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Irish Cream

By C.C. Winters

Benny’s final summer before college is kind of sucking. While the rest of his friends are off having fun and making memories, he’s stuck working at his uncle’s poolside concession stand. And then he meets Maeve, a charming, slender redhead from New York City who's in town for a weeklong California vacation.

Maeve is different from any girl he’s ever met, and not just because of her curly red hair and adventurous spirit. She also has something long and hard stuffed in her high-waisted shorts, and she’s more than willing to use every inch of it.

When she offers him the chance for a no-strings, no-feelings summer hook-up he immediately agrees, and he quickly finds himself introduced to pleasures and feelings that he didn't know existed—which is a really bad thing considering he's never going to see her again in a week.


Chapter 1

I wiped a bead of sweat from my brow and desperately wished that I was doing anything besides running my uncle’s poolside concession stand. While many of my friends were creating lifelong memories together before starting college in the fall, I found myself selling overpriced sunscreen and snacks to unsuspecting hotel guests.

What made it suck the most was that 1998 had been a fantastic year before the summer started. I’d graduated from high school, finally lost my virginity, and our country’s president had gotten a blowjob from an intern. I’d been optimistic about what the future would hold, and in the shorter term had looked forward to what kind of trouble my friends and I would get up to in our small coastal beach town.

That was until my parents had all but volunteered me for the concession attendant job, claiming that I wasn’t allowed to just lounge around the house all summer before I headed off to college, and suddenly my carefully laid plans to do absolutely nothing had gone up in smoke.

Still, as far as summer jobs went, it really wasn’t that bad. I could listen to my Walkman as long as there weren’t any customers, and I was allowed to eat or drink anything we sold free of charge. At the end of the week my uncle paid me two hundred dollars in cash under the table, and that alone almost made spending seven hours a day in the California heat worth it.

Almost.

My thoughts were abruptly interrupted by a hand waving in front of my face, and blinking, I glanced up to see a tangle of wild, curly red hair. My gaze shifted over to a pair of sharp blue eyes that were glaring straight into mine and then fell further to a set of impatiently pursed lips.

I quickly removed my headphones and put on my best customer service smile, embarrassed at being caught daydreaming on the job. “How can I help you?”

“I asked if I could get an ice cream cone,” the girl grumbled. I immediately identified her as a newer hotel guest since I hadn’t seen her before, and her pale skin stood out amongst the golden tans of the regulars.

“Oh, yeah, sure. What flavor?” I asked, sliding off of my stool and using a napkin to grab one of the waffle cones.

She waved my question off. “I don’t give a shit. Surprise me.”

My eyebrows rose sharply. Clearly she wasn’t in a good mood. I moved to the soft serve machine and started to fill the cone with vanilla, but deciding that she needed something a little more adventurous I layered regular strawberry with the marshmallow-sweet blue moon flavor—a personal favorite I indulged in daily.

When I was done I held the ice cream cone out to her. “One dollar.”

The girl slapped down a single bill and took the cone from me, staring at it with a dubious frown. She tentatively stuck out her tongue to sample the pink and blue swirl with a hesitant lick, and smirking to myself I watched her face light up and her eyes go wide.

“Oh, wow,” she murmured.

“Good, right? It’s my favorite blend and I’ve been eating it for years, but no one else ever orders it because, you know, it’s blue. You won’t find that flavor anywhere else in town; my uncle has it imported from Milwaukee or something. It’s a total waste of money, really, when you think about it.” It didn’t escape me that I was probably talking way too much, but after serving nothing besides kids and old people all week I was desperate to have a conversation with someone around my age.

It also didn’t hurt that she was really pretty.

She nodded and continued to eat the ice cream with small, precise licks. “It’s not bad, and you’re right, I definitely wouldn’t have picked it. Nice choice, Benny.” I opened my mouth to ask how the hell she knew my name but she rolled her eyes before I could speak. “It’s on your nametag.”

“Oh. Right. It actually says Ben though,” I said, and since she was singularly focused on licking up the melted ice cream pooling on her fingers, I felt safe in greedily looking her over.

She sported a white tank top neatly tucked into a pair of high-waisted black shorts, and it was complemented by tall striped tube socks that extended into bright red Chucks. Her breasts were on the smaller side from what I could tell, but her slender legs were long and smooth and glowed in the sunlight.

“So, what’s your name?” I asked, noticing with some interest that she hadn’t walked away yet despite having gotten what she’d come for.

Her eyes slid over to look at me, and the corners of her lips curled upwards. “Maeve.”

“That’s a pretty name.”

“It’s an Irish old lady’s name,” she dryly replied.

I shrugged and smiled at her with more confidence than I felt. “It’s still pretty. Are you staying here?”

“For the next week. No offense, but I’m already over this town.”

“You and me both,” I snorted. “Let me guess; New Yorker?”

Maeve paused, appearing genuinely surprised by my assessment. “Is my accent that strong?”

“Well, yeah, but it’s more the way you carry yourself. You seem really blunt and direct, if that makes sense. It stands out a lot when everyone else here is so chill.”

“Yeah? You get all that from knowing me for all of two minutes?” she asked. She leaned forward onto the counter, biting into the crunchy shell of the cone as she stared directly into my eyes. It gave me a clear glimpse down the top of her shirt, and I struggled mightily to maintain eye contact.

“I’m observant. And bored.”

She hummed her reply and continued to watch me while licking her ice cream in a way that looked more than a little suggestive. If I didn’t know any better I’d think she was trying to entice me, and the longer she went without saying anything the more I felt myself sweat under her gaze.

Whatever she was searching for she appeared to have found it, her smile growing wider as she leaned in close enough for me to notice the smattering of freckles across her cheeks and the bridge of her nose. “When do you finish work?”

My mouth went dry. “Around five,” I said.

“Great, let’s hang out. Come up to room 221 when you’re done.” Without waiting for my reply she winked and turned to saunter off, and to my eyes at least it appeared as though she was swaying her hips more than was strictly necessary.

Despite what her impish smile promised, I didn’t want to get my hopes up too much. The most likely scenario was that she was just fucking with me and that the only person waiting in that room was a sixty-year-old woman, but on the off chance that she actually did want to fool around I decided to at least check it out. It wasn’t like I had anything else going on.

The day slowed to a crawl after my encounter with Maeve. Every time I looked at my watch only minutes had passed, and not even listening to my Walkman made the time go by any faster.

In the end I made the executive decision to shut down the stand a full ten minutes early, and then I booked it into the lobby to freshen up as best I could in the hotel’s bathroom. I wasn’t exactly sure what ‘hanging out’ would entail, but figured that it was better to be safe than sorry.

I took the elevator up to the second floor and walked through the halls until I got to the room she’d specified. A lump appeared in my throat as I stood in front of her door, and mustering all of my courage I knocked three sharp raps and waited. I readied myself to apologize for getting the wrong room, but when it swung open Maeve greeted me with a roguish smile.

“You’re a little early, aren’t you?” she asked, leaning against the doorframe.

I shrugged my shoulders. “There was no one in the pool so I called it.”

Maeve smiled wider and motioned me inside, and as I entered the hotel room I was interested to see that there was only one queen-sized bed pushed against the wall. I’d expected her to be sharing it with a parent or sibling or something, so unless they were sleeping in the same bed she appeared to have the large room to herself.

She sat down on the edge of her bed, and when I joined her she scooted closer and stared at me in that unnervingly invasive way of hers.

