the
point?"

"You do not like my questions? I will not ask
those questions. Tell me other things about yourself. Talk about
things that do not make you unhappy."

"I just mean, once I take you to the
conference we'll probably never speak to each other again, right?
You will forget I exist and I'll have wasted my breath. I just
don't understand what your motivation for it could be, unless it is
just some game, an exercise in manipulation. How much will this
person expose herself to me within an afternoon? How can I laugh at
this person that is so much less successful than me? And what, do
you compare results from one city to the next?"

His look became pained but I did not regret
my words. "This is what you think of me, Samantha?"

"Maybe it is," I said. "I was really enjoying
myself, you know. But the way you keep pushing for me to open up
about these things in my past, it's just unnecessary. I'm never
going to see you again. I'm going to have to deal with this
afternoon ending and never seeing you again. Isn't that bad enough?
But before it's even over, you expect me to lay the sad truths of
my life out before Mr. Perfect Career, Mr. Intellectual Elite, Mr.
Achieved Everything Anyone Could Ever Want to Achieve? Forgive me
if it doesn't get me all hot and bothered that you've taken time
between getting paid hundreds of thousands of dollars to talk at a
convention just so you can hear about my sad slide into a dead-end
job. I was really enjoying myself. I'd almost forgotten who we
were, and then -"

He put a finger up to my mouth and I fell
silent. "Please," he said simply.

I looked at him, waiting for him to say
something. For a delusional moment I thought he might even have the
words to make everything I had just said untrue, that he had the
power to banish my insecurities and make everything alright.
Instead, he simply looked at me, very openly and without movement
or reaction, his eyes never straying from mine.

"What?"

"You hurt yourself by saying this. Please let
these thoughts pass by."

"They're not going to go away," I said.

He considered it regretfully. "As empty as
such differences are, perhaps they do not go away. If only I could
communicate to you that you do not need to feel embarrassed. I have
already seen enough of you to impress me utterly. That is why I
must know more, experience more of you, appreciate more of you. If
the world has not rewarded your efforts towards your goals, then I
have heard enough. I am already on your side. It is the world that
was wrong. I know it without you opening your mouth. Would you
believe me, if I told you that?"

"I know I am being rude," I said
unapologetically, "but are my reservations so bizarre to you?"

He sighed, looking very sad and very
vulnerable. "No, they are very far from bizarre to me. The truth of
the matter is that it is these same reservations that I am met with
quite often. Perhaps I am too forceful. That is what I often
conclude, that I am too forceful when I meet people. But with you,
I have behaved differently. I have simply been myself, because I
recognized you for a kindred spirit. That is the phrase, I think.
But I am so often on the road, you understand. I am always on the
road. I am always here and there. I have sacrificed too much and
gained very little from this career of mine. You are insecure
because of my acclaim? This acclaim could not be of less use to me.
Perhaps you are surprised to hear it, but there are few people I am
close to these days. When I need to talk to someone, always these
reservations. No they are not bizarre; they are the most familiar
thing in the world to me." He ran his hand flat along the bedspread
in controlled frustration. "Never do I have someone simply to talk
to."

My suspicion, which had reared its head so
rashly and so unattractively, lessened. "You're being serious with
me, aren't you?"

 

Again he remained silent. The honesty of his
words was plain on his face. It lay in the pristine oceans of his
eyes. In that moment, he could not have lied to me, and he knew
that I knew that he wouldn't have been able to. Thus, no response
was necessary. I had not backed him into a corner. I had not
berated him into an admission of loneliness. It was a loneliness
that he was prepared to reveal to me, perhaps had been desperate to
reveal to me from early in our conversations, such was the
immediate connection he felt with me that I had at first tried to
bashfully deny. Once he understood my hesitation and understood my
insecurities, he opened up that portion of his life to me
unreservedly and without qualm. The consequences of this sunk into
each of us as we looked at each other. In that moment of silence,
that length of time in which nothing was said, we found ourselves
lying in front of each other far more naked than we had been just a
moment earlier.

"I have been behaving very poorly today," I
said at last.

"I do not want you to think so."

I laid a lingering hand on his bicep. "That's
alright. I know I have. I'm just easily flustered sometimes. I
usually have a pretty boring life, to be honest. I don't catch many
breaks."

"Am I a break that you have caught?"

I sighed a sad little sigh. "Ask me
tomorrow."

"You mean when I am gone?"

"What else?"

He echoed my sigh and his eyes clouded
slightly. "Come back and lie next to me," he entreated.

