
        
            
                
            
        

    
Friends to Lovers Sexy Surprises © 2024 by Giselle Renarde

All rights reserved under the International and Pan-American Copyright Conventions. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher. 

This is a work of fiction. Names, places, characters and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to any actual persons, living or dead, organizations, events or locales is entirely coincidental. All sexually active characters in this work are 18 years of age or older. 

This book is for sale to ADULT AUDIENCES ONLY. It contains substantial sexually explicit scenes and graphic language which may be considered offensive by some readers. Please store your files where they cannot be accessed by minors.

Cover design © 2024 Giselle Renarde 

First Edition © 2024 Giselle Renarde

All stories in this collection have been previously published.

Warning: the unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in prison and a fine of $250,000. 




Table of Contents

Disclaimer

Friends to Lovers | Sexy Surprises

Girls Sleep with Girls

Chocolate Covered Kisses

The Psychic Said It’s Love

Territory

Shoot Niagara

Chasing Tails

You might also enjoy:

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Sign up for Giselle Renarde's Mailing List



	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Friends to Lovers

Sexy Surprises


[image: image]


6 Erotic Stories

Giselle Renarde



	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Girls Sleep with Girls
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On our way to Gina’s parents’ cottage, we decided to pay my boyfriend Dylan’s grandmother a quick visit. She was a tad traditional, he warned, but the four of us—Gina, her boyfriend Ali, plus Dylan and I—had all been crammed in the car so long we couldn’t refuse a stretch. Anyway, his grandmother lived all alone and only distant neighbours looked in on her. It was a bit of a sad situation, really.

Dylan’s grandmother greeted Gina, Dylan, and I with a friendly smile, tea, and cookies.  Ali “the foreigner” got tea and cookies, but no smile.  Classy.

As we stared out the front window in silence, the skies opened up. It poured like I’d never seen. Rain turned to hail and the steel sky turned charcoal.

“Do you think we could stay overnight?” Dylan asked his grandmother. “We hate to impose, but it’s not safe to drive.”

“Of course! Stay!” Grandma replied. She glared noticeably at Ali before eying all four of us.  “There are two spare bedrooms. Girls sleep with girls. Boys sleep with boys. That way there’s no monkey business.” 

We all tried not to laugh as Dylan agreed to the sleeping arrangements.

“She might even be cute if she wasn’t so racist,” Gina said after the matron showed us to our room. For nightwear, we could have rushed to the car in the rain for our luggage, but I had no qualms about sleeping naked. 

Tossing my clothes on the floor, I slipped my bare skin under the lovely, crisp sheets.

When Gina crept into bed, her warmth spread across my skin like a wave. I’d never noticed her floral perfume before. 

“Girls sleep with girls,” Gina said, imitating Dylan’s grandmother. “She thinks girls can’t get up to no good?”

As if to challenge that belief, Gina’s hand roamed to my thigh. Her fingertips felt like silk against my skin. I couldn’t pretend to be surprised; it was somehow implied this would happen on holiday. The way she looked at me, I’d always known.

When I turned away from her, she didn’t take it as a rebuke. She only moved in closer. Her cheek was on my hair. Her breath was on my neck. It was nearly as hot as her hand as she traced a path up my thigh. 

She raked my pubic hair and I set my leg against hers, opening up. The moment her finger touched my clit, I jumped. She wrapped an arm around me, holding me in place. We didn’t speak. Even as I stifled my reaction, she kept rubbing. 

Gina cupped my breast, and I felt the pressure in my clit.  Every part of my body seemed connected by live wires, and connected to Gina, skin on skin.  I was so wet, wetter than the storm outside.  Even my thighs were drenched in juice, and I wondered if Gina was equally aroused, but her front was pressed so close to my back I couldn’t reach to feel.  Her fingers slid around my slippery pussy lips, like she couldn’t get a good hold anymore.  Too damn wet.  So she inched down my body, rolling me onto my back, one arm still lodged between my shoulders and the mattress.

Her breath on my nipples forced them to grow harder than I’d ever seen.  They were like dark pebbles on the rounded mountains of my breasts.  When she licked them, I nearly lost it.  When she sucked them, I had to cover my face with a pillow.  The wet heat of her mouth made me wild, forcing me to buck my hips at her hand as it circled my pussy.  Then she slipped a finger inside my slit and, God, my thighs just started trembling.  I was losing control, but I didn’t care about the squeaks of the bedsprings as long as I wasn’t shouting Gina’s name to the rafters.  The last thing I wanted was for this pleasure to be interrupted.

Gina forced more fingers inside my pussy, and the pressure stretched my borders in every direction.  I wanted to watch her face as she did all this, watch her mouth on my tits and her fingers invading my cunt, but there was no way I was taking that pillow off my face.  I was getting close, and I didn’t want anyone to hear me.  Anyway, there was a strange comfort in the recycled warmth of my own breath, the shallow feeling in my lungs as I gasped for air through cotton.

She fucked me with her fingers.  Hard.  Sometimes it hurt a little, her nails, but I was so turned on I didn’t care.  I rode her hand, thrusting my hips, making her fill me again and again.  It wasn’t like a cock.  A cock couldn’t fuck me this fast, couldn’t slam up against me this hard.  

My head was buzzing.  I was biting the pillow.  Gina was biting my tits.  God, she didn’t stop.  My pussy was making all kinds of wet squelching noises as she rammed me with her fingers and I was shaking all over, loving the raw passion, and I knew she knew.

When I felt an orgasm coming on, I clenched my teeth. I didn’t want to make a sound. Dylan’s grandmother might hear. 

Every muscle in my body tightened. Gina must have felt the pressure against her fingers, because she pulled out and stroked me so swiftly I thought she’d start a fire in my clit. A noise rose up through my body until it squealed from my throat. The pillow caught it, but not completely, and I heard Gina chuckling against my breast as she kept at my clit.  

Before long, I couldn’t stand any more.  I tried to close my thighs, but she pushed them apart and slapped my pussy with her wet hand.  Nobody had ever done that to me before.  The sound of it, the sensation of being spanked on my hot pussy lips, made my clit pulse.  She did it a few more times, then clenched her whole hand against my mound.  My clit jumped in there, like a baby chick pecking its way out of an egg.  Still, she held me like that, clutching my cunt, until my breath regulated and I pulled the pillow off my face.  

Her smile was warm, satisfied, with a hint of a Cheshire grin.  We breathed together for a long time, smiling, trying hard not to laugh. And when the night went quiet again, she said, “I wonder what the boys are up to.”
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Chocolate Covered Kisses
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When Kate confessed she couldn’t swallow, Asha pushed a glass of water across the table.  “Are you choking?”

“No, no.”  The mistake made Kate hesitant to explain herself.  “Sorry.  Never mind.”

“Never mind what?”  Asha’s brow creased with concern.  “Are you okay?”

“I’m fine, Ash.”  Kate dragged a white lump of chicken across her plate.  “Well, not fine, but I’m not choking to death.”

Asha sat across the white lacquered table, hovering over a mango salad.  “I don’t understand.”

Kate wanted to flop on the bench seat, but this Thai place was too prim.  “I’m talking about sex, Ash. I can’t... oh, never mind.”

Asha’s eye grew wide.  “Oh, you can’t swallow. That was a little out of the blue.” 

“Would you keep your voice down, please?”  Kate looked around, but no one so much as glanced in their direction.

Asha didn’t keep her voice down.  “Well, why can’t you swallow?  How long has this been going on?”

“More than a year,” Kate admitted.  “I don’t know if Markus has noticed at all.  I still... you know... I still go down on him, but as soon as I think he’s going to come I back off.”

“You back off how?”

Kate glanced around again, but the restaurant’s other patrons seemed fully engaged in their own conversations.

“I get on top and ride him,” Kate said.  “That’s if he’s lying on the bed.  If he’s standing or it comes as a surprise, then I...”

“You spit?” Asha asked. 

Kate knew her ears must be glowing red, and she reached up to press her cool fingers to the lobes.  “I try to back away before the stuff gets in my mouth, then I’ll pump him in my hand and aim it at my neck or my boobs.  If he happens to spurt in my mouth, then I open up and let it dribble off my tongue, hopefully before I taste it.”

“You don’t like the taste of come?”

“I don’t like anything about come.”  Even the thought of it put her off her food.  “I hate the way it tastes, I hate the texture, I hate trying to swallow the stuff.  Every time I try I actually gag on it.”

“And this is just in the past year?”  Asha drummed her fingers on the table.  She was obviously trying to fit the pieces of Kate’s life together in a way that explained her disgust.  “Before that, you never had a problem?”

“Never. I don’t know where this is coming from, but the idea of swallowing a load of come makes me want to throw up.”

“Yikes.”

“Yeah.”

“And you don’t know why?”

“I have no idea!”  It frustrated Kate that she couldn’t pin down a reason for this fault.  “There’s something wrong with me.”

Asha obviously agreed—Kate could see it in her face—but she said, “No, of course there isn’t.”

“It would be different if I’d always felt this way, but I used to love swallowing Markus’s come.  I even loved the taste of it.  I don’t know what’s changed.”

Asha reached across the table and took Kate’s hand.  “Free up your weekend.  I’ve got an idea.”

***
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THOUGH ASHA AND KATE had been friends for about a million years, Markus was still awkwardly formal with her.  He’d told Kate, flat out, that he wasn’t happy Asha had booked them a room at the Millwood Spa and insisted on paying.  Kate told her husband to put away those macho concerns, but she knew he resented Asha.  Markus resented anyone with money to spare.

“What do you think?” Asha asked, leading them into their one-of-a-kind hotel suite.

“Gothic,” Markus said.  “It reminds me of a church.”

Kate couldn’t tell if that was some kind of veiled insult, or if her husband actually appreciated the décor.

“I love all these antiques,” Kate said, touching every piece of old wood in the room.  “That’s how you know you’re in a quality hotel.  So, is this our room or yours?”

Asha’s smile didn’t falter, not even for a second.  “This room is ours.”

Kate glanced into the bedroom.  There was a king in there, but she hardly expected Asha to sleep with them as a cost-saving measure.  

“What do you mean, ours?” Kate asked.

“I mean I booked the romance getaway package, and I thought we might share.”  Asha flashed a toothy grin before leading the way into the bedroom.  “Oh good, our champagne and strawberries have arrived.”

Kate was starting to get the picture, and it made her blood boil.  “What the hell are you doing?”

Asha played innocent.  “I thought I’d help you with your little problem, that’s all.”

“What problem?” Markus asked, joining them in the bedroom.  It was spacious enough, even with the king-sized bed taking up most of the room.  There were bedside tables spilling over with goodies, plus a large mirrored wardrobe and a beautiful antique dresser. 

Asha pulled down the covers, slipped off her shoes, and hopped into bed.  “Did Kate not tell you about the issue she’s been having?  Naughty girl.”

Kate’s heart plunged.  “It’s not that easy.”

“Then I’ll make it easy.”  Asha patted the mattress, inviting them both on board.  When neither she nor Markus sat, Asha said, “Suit yourselves.  Pour us all a glass of champagne and maybe that’ll loosen you up.”

“Loosen us up for what?” Kate spat.  “For some weird swingers sex romp that you planned without asking us?  Jesus, Ash!  What were you thinking?”

“I have only your best interest in mind.  Now, are you going to tell Markus about your problem or shall I?”

“Is it serious?” Markus asked, all concern.

“It’s nothing!”  Kate grabbed the champagne from the night table and tore off the foil.  “It’s something I told Asha in confidence. She needs to keep her mouth shut.”

“Well, what is it?” Markus asked, sitting on the edge of the bed with his feet hanging off the side.

“You can tell him or I can,” Asha said.

Kate popped open the champagne bottle and poured herself a glass, then one for Markus.  Nothing for Asha.  Asha could damn well get her own.

“Fine.”  Kate threw herself down beside Markus, sitting on the edge of the bed with her back to her best friend.  “Markus, it’s nothing for you to worry about.”

She didn’t know how to start this conversation.  That’s why she never had.

Asha crawled off the other side of the bed and poured champagne into the third flute.  She must have ordered a romantic getaway package for three!  No wonder the young woman at reception had given them that knowing smile.

“Just tell him,” Asha said.  “Exactly the way you told me.”

Kate wanted this nightmare to be over.  Closing her eyes, she took a long swig of champagne.  As the bubbles effervesced in her belly, she said, “I can’t swallow.”  When Markus didn’t say anything, she opened her eyes.  “Did you hear me, honey?”

He looked perplexed, like he was working it out laboriously in his mind.  He took a drink of champagne and then said, “Oh.”

“That’s all you have to say?” Kate asked.  “Oh?”

Markus shrugged.  “Well, that’s okay.  It’s not like our marriage is going to come to a screeching halt just because you can’t swallow.”

Kate wanted to feel relieved, but instead she was disappointed.  “Don’t you care?  Doesn’t it matter?”

He shrugged.  “I don’t know.”

“Poor Mark!” Asha ruffled his hair.  “He can’t articulate his feelings.”

Markus didn’t react.  

“It is important,” Asha said.  “And not because of the act itself, but because of the change it represents.  Kate, you used to love Mark’s come.  Now you don’t.  What does that mean?”

“She doesn’t love me anymore?” Markus asked, looking up as if to ask whether he’d guessed the right answer.  “No, that can’t be right.”

“I don’t know.”  Asha topped up their champagne glasses.  “I don’t know the answer and I don’t think the two of you do, either.  But I do think I’ve found the solution.”

A surge of irritation shot through Kate’s chest.  “Would you put a cork in it, Ash?  Quit being such a know-it-all.”

Markus shot Kate a chastising glance.  “We can at least listen to her solution.”