“How old are you, Benny?”

“It’s Ben, and I’m eighteen. You?” I asked, resisting the urge to lean away.

“Same. I’ll be nineteen in a few months, though.” Maeve tapped her fingertips on the smooth skin of her thigh and then sighed. “So, I’m going to come right out and say it. I want us to hook up while I’m here.”

I dumbly blinked back. “What?”

“I’m going to college in a couple of months, and I do not want to go there a virgin. I figure since you’re cute enough and I’ll never see you again in a week, you’ll make a good practice partner.”

My brain short-circuited, because I’d never heard of a girl so bluntly offering sex to a complete stranger except in maybe movies. New York girls were definitely different.

Still, being called cute was a lot nicer than I’d expected as I’d always thought of myself as perfectly average. Every guy I knew had the same longish and wavy dirty blonde hair and sun-kissed skin that was common in our sunny beach town, but I also stood a bit shorter and was on the thinner side due to years of running cross country all four years in high school. To be frank I was nothing special, so for such a pretty girl to be interested in me did wonders for my self-confidence.

“Sure,” I said with more courage than I actually felt. It was a hell of an offer, and one I’d have to be an idiot to turn down.

“Great. One more thing.” She took my hand and placed it on a weird bump near her crotch. Even through the denim I felt that there was something off about it, and after a few seconds I recognized exactly what my palm was pressed up against.

I snapped my head up to stare at her. I considered the idea that she’d stuffed something in her shorts to fuck with me because there wasn’t a single sign that she was anything besides a girl, but when I squeezed it a bit just to be absolutely sure it hardened and grew in response.

“Okay?” she asked when I’d been silent for too long. For the first time since we’d met she looked visibly anxious. Her eyes darted between mine, and she kept swallowing nervously as though she expected me to get angry with her.

Instead I licked my lips and carefully considered what my answer should be. I was ridiculously horny and she was incredibly cute, so in the end it wasn’t much of a decision at all. Maybe I wouldn’t enjoy having sex with her, and maybe I’d come to regret my decision later, but if that happened I’d deal with it then.

“Okay.”

Maeve’s face lit up. “Awesome. Remember, this is only for the next week. No feelings, no mess. Deal?” She held out her hand for a handshake, and the moment I took it she shot forward to kiss me, drawing a surprised grunt from my throat.

Her kisses were soft and tentative and clumsy at first, our lips lightly pressing and working against each other, and then she lifted a hand to cup my cheek and draw me closer. When her tongue slid into my mouth, I very quickly realized she wasn’t planning on taking things slowly at all.

The more intense our kissing became the faster my heart pounded in my chest. Loud smacking sounds filled the room as our lips and tongues joined together over and over again, and she kissed me so thoroughly that I began to feel something like a natural high from the pleasure flooding my brain.

I felt so out of it that I was only barely aware of Maeve pushing me down onto my back. She lay half on top of me and possessively draped one of her slender thighs over my waist, letting me feel her hard cock grinding against my hip. She then broke the kiss and leaned down to lightly sink her teeth into the tender spot between my neck and shoulder.

I’d kissed a few girls before in the past, but I’d never been mauled like this. There was zero doubt that she was in control of everything currently happening, and as her lips nipped and nibbled at my neck I found myself rock hard and straining against my khaki shorts. Clearly noticing the same she slipped her hand into my shorts and underwear to grip me directly.

I could only groan against the feeling of her warm, soft hand gently squeezing my shaft. While no longer a virgin having lost it after prom only a few months earlier, I still had limited experience: a total of one girl had ever touched my dick before her. Much to my disappointment though she abruptly stopped stroking me and sat up to unzip her little black shorts.

“Um, is anyone going to come back?” I asked, pushing myself up onto my elbows to watch her pull her denim shorts down her legs. If we were going to start removing clothes I didn’t want to literally be caught with my pants down by a parent, or worse, a jealous boyfriend.

Maeve shook her head. “No, it’s just me here.” She removed her plain white panties next to reveal a small patch of fuzzy red hairs, and when she straightened again my eyes bulged as I got my first real look at her penis.

I thought it’d be slender and cute like the rest of her, but the thing that stuck out from between her legs was decidedly not that. It was very clearly bigger than mine in both length and girth, and it was a pale pink that turned an angrier red towards the head. The only real things our cocks had in common were that they were both circumcised and curved upwards, though the curve in hers was a lot more pronounced than mine.

Perhaps most alarmingly I found myself attracted to it. Despite its size it was strangely pretty, the skin of it smooth and slightly moist from her sweat. I wanted to know what it felt like in my hands, or mouth, or pressed up against my stomach.

Seeing that I’d frozen she forcibly and decisively put my right hand on her shaft, making me stroke it until I eventually got the message. After only a few seconds of work it hardened enough to stand straight up on its own, and when I let go of it to adjust my grip, its head smacked against her stomach to leave a smear of pre-cum above her belly button.

“Still okay?” she asked, looking down at me through half-closed eyes as I carefully grabbed her again. It was a bit of an awkward position for me to stroke her in, but once I got used to it I was able to move my hand a bit faster.

“Yeah, it’s just different.”

“Different bad?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Just different.”

Maeve smiled, and after pushing my shorts down to my thighs she leaned forward to return the favor by grabbing my dick and spitting on it to make it slippery. She focused most of her attention on the head, twisting her wrist on every upstroke to send a shock of pleasure down my spine with each pump of her fist, and if she kept working me over like she was I wasn’t going to last very long at all.

As the more turned on of the two of us she began to moan and gasp after only a few minutes, squirming and unconsciously humping my hand while also trying to prolong her pleasure. I found the sounds to be so cute I didn’t even mind that she’d stopped stroking me, and instead doubled down on trying to get her off.

I knew she was reaching the edge when her cock turned a shade of red so dark that it almost looked painful.

“Fuck, I’m cumming,” she gasped as her eyes slid shut and her mouth fell open. A moment later I felt her cock swell in my hand, and with a high, keening whimper, she exploded. Long ropes of cum shot all over me until the dregs dribbled over my fingers, and they squelched with her sticky seed as I continued to jerk her off.

Watching her orgasm was a lot sexier than I’d expected it to be. I truly couldn’t help my wide grin at seeing how cute she was, and knowing that I was responsible made my chest swell with something like pride.

The arm holding her up gave out to send her crashing down into bed, and by the time she was done climaxing she was an exhausted, quivering mess. Eventually she became too sensitive to be touched, and she grabbed my wrist to stop my still pumping hand.

“It feels so much better when someone else does it,” Maeve breathed. She scooped some of her cum onto her finger and shoved it into my mouth for me to suck off, which I did with some reluctance. I grimaced at the bitter taste, but the pleased smile she gave me almost made it worth it.

She’d stopped jerking me off because she’d been too caught up in her own pleasure, but now that she’d gotten her nut and recovered she was finally able to focus on me again. She adjusted her grip and continued sliding her hand up and down my shaft, leaning close enough for me to feel her warm breath on the head of my dick as she studied me with keen eyes. Every now and then she’d slip her pink lips over me to add more slickness, and each time she did I moaned.

She was definitely right about it feeling better to have someone else touch you, because after only a minute or so of her stroking me my cock had hardened into steel. It didn’t help that she was extremely good at figuring out what I liked most, and under such expert manipulation it was inevitable that I’d cum.