I obeyed, rolling over and nestling back
against him as I had been. He accepted me back into his embrace and
kissed me gently on the shoulder and neck.

"Tomorrow is sometimes a very bad word," he
agreed. "It is a particularly bad word when it damages today
also."

"Maybe I will stop thinking about it in a
moment."

"Perhaps I can help."

I turned around to face him, unsure exactly
what he meant. He kissed me, then. His lips no longer felt exotic
on mine. The places where our bodies met no longer had the feel of
an international border. I clung to him, as though I could squeeze
out all air between every inch of my body and his. I suddenly
wanted to be so close to him that I would not have to breathe for
myself, but instead allow the movements of his chest to usher air
in and out of my lungs by external pressure. I did not want my
heart to beat. I wanted the pulse in his flesh to massage the blood
through my veins. My eyes were closed and I thought perhaps if I
were close enough to him, I would begin to see through his eyes.
Perhaps the electric signals of his optic nerve would leap across
the distance, if I could make the distance small enough, and I
would never have to open my own eyes again. If only all my organs
could become redundant to his and fall away. I would simply be
attached to him and never move again, never speak again. That would
be enough for me, I thought.

But then he removed an arm from around me,
distanced himself a little, and ran the freed hand down my side.
His thumb ran gently across my stomach and his digits lingered upon
my hip. He stroked gently from my round buttock, down across my
front, and his fingers brushed lightly against my sensitive mound.
It was a tactile survey, as though he were staking a claim for what
was his. The movement produced only a delicate sensation, but in my
absorbance in his presence it was enough to make me glad again that
we possessed two bodies. I was glad that I was who and what I was,
that I could experience who and what he was. I was glad that my
parts and his parts were not transfused but lay against each other,
complimentary, their heat coming from different sources and our
skin producing friction against each other’s. He pulled his mouth
from mine, gently biting my lower lip and pulling it away before
releasing it. "This is what I can do to make you forget," he said.
I rolled onto my back and he moved above me.

He kissed me several times on the neck as he
moved his head downwards. His tongue traced along my collarbone,
and I relished the sight of his broad shoulders, bunching over me,
and ran my fingers over their dense mass. He cupped my breasts in
his hands and sucked gently on my right nipple, circling it with
his tongue as it stiffened in his mouth. He was straddling my right
leg and his knee brushed inadvertently against my crotch. My body
misinterpreted the contact and moistened itself all the more to
accept him. His cock, not yet fully hard, swung between his legs
and touched my knee in passing as he kissed down my stomach.

When his face was on level with my groin, he
breathed in deeply of the scents rising off my heated skin and
pussy. He planted an appreciative kiss on the lips, and then
tongued over them several times. They were just light brushes,
tantalizing and infuriatingly unintrusive. Once again he was
playing with me, refusing to give me anything until I was desperate
for it. He kissed along my inner thighs, everywhere but that spot
where I most desperately wanted him. My knees squeezed around him
as each hot breath against my skin announced the mouth just
millimeters away. He ran a thumb shallowly inside, drawing out my
juices and spreading them. I whimpered as the contact was
withdrawn. He licked the thumb and then planted another kiss on my
skin where it was swollen in anticipation. His mouth stayed there,
sucking gently, and then his tongue entered between my labia. The
wet muscle expanded and stretched, working its way in and probing
towards my clit in the soft flesh. My anticipation had become
acute, almost intolerable.

When his first incidental contact came it
sent a shiver of pleasure through me. I moaned in gratitude, and he
focused in on the small button, tonguing over it several more times
as he brought his lips to surround it. He sucked gently, and I felt
that small, ultrasensitive part of me ascend into his mouth where
his wet, soft lips held it. I no longer possessed arms or legs or
head or toes. I had become nothing but that small button now held
lovingly in his mouth and being caressed by his tongue. Up and down
he ran over it. Each contact was more intense than the last, and
they came more and more quickly.

My gasping was desperate, but I could not get
my breath. The sensation was all encompassing. It was building upon
itself towards some inconceivable endpoint, as though a growing
noise were filling my ears. I could not help but call out. And then
it reached that endpoint. My thighs clamped around him beyond my
control as the spasms of climax poured through me. My hands
clenched into fists around the fabric of the bedspread. For the
second time in as many hours, I came, but was so distracted by own
ecstasy that I could barely notice. Pleasure replaced blood in my
veins, flowing hot and red.