“Not listen.”  Asha lifted the silver lid off the platter beside the bed and picked up the tray of chocolate-covered strawberries.  “I came here with Janelle, back when we were together.  We made such a mess with these strawberries.  Got the sheets all chocolate-brown, like we were leaving traces of our skin on the linens.  Must have driven the laundry service mad.”

“I don’t have much of a sweet tooth,” Kate said.

Markus stifled his laughter.

“These babies will have you singing a different tune.”  Asha lifted one strawberry by its stem and pressed it to Kate’s lips.  “Taste it, darling.  Open those naughty lips and take a bite.”

Kate felt like a petulant child, refusing to eat the food Asha offered.  Out of the corner of her eye, she could see Markus shaking his head as if to say, “My wife can be so juvenile.”  Maybe that’s not what he was thinking at all, but Kate couldn’t stand the thought.  She opened her mouth and let Asha press the strawberry inside.

When Kate bit down, the chocolate crackled slightly, but it was warm enough not to fall off in shards.  Juices from the ripe strawberry splashed across her tongue, glossing down her throat.  It tasted so sweet Kate could hardly believe it was real.  She savored her first bite slowly, and then took another, finishing off the fat base of the berry.

“Isn’t it good?” Asha asked.

Kate nodded.  Her mouth was full of strawberry and chocolate.  When she smiled, a droplet of juice escaped the crease of her lips, and she giggled apologetically, brushing it away.

“Now for you,” Asha said to Markus, holding a fresh strawberry to his lips.

Markus didn’t hesitate.  He took a bite, and when Kate heard the chocolate crackle between his teeth, her mouth watered.  She watched her husband chew his strawberry, grinning like its sweetness was too much to bear.  The way he looked at Asha surprised Kate.  He seemed delighted by her presence.

“Could I grab another one?”  Kate reached for the platter, but Asha struck her hand away.  “Ouch!  You could have just said no.”

“I want to feed it to you,” Asha said.  “In whichever way I please.”

Markus chuckled. “I like the sound of that.”

“Would you undress for me, Markus?” Asha said, as if she were asking him to pass the salt.  “Well, it’s not for me.  I’m sure you know that.”

“Of course,” he said.  “It’s for Kate.”

“For me?” Kate squealed, though she shouldn’t have been so shocked.

“You can undress too, if you like.  I’m going to put you to work in just a second.”

Kate’s belly fluttered.  “What’s going on, guys?  This is starting to freak me out.”

“Oh, you’re being silly.”  Asha raised an eyebrow as Markus dropped his pants.  “Hmm... very nice!  Kate, you’re a lucky girl.”

“Thanks.”  Kate blushed as her best friend stared unapologetically at her husband’s cock. 

“Lie down, won’t you, Markus?”  Asha tore the sheets right down to the foot of the bed, knocking Kate off the side.  “Get on your back and spread your legs.  I want to see Kate between them.”

Kate’s throat ran dry.

“You should tie me to the headboard,” Markus said, pointing to the iron bars above his head.  “Reminds me of Jailhouse Rock.”

Asha chuckled sweetly, and then perked up, clapping her hands in front of her chest.  “Would you believe I brought just the thing?”  

As Asha rifled through her luggage in the next room, Kate caught her husband’s naughty gaze.  “Did you know about this?”

“No!” He shook his head adamantly.  His hands were already above his head, waiting to be bound to the bed.  “I thought this weekend would be a bust, just you and Asha going off to the spa.  How wrong can one man be?”

“Wait a minute,” Kate said with a callous snicker.  “You think she’s going to jump your bones, don’t you?”

Markus shot Kate a smug smile, then shrugged.  “I don’t want to jinx it, but yeah.  I’d say things are heading in that direction.”

“She’s a lesbian, you idiot.”  Kate cackled at her husband’s macho stupidity.  “No lesbian’s going to fuck you.  Doesn’t matter how suave you think you are.”

He shrugged again.  “We’ll see.”

“Here it is!”  Asha strode into the room with a length of rope wrapped loosely around her arm.  “Kate, would you like to do the honours, or shall I?”

Markus shot Kate a look that said, “I told you so.”

She shot him a look that said, “I wouldn’t be so sure.”

“I think you should tie up my feet, too.”  Markus kicked his legs around.  “Otherwise I might escape.”

“I can’t imagine you’d want to escape your wife’s lovely mouth,” Asha answered back.  “But as you wish.  This weekend’s all about your pleasure.”

“Mine?” Markus asked, giving Kate a gleeful grin.

“Both of yours,” Asha chuckled.  “Oh, Markus, you are such a man.”

“Thank you.”

Asha looked at Kate and raised her eyebrow.  She tied Markus’s wrists to the headboard with a thick black rope, which turned out to be many smaller lengths, not one long line.  When she’d finished with his hands, she moved on to his feet, spreading his legs wide before trying his ankles to one end and the bedpost to the other.

“How does that feel?” Asha asked.  “Could you escape if you wanted to?”

Markus jiggled his hands and then his feet.  “Not without taking the bed with me.”

“Perfect.”  Asha shot Kate a mischievous grin.  “Ready?”

“Ready for what?” Kate spat, sounding far angrier than she actually was.  

Asha ignored the tone and said, “You know what.”  She nodded her head in the direction of Markus’s crotch.  “Your husband’s certainly ready for you.”

Was he ever!  Kate had never seen Markus so huge without even being touched.  His cock must have grown three times its soft size, which would have appealed quite a lot more if she were fucking him rather than sucking him.

“Oh, I almost forgot! This is the whole reason we came to Millwood.”  Grabbing a chocolate-covered strawberry from the platter, Asha hopped up on the bed.  “Sorry, Kate.  You can do this part if you want.  Or I can.  Your choice.”

Markus lifted his head from the pillow.  “Don’t I get a say?”

They barely looked up at him before both saying, “No.”

When Kate made no move to take the strawberry, Asha began the meticulous task of painting Markus’s hard cock with chocolate.  He let out a resonant moan when she set the topside of his shaft against her palm.  Kate tried to imagine what that must feel like—having a cock, getting visibly aroused, feeling a woman’s soft hand against that sensitive skin.  She couldn’t fathom it.  Cocks were mysterious creatures.

From the foot of the bed, Kate watched Asha run the tip of the strawberry along the underside of her husband’s shaft.  It left a slick, dark trail in its wake, which glistened so sweetly Kate’s craved it.  But Asha wasn’t finished yet.  She dragged the melting chocolate down Markus’s cock, then back up again, with Markus moaning all the while.

“You just love being tied up, don’t you?” Asha chuckled.

Markus moaned, and Kate wondered if her friend thought that was a secret she’d been keeping.  In truth, Kate couldn’t remember ever tying him up.  She’d blindfolded him once, but she’d never tied his hands.  He’d never expressed any interest in it, not to her.

Switching hands, Asha held Markus’s cock by the base and trailed the bleeding strawberry up the topside of his shaft.  His whole dick turned dark as the chocolate that melted faster as it warmed against his skin.

A sense of urgency came over Kate as she watched Asha’s gentle hands tracing chocolate in circles around the tip of Markus’s cock.  She suddenly felt hot, sweaty, like the room had gone from comfortable hotel to sauna in under six seconds.  She’d never undressed in front of Asha, but she wasn’t thinking about Asha when she tore off her blouse and pushed down her pants.  Only Markus.  Markus’s big chocolate cock was all she could see.

Kate didn’t take off her underwear.  She liked for Markus to see her in co-ordinated lingerie, especially the finer type she had on today.  Her bra and panties were mesh and lace, dusty rose in colour, which would have been a nicer complement to Asha’s darker skin than to her own freckly pale flesh.  

Markus seemed to like the ensemble.  The moment he looked up at her, his cock surged in Asha’s hand.

“I think he’s ready for you,” Asha said, turning away from her masterpiece.  “Well, look at you!  I’d take you myself if your husband wasn’t lying right here.”

“What am I going to do about it?”  Markus’s eyes gleamed with transparent eagerness.  “I’m all tied up, remember?  You two are totally in control.  Whatever you want to do, you just go right ahead!”

Kate’s heart thumped and her pussy throbbed.  It’s not like she’d never thought about getting dirty with Asha.  When your best friend is a lesbian, these thoughts do spring to mind.  Often. More often than Kate would like to admit.  And now that the opportunity was presenting itself, she wasn’t sure she could resist.

One swig of champagne later, Kate threw herself at Asha, kissing those lips that represented temptation itself.  Asha’s tongue was a hot whip thrashing in her mouth.  Kate’s mind hummed like it was full of bees.  She couldn’t believe this was really happening.  She was kissing another woman.  This was the most exciting thing she’d ever done.

“Oh God,” Markus moaned, looking on from the head of the bed.  “You’ve got to suck me, Kate.  I might come even if you don’t.”

Asha tittered, gripping the base of Markus’s chocolate shaft in a very insistent fist.  After the kisses and the strawberries, the sight of his candy cock made Kate’s mouth water.  She wasn’t quite finished with Asha, but she didn’t want to miss her window with her husband’s wild erection.  

Diving between his legs, Kate took Markus’s cock in her mouth without the usual hesitations.  The chocolate on his cock hit all her taste buds at once, and they erupted in a frenzy of want.  Most often, Kate started a blowjob by licking his tip, gliding her tongue round and round the head.  After that, she’d take him in little by little, tasting the sweetness of his pre-come against the salt of his skin.  Pre-come she could handle.  In fact, she liked the taste and texture of it.  Full-on blasts of hot, musky cream?  Now that was a different story.

Markus’s cock had grown so large between Asha’s fingers that Kate couldn’t fit it down her throat in its entirety. There was something she really enjoyed about deep-throating her husband’s dick.  Maybe it was just the look in his eyes every time she glanced up, like she was unbearably beautiful.  She always tried to look even sexier in those moments, arching her back so her bum stuck up in the air.  

The firm press of mesh and lace against her flesh made her clit throb and her asshole pucker.  Her breasts swelled inside her bra.  Her panties were slick with juice.  If she touched herself while she sucked her husband’s cock, she’d probably come in five seconds.

Bobbing up and down on Markus’s incredible girth, Kate resisted the urge to flick her clit.  Asha didn’t.  Pulling the gusset of Kate’s pink panties to one side, she slid her fingers across Kate’s slick pussy lips.  She found Kate’s clit and rubbed it in languorous circles while she pumped the base of Markus’s cock against Kate’s lips.  

Asha’s practised hand stroked her with such skill Kate found herself circling her hips, begging for more.  She sucked chocolate from her husband’s cock.  There seemed to be an endless supply, and it wasn’t only in her mouth.  No, it was all over her lips and her face too.  The sweet decadence coupled with the flickering passion in her belly, in her clit, and she started whimpering, wordlessly begging bound-up Markus to come with her.

Flecks of pleasure erupted in flames as Asha circled fast fingers around Kate’s clit.  Her pussy had never felt so pulpy as it did when Asha pressed a thumb inside it.  Asha fucked her and rubbed her simultaneously, and if Kate hadn’t already been in the throes of orgasm, that certainly would have put her over the edge.  Markus’s pleasure was almost an afterthought, until he jerked his arms forward so hard the headboard fought back and banged against the wall. His pelvis surged upward and his cock erupted.

Kate’s mind went into overdrive as she held her husband’s come on her tongue.  She kept telling herself come made her gag, but as she felt its smooth custard texture in her mouth and tasted only musk and rich chocolate, she wondered why she shouldn’t like it.  A thousand thoughts at once.  She was lucky if she could pin one down.

Asha pulled out of Kate’s cunt, but her fist still held fast to Markus’s shaft, and he groaned his approval.  His wrists waved against the headboard, but he was well and truly bound.  He watched them with such intensity Kate felt sick.

But that feeling didn’t last long. Asha’s mouth met hers with such force she couldn’t back away.  Kate opened up and let Asha’s tongue dance in the chocolate come that filled her mouth.  They shared the stuff, playing with it tongue-on-tongue.  Kate hadn’t kissed anyone with such ferocity since she was a teenager.  

As Markus watched them share his flavourful come, Kate heaved her breasts against Asha’s, pushing their chests together as they passed chocolate cream back and forth. 

They kissed endlessly, until there was nothing in their mouths but tongues.  Somehow, Kate had managed to swallow without even trying.  And she hadn’t gagged.  Not even a little bit.  

“Can we do that again?” Markus teased.  “I wasn’t paying attention.”

Kate laughed, draping herself over her husband’s body.  She kissed his cheek and nuzzled his neck, sighing happily.

Asha didn’t laugh.  She looked at them fondly, then asked Kate if she’d like her husband’s wrists untied.  Oh, yes.  It would be heaven to feel his arms around her now, to feel him squeeze her bum and brush errant strands of hair from her face.  He was good at what came after. 

After she’d released his bindings, Asha sat at the edge of the bed and watched their bliss.  Kate looked up at her, and so did Markus.  “Thank you,” he said.  “For organizing this.”

“Any time.” Asha leaned down to peck his cheek, and then planted a warm kiss on Kate’s lips.  “Your pleasure is my pleasure.”

© 2015
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The Psychic Said It’s Love
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Marty always walked like he was in a hurry, whether or not he had somewhere to be.

When he first caught sight of the sidewalk psychic, he was on his way to the liquor store.  It would have been obvious what she did for a living even without the sandwich board that said “Sidewalk Psychic.”  She wore a long dress and three shades of velvet.  Her hair was long too, and beaded like the jewellery around her neck.

Marty’s gait slowed as he approached the makeshift booth.  There was a small part of him that still wanted to be an innocent little boy.  That part was fascinated by her.  He’d always liked things that were a little mystical, a little unworldly.

“Tell your fortune?” the psychic asked.  Her accent was thick and probably fake, but Marty appreciated the woman’s theatricality.

He tapped his toe on the sidewalk.  The liquor store was just a stone’s throw away.  

“I’m kind of in a rush,” he said.  “It’s my grandmother’s eightieth birthday and I still need to pick up a gift.”