I threw my head back, squeezed my eyes shut, and as my body seized, I erupted. It was easily the most powerful orgasm I’d ever had, my cum shooting powerfully out of my cock to splash against her face. I moaned so loudly that I was certain it could be heard through the door, and I might have been embarrassed if I could feel anything other than pleasure.

For what felt like forever I emptied my balls, writhing and twitching and grunting while her hand kept twisting on my straining dick as if trying to get back at me for what I’d done to her only a few minutes before. With a huge smile she firmly squeezed out the last of it, not seeming to mind in the least the mess I’d made of her face.

It took a long time for my heart to start hammering, and even longer for me to regain enough of my bearings to watch through tired eyes as she licked up some of what had landed on her. Unlike me she had no problem slurping down the thick, bitter fluid like it was the ice cream I’d sold her earlier that day.

When she was done she lay back to lounge on her bed in just her tank top and tube socks, seemingly content to bask in the afterglow of her orgasm with her cock hanging out. It was tempting to stick around a little longer, but if I didn’t head home immediately I’d be late for dinner.

“Same time tomorrow?” she asked while watching me redress from the bed. The question had sounded casual, but a quick look at her face easily revealed the anxiousness she tried to hide. I could imagine what she was thinking: now that I’d gotten off, maybe I’d have a change of heart about our deal and about her. I was leaving pretty quickly, after all.

“Yeah, definitely. Come find me at the stand if you want to hang out.” I smiled and she returned it, lifting a hand in a sleepy wave as I left the room on shaky legs.

Unfortunately I had to bike home, because while I had my driver’s license my parents rarely let me borrow the car. It was a little bit of a hike since I lived on the other side of town, but for once I was glad for the commute because it gave me time to wrap my head around the fact that I’d just jerked a girl off and eaten her cum.

It wasn’t a thing I’d ever seen happening in my life, but in the end I found that I didn’t care much at all. My head still buzzed and my balls felt pleasantly drained, leaving me with absolutely nothing to complain about. I could’ve even called the experience fun.

The excitement I felt as I thought about what the next week would bring was too much for me to contain, so I stood up on my pedals and whooped loudly into the warm evening air.

Maeve had opened up a world of pleasure I hadn’t known existed, and this was only the beginning.


Chapter 2

I couldn’t shake my restlessness as I waited for Maeve to reappear at the snack bar. Every single time the door leading into the hotel lobby opened I glanced up, and every single time I was disappointed when it wasn’t her.

Truth be told I felt a bit uneasy about my eagerness to see her again after spending only half an hour together, but something about her completely enthralled me. Even after getting home the previous evening I hadn’t been able to stop thinking about her and what we’d done. I’d kept zoning out during dinner, and when my parents had asked me if I was okay, I’d just told them that I was tired. Which was completely true; fooling around with Maeve had seemed to suck the very life out of me.

I’d slept better that night than I had in weeks and almost desperately looked forward to seeing what we would try next. Her lips had felt really good for the brief seconds that they’d been wrapped around the head of my dick, and I hoped for a longer and better repeat performance of that in particular.

The lobby door opened again, and I grinned when I saw the flash of red bouncing straight towards me. She wore blue jean shorts and a red and white striped bikini top this time, showing off a lot more of her pale skin than she had the day before and giving me a much better look at her small, perky breasts.

“Can I get an ice cream cone?” she asked, leaning forward on the wooden countertop with a wide and secretive smile.

I took a few seconds to greedily stare at the breasts squeezed into her top before moving to grab a cone. “Sure. What flavor?”

“The same one you gave me yesterday. What do you call that, anyway?”

Her question made me pause for a moment. “I don’t know, I’ve never thought about it,” I said as I worked the soft serve machine.

“Come on, you’ve been eating this for years and you still haven’t come up with a name for it?” Maeve scoffed as she took the cone from me. She tried to pay and I waved her off; free ice cream was a small price to pay for the amazing orgasm she’d given me the day before.

“Why, you have any ideas?” I asked.

“No, but it’s not my invention.” She gave the treat a lick and hummed happily. “Do you get breaks?”

“Yeah, a couple of fifteen-minute ones and a thirty-minute lunch. Even though I’m his only nephew, my uncle’s still pretty stingy.”

“Well, I think you should take a break soon. Like now.” She slid one strap of her bikini top off of her shoulder and grinned up at me, and I gulped in response.

“Yeah?”

“Mmhm. And then I think you should suck me off in the storage room,” she said, nodding at the open door behind me.

Hearing that I became rock hard in my shorts. I hadn’t expected to do anything until after work, but a quickie in the backroom sounded like the best idea I’d heard in a long time. My grin widening, I waved her towards the stand’s only entrance on the side of the little hut.

While Meave slipped through the door, I went about pulling down the snack bar’s shutters as I always did when I was leaving it unattended for longer than a couple of minutes. The moment the last one snapped shut she attacked me, throwing her arms around my neck and pressing her cold, sweet lips against mine.

She slowly backed me into the stand’s tiny storage room as we kissed, and once we were inside she pressed her free hand firmly onto my shoulders until I got the hint to kneel down in front of her. She unbuttoned her shorts herself, and after pulling them down to her knees she reached down to untuck her dick. It was half aroused and hanging freely between her legs, but it very quickly grew to its full size as though anticipating what was coming next.

Staring up at it from below it looked enormous. It was almost as long as my head, and rhythmic twitch made it grow larger. The idea of giving her a blowjob had excited me until I was on my knees in front of her, but now I couldn’t imagine how something so big could ever fit in my mouth. I felt paralyzed by my own uncertainty, my heart thumping loudly in my ears.

“Twelve minutes,” Maeve said when I’d been staring for too long. She enticingly shook her cock in my face, and when I still didn’t move she leaned in close enough to rub the tip across my lips and coat them in a thin layer of her pre-cum. The sweaty, slightly musky scent of her filled my nostrils, making me lightheaded as all the blood in my body went south. Worse, I even began to drool.

In the end she took the choice out of my hands completely by grabbing my chin to forcefully lower my jaw. It parted my lips just enough for her to slide the head of her cock inside, and she immediately moaned and closed her eyes.

“There we go,” she breathed, sliding it against my tongue. “It feels so much better than I thought it would.”

I couldn’t get very much of her inside and I definitely had no idea what I was doing, but she seemed content to hold still and enjoy the warm wetness of my mouth. I mostly focused on her fat mushroom tip, sucking gently on what I could reach and swirling my tongue around it until her breaths became harsher.

Maeve leaned more heavily against the wooden wall behind her to casually continue eating her ice cream cone, and while I slowly bobbed my head on her cock she slipped her other hand beneath her bikini top to pinch and pull at one of her nipples. It made her grow bigger in my mouth as a result, and I grunted as a dollop of sticky liquid deposited itself onto my tongue.

I was surprised to find that I didn’t mind the taste at all as compared to the bitter cum I’d tasted the day before; her pre-cum was much sweeter. Even more embarrassingly I found that I wanted more of it, and began to suck harder for another simple. It made her subtly thrust her hips to get a little more of herself into my mouth until it was completely filled.

Her happy sighs and wanton little whimpers made my own dick so hard that I had to squeeze my shaft at its base just to keep from cumming. Never in my life did I ever think that giving someone else head would make me as horny as it did. It felt like something I should have been more concerned about, but my brain was tingling with too much delight for me to give even the slightest shit.

One of her hands suddenly went on the back of my head to force herself deeper, and barely a second later the cock in my mouth jumped and swelled. With only a loud, pleasure-filled gasp as a warning, her bitter seed shot out to splash against my still swirling tongue, flooding my mouth almost instantly.