At last the waves subsided and I was left
slowly catching my breath as I looked down at his upturned face.
His lips had released my clit but left his tongue pressed lightly
against the region, aware of the sudden sensitivity of the flesh
and not moving it. I opened my thighs with an apologetic
expression, but his answering smile was not reproachful.

His chin was gleaming with my juice as he
crawled back up the bed to lay even with me. His lips came to mine
and some of the wetness transferred to the smooth skin of my face.
I could taste it at the corners of my mouth.

After a long moment, he pulled back. "Are you
ready?" he asked.

There was no question that I was and that I
had been for a very long time. But the question, once said aloud,
had a power all of its own. A thrill went through me. Everything
had been a prelude and what we had each been hungry for since first
meeting, since first admiring each other, since first beginning to
dance around each other, still lay ahead of us. The experiences of
this afternoon were still on an uphill climb, building towards a
point that was now just moments away. Now, that pinnacle was
separated from us by nothing but our own willpower as we sought to
prolong the anticipation against all biological impulse. I kissed
him again before I answered.

"Yes."

I spoke so quietly that he may not have heard
the sound at all, but he could read it on my lips. I could feel the
heat on my leg where his penis lay against me. I slid my hands down
his wide back and lay watching his every movement hungrily.

He lifted himself slightly off of me and
brought a hand down to hold his cock. I watched him grip it,
anticipating the sensation its girth and skin would soon be
imparting to me. Looking down on it at that angle, it seemed as
thick and strong as one of my own slender wrists. He dipped it
slightly, rubbing its head along the lips of my pussy and parting
the lips with its long axis. I let out a halting gasp as hot skin
touched hot sensitive skin.

Slowly he inserted himself, not to his full
length but deep enough. I could feel the texture moving into me,
filling my opening with its circumference. I had never been so wet,
and had I not been then his girth might have been painful. Instead,
my pussy consumed him without discomfort, my flesh tight against
his. Inch by inch he occupied me, in and out, slowly and each
thrust penetrating me slightly deeper and touching a newer and more
recessed part of me. His muscles stood out on his torso as he
controlled his body and his urge, refusing to go to his full depth
until our mutual desperation had reached an almost intolerable
pitch. I laid my hands on his shoulders and he leaned forward to
suck at my neck and mouth while he continued to thrust. I pressed
back into the pillowed mattress and wrapped my legs around him. My
heels locked against his firm buttocks.

By now he was penetrating me fully and each
movement came more and more forcefully. The sensations of each
thrust and retreat built upon each other as they came closer and
closer together. All delicacy and technique disappeared. All
tantalizing playfulness disappeared. There was only intensity.
Desire surpassed all possible control and the only thing was to
continue, more and more frenzied, more and more violent. I did not
know if I was breathing. The world before my eyes was simply
swinging back and forth to the movement.

It was as though his cock were growing,
becoming so large that it occupied my entire body cavity and I was
nothing but a hole that had never before been truly filled. The
only light reaching my eyes was crimson. I felt as though I was in
the midst of a seizure and yet it did not subside. And then the end
came. Sensation fell away. I felt nothing but the fruits of prior
sensation, the end result of the act and no longer the act itself.
Intensity gave way to all out surrender. I could have been on fire
in that moment and would not have cared. I was only within myself,
racked with tsunamis of pleasure that seemed fully capable of
eroding away the coasts of my mind. It was as if it was something I
would never come back from. But then, at last, I began to
descend.

The sensations of his thrusting returned. The
sight of his dripping torso above me returned. The feeling of his
stomach on mine, his legs between mine, and his cock driving deep
into me all returned, still in the mid-action. I was only just
again conscious when I felt him tensing against me and his
thrusting slowing. Deep within me I felt his cock release, spurting
its liquid into me in long spasms, the first several powerful and
then the subsequent ones weakening. I wrapped my arms around him as
he lowered himself onto me. Our chests heaved against each other.
In complementary rhythm, one chest rising against the other
falling, we regained our breath.

Looking across him, I saw deep purple
scratches on his shoulders and upper arms where I had gripped him
in the throes of ecstasy. I think it is a moment of some remorse
for any woman to see the damage she has caused when beyond control.
As Adrian's breathing calmed, he too looked at the scratches. The
expression on his face passed from surprise to amusement and
satisfaction. He held out his right arm and flexed it, causing the
damaged skin to dance as the muscles rippled underneath. "A worthy
decoration," he said between breaths.

"Here," I said, and rose up beneath him to
plant several kisses along the wounds. "Does it feel better?"