The psychic scrunched up her nose.  “At the liquor store?”

Marty shrugged.  “It’s that or flowers.  But I know my gran, and my gran loves Jack.”

Her skin creased deeply when she laughed.  Before Marty knew what was going on, his hand was in hers. He thought maybe she’d turn it over and read his palm, but she didn’t.  She just patted the back of his hand with her long fingers, sending blazes of energy straight to his heart.  It was the strangest feeling, like she was tapping into his inner being.

“Somebody loves you,” she said.  “Someone very near.”

Marty looked around, but there wasn’t another soul on the block.  “What, you mean... you?”

The psychic cackled and swatted his ear.  “No, it’s not me!  Silly boy!  You take everything so literally.  It’s someone close to your heart, close to your life.”

“Oh.”

Marty rubbed his arm where he’d felt that weird psychic surge.  Love was a sensitive subject, and he wished she’d touched on his work situation instead.  

“Love?” he asked.  “Are you sure?  I bet you say that to all the guys.”

“No, no,” she told him, serious as a heart attack.  Then she cracked a smile.  “I say that to all the girls, but with you I really mean it.  Someone is pining over you, my dear boy.”

“Pining?” Marty asked.

The psychic nodded, staring at him so intensely her gaze made him feel self-conscious.

Marty glanced at his watch.  As much as he wanted to keep this conversation going, he really had to get a move on.  He offered the psychic a couple bucks, but she wouldn’t take it.  She just wished him a good day, and wished his grandmother good health.  

Marty spent the entire trip wondering who on earth could be pining over him.  

None of the girls at the office seemed to like him very much.  No, that wasn’t true—they all liked him, but nothing more.  In the lunchroom, they were always complaining to Marty and Cameron that there were no good guys out there—like the two men in their midst were invisible or something!  Maybe the girls just didn’t want to date someone from work.  That would explain why they hadn’t gone after Cameron either.  

Marty had no complaints in the looks department, but Cameron was the real catch.  They’d been working out together ever since the company set up a little gym on site, so Marty could attest to the state of his friend’s body.  Not that he was paying close attention!  Well, he tried not to pay attention, but he couldn’t help glancing at the guy, could he?  You can’t stand naked next to a man in the showers and not notice him.

Anyway, that didn’t solve the mystery of who was in love with Marty.

He put it out of his mind during his grandmother’s birthday party, except when his Aunt Doreen wrapped her arm around him and asked, “So, kiddo, anyone special in your life these days?”

“Funny you should ask,” he said, and told her the story about the psychic.

Everyone had their own opinion about whether or not you should listen to a psychic.  Marty tried not to be swayed.  The only view he valued was his grandmother’s, and she remained uncharacteristically quiet throughout the conversation.  Her knowing smile told him there were thoughts in that head of hers, but she was smart enough to know when to share and when to stay silent.

“Thanks for the booze,” she said as the party came to a close.  “Everybody else bought me flowers!  What do I look like, a corpse?”

Marty laughed.  “Not even close, Gran.”

“Hey, listen here.”  She pulled him out the door, dragging him toward his car and away from the rest of the family.  Eighty years old and fit as a fiddle.  “Listen, Marty, I know you think we all expect you to get married and have babies and all that bullshit, but family life ain’t all it’s cracked up to be.”

“Gran!”  Marty wanted to scold her for the sacrilege, but he couldn’t stop laughing.

“No, I’m serious.  It’s fine for some, but it’s not for everybody.  I just want you to enjoy your life, and live it the way you want.  There’s no pressure about settling down with a woman.  You do what’s right for you, ya hear?”

“I hear.”  Marty hunched down to hug his grandmother.  Somebody loved him—that was for damn sure.  “Happy Birthday, Gran.”
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THE SECOND TIME MARTY caught sight of the sidewalk psychic, he was just leaving the flower shop.  His feet moved him slowly along the sidewalk, and he wondered if the psychic would notice how maudlin he felt.

“That’s a beautiful arrangement,” the psychic woman said.  “I’m sorry for your loss.”

There was a part of him that wondered how she knew, and another that trusted the universe enough to believe she was the real deal.

“Thanks,” Marty replied.  He set the flowers on psychic’s table next to the sidewalk.  There was so much he wanted to say, but when he started rambling she raised a finger in the air to hush him.

“Not to me,” she said, which seemed callous until she went on: “You must open your wounds before the one who loves you.  After the grief abates, the joy of life will reveal itself.  You will be happy together for the rest of your days.”

Maybe it was lack of sleep or simply the pain he was in, but Marty snapped at the psychic.  “I don’t know what you’re talking about!  The one who loves me?  Nobody loves me! Except my family, I guess.  Don’t tell me you think I should hook up with one of my cousins, because I don’t think my parents would be too happy about that.”

The psychic sat in reflective silence, and Marty felt awful for yelling at her.  He apologized, but she shook her head.  “No matter, dear one.  Your true love will be at the funeral, and so must you be.  Go now and mourn your loss.  I will keep you in my heart.”

She had to be wrong about all that love stuff.  It would only be family and old people at his grandmother’s funeral, no eligible bachelors—or, bachelorettes... that’s what he meant. Bachelorettes. 

Not that he was overly concerned about love right now.  

He had too much pain to sort through.  

He’d lost someone very special.

Setting the floral arrangement on the passenger seat, Marty sat in his car and stared.

He wasn’t early, but he wasn’t late.  When he walked into the funeral home, he tried to avoid talking to all the people he didn’t know, or didn’t know well.  He wasn’t in the mood to be sociable.  He was looking for his mother, truth be told, but his father would have done the trick. Or any of his aunts.  He needed the comfort they brought him.

That’s when he heard his name called out.

“Marty!”

It wasn’t his mother’s voice, or his father’s, but it was as intimately familiar as either of those two.  He knew who it would be, even before he’d turned.

“Cameron!”

“Hey buddy.  How you holding up?”  Cameron came out of nowhere and spread his arms for a hug, then chuckled sympathetically.  “Oh, I guess your hands are full, huh?”

Marty gazed at the floral arrangement he was still holding against his chest.  “Oh.  Yeah.  Full.”

He couldn’t help noticing the grey suit Cameron had on.  It looked suitably sombre for a funeral, even if it wasn’t black.

The reality of his grandmother’s death choked him up, and he clenched his jaw.

Blinking back tears, Marty asked, “What are you doing here?”

“Took the day off work,” Cameron said, moving to one side to let a woman with a walker move past.  

Marty hadn’t yet entered the chapel of rest, and he was happy to delay as long as possible.  This hallway was nice, comforting.  He appreciated the floral wallpaper and old-lady furniture.  

“You just looked so broken the last couple days,” Cameron went on.  “And I know how important your grandmother was to you.  I felt like I should be here, for support and stuff.  Is that okay?”

“More than okay,” Marty replied.  He couldn’t deny how pleased he was to see a friendly face from the office.  

Cameron smiled so affectionately Marty wasn’t sure what to say, so he talked about his flowers.  “I know people usually order arrangements and have them delivered, but I wanted to hold them in my hands first.  It’s not like Gran will ever see them. They’re just going to get thrown into a pit and covered with dirt.  I want to enjoy them before that happens.”

He felt like he was rambling, but Cameron nodded like there was an unspoken understanding between the two of them.  That was always the way, with Cameron.  Nobody else understood Marty quite so well.  

For a moment, they just looked at each other.  

What was it about this guy that put him so at ease, but made him feel really jumpy at the same time?  He couldn’t put his finger on it.

When Marty realized he’d been staring at Cameron all this time, he cleared his throat loudly.  “Here,” he said.  “Smell this bouquet.  Sweet, right?”

Cameron leaned in close.  He moved slowly, but with confidence.  His cheek brushed Marty’s, but neither of them flinched.  Cameron’s warmth moved across Marty’s skin like a brush fire, seizing his neck and clamping his throat.  

They inhaled together.  

Cameron’s face was so close to Marty’s he could hear his friend’s breath as the scent of lilies penetrated him fully.  His heart was throbbing somewhere between his chest and his groin.  This sensation was nothing new, but please, God, not here!  Not the time, not the place... not the person!

“Marty!  Oh there you are!  Your father’s been looking everywhere for you.”

Marty turned to find his mother in a black velvet jacket and a long red skirt.  She looked like some strange combination of a matador and a flamenco dancer, but she didn’t seem as sad as Marty felt she ought to be.  His mom was always like that.  She was so strong, almost inaccessible.  Where the hell did she get that from?  Certainly not from Gran.

“I’m here,” Marty replied, even though he was stating the obvious.  “I was just talking to Cameron from work.”

“Oh.”  His mother seemed flustered now, brushing invisible lint from her sleeves.  “Well, the funeral starts in ten minutes.  Come pay your respects.”

Marty turned his head as his mother dragged him into the chapel of rest, but Cameron softly said, “Go with your family.  I’ll be here.”

Everything was a haze once he’d entered the room that looked out across the cemetery.  Maybe it hadn’t hit him quite yet, but when he saw the coffin his heart opened up.  The casket was open, but he couldn’t look inside.  He sat in the third pew like a petulant child, hanging on to his flower arrangement like it was his last connection to Gran.  

His aunts tugged his jacket. Their voices formed a melancholy smog in his ears.  “It’s okay, Marty. Don’t be frightened.”

He couldn’t answer them.  He just remembered how his other grandma had looked, painted like a clown by the funeral people.  He didn’t want to remember Gran subjected to such buffoonery.  If Cameron were in the room, Marty would have told him this.  There were some things Marty didn’t want to say to anybody else.  Only Cameron.  

That’s what friends were for.

He sat in the pew until the minister and his mother closed the casket together.  Other people, people who weren’t immediate family, started filtering into the chapel of rest.  Marty moved up to the front row, squished between his mother on one side and Aunt Doreen on the other.  He realized that he and his “maiden aunt” were the only single people in the family.  Even his cousins were either married or had steady boyfriends or girlfriends.  For some reason, that thought made Marty turn to look for Cameron.  There he was at the back of the room, wedged between an elderly couple and the wall.

The funeral was long, but not long enough.  Marty didn’t want to let go.  His mother broke down first, and his father was there to console her.  Marty had to be strong for the sake of his aunt, who cried against his shoulder and pressed a wet tissue into his hand as she squeezed it.

And the more torn up Marty felt about never seeing his grandmother again, the more he realized he wanted to be in that back pew.  He wanted to fold himself like a puppy in Cameron’s lap and cry without restraint.  

He didn’t want to be strong.  He wanted to be held.

When the service was over, the pall bearers took up the casket and carried Gran through the cemetery while Marty held his mother’s hand and Aunt Doreen’s.  They followed and wept through the “earth to earth, ashes to ashes” bit, but Marty was sure his knees were set to give out.  By the time it was all over, he couldn’t be strong anymore.  He could hardly stand.

Dislodging himself from his mother’s and aunt’s grips, Marty found Cameron.  It wasn’t difficult.  All through the outdoor part of the service, he kept glancing around, locating his friend, keeping a lock on the man.

“I want to go home,” Marty said.  He tried not to get too close to Cameron, because he knew there was a danger of falling into the man’s arms and carrying on like a child.

Cameron’s eyes shimmered with concern.  “Isn’t there a reception or something?  You should go to that.  Your family obviously needs you.”

“No.”  Marty felt like he was pleading, sounding like a rebellious child when really he was an adult on the brink.  “It’s too much.  I need time.”

Cameron nodded, and said, “I understand.”  He even went to Marty’s parents and told them he’d drive their son home, “And if there’s anything I can do for any of you, Marty has my number.  I lost my mother a few years ago, and I know it’s the worst time of your life.”

Marty thought about that while Cameron guided him into the car.  He knew Cameron’s mother had died before they met, but he hadn’t made that connection between Cameron’s loss and his family’s loss.  It brought them that much closer, he thought.

“You know, my place isn’t far from here,” Cameron said.  “There’s homemade soup in the fridge, and I’ve got a box set of James Bond movies.  We can veg all weekend, if you want.”

Marty thought about his apartment: dirty dishes in the sink, dirty clothes on the floor.  He didn’t want Cameron seeing the place in that state, and he didn’t want to spend time in that mess himself.

“Okay,” Marty agreed.  “Your place sounds perfect.”

He’d been there before, but that was a while ago. It looked different now than it did in his mind.  He couldn’t get over how clean Cameron’s apartment was, or how much sunlight came in through those great big windows.  Marty almost wished it were raining.  Misty showers would have suited his mood much better.

Marty said he wasn’t hungry, but when Cameron brought out microwave popcorn, he ate almost the entire bag.  They watched Goldfinger together, though by the end of the movie Marty couldn’t have given a plot summary.  He wasn’t paying attention, but he couldn’t be sure what he was actually thinking about.  His grandmother, he guessed, but those thoughts were gossamer threads that disappeared upon close examination.

After the movie, they sat at Cameron’s table eating carrot-ginger soup and warm bread.

Cameron was receptively quiet when Marty started telling stories about his childhood and how his grandmother figured into it.  She used to watch him after school, since both his parents worked.  She was the dinner-maker and piano-lesson-chauffeur, the gentle disciplinarian and the homework-helper.  At the time, he didn’t appreciate her as much as he should have.  He wanted his parents around, and they never were.  

It wasn’t until he reached adulthood that he realized everything Gran meant to him.

“She didn’t tell anyone she was sick,” Marty said as he set down his soup spoon.  His throat blazed, and he could feel his lower lips trembling.  “Nobody knew.  It didn’t show.  She seemed...”

The tears that had waited all day got their release, and Cameron leapt from his chair to launch himself at Marty.  

Finally, someone to cling to!  Finally it was Marty’s turn to cry and be comforted.