The taste quickly made me pull it out of my mouth and aim it away from me, but I continued to pump her spit-slick shaft so that it landed all over the concrete floor. Her legs shook until she couldn’t hold herself up any longer, and then she slid down the wall to sit on the floor, shivering all the while.

“Fuck that was amazing,” she gasped. “Like, I seriously didn’t think it’d be that good. Fuck.”

I didn’t think I’d done a particularly good job seeing as how it was my first time giving one, but I felt a flush of pride anyway. “Was that your first blowjob?” I asked.

“Well, yeah. You ever had one?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Sort of. My ex gave me like a five-second one on prom night.”

“That sucks. Stand up,” Maeve said. I did as she asked, and she used her free hand to pull down my shorts and fish my dick out of my boxers. It was already throbbing and slick with the pre-cum that had dribbled out while I’d been sucking her, and I was relieved that she didn’t say anything about how clearly turned on I was.

Her fingers were cool when they wrapped around me, but her mouth was colder from the ice cream she’d been eating. She started off easy, concentrating most of her efforts on only my spongy tip. It was wet and sticky and tight, and when she swirled her tongue around the head it sent shivers up my spine.

Every now and then she’d stop to eat a bit more of her ice cream, and the freezing coldness of her lips and tongue combined with the heat of her cheeks had me shaking.

It became very clear very quickly that she was better than me. For one she could get a lot more of my cock into her mouth, and I had to wonder if this was actually her first time giving a blowjob. The sound of her moaning and the sight of her pink lips stretched around my throbbing shaft was bad enough, but when she opened her clear blue eyes to look up at me I knew that I was done.

Though I wanted it to last much, much longer than it did, it was simply too much pleasure for me to handle. My body tensed and my toes curled, and through tightly clenched teeth I groaned out my orgasm.

My mind went white with raw, nerve-burning pleasure, the overwhelming sensation making my heart feel as though it was going to explode. I lost count of how many spurts of cum I shot into her throat, and my balls clenched until it felt like there was nothing left inside.

Like before she swallowed every bit of it, lewdly licking her lips and then opening her mouth wide to show that it was all gone. It threatened to make me hard all over again, which for once I didn’t want as my balls already ached from cumming as hard as I had.

She casually finished the rest of her cone with a pleased little smile while I leaned both hands against the wall and sucked in deep breaths of air above her. My head spun, because what the fuck.

When I was able to breathe normally I helped her get to her feet and she kissed me, letting me taste the lingering sweetness of the ice cream on her lips. As amazing as it felt though we were short on time, so I reluctantly pulled away and readjusted my clothing. I walked her back out to the front, and luckily none of the guests swimming in the pool noticed a very satisfied-looking young woman slipping out the side door.

“So, one of my classmates is throwing a party tonight,” I said as nonchalantly as I could manage.

Maeve smirked. “Is that an invite, Benny?”

“Ben, and no, I was just talking to myself.”

She laughed a little and shrugged. “That sounds cool. I’m in.”

“Great, so I’ll pick you up at your room around eight?” I asked.

“If you show up at 7:30 I’ll suck you off again.” She sexily stuck out her little pink tongue, and my eyebrows rose as a slow, creeping grin stretched across my face.

Goddamn I liked this girl.

❈ ❈ ❈

“When you said that you were going to pick me up, I didn’t think I’d be riding on the back of your bicycle,” Maeve said. She had both of her slender arms wrapped around my stomach for safety, and I could feel her soft breasts pressing into my back through my t-shirt.

“You’re free to get off and walk anytime,” I shot back. She laughed, and I smiled.

Right after work I’d sped home to shower and change, and had made it back to the hotel with plenty of time to spare. As promised she’d given me another mind-shattering blowjob, and after I’d returned the favor with a quick handjob we hopped on my bike to head to the party.

We could hear the bass of the music as soon as we reached the front yard of the house where it was being held. A bunch of my classmates were milling around outside, and I allowed Maeve to get off first before I secured my bike alongside the others on the porch.

“Am I overdressed?” she asked, tugging self-consciously at the hem of her dress. I could see why she thought that; most of the other girls were in t-shirts and either shorts or jeans which was the basic uniform of a California girl.

I took in her outfit with a more discerning eye than I had previously. She wore a short-sleeved black sundress with little white flowers that fell to the middle of her thighs, and on her feet she had her usual red Converse. She definitely looked a lot cuter than every other girl I could see, though I was admittedly biased in that regard.

“No, you look really pretty.” She beamed at me, clearly pleased by the compliment, and I uncomfortably averted my gaze. Her full smile was too bright to look at directly.

We stepped into the crowded house, and it took me by complete surprise when Maeve reached down to tightly interlock her fingers with mine. It was a more affectionate gesture than I thought she was capable of, but when I looked at her I realized she’d only done it because she was nervous.

I understood why. It seemed like the entire class of 1998 was there, and while I saw familiar faces everywhere I looked, she didn’t know a single other person besides me.

She was a splash of crimson in a sea of blonde and brown, and as a result we became the immediate center of attention. The stares we were getting made Maeve shrink, but I puffed my chest out knowing that I had the hottest girl in the room on my arm.

I led her deeper into the house to search for my friends and maybe something to drink, though instead I spotted the person I least wanted to see at that moment.

Noticing where I was looking, Maeve nudged me in the side. “Who’s that?” she asked.

“My ex-girlfriend,” I mumbled back.

I used the term ex-girlfriend very loosely because we’d only dated for a month and it was a situation where we were both feeling melancholy about the end of our high school lives, but it still didn’t make me feel good to see her flirting with one of my former cross country teammates. She was bleach blonde and pretty, and like most of the girls in town, she was slender and tan too.

She spotted me before I could get away, and like she hadn’t dumped me only two days after taking my virginity she made a beeline towards where we were standing. “Ben! Hey! I haven’t seen you around all summer,” she said, going in for a hug that I barely returned.

“Yeah, work’s been kicking my ass,” I lied. In truth I’d purposefully been avoiding all of the various senior parties and hangouts because of her. While it’d be a stretch to say that I was still hurt, I didn’t particularly want to be around her either. “This is Maeve.”

Mary’s smile froze on her face as she seemed to notice my date for the first time. “Nice to meet you, I’m Mary. I don’t think I’ve seen you around before.”

Maeve lifted a shoulder. “I’m from out of town, but Benny’s been treating me very well since I arrived,” she quipped with a sly grin. There was little doubt as to what she was implying, and I tried not to snort at how thick she was laying it on.

“He lets you call him Benny?” Mary asked. She turned to stare at me with hard eyes.

“If you make a guy cum hard enough they’ll let you call them anything.” It was like a record-scratch moment, and even the music seemed to quiet after the words left her lips. Mary’s mouth fell open while Maeve only smiled sweetly in return, and that alone was worth showing up for.

I swallowed back a laugh. “We’re gonna go look for the guys. Great seeing you,” I said, pulling Maeve by the hand further into the party and leaving my shocked ex behind.

I waited until we were well out of earshot before I spoke again. “Thanks for that, I think.”

Maeve rolled her eyes. “I didn’t do it for you, I just hate two-faced people like her. You know, the type of people who act all nice and friendly when you’re around others, but the second you’re alone with them they treat you like you’re something they barely tolerate.” The scowl on her face deepened, and I couldn’t help but think that she wasn’t talking about Mary at all.