"It is the most pleasurable sting I have ever
felt in my life," he said.

"It'll get worse," I said.

He rolled down beside me without answering
and played idly with my hair.

"Do you know what time it is?" I asked
him.

He sighed. "Probably late."

I found the clock on the nightstand and
pulled it towards me to read. "Damn," I said. "It's really, really
late. Get your clothes on." I got up and started looking around for
my panties. When had I taken them off? I didn't even remember.
"Come on," I insisted. "You have to be on the stage in front of a
thousand people in twenty minutes." Where the hell was my sock?

"This is a very bad way to end the
afternoon," he said. "Why not be a little late?"

"Are you kidding me? If it isn't your ass,
it's at least my ass. Let's go."

"Yes," he agreed. "I prefer that the topic of
conversation remain on your ass. Mine is not as nice."

I tilted my head in silent disagreement, but
then shook it. "Really," I said. "Put your clothes on. And you said
your notes are out of order?"

He waved his hand dismissively. "They are not
necessary, but very well, we will go." He sat up and got his
bearings. "Work, work, work," he muttered as he pulled his shirt
out from under the bed. "Why must they pay me so much money? If
they did not pay me so much, I would refuse them in an instant and
my life would be much better, I think."

I moved in front of the mirror and began
returning myself to a presentable condition. Out of the corner of
my eye I caught my last precious glimpses of his body, and then we
were both returned to our clothing and hidden from each other. "Do
you think you'll have any more lectures scheduled here anytime
soon?" I tried to make the question sound nonchalant.

He appeared behind me in the mirror, his
clothes restored and only slightly mussed. "This is not somewhere
my work brings me to very often," he admitted.

"So then -" My heart was falling, even as the
events played out exactly as I had always known in the pit of my
stomach that they would play out. A lump was in my throat and I had
trouble speaking evenly. "Will this be goodbye?"

"Goodbye, yes. But you do not mean that we
will not see each other again? Simply because my lectures are not
here?"

My heart missed a beat. "What?"

"You mean you do not wish to see me again?"
He looked too confused to be hurt.

"I - I do want to."

"Good. Do not say such surprising things to
me, Samantha. You will stop my heart and then you will be in
trouble with your company."

"So then - what?" Again I looked in his eyes,
searching for an answer to a problem that seemed unsolvable.

His face was thoughtful and he toyed gently
with a strand of my hair. "I must fly away tomorrow. That is
something that must be done. It is very bad, but it must be done.
Perhaps you will come to visit me in Zurich? If I bought you a
plane ticket, would you come?"

"You mean tomorrow?"

"Is that too soon? It is an open offer. I
hope it is not too long before you say yes. Switzerland is nice. I
do not think you should say no indefinitely. I will come back if
you make me, but I do not think you should."

"I won't say no," I said, my feet feeling
light as air on the bathroom tile.

His face brightened. "Good. We will talk
about this."

I turned and kissed him delightedly. It was
not as tender a kiss as the ones that had come earlier because I
could not relax the smile entirely from my face.

In fact, that smile remained uninterrupted on
my features a quarter of an hour later as I stood with the driver
watching Adrian Caspari disappear through the rear stage door of
the convention hall.

"His papers must have been real out of
order," the driver mused innocently as we stood together.

"It was a big hassle," I agreed lightly. And
then I went back to the office to dig out my appointments
calendar.









This concludes The Caspari
Encounters. If you have not already done so, be sure to
check out these other series from Jessica Whitethread:






Dust and Heat

Katherine Richardson has long been convinced
that the solution to her personal problems will come in that ever
elusive professional success. The last place she would look for
pleasure would be in the company of the bodyguard she has hired for
field research in Egypt, but it is not long before his
understanding and vitality have her coming to terms with needs she
has long refused to acknowledge.






Blind in the Mansion

Joanna Crawford is not happy to drop out of
culinary school and take a job at the Armistead Mansion, but
sacrificing her own desires to help those in need has always been
her most basic instinct. Little can she know that this apparent
setback will blossom into a life-changing sexual journey as she
begins to transgress boundaries that attract the attentions of her
new employer.






For information about future releases from
this author and similar authors from the Red Spot Press, please
visit us at theredspotpress.tk and
subscribe to our newsletter, or follow us on twitter
@TheRedSpotPress.








cover.jpeg
PART THREE OF
THE CASPARI ENCOUNTERS

U N =

- ) ~ /
/ £
¢

f \\

JESSICA WHITETHREAD





js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