When Cameron’s arms encompassed him fully, he latched on, clawing at the wool sweater his friend had changed in to after the funeral.  Marty was still wearing his dress pants and button-down shirt, and he suddenly felt suffocated by them.  He’d have torn them off if he didn’t think that might freak Cameron out.

“Hey, what’s with all the tears?” Cameron said gently, when Marty’s sobs had died down.  “What, are you trying to tell me my soup needs more salt, so you’re crying into it?”

Marty laughed.  He couldn’t help himself.  It was a stupid joke, the kind of thing his dad might say, but right now it was funny.  Cameron was bending awkwardly at his side, leaning one elbow on the table, and Marty arched up to hook his chin over his best friend’s shoulder.  

He was about to say thank you when Cameron’s head turned.  

It all seemed to happen in slow motion. 

Cameron’s face was so close to Marty’s—right there, really close—and then his lips... Cameron’s lips... 

Those gentle lips brushed Marty’s, almost like they were moving past and it was just a happy accident that they met at all.  But then they lingered.  Cameron’s lips pressed Marty’s lips.  They were full and hot and soft and everything lips should be... but they were a man’s lips, his friend’s lips, Cameron’s lips!

Marty pulled away, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand.  “Dude, what are you doing?”

Rising away from the table, Cameron licked his lips, then bit the lower one, almost like he was trying to taste Marty on his skin.  “I’m sorry.  That was really insensitive of me. You’re right, this isn’t the time.”

“Isn’t the time?” Marty cried.  He tried to stand, but his knees were jelly and he had a bit of a situation in his pants that he’d rather not draw attention to.  “That’s what you’re worried about?  Not the fact that you’re, like, the best friend I’ve ever had and now you’re kissing me?  That doesn’t bother you at all?”

Cameron stepped so far away from the table that his back ended up against the wall.  Was he afraid of Marty?  What, did he think Marty was one of those homophobic closet-cases who went around beating up gay guys?  Marty wasn’t like that at all!  This was just weird.  Cameron was his friend and...

“Does it bother you?” Cameron asked.

Well, of course it did!  Didn’t it?  

Marty’s mind reeled as he thought back across all the moments they’d shared, all the time they’d spent together.  Then he thought about the nights he’d spent alone, and how often he’d thought about Cameron as he drifted off to sleep.  How often he’d dreamed about Cameron, and sometimes the sort of dreams he’d rather not admit to—not even to himself.

A string of trepidation ran through him as he marched to the door.  “I need to leave.  I have to go.  I’ll walk.  I’ll...”  The second his hand touched the doorknob, he stopped.  Suddenly he was dizzy, so dizzy he rested his forehead against the warm wood of the front door.  He closed his eyes.  Thoughts flew threw his mind, but they were so fleeting he couldn’t grab on to any of them.

Why was this happening today of all days?

“Please.”  Cameron walked across the apartment in near-silence, pressing his chest to Marty’s back.  “Don’t go.”

Cameron wrapped both hands around Marty’s arms and breathed against his neck.  Every inhale was sharp, every exhale weighted and dense.  Marty melted against that woolly sweater.  How could he resist?  Cameron was so warm, so soft, so strong.  Everything Marty needed was right there, right behind him.

“The psychic by the liquor store said someone loved me.”  Marty hovered between the door and Cameron’s waiting body.  “I didn’t believe her.  I never thought it would be...”

“Me?” Cameron asked, hugging Marty, pulling him close.  “Really?  You had no idea, all this time?” 

“No clue,” Marty said.  He didn’t turn around, not yet.  “I guess I never expected a guy to fall in love with me.  Especially a guy as great as you.”  

He felt like such a dork for saying that, like he was a schoolgirl in the 50s or something.

Cameron chuckled as he pulled Marty away from the door and back to the couch.  “Is this okay?” he asked as they fell down next to each other.

Marty could see Cameron’s face now.  He’d always thought of his friend as an attractive man, but this was the first time he felt the pull of desire so strongly.  He didn’t even want to talk about it, he just wanted to lean in and kiss.

It was Cameron who closed the gap, reaching one arm around Marty’s shoulder, pressing lips against lips.  It felt good, so good that Marty melted into that kiss.  He didn’t want it to end.  He didn’t want to analyze it or ask if it was wrong, so he opened his mouth to Cameron’s.  Their tongues whipped and writhed like serpents.  Before long, Marty realized his hand was on Cameron’s thigh.

Clothes came off fast.  Hands were everywhere.  They’d seen each other naked before, but this was different.  Their intentions were different—at least, Marty’s were.  He wondered if Cameron had wanted this every time they worked out together.  That thought was a little unsettling, but Cameron’s naked body put him at ease.  

Those hands were miracles, tracing a healing sort of warmth through his body as he leaned back on the couch.

“Fuck, that feels amazing!” Marty moaned as Cameron licked his ear, nipping and kissing all the way down his neck.  

Everything felt new, but not weird.  It was like their friendship had been building to this moment, and he hadn’t realized it until now.

“Have you ever done this before?” Cameron asked, looking him in the eye.

Marty cleared his throat.  He wasn’t sure why that question made him so nervous.  “Have I... have I done what?”

“Anything.”  Cameron half-shrugged, like he was trying to be ultra-casual.  “With a guy.”

“Oh.”  Marty wasn’t sure if he should pretend like he hadn’t to make Cameron feel all macho about this being his first time.  But it was better to be honest, wasn’t it?  “Yeah, just... it wasn’t like anything really crazy.  There was a guy I used to be friends with.  We gave each other blow jobs sometimes.”

When Marty’s dick pummelled Cameron’s belly, Cameron laughed.  “Somebody remembers.”

“Somebody wants more,” Marty admitted.

And it wasn’t just his cock that craved attention.  It had been so long since he’d felt close to another person, physically, that he wanted everything at once.

“What can I give you?” Cameron asked, crawling off the couch and kneeling on the floor.  He looked so worshipful, like he would give Marty the world.  “Anything.  This is such a rough time for you.  I just want to make you feel good.”

“You already have,” Marty said.  “I mean, as much as you can.  But if you want to do more, you can do it with your mouth.”

Cameron smirked and leaned forward, spreading Marty’s legs.  He bent between them, hovering over Marty’s straining dick, just watching it jump and beg like an eager puppy.

“I need this,” Marty confessed.  “You have no idea how much I need to be touched.”

“Oh yes I do,” Cameron chuckled.  “God, do I ever!  I haven’t been with anyone in... I don’t know... ages!  All I wanted was you, and here you are.  Finally!”

“Finally,” Marty repeated when Cameron wrapped one hand around his throbbing dick.  “Fuck, that feels amazing.”

Cameron laughed.  “I haven’t done anything yet.”

“You’ve done a lot more than anyone else has lately!”

Smiling, Cameron tightened his fist around Marty’s erection and pulled the taut skin up all the way, until it nearly covered his cockhead.  

“That looks good,” Cameron growled.

“It feels good.”  

Marty thrust in his friend’s fist, closing his eyes, arching his ass off the couch.  He didn’t know how long he would last, after going without for such an extended period of time.

“You know what else feels good?” Cameron teased.

Marty opened his eyes just in time to see the man who loved him lunging forward.  

Cameron opened his mouth, holding Marty’s cock by the base.  Then Marty’s cock disappeared inside Cameron’s mouth, and he yelped, grabbing at cushions. Cameron’s mouth was all warmth, and when he started to suck Marty jerked back on the couch, nearly tipping the thing over.

“Oh fuck.”  Marty ran his hand through Cameron’s short hair, trying not to press the poor guy’s head down too hard.  “Oh God, that’s amazing!”

“Mmm,” Cameron responded without letting Marty’s dick slip from his lips.  He plunged his head between Marty’s thighs, diving again and again, sucking like the devil.  Marty turned his head to the side and tried to watch, but all he could see was the root of his dick disappearing between Cameron’s full pink lips.

“Fuck, that looks good.”  Marty pressed his hand at the back of Cameron’s neck.  He was going to come in seconds if they didn’t switch things up.  “Let me suck you too,” he said.  “Let me suck your dick.”

Cameron gasped and arched away from Marty’s thighs, and they both laughed in a strained sort of way that meant, “I can’t believe we’re doing this.”

Pushing the coffee table clear across the room, Cameron pulled Marty down.  The plush carpet felt almost as good as the brush of skin on skin.  Their bodies collided.  They kissed like men in the desert, satisfying their thirsts in each other’s mouths.  

Cameron was everything Marty wanted.  He knew that now.

Kissing was only a brief interlude before Marty turned himself around, hovering on hands and knees over Cameron’s waiting body.  He let his dick hang in front of his friend’s mouth like a fishing rod, tempting Cameron to latch on.

Cameron’s dick, for its part, stuck straight up like a pillar.  What could be more proud than a straining erection?  It wasn’t begging, no. It was tempting, yes.  Marty couldn’t resist.  Bending across Cameron’s belly, he took that cherry red cockhead between his lips.  Cameron gasped, jerking away, but Marty wouldn’t let go.

Marty’s pre-cum drizzled back and forth across Cameron’s soft lips until they opened up to let him inside.  He couldn’t get over the wetness and warmth of Cameron’s mouth.  Sure he’d been blown before, but it never felt like this.  Cameron put his whole body into the blow job, sucking Marty like it was a treat for his tongue.  Marty didn’t even have to move or thrust to get the full effect—Cameron did it all with his mouth.  If the languorous licks weren’t enough, the intense suction definitely did the trick.

Marty tried to duplicate what Cameron was doing to him, but he was too distracted by his own pleasure.  He held Cameron’s dick between his lips, teasing that blazing cockhead with the tip of his tongue, but when Cameron really went at him he didn’t have the wherewithal to suck.  He wrapped one hand around Cameron’s shaft and the other around those tight, clenched balls.  Cameron moaned around his dick, and the vibrations rode down his thighs and up his belly, resonating fully in his balls.  Everything felt so good, too good, and he knew it wouldn’t be long now.

Squeezing Cameron’s balls, Marty throttled his man’s dick, licking the tip, spitting on it for even more give.  He pistoned his fist up and down that firm shaft while Cameron consumed him, squeezing his ass cheeks and sucking like a vacuum.  Marty couldn’t help it now.  He plunged his dick down Cameron’s throat, waiting to hear the guy sputter and gag.  When that didn’t happen, he just kept doing it, fucking Cameron’s tight little lips, feeling his dick pulse within the hot confines of Cameron’s mouth.  It felt so good that Marty started chanting with every thrust: “So good, so good, so good!”

Marty pumped that dick and squeezed those balls and fucked that mouth and, oh, the commotion, the frenzy of motion!  It was too much.  Cameron’s mouth was too hot, too wet, too welcoming.  He just couldn’t stand it, not for one second more.

Blasting his load down his best friend’s throat, Marty arched up, hollering and groaning, pummelling Cameron’s dick with his fist.  It wasn’t long before Cameron turned his head, letting Marty’s spent cock tumble from his mouth.  That’s when he started growling and moaning, arching off the carpet, fucking Marty’s bare hand.

“I’m gonna come so hard!” Cameron shouted, his voice strained and high.

When he erupted with jizz, it seemed to fly everywhere at once: up in the air, all over Marty’s hands and arm. A slick coat landed against Cameron’s thighs.  The cream took over, making their skin so slippery and sticky that the shower called their names.

“I can’t move,” Cameron said, with a deep groan.

“Yeah, me neither.”  

Marty was lying across his naked body, upside down, ass to face.  

“That was incredible,” Marty said.  “I don’t think I’ll ever be able to move again.”

“I guess I’m trapped, then,” Cameron replied, sandwiched between Marty’s body and the carpet.  He didn’t seem too upset about it.  Maybe he wanted to be trapped.  Trapped there forever.

“Guess you’re trapped,” Marty repeated as Cameron stroked his ass cheeks and kissed his thigh.
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A LONG STRETCH OF TIME went by before Marty saw the psychic again.  

Every time he walked between the flower shop and the liquor store, he wondered where she’d gone.  He worried about her, at times, and hoped she was in good health.  And then he thought about his grandmother, because that strange psychic figured into the events around the end of Gran’s life.  

After a while, Marty was able to smile without feeling choked up.  He could accept that everyone had to die at some point.  All the more reason to cherish the people he loved while they were still alive.

Maybe that’s why he brought Cameron home to meet the family so fast.  They’d already met, casually, but not in boyfriend capacity.  Cameron might not have been what Mom and Dad were expecting, exactly, but they weren’t closed-minded people.  They were the type of parents who just wanted their kids to be happy.  

And, with Cameron, Marty was happy.  Very happy.

It was with Cameron at his side that Marty finally saw the sidewalk psychic again.  When she noticed them holding hands, she smiled, and said, “Ahhh, you see?  I told you somebody loved you.”

“You were right,” Marty admitted.  “Any more predictions?”

She shrugged, and said, “Why should I tell you?  You still haven’t paid me for the last two.”

Marty felt his cheeks burn as he reached for his wallet.  “Oh, I’m sorry.”

“I tease you, I tease you!”  She motioned for Marty to put his money away.  “You have to save, save, save right now for the wedding, no?”

Cameron’s eyes went wide, and he stammered, “How did you know that?”

“Because we’re on our way to the florist,” Marty said with a smirk.  “And if we’re not headed to a funeral, we must be planning our wedding flowers.”

The sidewalk psychic offered a knowing smirk as she reached into her pocket and pulled out a small pink rock.  “Rose quartz,” she said.  “It’s like a marriage.  You put your love inside, and it will always stay with you.  Every time you look at this stone, you will know you have love in your life.”

Marty nodded.  He felt silly for being so choked up.  It was only a rock.  Still, he almost started crying when the psychic pressed that quartz into his palm and said, “My gift to you.”

When Marty and Cameron took their leave, they held hands, keeping the stone between them. They pressed their palms together, cradling the pink rock that stood for eternal love.  They would never let it go.
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I walked ahead while she danced behind me, both hands lodged between her thighs.