“Well, still, thanks.”

We eventually found my friends playing drinking games in the backyard, and like I’d expected they bombarded Maeve with a slew of questions. She gamely answered most of them, flashing coy smiles and just generally making me look like a stud, and when that became tiring we excused ourselves to find something to drink.

After dancing a few songs and doing a bit of people watching we quickly grew bored, and then Maeve let out a sigh. “This party sucks. Let’s bounce.”

“Don’t have to twist my arm,” I said while leading her back to the front door.

Without bothering to say goodbye to anyone we hopped on my bike and rode off into the warm summer night. The yellow street lights illuminated our path, and since it was late, we had the roads mostly to ourselves.

In the end we’d only spent a little over an hour at the party, and I wasn’t at all ready to drop her off at her hotel just yet. I still had a million things I wanted to talk to her about, so I made the spontaneous decision to take her to the local drive-in restaurant instead.

We each ordered a couple of slushies and a basket of tater tots to share, and then we deliberately chose an outdoor picnic table as far away from the restaurant as possible. Together we sat on the wooden tabletop with the tots between us, and as we ate we talked about

both the meaningful and the mundane.

Our food was long gone by the time a lull in the conversation appeared, and feeling self-conscious about it I awkwardly cleared my throat.

“Sorry tonight wasn’t that great,” I mumbled.

Maeve rolled her eyes and sighed. “I said that the party sucked, not that I didn’t have fun hanging out with you. Even if I didn’t have fun—which I did—it’d still beat sitting alone in my room watching porn.”

The idea that a girl would be interested in porn was completely foreign to me, but then Maeve was anything but a typical girl. “I meant to ask; why are you in town, anyway? Like specifically?”

“It’s sort of my mom and stepdad’s honeymoon, and my mom dragged me along so that we could have a final family vacation before I leave for school. That’s what she said, anyway. Really it’s because she’s way too concerned with appearances and didn’t think leaving her daughter behind after getting remarried was a good look for her.”

“Why do you think that?”

“Well, for one, they put me in a room that’s basically on the other side of the hotel; not that I’m complaining because I really don’t want to hear them fucking. On top of that she planned a bunch of things for just the two of them, and I haven’t seen her at all since the day we got here. It’s kind of obvious that she doesn’t actually want to spend any time with me. That’s normal, though. She only wants me around when it’s convenient for her.”

My eyebrows rose. “So, what, they’re just leaving you alone to fend for yourself?”

“Yep,” she confirmed, playfully popping the ‘p’ sound.

“Well, that’s shitty.” She shrugged as if she didn’t care, but her lips twitched downwards and her gaze fell to her lap. It made me angry on her behalf, and I couldn’t fathom how anyone wouldn’t enjoy being around her. “You know what? Let them do all the touristy shit. I can show you the actual fun stuff to do here, if you want.”

Her eyes widened and she snapped her head up to look at me. “Really?”

“Sure, but don’t get your hopes up. It’s still a shitty small town.”

Maeve smiled. “Cool.” She nestled her head on my shoulder, and with her sitting so close to me I couldn’t help but gaze down at her.

The pale skin of her face glowed in the moonlight, and the red slushie she’d been sipping had tinted her lips a deeper shade of pink than usual. For the hundredth time that night I was struck with how amazing she looked, and it felt strange that I was allowed to be with her at all.

“I lied earlier when I said you looked pretty by the way,” I started. She sat up straight to glare at me, and I quickly continued. “What I really wanted to say is that you look fucking sexy in your dress, and that I can’t wait to see what’s underneath it.”

A strange look crossed her face, one of disbelief mixed with astonishment. Her eyes became large and glassy, and I was worried that maybe I’d overstepped.

But then she smiled beautifully and straddled my lap, resting that plump ass of hers right on top of my half-hard dick. “What’s stopping you?”

That was all the permission I needed. I immediately slid my hands beneath the hem of her short, flowy dress and reached back to grab two handfuls of her meaty ass for a hard squeeze. It made her squeal cutely, and seeing how much she enjoyed it I caressed and fondled the round little globes to my heart’s content.

She leaned back to lift the hem of her dress above her breasts, showing off her slender figure and plain black underwear with a teasing smirk, and I slipped my fingers beneath her bra to gently cup the warm, springy flesh. It drew a quiet, sexy moan from her lips that made me harden to full mast, which was surprising because she’d already made me cum to twice so far that day.

For a little while I continued to feel up every inch of soft skin that I could reach, stroking her until her breaths came in harsh pants and her cock tented her panties, and I was sad when I had to pull my hands away to lower her dress back down because we were still in public. If I went much further I wasn’t sure if I’d be able to stop myself.

“Thanks for being so cool, Benny,” she said with a serious look on her still-flushed face.

“Should I not be?”

“A lot of people aren’t.” She opened her mouth to say something else, but just as quickly she snapped it shut again. Instead she leaned forward to hug me, her thin arms squeezing me tightly while I kept mine wrapped around her waist. She was so close that the fruity scent of her perfume overwhelmed me, and I took the chance to greedily breathe her in.

The restaurant would be closing in a few minutes, and soon enough an employee would come around to tell us to beat it, but for now I was more than content to hold her close and feel her heart beating against mine.


Chapter 3

“When you said you wanted to watch a movie, I didn’t think it’d be porn.”

“Shhh.” Maeve stuffed her dick back down my throat and wriggled her hips, sighing happily as the movement helped her sheathe herself more deeply. For the last half hour she’d been using my mouth to edge herself, fucking my throat with slow, rhythmic thrusts. Whenever she got too close to cumming she’d pull herself out and move forward so that I could bury my tongue in her asshole for a while, and once she was no longer on a hair trigger the process would repeat itself all over again.

In the meantime she leaned forward to jerk me off, forcing me to keep pace with her own arousal. It was frustrating because I really wanted to cum, and had for the last ten minutes at least.

It was just one of the many new things she’d insisted on trying as part of our deal. So far we’d rubbed our dicks together, sixty-nined, and on one occasion she’d even stuck a spit-slick finger up my ass. That last one in particular made me nervous, as I’d learned pretty quickly that I had a lot of trouble saying no to her. If she’d wanted to fuck me I probably would’ve caved, but for now she was thankfully content to do everything short of that.

On my end I made good on my promise of showing her all of the best spots in town. I took her to the pier where we ate greasy junk food and played rigged boardwalk games, and then to our shitty aquarium that was more like an oversized fish tank than anything. I kicked her ass at mini-golf, and then she kicked mine at everything else.

In between all the sightseeing we also usually found time to fool around. I learned that she had a slight voyeuristic streak, whether it was flashing her tits at me when no one was looking or sticking my hand down her shorts to make me touch her cock. She giggled like it was the funniest thing in the world each time, and each time she grew a little bit bolder.

While hanging out on the beach we’d gotten caught getting too handsy by a lifeguard—a girl who’d been a year ahead of me at school—but luckily she’d only made a face at us before telling us to keep it PG. Maeve had again just laughed her head off about it, while I desperately hoped that it wouldn’t get back to my family.

It astonished me how all of the places I’d gone to a hundred times before suddenly seemed new and fun when I was with her. Hearing her laugh and watching her face light up always felt much more interesting than whatever the hell we were doing that day, and it worried me because it was the complete opposite of how our deal was supposed to go.