“I gotta pee,” she whimpered, like it pained her to speak.  “I’m serious, Kate.  This isn’t funny.”

“It’s funny to me,” I shot back, turning around to enjoy her torment.  “My mom used to call that the potty dance.”

Aliyah bit her lip.  “Shut up!  Don’t make me laugh.”

The way her face contorted as she struggled not to leak made me love her all the more, if that was even possible.  Everything Aliyah did or said turned me on to some degree, and I knew she knew, but she wouldn’t take the bait.  It didn’t seem to matter how funny I was or how charming, or how much money I spent treating her to take-out and bad movies—my roommate didn’t like me the way I liked her.  And it frustrated the hell out of me.

“Okay,” I teased, backing her up against the brickwork.  The bus route on our stupid street didn’t run after nine at night, so we were walking—almost home, but not close enough.  “I’ll just tickle you instead.  How ‘bout that?”

A sheet of rage flashed across Aliyah’s face. “Touch me and I’ll kill you, Kate.”

“I’ll Kill You, Kate: Cole Porter’s lesser-known classic.” 

“Shut up, oh my God!”  Aliyah covered her mouth and crossed her legs, leaning back against the side of our corner store, struggling to contain herself.  “I’m gonna piss my pants.”

If the most ardent emotion I could provoke from her was anger, so be it.  

“Go ahead.” I poked her and she hit my hand away, so I came at her from the other side, making her shriek.  “I dare you to pee right here.  Just do it.”

The fury in her eyes melted into pain.  That’s when I knew I had her.

She cupped her hands around her crotch, whispering, “Nooo...”

I could pants her pretty easily, and I knew she’d be furious.  If only she’d worn short shorts like me I could just pull the crotch to one side of her pussy, but Aliyah always wore long sleeves and pants for the same reason she wore a hijab.  So I grabbed the waistband of her pants, slid my fingers between her soft skin and her panties, and pulled them both down so hard she screamed.

Everything seemed to happen at once after that.  I stood up instinctively, even though I wanted to get a closer look at her crotch.  Her black hair was neat and trim, and her pinkish pussy lips jutted out from within that manicured slit.  God, I wanted to dive between her thighs and gnaw at her clit, but this obviously wasn’t the time.  She was going to burst any second now.

“What the fuck?” Aliyah shouted, shielding her pussy from my hungry eyes.

I grabbed her wrists and jerked them back against the brick wall.  She let me do it.  Aliyah was way stronger than me, so when she gave in without a struggle, I knew what she wanted.

“Piss on me.”  I moved closer, so my bare legs almost touched hers.  “Do it.  Piss on my thigh.”

“Fuck, Kate!”  Her voice was a growl.  She sounded like an animal, and still she didn’t struggle.  “Stop it.”

Only one thing left to do: I pressed my naked thigh between her legs, spreading her wet pussy lips and rubbing until she whimpered.

“You gotta piss, right?”  Oh, I felt like such a bitch doing this to her.  “So piss. Go ahead.  Just do it.”

Turning her head away from me, she muttered, “I can’t...”

But she could, and she did, releasing a forceful stream of piss against my thigh.  

The warmth struck me first, followed by the scent, which was familiar and yet so wonderfully Aliyah that it turned me on as much as anything else about her.

I watched her stream hit my thigh and drizzle down my leg, dripping off my bent knee and onto the sidewalk.  The drip-drip-drip as her pee hit the concrete made me weak, and when I gazed into her eyes, the look I found there was dark and unfamiliar.

When I let go of Aliyah’s wrists, her stream died down against my leg.  She reached for my arms, grabbing them right up near my shoulders, squeezing.  Her piss was already drying against my skin, cooling on the night air, but I couldn’t look away from her huge eyes with those lashes like dark blades.  I fixated on her.  She was everything to me, and she was so, so close.

“I can’t believe I just did that,” she whispered. “I can’t believe I pissed on you.”

The night seemed extra quiet now, and for the first time I wondered what might happen if someone caught us.

“That’s fine,” I said, teasing even though I was dead serious.  “You were just marking your territory.”

Without another word, Aliyah pulled me so close my breasts mashed against hers.  Before I could process how much that sensation turned me on, her lips were on mine, her tongue prying open my shocked mouth.  She kissed me intently, unrelentingly, squeezing my arms like I’d run away if she didn’t hold on tight.

Pressing her against the brick wall, I returned her kiss tenfold, pushing my thigh against her wet pussy.  When she started not just rubbing but grinding her clit against me, I shivered with lust.

Her pussy lips played against my smooth skin, gliding up and down my thigh.  “Yeah,” I said.  “Come for me, ‘liyah.  Rub that hot little cunt all over me, baby.”

Aliyah whimpered as she stroked off on me.  I could only imagine how hard her clit was throbbing as she scoured my thigh.  Her motions got jerky as her breath came on stronger.  She was thrusting now, rude and crude, throwing herself against me like a dog humping its owner’s leg.  Shameless.  I didn’t know she had it in her.

I’d heard Aliyah come before, but never so close, and never for me.  This time when she whispered, “Yes, yes, yes!” right against my lips, I knew this was only the beginning.  

She pulled away from our kiss, her hips still thrusting, fucking my thigh.  “Yes!”  She howled so loud I had to cover her yap.  

That didn’t stop her from shouting, though.  She panted a continuous string of, “Yes, yes, yes!” against my palm.  Each one sounded thready and tortured, like the effort to speak was just too much.  She closed her eyes.  The muscles in her neck strained as she arched up the wall.  “Oh, fuck!” 

Aliyah pushed me away, covering her poor mound, gasping desperately.  She looked me in the eye, a wounded animal.  Her gaze grew stern but her voice was breathless, even gauzy, when she finally asked, “Can I be your territory, Kate?”

After all this time, all my relentless pursuits, this was all it took?  One golden shower and an orgasm?

“Territory!”  I could have laughed, but instead I cupped my hand over hers.  I squeezed her mound as we kissed.  “That’s all I ever wanted.”
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I’d been so good before the lay-offs.  I hadn’t seen on-again, off-again Lawrence since that day at the Fun Run when I couldn’t fight the temptation to dive at his marathoner’s thighs.

That was September.

This was March.

Six months had gone by without Lawrence Galloway, my drug of choice.  What did we even fight about that day?  Same as always, I imagine—the promise he made to leave his wife and marry me.  The promise he made and broke.  I never did get over that.

My substitute mother, Office Manager Hildie, seemed withdrawn all week.  I figured it must be something personal, so I made no comment.  For some reason, it was okay for her to stick her nose in my onions, but if I asked anything about her home life I was prying.

I was wrong, though.  It was business, not pleasure, getting Hildie down.  She knew something I only discovered when my boss called me into his office, closing the door behind me.  That’s how I knew it was going to be a serious conversation.  Market Dynamics was a highly open-door organization.

“We’re cutting the Qualitative arm of the company,” Herman began.  He didn’t often look me in the eye, but I noticed quite distinctly that he was looking clear over my head.

“Cutting back?” I asked.

Not a bad idea.  A couple of the girls on my staff were pretty redundant and they were all overpaid for doing next to nothing.  It looked like I would be handing out lay-offs over the next couple days.  Messy business, lay-offs.  People always got so emotional.

But Herman still wasn’t looking me in the eye.  That gave me a sinking feeling deep in the pit of my stomach.

“Not cutting back, cutting out,” he said.  “The Qual side just isn’t making any money, and with the overhead it requires...”  He took a deep breath before continuing.  “It’s not me saying this, Audrey.  You have to understand, it comes straight from head office.  If it were my decision...”

What?  Why wasn’t Herman saying anything?

“If what was your decision?” I asked.

Herman breathed a heavy sigh, muttering something in Spanish.  His gaze dropped to my feet.  “If it were my decision, I would keep you on.  Sorry, Audrey.  You’ve been a great employee, great to work with.  That’s me saying that.  Great to work with.  I’ll give you a glowing recommendation.”

And that’s how I lost my job.

One day I was managing the Qualitative arm of Market Dynamics’ Toronto operation with thirteen employees under me.  Two weeks later I was unemployed.  You’d think I would have felt sad or angry or...something.  I didn’t.  I didn’t feel anything.

No, that’s not quite true.  I did feel something.  I felt free.

Breaking the news to my staff wasn’t exactly a breeze.  Being able to say, “It’s not just you, Shandra.  I’m losing my job too,” significantly softened the blow, but there were still tears.

As I informed the girls and boys their jobs no longer existed, I began to empathize more and more with Herman.  It must have been hell for him, laying me off.  We’d known each other since he took me on part time back when I was in university.  And that was a long time ago.

I phoned around to some of our competitors to secure new jobs for a few of my more outstanding employees.  They’d worked hard for me.  They deserved it.  But when I got my contact at Research Central on the phone, it wasn’t my staff she was interested in.

“We have the perfect position for you,” she said in such a persuasively chipper tone it made me wonder if she was moonlighting as a headhunter.  “The timing couldn’t be better.  Remember Vijay?  He just quit...”

“Thanks,” I said, “but I’m just going to take it easy for a while.”

That’s what severance pay was for.  Plus, I’d poured far too many years of my life and far too much effort into that job only to have the rug pulled out from under me.  What was the point?  Maudit Calvaire, there had to be something more out there for me!  Something more meaningful and more beneficial to the world than qualitative market research.

Market Dynamics didn’t even throw the staff a “thanks-for-all-your-hard-work” party.  We had a quiet lunch with Herman, but he paid for that out of pocket.  The whole situation made me realize how little I meant to the company I’d faithfully served for so many years.

It made me think back to Lawrence’s wife and wonder if she knew, in the back of her mind, about her husband’s affair.  Did she feel as I did?  Uncared-for, after putting so much effort into building their marriage?  A pang of guilt struck me.  Even six months after last seeing Lawrence, the thought of his wife made me uncomfortable.

I spent my final workday surfing the net, looking at luxury hotels, B&B’s and resorts.  Damned if I was going to do anything productive on my last day. With my severance cheque in hand, I booked myself into a suite at a lovely little hotel in Niagara-on-the-Lake.  If I had to wake up jobless Monday morning, at least I would wake up in luxury linens.

When I got home after my last day at work, my apartment felt dark and eerie, like it wasn’t my own.  How long could I survive on my severance?  How many weeks of Employment Insurance did I have coming to me?  Would it cover my rent?  I might have to downsize to a bachelor apartment, or move to a seedy neighbourhood.

What if I couldn’t find a new job?  I would have to return to Quebec and live with maman.  Her roof, her rules.  Fish on Friday, Mass on Sunday.  Where have you been?  Why are you late?  Who were you with?  Was it that married man again?  Pray God grant you forgiveness...

My head was spinning.  I had to sit or risk falling flat, so I collapsed right there in my front entrance.  The muddy March snow melting from my boots seeped through my pants, wetting my thighs.  There I was, about to spend how much per night on a fancy hotel room?  On my rail fare to Niagara Falls?  On the taxi ride to Niagara-on-the-Lake?

Was I crazy?  I would end up in the poor-house!  Or worse yet, my mother’s house.  But the first night’s deposit was non-refundable...and I really wanted to go...

With dinner, I had a glass of Shiraz.  I would have to cut back on groceries.  No more fancy olives.  Buy the cheap pasta sauce.  After dinner, I parked my cul on the couch with another glass of red and a big bowl of kettle chips.

Then another glass of wine under the assault of the television’s blue hue.

Maybe there was another glass after that.  Soon it was well after midnight and I was laughing hysterically at a very old rerun of America’s Funniest Home Videos.  When Bob Saget’s voice-overs became funny, that was a good indication I’d become severely inebriated.

In that sorry state, I stumbled over to my computer, wine in hand.

Compose new e-mail.

The screen popped up and I started tapping out an incomprehensible message to the last person I ought to have contacted.

dear lawrence,

i know this is totally out of the bleu, but you and i and i are sooooooooo gooooooood together!!!  your the hottest fuck EVER!  i want to suck your cock so bad.  Take off  monday offf work an come see me in my fancy hotle  room in naigara onthe lake.

i never stopped loving you, even when i said i did.

kisses. audrey

As I leaned in to press send, my head filled with iron ore.  It set itself down on the table beside my laptop.  When I woke up, it was light outside and a jocular man in a cheap suit was giving a weather report on TV.  My wine had managed to stay upright, which was fortuitous, since my world was upside-down.  As I stood on jelly legs to turn off the television, I thanked my hangover for distracting me from the ache of unemployment.

Before closing the laptop to pack it for my trip, I tapped the touch-pad.  Message sent to lawrencethelibrarian.

When I gasped, my temples pounded.  Served me right.  What the hell was I doing, writing to Lawrence?  Of course, I immediately went into my sent messages to solidify the vague recollection 

Calisse!  I would have slit my wrists if I owned a good knife.

I needed coffee.  Coffee would make everything better.  As it brewed, I asked myself what I ought to do, but I couldn’t fathom the answer to that question.  No cream in the fridge, of course.  I drank my coffee black.

If Lawrence showed up at the door to my hotel room, what was the worst that could happen?  A cheap fuck?  Pas de problème.  But if Lawrence and I got together, there was an excellent chance I would fall for him all over again.  It had happened in the past.  More than once.

How rude would it be to get his hopes up and then uninvite him?  Beyond rude.  It would be absolutely cruel.  Besides, I was a big girl.  I could have sex without emotion.  And, yes, I’d said those very words before and never been able to, but this time it was different.  I’d just lost my job.  I needed something from the past to cling to, or how could I stay sane?  Sometimes before a girl could move forward, she had to shut the doors to the past.  And the only way to shut a door was to grab hold of a knob.