The more I learned about her the more I wanted to know. I’d grown up with the same exact people in the same exact town for my entire life, so to be around someone who had a completely different worldview like Maeve was more exciting than I’d expected. While she was weirdly careful not to let things between us get too personal—I still didn’t even know her last name, and she wouldn’t let me tell her mine—I was happy enough just having her at my side.

After days of nonstop exploring we were exhausted, and at her insistence had decided to spend the hot Sunday afternoon in her room for a much needed break. Somehow that had turned into me lying on my back while she watched porn and fucked my throat like it was her own personal cocksleeve, but I didn’t mind.

The pace of her facefucking abruptly increased and my mouth made obscene sloppy sounds as she barreled towards her orgasm. To help her along I lapped at the head when she pulled out, and I swiped my tongue against her balls when she was all the way in again. Since her cock was in my mouth every day at this point I’d learned how to suppress my gag reflex well enough to avoid choking on her, but the speed of her relentless humping was really pushing it.

It didn’t take long for her pants and moans to grow louder, and with a shuddering gasp, she released a torrent of cum down my throat. There was a lot more of it than usual; probably because she’d edged herself for so long. She ground her hips down into my face, pressing her full weight onto me as she tried to milk every ounce of pleasure from my lips as she could.

The taste of her cum barely even registered for me anymore, though half of that was because most of it had bypassed my tongue entirely to shoot straight into my stomach. I tried to swallow it all, gulping desperately against the flood of sticky spunk clogging my throat, but it was a losing battle and some of it leaked out of the corners of my mouth to run down my chin and neck.

It was so fucking sexy that I followed her in orgasming without being touched. With a loud moan my cum shot up into the air to splatter against the both of us, though there was much less than the amount she’d pumped into me.

Her softened cock slipped out of my mouth, and exhausted, Maeve fell forward into my lap. She cleaned me off with her tongue and then lazily sucked the head of my dick between her lips. It still weirded me out how much she liked eating my cum, but I certainly wasn’t about to stop her.

A loud knock sent us both jumping three feet into the air, and my dick popped out of her mouth with a wet ‘pop.’

“Maeve?” a woman’s voice called through the door.

Maeve cursed and jumped out of bed to throw her clothes on as quickly as she could while tossing me mine so that I could do the same. “Hold on, I’m getting dressed!”

The door handle jiggled impatiently, and the person on the other side sighed. “I’ve seen it all before, honey. Open up.”

She turned to me with wide eyes. “Hide!” she frantically whispered.

I didn’t have to be told twice. I rolled off of the bed and onto the floor, and once there I crawled beneath the bed frame. From there I watched her rush around the room to remove all evidence of our escapades, making a bunch of noise in the process. The last thing she did was turn off the TV, which was a very good thing because from what I could hear the actors were really going at it.

Maeve unlocked the door and cracked it open just enough to show her face. “What is it, mom?” she asked, keeping her voice light and innocent. She also tried to use her body to stop her mother from entering, but the woman shoved right past her to enter the room.

“Harold and I are going to dinner, and we would like you to come along. He found a restaurant in the paper that’s supposed to be really good.”

I heard Maeve huff. “Is this an ‘it would be nice if you joined us’ or a ‘you don’t have a choice and you’re going to join us’ situation?”

“I was hoping you’d want to spend some time with your family,” her mother snipped back.

“Could’ve fooled me with the way you ignored me all week.”

A tense silence followed, and I half expected her mother to yell at her. Instead the woman only sighed, the breath coming loud and long. “We’ll come pick you up in about half an hour. Put on some makeup and wear that halter dress I went through the trouble of buying for you.” She started to walk away, and for a moment I was relieved.

But then she abruptly stopped at the doorway. I gulped as one of her feet curiously poked at my ratty old sneakers, and it was then that I knew it was all over.

“Whose shoes are these?” she asked. A faint gasp left her a moment later, and from beneath the bed I watched her turn and step back into the room. “Do you have a boy in here?”

Maeve stayed silent for a long time, and then she sighed. “Come on out, Benny.”

I crawled out from under her bed and straightened my rumpled clothing as best I could, but there was no real hiding what we’d been up to. We both looked guilty, and my hair especially was tousled because of the whole ‘head being squeezed between her thighs’ thing.

“Um, hi,” I mumbled sheepishly.

Now that I could see her face I immediately understood where Maeve had gotten her looks from. Maeve’s mother had the same curly red hair and icy blue eyes as her daughter, and the only major difference between the two of them was in their age and overall demeanor.

I braced myself for a stern lecture and maybe some yelling, though to my surprise her mother broke out into a wide smile. “You really had a boy in here? Honey, that’s great! Bring him to dinner with us! You don’t have any plans tonight, do you?” she asked me with eager eyes.

The glare Maeve sent me told me what my answer should be, but my mouth was answering before my brain could tell it to stop. “No ma’am, totally free.”

“Perfect! We’ll swing by in half an hour to pick you two up. I hope you’re hungry!” She left the room as quickly as she’d come, leaving me bewildered and Maeve completely pissed off.

“Why did you accept?” she snapped.

Taken aback by her sudden anger, I blinked. “Is there a reason why I shouldn’t have?”

“There are like a million reasons why you shouldn’t have.” She grabbed one of the black garment bags hanging in her tiny closet and all but stomped into her bathroom, presumably to get dressed for dinner.

She didn’t emerge for a good twenty minutes, and when she finally did show her face again she was quiet and annoyed the entire time we were waiting for her mother to come back. I complimented her makeup and dress in the hopes that it would lift her mood, but her bare shoulders only slumped and her face soured more.

I was actually relieved when her mother returned with her new husband in tow. He was a large man in his early fifties with graying slick-backed hair and a beer belly, and just by looking at him I could get a pretty good idea as to what kind of person he was. My first thought was that he looked like some sort of greasy salesman, and when he opened his mouth it removed all doubt.

“So you’re the famous boyfriend! Harold Vance,” he said, giving me a meaty paw to shake.

I grabbed it to introduce myself, though before I could say a word Maeve scoffed. “He’s not my boyfriend. Can we just go?” She pushed past us to break our grip and stalked down the hall.

My eyebrows rose because I hadn’t seen this sullen and grumpy side of her before. She could get a little quiet and pensive sometimes, sure, but this was different. It was obvious that something about being around her family rubbed her the wrong way.

We got into his fancy rental car with her mother taking the front passenger seat while Maeve and I slid into the backseat of the black BMW. Since Maeve didn’t seem eager to speak I took it upon myself to do a lot of the talking, mostly telling them about the town and pointing out landmarks or cool spots as we drove.

She didn’t speak again until we sat down and ordered our food, and much to her mother’s displeasure Maeve only ordered french fries despite it being an expensive Michelin star restaurant. I on the other hand went for a steak, because if her stepdad was paying I wasn’t about to turn the chance down.

The grilling didn’t start until we were about halfway through our meals, and her mother leaned forward to look at me sparkling eyes and a wide smile.

“So, Benny, tell me about your family. What do your parents do?” the woman asked.

“Mom,” Maeve mumbled around a mouthful of french fries.

Since I didn’t mind answering the question I shrugged my shoulders. “My mom’s a teacher and my dad works for the government.”

“Stable jobs,” her mother said while nodding. “Are you thinking of going into either one of those fields after college?”

“Mom,” Maeve warned again, louder this time.

Her mother sighed. “Oh, fine. Then can I at least ask what you two have been up to this week?“ she eagerly asked.