I packed my laptop in its case and crammed everything else into my carry-on wheelie luggage.  It had been ages since I’d read a good book.  The time was nigh.  I would set off to Niagara, get some reading done, and relax in front of the fireplace in my cozy hotel room.

Trains reminded me of Europe, and my VIA rail coach even more so because the ticket-taker had a thick French accent—Parisian, not Quebecoise.  As I stuck my train pass in the back of my hardcover novel, I wondered how much of my accent had disintegrated after moving one province over.  It was only rarely that I spoke French with anyone in Toronto, and I’d managed to minimize contact with my family.  All the same, the bilingual safety announcement as the train started rolling made me more homesick than I cared to admit.

I’d planned on hibernating in the hotel for the entirety of my stay, but the price of room service inhibited that idea.  As much as I tried not to, I checked my email every half hour.  Nothing from Lawrence.  A few job offers, though.  Maybe I would have to dump my pie-in-the-sky notion of carving a new career out of helping the community, and slink back into market research.  It would keep the rent paid, at least.

Sunday afternoon, I slipped out of my pyjamas and into a respectable outfit.  The moment I picked my purse up off the floor, there was a knock at the door.

My heart stopped.

Lawrence!

Was it excitement or mortification?  As I raced to the door, I thought back to all the times he’d knocked even though he had a key to my place.  When I grabbed the door handle, it occurred to me that I was in a hotel, not at home, and even if I had been, he’d returned my key a year ago.

Swinging the door wide open, I started to squeal, “Lawr...” until I realized it wasn’t him.  Standing at my door, wearing a very suave fedora with his pin-striped trousers and grey pea coat, was a man more tall, dark, and handsome than I’d ever realized.  “Herman?”

“Audrey,” he replied with a tip of his hat.  For the first time since we’d met, he looked me straight in the eye.  His eyes were brown, but I’d never noticed before.  “I’m sorry to intrude.  You’ve got better things to do.  I’ll just go.”

“Arrête!”  I laughed, grabbing hold of his arm.  I’d never touched Herman before—we didn’t even hug on my last day at work—but he seemed to flinch, so I let go.  It seemed awkward, talking to him in the doorway, but I suspected it would have felt even more awkward to invite him inside.  “What are you...how did you know I was here?”

He held up my booking confirmation.  “You left this on the printer.”

“Merde.”

“Ne t’inquietes pas,” he replied, his pink lips parting to reveal a perfect row of smiling teeth.  I’d forgotten Herman spoke my language.

Why was I suddenly so focused on the pink of my boss’ lips?  Well, he wasn’t my boss anymore.  Strange to think he ever was.  He seemed too young to be anybody’s boss, though I’m sure my staff thought the same of me.

Without any sense of why Herman was at my door—was he stalking me?—I said, “I was just about to look for some dinner.  Want to come with?”

“Oh, no,” he replied as I grabbed my winter jacket.  “I wouldn’t want to impose.”

I could have kissed him as I stepped out of my room.  “Trust me, you’re not.  I’ve been putting off going out for food alone.  It’s not that I need a man’s protection or anything, I just don’t feel like being hit on by lonely bastards.  A young woman alone in a restaurant tends to yield that result.”

To my surprise, Herman laughed as he followed me down the centre staircase.  “Aren’t we egotistical?”

When I thought about it, I had to agree.  “I guess I am.”  I held open the wooden door for him, and we wandered across the sun-dried sidewalks of the residential street where my quaint hotel was located.  “I’ve always assumed every man out there wants me, and every woman hates me because of it.”

Herman laughed.  “That is so French!”

“And juvenile,” I added, clutching my purse to my chest.  The late-winter air had spring’s earthiness buried inside it.  I could still remember a time when each new season brought the excitement of unfamiliarity.  “I’m too old to think this way.  I need to train my brain to think like an adult.  Maybe if I did, I wouldn’t end up in these...situations...”

I was thinking of Lawrence, of course.

Niagara-on-the-Lake’s main street was lined with boutiques, art shops, restaurants, and the odd playhouse.  In the summer, they held a festival of George Bernard Shaw’s works.  In March, it was a sleepy little village, albeit a sleepy little village with plenty of fine dining.

“What do you feel like eating?” Herman asked.

“Pasta,” I answered, even before he’d finished with the question.  “A huge plate of pasta with red sauce and lots of cheese.  Maybe lasagna or ravioli.”

He chuckled.  A bistro down the street seemed to catch his eye, and he walked off in that direction.  “I like a woman who knows what she wants.”

“Is that so?”  I hopped across a puddle of slushy mud to catch him up.

Funny, because I guess I’d assumed he was gay.  He always seemed so nervous around me.  Although, I was starting to feel that I’d only ever seen Herman’s work persona.  Certainly, he’d only ever seen mine.

As we walked side-by-side down the street, I said, “Isn’t it odd that in all the years we worked together, we never had an actual conversation?  I don’t know anything about your life.”

“I don’t know anything about yours,” he replied, pointing across the desolate street. “Let’s cross here.”

The bistro was two storeys high, with a fake willow tree in the middle and a circular staircase wrapped around its simulated trunk.  Although the town seemed deserted on the outside, there were plenty of patrons in the restaurant.  The host sat us upstairs, where willow branches with tiny silk leaves hung from the ceiling like a protective shroud.

“So, what made you track me down?” I asked as the host handed us menus.

Herman beamed as he told me, “I quit!”

“What?  Not because of me, I hope.”  I set my menu on the table without giving it a glance.

He laughed.  “You really are full of yourself, aren’t you?”

It dawned on me that, yes, I truly was.  I couldn’t remember the last time I’d done something—anything—for somebody else’s benefit.  Maybe that was the reason I was so strongly considering a career that served the community. I’d managed to age into adulthood without ever really growing up.  Time to start thinking about other people for a change.

“What made you quit?” I asked. “I thought you liked your job.”

“I like the work.” He clutched his menu like a life preserver. “But I don’t like who I did it for.  A company that would cut your entire division without even a thank you isn’t the kind of place I want to stay.  Who knows?  I could be next on the chopping block.”

“I doubt it,” I said, giving my menu a quick once-over. “They love you there.”

Ricotta and spinach ravioli.  Perfect.

Herman looked at his menu for a moment, mumbling, “Well, none of that matters now.”

Our server crept up on us and I almost jumped when she appeared at my side.

“Are you all right?” Herman asked her.

Eyeing the staircase, she said, “Sorry.  It’s my vertigo.  I really wish they wouldn’t put me up here.”

As we ordered red wine and pasta, it occurred to me how much I admired Herman.  The quality that made him a great boss was the same one that made him such a great person: he had an uncanny ability to empathize.  No matter the issue, he could feel for other people.  I had trouble recognizing there was a problem to begin with.

“I have a plan,” he told me.

“That makes one of us.”

“Hold your horses,” he said.  “This involved you.”

“Oh?”  Whatever was coming, I took it as a great compliment that someone as sensible as Herman would involve me in any sort of life plan.

Despite his undeniable maturity, he looked like a six-year-old boy when he smiled.  “I’m starting my own business.  I’ve wanted to take the leap forever, but watching half our office disappear was the last straw.  You know I’m good at what I do, just like you’re good at what you do, but I think we both want more.”

“Yes!”  I nearly hopped out of my chair.  “Yes, that’s exactly it.  I want more.  You do too?  I never would have guessed that.  You really seem to like market research.”

“Well, yeah, I do, but the key is to do it for a purpose.”  Closing his eyes, he took a deep breath.  “I have a proposal for you, Audrey.”

I almost said something flirtatious, but I stopped myself.  “Okay.”

“This business I’m starting will be a whole new venture in the field.  It’s niche work: a market research company that only takes on not-for-profit associations and registered charities as clients.”

A wave of shimmering warmth coursed through my body.  Calisse de Crisse, I’d never been turned on by a business proposal.  Though, I don’t suppose I’d ever entertained a business proposition before.

I clapped my hands.  “What a superbe idea.  Could it work?”

“It works in the States,” he said. “I realize it’s a big step, going into business with somebody.  As you’ve said, we don’t know each other that well, but there’s no one else I trust enough, or have enough faith in...”

I could hear in his voice that he thought he needed to convince me.  He didn’t.  He had me at not-for-profit.

“Thank you,” I interrupted him.  If I’d let him go on, he might never have taken a breath.  “I’ll do it.”

That didn’t seem to be the response he’d anticipated, because his jaw nearly hit the tablecloth.  “You will?”

“Of course,” I said.  “It’s the perfect job—something I already know how to do, but gives me the ability to use my knowledge for the good of humanity.”

I watched Herman try not to smile, until he just couldn’t help himself.  He jumped up from the table at the exact moment I did, and wrapped his arms around my back as I hugged his waist.  Even over the warm bistro scent of garlic bread and basil, I caught the woollen aroma of his sophisticated cologne.  I’d never noticed it at work.  It was quite astounding, everything I’d missed.

When the nervous server returned with our wine, Herman and I toasted our new endeavour with a ruby merlot.  Our meals arrived and we dug in.  As we brainstormed names for our new business, the conversation somehow shifted to the personal lives we’d never disclosed.

When I told him about my relationship with Lawrence, my throat clenched.  It was less a sense of mourning than of shame or... silliness, perhaps?  The whole story just sounded so typical.

The last words I expected out of Herman’s mouth were, “I’ve been there.”

I nearly dropped my fork.  “Have you?”

“Yeah,” he admitted, taking another sip of wine.  “When you’re a young guy just starting out in the world, it’s hard to resist the call of the cougar.  At first I thought, hey, hotel sex and fancy dinners?  I can handle that.”

“But it’s never that easy.  The emotions take over soon enough.”

“Yes, and it isn’t easy at all after that,” he agreed.  “In three months’ time I went from feeling like I was totally pulling one over on some old chick to begging her to leave her husband and run away with me.”

I laughed when he told me that.  “So I’m not the only one, then.  I knew Lawrence would never leave his wife, even when he promised he would.  They never do.”

“No matter how miserable they are at home, or how great we make them feel.”

By the time we finished our tiramisu, I couldn’t believe I was sitting across from the same Herman who’d worked down the hall from me through all those years.  Maybe I wouldn’t have felt so isolated if I’d opened up to him earlier.  And maybe he could have benefited from hearing about my experience too.  But we were making up for lost time.

It was nearly dark out when we left the bistro, but the little twinkle lights wrapped around the streetlamps gave the town a magical feel.  I wished it would snow, but it was too late in March for that.

“Let’s take the long way back,” I suggested.

Herman seemed genuinely surprised when I took his hand.  It wasn’t just to fight off the evening’s chill, but his warmth certainly helped that cause.  I nestled in close to his wool jacket as we overshot my hotel and walked across the grounds of Fort George.  Spotting the cannons, he asked, “Was there a war here or something?”

“We fought the Americans on these grounds.”  I chuckled, delighted he was even more of a history dunce than I was.

The Niagara River lapped against the shores as we approached the frozen bank.  Though snow remained on the floor of the shady town, sunlight had melted most of it from the plains of the battlefield.  The ground underfoot remained solid to walk on.

“I can see why you chose here instead of the falls for a vacation,” Herman said as we gazed out across the river.

“Les chutes Niagara.”  Niagara Falls: Casinos, honeymoons, and rollercoasters on the sidewalk.  “The whole town is like an amusement park for adults.  Fine, if you like that sort of thing, but I just wanted to relax.”

Herman smiled in the moonlight.  Strange that we could swim across the river and be in America, and yet we’d need our passports to cross the bridge.  “Yes, if you’re looking for ambiance, les chutes Niagara is hardly the place for it.”

Lawrence would have pronounced it Shoot Niagara.  My mother always told me I could never truly love a man who didn’t speak French.

“Don’t you speak my language?” I asked Herman.

“Your language,” he chuckled.  “There you go, being egoiste again.  What would Paris say if they heard it referred to as Audrey LeBreton’s language?”

“Paris would burn me at the stake, I’d imagine.”

The cottages across the river lit up like tiny ceramic houses in a Christmas village.  They were so quaint that it was hard to believe they were American.  They belonged on the moors of England.

“I also speak Spanish,” Herman said.  “I mean, of course I do, I am Spanish.  That, in addition to French and English.”

I turned to look at his face, partially darkened by the shadow of his fedora.  “C’est formidable.  A man after my own heart.”

Taking both my hands in his, he brought them to his chest.  “Do I need to be after it?” he asked.  “Or have I captured your heart already?”

Herman took my breath away.  I very nearly swooned as he leaned in to kiss me.

“You have,” I sighed just before his warm lips met mine.

His tongue was hot.  Spanish-hot.  I didn’t pull away.  Neither did he, despite the dangers of going into business and sharing a bed with the same person.  Yes, it was just a kiss, but it would soon become more.

I brought him home to my hotel room like a puppy on a leash.  When I swung the door open, I found I’d left the gas fireplace lit.  It gave off a gorgeous glow, painting the room shades of orange and red.

We didn’t turn on the lamps before tumbling into the plush linens of my enormous bed.  We didn’t even take off our jackets.  I kissed him, running my hands through his black hair when his fedora fell off the side of the bed. He returned my kiss, unbuttoning my coat to trace my fire-lit silhouette.  He was only a shadow in my bed.

“Take off your jacket,” I told him.  “Take off your clothes while you’re at it.”

Of all the seductions I’d instigated in my years, this was the one I’d least anticipated.  Herman.  But he was stunning, wasn’t he?  And when he dropped his trousers I got to see the full extent of his stunningness.

As I stood before the bed in my winter jacket, I felt somewhat insulted that Lawrence had never worn anything more flattering than jeans and a T-shirt to visit me.  That should have showed me all along the value he placed on our relationship.

I tore out of my jacket, tossing it over the chair by the desk.  As I hopped around the room, slipping off my shoes and socks, it occurred to me how inconsistent Lawrence’s wife must have found it, that he left the house in the early morning hours wearing ripped jeans and claiming to be going to church.  Or maybe she never saw him leave.  Or maybe he took a change of clothes with him.

Look at me, still making excuses for the man.  Why?  It’s over.

Herman stretched out on the bed like hazelnut spread on French loaf.  I wanted to lick his body all over.  When I stripped to my black lace lingerie, a smile crept across his face.  He propped himself up on his elbows to watch as I very deliberately bent over and grabbed condoms from my luggage.  Good thing I brought them, even if they were intended for someone else.  After so many months apart, I couldn’t have trusted Lawrence enough to go bare.

When I turned to him, Herman sat up on the bed.  His hard cock pointed to the ceiling.

“You know...”  I crawled between his thighs.  “I’ve never been with anyone so close to my own age.  I just realized that.”

When he kissed my lips, my pussy jumped into my mouth.  “Who knows?  You might just like it.”

My heart thumped in my chest as I leapt at him, knocking him onto his back.  When he laughed, I kissed him.  His mouth tasted deep and dark as black coffee.  I closed in on him until my breasts pressed against his chest and my mound brushed his straining cock.

“What do you think?” I whispered, licking his ear.

Growling, he went crazy on my neck. He pounded me with kisses.

When he grabbed my hips, I pressed my lips together to keep from shrieking.  The last thing I wanted was to get kicked out of my hotel room mid-climax.  Niagara Falls was more the sort of place for screaming orgasms.  Niagara-on-the-Lake attracted mature older individuals.

So what were Herman and I doing there?

“What are you after?”  I squealed when he flipped me onto my back.  “I don’t think I have anything you want.”

“Don’t you?”  He pressed my tits together, plunging his face between them.  It pleased me that he didn’t take off my gorgeous bra before squeezing my breasts.  I took pride in my lingerie, and I hated when it didn’t get the attention it deserved.

As he coerced my nipple into his mouth, his strong fingers forced their way beneath my lace thong.  I nearly lost my mind when he pressed my wet lips together.  He sucked my nipple, and I let him.  It felt so good that I laid back with my arms behind my head and watched as he attacked my body.  “Calisse de Crisse, I would pay anything for a good, hard fuck.”

“Hand me one of those condoms and I’ll give it to you,” he said.  “No payment necessary.”

“That’s comforting,” I laughed, flipping onto my front and raising my ass high up in the air.  Even the fire seemed beautiful, and I usually despised gas fireplaces.

“You really do know what you want, don’t you?”

When I glanced back at him, he grinned like the devil.  I admitted, “Oh, yes.  I want it doggy-style.”

“I think I can handle that.”  His voice was so smooth I could have ice-skated on it.  Though, in the March melt I probably would have fallen in.

I wished I had eyes in the back of my head—or, better yet, eyes in the depths of my cunt—so I could watch Herman’s sheathed cock coming at me.  The only problem with taking it from behind was that I could never bear witness to that moment of initial contact.  By turning my head, I got a rough idea of where his body was in relation to mine, but I wanted to see that young cock coming at me.  I wanted it to poke my eyes out.

When he slid his cockhead down my pussy lips, they felt like riverbanks flooding over.  He ran his thick shaft past my hole, though the pauvre chatte was screaming to be filled, and slapped his cock against my clit.  I gasped as the smooth latex smacked my pussy.  It was the sort of act that was just gritty enough to make me feel naughty, but without any sense of degradation.

“You are such a tease, boss.”  I let my head tumble to the duvet, and a giddy thrill ran through me.  I couldn’t believe I was taking a new lover.  At one time, it wouldn’t have seemed so novel, but I’d been with Lawrence for so many years.  I’d nearly forgotten there were available men out there in the world.

Finally—finally—I was getting out of that back-and-forth cycle and starting on a journey with a man who was free to love me fully.  It was true, what they said: the best way to get over someone was to get under someone.  Time helped, too, but only to a certain degree.  Sex was the silver bullet.

Grabbing Herman’s taunting cock, I pressed it right up into my pussy.  No way out.  He had to go in.

“Get inside me,” I commanded, and it struck me how funny it was to give the boss directions.

“I don’t know,” he teased, pressing his cockhead in just enough that I could feel its girth, and then pulling it right back out.  “Is that really what you want?”

“Yes!”

I laughed until he slid his hard cock inside me.  If I hadn’t been so turned on, it might even have hurt.  I sighed as he slowly backed out.  Not all the way.  He didn’t quite pull out before forcing his cock inside me again, grasping tight to my hips as he did it.  I’d gone so long without sex that the feeling of being rammed by a man made me feel almost virginal.  He kept at me like a good farmer ploughing his field.

Some people rode out dry spells in their sex lives thinking the act was like riding a bicycle, and in a sense perhaps that was true.  For me, the motions remained intact in my muscle memory.  I knew to thrust my hips back when Herman launched his.  When he held on tight and rode me like a mare, I looked up at his handsome face. My gaze drizzled along his strong chest, past the stream of dark hair coursing down his belly, and out to the motion of his hips.  I hadn’t forgotten how to have sex.  It was only the sensation that felt fresh and new.

He pierced me.  He penetrated me.  It wasn’t just a body in a body.  It was so much more than a cheap fuck at a cheap motel.  Could it have been the cozy surroundings of my little fire-lit B&B that lent our encounter such maturity?  No, there was more to it than that.  I was feeling emotions, not just physical sensations.  Maybe, with Herman, a relationship could be about more than fucking and fighting.  I would never have conceived the idea in my younger years, but there had to be more to a relationship than hot sex and bitter jealousy.

When he rode me hard, he drove me wild.  I reached for a pillow and screamed his praises into it.  Herman whispered about my beauty and my body, but my heart was beating like a tribal drum.  It was all I could hear.

My whole body went into spasm.  I couldn’t think anymore.  I just bucked back against Herman, feeling his cock pulsing in the swell of my pussy.  He seemed to grow inside me, larger with every thrust, bottoming out.

I ached for him, wanting more, never enough, not even when his cock grew huge.  My hands found the duvet and I clutched it, felt its softness against my palms.  Herman moaned unrepentantly as he dug his fingers into my hips.  He rammed me so hard my body slid forward on the bed.

“Oh yes.”  I shouted my orgasm into the pillow as Herman slammed his hips against my ass.  “Yes, more!”

His motions grew jerky as his voice rose to a wild pitch.  “I never thought this would happen.”

“Moi n’en plus,” I cried.  “Oui, c’est parfait.  C’est parfait!”

“Parfait,” he echoed, building my climax simply by speaking my language.  “Parfait!”

He collapsed on my back, and I collapsed under him.  We stayed like that until our limbs went numb.

When Herman got up for the bathroom, my gaze happened to fall upon my laptop.  As soon as the door closed, I signed into my email account to check for a message from Lawrence.  The page seemed to take a million years to load, and my heart raged all the while.

There was no email from Lawrence and there never would be.  He wouldn’t show up on my doorstep the next day, citing my drunken missive.  The only new message shouting from my inbox was a delivery failure notification.  My email to Lawrence hadn’t gone through.

“Audrey,” Herman said, patting the mattress.  “Come to bed.”

I hopped in beside him to sleep the first of many nights in his warm arms.

Over the years, we grew from a young couple trying to grow a floundering business into a husband-and-wife team devoted to a thriving enterprise.  Of course, we were never so dedicated to the company that we couldn’t make time for our little one, when she came along.

I don’t think either Herman or I would ever have imagined ourselves as simultaneous parents and business owners.  It wasn’t always easy raising Ally with the business trips to run and the client-proposals to plan out, but it was never so difficult that we weren’t overjoyed when Marc joined us.  All we needed was another point-five children, a golden retriever, and a white picket fence to be a storybook family.

Just because I never saw Lawrence again didn’t mean I never thought about him.  When I did, I wondered if he was happy with Ruth—I could finally say her name without cringing—or if he’d found another twenty-one-year-old girl to amuse himself with.

In retrospect, the entire affair meant far less than it had in the moment, but that was probably true of any relationship.  Maybe Lawrence loved me.  Maybe I loved him.  Or maybe we’d both tapped elements of the other’s unconscious desires, enacting them for our own amusement.

After the fact, it didn’t much matter.  I was happy with Herman, the kids, and the business.  But every so often, when I passed an older man with a gleaming bald head, I stopped for a moment to wonder how we might enjoy each other.

People had affairs all the time...
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Chasing Tails
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Bev sat on a cushion on the carpet, petting the orange ball of fur in Savita’s lap.  Was this one Georgette or Malabar?  The ginger tabbies were from the same litter, and too similar to tell apart. 

“If he talks about paper trails one more time I’m going to jump off a building,” Bev said.  “It makes me feel like a criminal.  No, actually, it makes me feel like a crime.  I’m this big surreptitious wrongdoing in his life and he has to cover me up by any means necessary.”

Savita nodded absently.  She seemed perpetually distracted by the cats these days.  No matter what Bev said, her reaction was always the same: pet the animal for a few seconds before murmuring, “Huh?”

“Joseph,” Bev said.  

The least she could hope for was a sympathetic ear when she poured her heart out.  That’s what friends were for.  Couldn’t Savita tear her attention away from the cats for three damn seconds?

“He has an excuse for everything,” Bev went on, though Savita offered no encouragement.  “He can’t call me from his cell because his wife pays the phone bill and she’d track down the number.  That’s really how he thinks!  And he can’t take me anywhere fancy because his wife pays off the credit cards and she’d wonder who he was wining and dining.  It’s ridiculous, all the excuses he comes up with.”

Wrapping her hand around the orange cat’s striped tail, Savita breathed out sharply through her nose.  “Sounds like it’s time to end your little affair, my darling.”

Little affair?  The toxicity of her words spread like poison through Bev’s veins.  She could hardly breathe, and yet Savita went on petting Georgette or Malabar or whoever it was like she’d said nothing untoward.  

“Joseph is not a summer fling.”  Bev’s hand rested on the cat’s fuzzy rump.  “I love him.  He loves me.  Why is that so hard for you to accept?”

A black and white shorthair called Simon leapt onto the couch, cuddling in at Savita’s side.  “I’ve watched you get hurt time and again.  All these men, they sweep you up and drop you down like garbage.  It’s too much for me to bear.”

Now Bev found herself at a loss.  Savita was absolutely right.  The situation with Joseph could only end in tears.  He would never leave that wife of his.  Hell, he was afraid to make a simple phone call on the off-chance the demon hag would sift through his phone records.  And then what?  Track Bev down?  Kill her?  Joseph probably wouldn’t even care, as long as his good name didn’t get dragged through the mud.

“But it’s my choice,” Bev countered.  She didn’t really know what she was saying anymore.  Savita was right.  Why argue?  “I don’t understand why you can’t just support me.  Even if you think what I’m doing is wrong, can’t you at least hear me out?  Why is that so difficult for you?  God knows I’ve seen you through enough hard times.  Don’t I deserve the same consideration?”

Savita breathed deeply.  The cats mimicked her, purring their little hearts out.  

“You don’t seem to realize what you deserve.”  Her dark curls fell about her shoulders as she bent low to kiss the black patch on Simon’s head.  He lifted his little pink nose to her chin and sniffed.  With his stark white face and sharp teeth, he looked a little like a vampire.

“And what do I deserve?” Beth asked.  She didn’t understand the resentment in her own voice.  In fact, she agreed with everything Savita said.  Why put up such a fight?  

“You deserve to love somebody who’s free to return that love,” Savita said, her eyes deep with care and consideration.  “You hop from one married man to another, thinking the next one will see your worth.  Even if they do, you know very well they won’t take any life-altering action for you.  You deserve to be happy—you do, my dear—but you’ll not find your bliss with the men you choose.”

Bev choked back tears.  Only the truth could make her feel so wretched.  “I’ve got to have hope,” she said.  

Papillion, the matron of all cats, looked in from the doorway.  She knew better than to intrude upon a tender moment.

“If I don’t have hope,” Bev asked, “what do I have?”

“Hope for what?” Savita pressed.

The orange cat raised his tail up in the air.  Bev held her hand against his hind, pushing him down, trying to force him to sit, stay, obey.  This conversation was making her nauseous.  She didn’t like to ponder why she did everything she did.  To discuss the matter outwardly with another person made her positively weak.  

“I just hope someday someone will love me enough to...”  Bev trembled.  She shook her head.  “I just want someone to love me.”

With a generous smile, Savita asked, “Have you considered perhaps the reason you chase after married men is that you don’t feel worthy of love?”

“Did you ever consider maybe the reason you have so many cats is that you don’t know how to love people?” Bev shot back.

Immediately, she bowed her head, regretting the jab.  She felt awful, just awful. 

“That is far from true,” Savita replied.  Without lifting her gaze from the orange cat, she wrapped her fingers around Bev’s hand.  “My darling, I love you.”

A pang of guilt ran through Bev’s bones.  She ought to be nicer to Savita.  The poor woman had trouble forming social bonds, after all.  Loners needed friends to draw them out.

“I’m sorry,” Bev said.  “You know I love you too.”

“No.”  Savita lifted her dark gaze to meet Bev’s.  “I love you.”  She squeezed Bev’s hand so tightly the woman’s knuckles went almost white.  “I love you as you deserve to be loved.” 

Bev observed Savita’s hand and posture and face as though the woman on the couch were a character in a movie.  She felt strangely disassociated from what was going on in the room, probably because she didn’t understand it.  

Or maybe she did.  

Well, of course she did.  It was stupid to deny everything that had been simmering beneath the surface for so long.  For years.  Years!

Still, Bev felt caught between two worlds.  She pulled her hand away.  When she spoke, she couldn’t manage much more than a strained whisper.  “Why are you doing this?”

Savita’s gaze was soft, but cloudy.  Dark, like a storm was brewing.  “Can you say for certain you prefer these men, your married men, over me?”