“Nothing too interesting, I’ve been showing her all the places only locals really know,” I lied. Or I half-lied, because I did actually show her around; we just also got each other off whenever we had the chance.

“I’m surprised that you got Maeve to go outside. She’s such a shut-in, and it’s like pulling teeth to get her to go anywhere. She must really like you.”

Maeve rolled her eyes at that, though it was hard not to notice she’d gone a little pink in the cheeks too.

Her stepfather, who’d been quietly inhaling his steak and potatoes for the last ten minutes, finally joined the conversation with a wide grin. “Well, I think it’s great that you can see past her condition.”

I paused for a moment, immediately worried for her. Maeve hadn’t mentioned being sick. “What condition?”

The man blinked as though he hadn’t expected me to ask, and he uncomfortably cleared his throat. “You know. Her condition.”

It took me another few seconds, but then I finally did understand what he was referring to. The wave of fury that went through me was shocking, and the vision of me sinking my fist into his fat face briefly crossed my mind.

“I really don’t,” I lied. I smiled and waited for him to elaborate.

He narrowed his eyes like he wasn’t sure if I was being purposely obtuse or not, but I wasn’t about to let him off of the hook so easily. I suddenly understood everything Maeve had been implying since we’d met each other, and also why she wasn’t eager to be around him.

“He just means that it’s nice to see Maeve happy for once. She tends to isolate herself because she feels…uncomfortable,” her mother quickly interjected.

I stole a glance at Maeve, watching as she mechanically chewed her food with a vaguely defeated frown. If that was her happy, I was terrified to see what she looked like when she wasn’t.

Her stepdad lost all interest in talking to me after that, which wasn’t much of a loss since I’d suddenly found that I really didn’t like the guy. Anyone who referred to Maeve being herself as a ‘condition’ was someone I could do without ever hearing again.

Still I continued to play the role of the pseudo-boyfriend, answering her mother’s borderline invasive questions with as much composure as I could. It was awkward and went a lot longer than I wanted, so I was really glad when they finally dropped us off at the hotel with empty promises to do it again sometime. It wasn’t lost on me that they were once again ditching Maeve to do something else, but then I doubted that she’d have wanted to go with them anyway given her current mood.

“So, that was interesting,” I said as we stood together in front of the hotel. “Your stepdad’s kind of a dick, but your mom seems okay.”

Maeve rolled her eyes. “Because you were there. She can hide her passive aggression well enough when there’s someone else around to witness it. And by the way, I don’t need you to stick up for me. You’re not my boyfriend. You’re not even my friend,” she spat.

“Well, ouch,” I mumbled, trying to mask how much her words had hurt me. I clearly didn’t do a good enough job of it because her face immediately softened and she sighed.

“I’m sorry, that’s not what I meant. It’s just…in a couple of days, we’ll never see each other again. There’s no point in you getting involved with my bullshit.”

“It doesn’t have to be that way. Maybe I want to be involved in your bullshit.”

Maeve scoffed. “I’m going to school in New York, and you’re going to school in San Diego. What are we going to do, send letters? Spend a hundred dollars a month calling each other long distance? Be realistic.”

“I am. I don’t think it’s too much to ask for us to stay in touch after you leave.”

She didn’t immediately answer, and she stayed quiet for so long that it worried me. When she spoke again my heart sank further.

“Let’s just keep having fun with the time we have left, okay?” she said, taking a step closer to gently hold my hand.

Truthfully I didn’t like the sound of that at all. To my ears it sounded like she was planning to cut me off completely, and once she left to go back home I’d really never see her again. But instead of confronting her about it I nodded, and smiling she leaned up to kiss me on the cheek.

“Good night, Benny.”

I watched Maeve walk into the hotel with dread pooling in my gut. Something had changed after I’d met her family. She was more distant than she’d been before, and it was strange for her to kiss me so chastely when we’d done so much more together over the past week. Maybe our connection had become too real for her, or maybe she’d just realized she didn’t like me after all.


Chapter 4

For my entire shift at the concession stand I anxiously waited for Maeve to show up. Despite seeing her just the night before I was already dying to see her again, and as a result I was distracted to the point of messing up customer orders.

Normally she’d show up around noon and we’d eat lunch together in the hotel’s cafeteria, or if one of us felt particularly horny we’d grab a quick snack from the stand and fool around in the backroom instead. She hadn’t missed a day until now, and after the way we’d left things I was starting to think that maybe I’d never see her again.

By the time she finally did show up it was near the end of my shift, and she walked up to the counter like nothing had happened in a sleeveless, white summer dress patterned with red and green flowers. She was also wearing makeup again, and the jealous, illogical part of my brain wondered if she was coming back from a date.

I did what I could not to show how annoyed I was with her, coolly leaning forward onto the store’s wooden countertop. “I thought I wasn’t going to see you today.”

“I had to hang out with my mom. She wanted to go shopping and have a ‘girl’s day’,” Maeve said, making sarcastic air quotes with her fingers.

Hearing that, relief flooded me. I really needed to stop overthinking everything. “That’s good, right? That you actually got the chance to hang out with just the two of you?”

“Not really. She was going to go shopping anyway, and she only dragged me along because she wanted to talk about you. She built up this whole story in her head about the two of us, so I spent the last five hours convincing her that you aren’t my boyfriend.” She glared down at her freshly manicured fingernails, clearly annoyed, and then she shook her head and let out a short breath. “Anyway, are you coming over after you’re done working?”

“Yeah, of course. You okay though? You seem a little…peaky.”

She smiled at me, but it looked pasted on. “I’m fine.”

Her answer didn’t fill me with much confidence, and I might’ve pressed more if it wasn’t already quitting time. Instead I went through the process of closing up the stand, locking away the day’s profits in the safe and lowering and locking the shutters.

When I was done Maeve grabbed my hand to lead me into the hotel lobby, and from there we made our way up to her room. The moment the door shut behind us I pulled her into my arms to kiss her, but it quickly became clear to me that something was off.

“Seriously, why’re you so tense?” I asked, pulling away to look down at her.

“I’m not.”

“You are. I feel like if I hug you too hard you’ll snap in half.”

“It’s just family stuff. Don’t worry about it.” She kissed me with more enthusiasm after that to stop me from asking any more questions, and because I was a stupid, horny teenager, I let her. Her lips felt really nice, and her fingers creeping into the front of my shorts to grope my shaft felt even better.

I was surprised when the backs of my knees hit her bed, and even more so when she shoved me backwards onto it. She jumped on top of me to continue the kiss, using her slender body to press me into the mattress.

Her aggression was nothing new, and I chalked it up to her being a born and raised New Yorker. Every other girl I’d been with before her had been content to let me do all the work, so it was nice to be pursued and clearly desired for once.

“You should shower,” she said, pulling away and sitting up to look down at me.

I sniffed at my shirt. I thought I smelled the same as I always did, and she’d never complained about it before. “Why, do I smell or something?”

“Yeah, you stink.”

“Fine.” I got up and hopped into the shower, using her soap to quickly wash off and giving extra care to the areas that I thought might be getting most of the attention. I left the bathroom in just my boxers, and stopped short when I saw Maeve leaning against her headboard in substantially less clothing than she’d had on before.

Her pose may not have been particularly sexy, but the tiny underwear she wore certainly was. The sheer black material was edged with frilly lace, and through it I could see both her pink nipples and her half-hard cock. It contrasted wonderfully with her now bronzer skin, and it was quite possibly the hottest thing I’d ever seen in my life.

“Wow,” I said, unable to tear my eyes away from her.