Bev tried to swallow, but her throat felt suddenly swollen.  It burned, and she scratched her neck like that would dampen the flame.  Of course, it didn’t work.  

“You talk like they’re interchangeable,” Bev said, like a gunshot.  She didn’t know why, but she wanted to hurt Savita, her closest friend, the only person in the world with whom she was completely honest.  “They’re not.  They’re real people.  Why do you have to denigrate what I have?  Are you jealous or something?”

“Of course I’m jealous!”  Savita lurched forward and the orange made a noise like a peeping chick, but stayed put in her lap.  “I’m jealous of these men, my darling. I am in love with you, and you are in love with... them.”

Bev sat back on her cushion, dejected, wanting to cry but not finding the tears.  “I’m not,” she said, staring at the orange cat while Simon jumped down from the couch and nuzzled her knee.  She petted his black and white back absently.  “I don’t know what I am.  I don’t know what I want.”

They sat together petting their respective felines, waiting for the silence to break.

“Can I kiss you?”

Bev looked up at Savita, feeling a tingle in her fingers and a throb between her thighs.  So beautiful.  God, Savita was the most stunning woman she’d ever met, and for some reason she’d put that aside until now.  She’d never allowed herself to really feel that attraction, that pull.  Now the dyke was crumbling, so to speak, and every kind of love, lust, desire, arousal, washed over her like a waterfall.

Nodding, Bev said, “You can kiss me.”  Her voice was just a squeak.

There was a moment of tension, of stressful desire, a push and pull of confused energies before Savita lurched forward.  The orange cat screeched and fled her lap. Black-and-white Simon ran after it.  Cats always seemed to know when their humans required privacy.  Cats were good that way, much better than people.  

Bev set her hands on Savita’s thighs, pulling herself up from her cushion, feeling like a tower even though she was kneeling.

Savita had always been so measured, so serene, but her kiss blazed with lust, something Bev had never imagined Savita capable of.  She’d always thought of Savita as asexual, no interest in sex or love or romance, but that was only because Savita never went on dates or had any boyfriends.  Bev thought of her as the neighbourhood Agony Aunt, though a pretty one, and radiantly youthful.  Women seemed to flock to Savita, just like cats.  She took in anyone and everyone, cooked for them, listened to their problems, and sent them on their way feeling full in every sense.

But how many of those women had she embraced?

Bev broke their kiss, clinging to Savita’s thighs, their faces so close she could feel the woman’s licorice breath on her lips.  The question she wanted to ask felt hazy.  When she tried to formulate it, the words didn’t come.  She found herself asking, “Is it only... me?”

Brushing Bev’s fringe from her eyes, Savita smiled perplexedly.  “Is what only you, my dear?” 

“This,” Bev replied, feeling oddly ashamed for asking.  “Kissing...”

Savita took a deep breath, and nodded as she released it.  “All this time you had no idea?  You had no clue?”

“Clue?” Bev asked.  She felt silly, but her brain was buzzing from that kiss.  “About what?”

“That I love you,” Savita said, her low chuckle generous and giving.  “That I’m in love with you.  Three years I’ve been in love with you.  I’ve waited for you to stop playing around with your married men and see the love I have.”

Bev’s chest felt warm and full, like Savita’s heart was in there with hers, like the two were beating as one.  “I’m sorry,” she said.  “Why didn’t you tell me?”

“I was afraid of how you might react.”  Savita glanced toward the doorway, where the cats had run away.  

In truth, if Savita had made these advances two or three years ago, Bev would very likely have freaked out.  She wouldn’t have been ready, not for Savita, not for any woman.  But time had a way of shifting one’s capacity for love and acceptance, if a person was open to that shift.  And Bev was.

Bev was wide open.

Sending her hand through Savita’s long black hair, Bev kissed her again, taking over, leading the way.  She wanted to show Savita she was not afraid, even though, in truth, she didn’t know what she was doing.  That thought made her a little nervous, but she told herself, repeatedly, that Savita knew, Savita would be her guide.

“You taste so good,” Bev breathed.  It was the fennel seeds, she knew.  That’s where the licorice taste came from.

Savita burbled with subdued laughter, and Bev knew just what she was thinking.  “So far.”

The knot in Bev’s belly tightened as she imagined crawling inside Savita’s long wrap-around skirt.  She really wouldn’t know what to do down there, so she stayed with Savita’s lips, savouring the warm passion and the whip of their tongues together.  Their teeth clacked as they both withdrew, but Bev wasn’t ready for the kissing to end.  She threw her weight against Savita’s, climbing the woman like a tree until they both toppled down on the couch.

When Bev landed hard against her confidant’s curvaceous body, the swell of breasts on breasts was all she felt, and all she wanted to feel.  Without withdrawing from their sizzling embrace, Bev fumbled with her buttons, tearing off her shirt and tossing it to the floor.  Her fingers trembled as she reached back to unhook her bra.  Savita used this distracted moment to tear off her tight T-shirt.

Bev felt ashamed of herself for staring at Savita’s naked breasts.  This moment brought to mind all the other moments she’d chastised herself for gazing too lasciviously.  Savita never wore a bra.  Her breasts were large and pendulous to match the rest of her body, and her nipples seemed perpetually erect.  

It was hard not to look.

Now that those beautiful breasts were bare, Bev didn’t know what to do first.  Kiss them? Suck them?  She wanted everything at once.

“Come,” Savita bid, pulling Bev by the shoulders.  “Kiss me.”

Sinking into Savita’s receptive body, Bev pressed her own aroused nipples against her dear friend’s breasts.  A surge of lust passed through her body like an electric current, carving a hot path from her tits to her pussy.  Her hands found Savita’s sides and travelled their naked lengths.  

Bev wondered if she was being forward when she snuck her fingertips around the swell of those generous breasts, but when Savita moaned in her mouth she knew she could do no wrong.

She moulded Savita’s breasts like clay as they devoured one another, tongues wrestling in the silken heat of their mouths.  Finally, Bev couldn’t resist.  She wriggled down Savita’s warm body and licked the woman’s nipple, savouring the pebbled texture of that hard bud.  Licking wasn’t enough.  Bev took it between her lips and sucked so hard Savita hissed and pushed her head away.

“What’s wrong?” Bev asked.  “Did I hurt you?”

With a benevolent smile, Savita said, “Go easy, my darling.”

Bev felt somewhat bashful as she moved to the other breast, licking the pert nipple lightly, teasing it with the tip of her tongue.  That simple action made Savita moan and writhe and even trace naked fingers up Bev’s back.  She kept at it, moving from nipple to nipples, pinching one while she licked the other. 

“Oh yes, my darling,” Savita chanted, toying with Bev’s hair.  “Yes, that feels wonderful.”

Bev had to admit, she enjoyed the sensation of Savita’s hard nipples pressing against her tongue, so sweet and insistent.  Her clit was aching, and she wanted to touch it, but she wasn’t the type to play with herself in front of another person.  

The blazing throb was getting to her, though.  Maybe Savita would alleviate that insistent pulse between her thighs?

Looking up into Savita’s serene face, Bev said, “I want you so bad.”

Savita opened her eyes, and her gaze was far less tranquil than Bev had anticipated.  With an animal growl, she pounced, throwing Bev to the other side of the sofa and tearing off their remaining clothes.  Naked, Savita was fleshy and curvaceous.  The sight of those golden-brown thighs and that triangle of dark curls made Bev’s pussy convulse in anticipation, but it was the way those pendulous breasts swung with every movement that really hypnotized her.

“You want me?” Savita teased, sinking to the cushion Bev had been seated on.  “You want me down here?”

Opening her legs, Bev whispered, “Yes,” and held her breath as Savita bent between her thighs.

At first, all she felt was Savita’s hot breath against her pussy lips.  They breathed together, waiting for that moment of perfection, like they could already taste it on the horizon.  And then Savita licked Bev’s clit with the tip of her tongue, and the world turned Technicolor.  

It took a long moment for Bev to realize she’d covered her eyes, like the sight of her dearest friend eating her pussy was just too much to bear.  Hell, the sensation alone was almost too much.  Every time Savita licked her clit, something inside of her surged like fireworks.  She bucked against Savita’s face, rubbing her pussy against that hot velvet tongue.  

Nothing had ever felt this good.  Nothing.

“Oh god,” Bev moaned, wrapping her hands around her own breasts and pinching the hard buds of her nipples.

Savita dove at Bev’s tender clit, digging nails into thighs, moaning as she sucked.  Oh no!  No, this was too good, too deliciously decadent to survive.  

Bev squirmed against Savita’s face, trying to pull away, but Savita quickly wrapped her arms around Bev’s waist, locking them together.  They became a veritable beast with two backs, Savita gnawing on Bev’s clit while Bev bucked against her dear friend’s face.

“Yes!” Bev cried.  “Yes, please suck my clit!  Suck it hard, honey.  I’m going to come!”

With a deep growl, Savita ramped up her efforts, sucking Bev’s clit fervently, ferociously, biting it and pulling back, shaking her head, driving Bev wild.  

“Mmm-hmm?” Savita asked, like she was seeking permission to be so vicious. 

“Yes!” Bev called out, thrusting her pelvis to the very edge of the couch.  She planted the balls of her feet against the carpet and used the floor as leverage to shove her pussy flush to Savita’s face.  Her clit was so throbbing and huge she almost felt like she was fucking the woman’s throat with a massive cock.  “Suck it, honey.  Oh Savita, that feels so good.  Oh, I love you so much!”

“Mmm-hmm!” Savita urged, sucking harder, working to bring on the orgasm buzzing at the base of Bev’s belly.  “Mmm-hmm!”

Bev hadn’t intended to say “I love you,” but now that the words were out, she knew they were true.  Who knows how long she’d felt like this and not admitted it?  She’d been so swept up in her pointless relationships with men who were obviously only using her for sex.  And here Savita had been all along, listening patiently, waiting for the day her love would be returned.

That day was here, and Bev stroked her pussy all over Savita’s wet face, pinching her nipples and screaming at the top of her lungs.  Her clit was on fire, still lodged between the softest, the warmest set of lips she’d ever felt.  Her whole body was hopping. She probably looked ridiculous, like she’d just been defibrillated, the way she kept springing forward and jutting away from the couch.  Bev couldn’t stop herself.  It was her orgasm driving the action.  The stronger it came on, the more she wanted the pleasure to continue.

This was the most ecstatic Bev had ever felt in all her life.  It wasn’t just Savita’s mouth bringing her to climax and carrying her over that wave, crashing and resurfacing for more.  It was Savita’s love and patient endurance, and the friendship they’d shared over the years—that’s what allowed her to feel this freedom, to shriek and holler at the top of her lungs, to grunt and moan as she forced herself against that pretty pink mouth.

Then, all at once, the bubble burst.  What had been pleasure shifted into the realm of pain, like an itch she’d scratched too vigorously.

“Stop!” Bev cried, pushing Savita away and closing her legs.

Savita dove in deeper, knocking Bev to the carpet.  They struggled together, until resistance became play.  Planting her wet face between Bev’s thighs, Savita licked languorously, cooing, gurgling, and making all kinds of alluring noises.

“Ohhh...”  Bev had truly believed she couldn’t take any more, but Savita seemed to know exactly how to change things up to keep it going.  “Oh god, honey, how do you do that?  How do you make it so... good?”

Bev’s brain was fried by orgasm.  She couldn’t find most of her vocabulary.  

While Savita licked her slowly and gently, Bev traced her fingertips down her own belly, and then across her dear friend’s shoulders and arms.  

When Bev’s breathless panting turned to tranquil sighs, Savita kissed her clit, then kissed her thighs and kept planting little pecks all the way up her belly and her breasts.  

Savita kissed her mouth, and Bev melted into a pool on the couch.  Tasting her pussy on another woman’s tongue made her feel self-conscious at first, but as Savita’s unhurried tongue moved with hers, she learned to relax and enjoy.

Curled together on the floor, they cuddled in happy silence.  The exhaustion of orgasm caught up with Bev, and she dozed in Savita’s arms.  She’d never felt so cared for.  This was the real thing, the love she’d been chasing so disastrously all these years.

Feeling something wet and sandpapery against her shoulder, Bev yelped and rolled fully onto Savita.

Simon ran from the room, then turned around and poked his head back in.  Two curious orange cats followed suit.  

Six beady, light-reflective eyes, all on Bev and Savita.

“So much for privacy,” Bev said with a chuckle.  She sat, and Savita stood, walking toward the cats and then past them, all the way to the staircase.

Savita turned, and cocked her head, grinning.  “The bedroom is much better for privacy.  You want to join me?”

“I do,” Bev assured her, racing past the herd of cats.
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The Other Side of Ruth

A Lesbian Novel

By Giselle Renarde

RUTH LOVES HER HUSBAND, but she keeps secrets from him. Big secrets.

When a notoriously lesbian neighbour returns home to Toronto from Art School in Montreal, Ruth finds herself unmistakeably attracted. Agnes is quirky, creative, and significantly younger. Despite their age difference, Agnes welcomes Ruth’s attention. 

But Agnes has secrets of her own. She plays hide-and-seek on Ruth, disappearing for months at a time. Where does she go? And what emotions are brewing between Ruth’s husband and his closest friend? Everyone on the block seems to be hiding something, and Ruth isn’t sure how long she can conceal her true self from the neighbours.

After twenty-five years married to a man, can Ruth find a place in her life for ambiguous, artsy Agnes? Or will the younger woman’s demons devour them both?

Now Available in print, as an ebook,

and as an audiobook read by the author!
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Giselle Renarde

Canada just got hotter!

Want to stay up to date? Visit http://donutsdesires.blogspot.com!

Sign up for Giselle’s newsletter: http://eepurl.com/R4b11

Weekly Audio Erotica at http://Patreon.com/AudioErotica
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