She self-consciously tugged at one of the thin straps of her top. “My mom picked it out.”

“Your mom bought you that?”

“One of her favorite hobbies is using me as a dress-up doll, so she’d never miss the chance to buy me my first piece of lingerie.” The look on her face showed exactly how she felt about that, and suddenly their impromptu girl’s day made a lot more sense.

“Well, I think you’d look sexy in a garbage bag.”

“You’re calling me trash now?” Maeve asked. She waved me off when my jaw dropped, smirking at my dumbfounded frown. “I’m joking.” She seductively crooked her finger at me, and like a man possessed I crawled onto the bed, slowly approaching her while her creeping smile grew.

“Asshole.” I feigned like I was going to kiss her on the lips, but at the last moment changed course to press my lips into the side of her neck. I continued to trail kisses down her chest and stomach until I got to her panties, and then I pulled them down just enough for her cock to pop out. Finally I sucked her pink cockhead into my mouth to draw a soft moan from her as she leaned more heavily into the headboard to settle in and let me work.

Like what always happened when I sucked her off I got lost in my task, slowly sliding my lips up and down her shaft while using my tongue to swipe against its hot underside, and I honestly wasn’t sure which of us enjoyed giving her a blowjob more. I delighted in the way her breaths grew harsher and louder, and let out a soft moan of my own when her fingers slid into my hair to tightly grip the dirty blonde strands and take control.

For a little while Maeve used my mouth like a toy, forcefully bobbing my head up and down in her lap until my nose brushed against the red hair of her pubes. I coughed as she forced herself into my throat, struggling to breathe against the slab of meat blocking my airway, and the way she selfishly used me only made me harder.

Eventually I couldn’t take it anymore and had to slip a hand into my boxers to touch my own straining dick as I lavished attention onto hers. I was a few short strokes away from cumming, and noticing the same she reached down to cup my cheeks and forcefully remove herself from my throat, a string of my spit connecting my lips to her red, throbbing cockhead. It stood straight up in the air, dripping wet with my spit and her own precum.

“I really want to fuck you,” she whispered while staring down at me with lust-filled eyes. “Please?”

Her request was almost unnecessary. My head was so fuzzy and I was so turned on that she could have done anything to me and I wouldn’t have stopped her. I nodded my head, and her lips split into one of the biggest smiles I’d ever seen from her.

Maeve stripped off her underwear and crawled over me with surprising speed, and by the time I realized where she was going she had both of her hands on my ass cheeks, kneading and spreading them wide open. She spat directly onto my asshole, and then her tongue swiped against it as she worked to loosen the hole she’d soon be fucking and likely cumming inside of. The wet smacking sounds of having my ass eaten were embarrassing, but not nearly embarrassing enough to tell her to stop.

From over my shoulder I nervously watched as she stuck her middle finger into her mouth, swirled it around, and when it was slick enough with her spit she tried to work it inside my asshole. It didn’t take long at all for my rosebud to give; it wasn’t the first time she’d played with my ass, and after being loosened with her tongue it slid in up to her knuckle without much resistance at all.

While I squeezed her pillow she slid her finger in and out until I got used to the feeling of being penetrated. The more I relaxed the more firmly she massaged me, and I flushed when my dick grew harder than I could ever remember.

Her fingertip brushed against something deep inside of me, and I jumped and gasped. It was like a bolt of lightning had gone through me, straightening my spine and forcing all of the breath from my lungs.

“Found it!” Maeve cheerfully exclaimed.

“Found what?”

“Your prostate. You’re in trouble now, Benjamin.” She targeted the spot more insistently after that, rubbing the pad of her fingertip against it until the head of my cock drooled a small puddle of precum onto her white sheets.

“Do you know what you’re doing?” I asked.

“Of course I do, I looked it up on the internet.” She leaned over me to reach under her remaining pillow and I nervously watched as she pulled out a brand new bottle of lube she’d apparently stashed before we’d even begun. She snapped the lid open, and then she drizzled a large dollop of it right onto my virgin asshole.

Her finger attacked me again, plunging deeper and twisting around to slicken my insides, and with the added lubrication she was able to easily add a second finger. A third soon followed, and that was when I began to feel stretched open.

Through the haze of pleasure I was just barely aware of her fingers disappearing, and then I felt something that was definitely not her finger press against me. It was big and slippery and warm, and she used it to spread the lube around a bit more.

“Are you ready? The page I read said you should push out,” she said, resting her tip against my puckered entrance.

I didn’t know how that was supposed to help but I did as she suggested, and soon after she gripped the base of her shaft and applied firm pressure until just the fat head of her cock popped in.

“Ow!” I cried through gritted teeth. It felt like I was being split in half. Bolts of sharp pain shot up my back, and I almost involuntarily clenched my ass to stop her from going any further.

“Sorry,” Maeve panted into my ear, “But that’s the worst of it. I’m about to make you feel really, really good, Benny.” Her warm hands rubbed my sides and back to soothe me, and after a couple of minutes the pain gave way to the feeling of just being stretched open.

The moment my ass relaxed she started to move, drawing out an inch or two and then slowly sliding herself back in. On each forward stroke she managed to get another few centimeters of dick inside of me as she let gravity decide how much I could take, and on each back stroke she moaned at the feeling of my ass clinging tightly to her cock.

She dribbled some spit on the point where we were connected, and that was just the extra lubrication she needed to fully sink herself inside, pressing her balls against the cheeks of my ass with a satisfied groan.

“It feels way better than I thought it would,” she sighed. Her breath was hot on my ear, making me shiver and tighten even more, and she lowered her mouth to graze her teeth against the skin between my neck and shoulder.

After a minute she began to move, clumsily shoving herself in and out with deep, languid strokes, and I grunted each time she bottomed out and swirled her hips. It still hurt, but nearly not as bad as when she’d first popped the head inside.

The burning stretch was like nothing I’d ever experienced before. To distract myself I focused on the feel of her sliding against the walls of my bowels, the smell of her arousal, and the wet noises her cock made as she pumped herself in and out. Eventually the pain dulled, and to my surprise it even began to feel sort of good.

Her fingers threaded themselves into my dirty blonde hair again, at first gentle and caressing and then just shy of being painful. At a certain point it became clear that she no longer cared if I was okay as she started to rut into me with firm, powerful thrusts, the sound of her hips slapping against my ass filling the room.

In the midst of her relentless pounding I felt my balls tighten. I was going to cum, and very, very soon. I tried to say as much—to ask her to slow down because the feelings buzzing beneath my skin terrified me—but the only sounds that left my mouth were pathetic whimpers and gasps. I swore that I could feel her cock rubbing against my dick through my stomach even though it shouldn’t have been possible, and when her fat head scraped against my prostate at an especially vicious angle, I exploded.

Pleasure traveled along every nerve, blazing a trail of liquid fire on its way up to my brain. My mind went blank and my eyes rolled back in my head, and I was only vaguely aware that I was drooling. It was too intense and too euphoric, almost to the point where I couldn’t stand it and wished it would stop.

But even while I writhed and moaned on the bed Maeve didn’t slow, and she continued to fuck me all the way through my orgasm as it ripped through my body. Every time she filled me my cock pumped another rope of cum right onto the sheets, working what remained of my load up from my balls and through my shaft.

My orgasm only turned her on more, and she sat up to tightly grip my hips for better leverage. Her thrusts became brutal and fast as she fucked me with everything she had and her sweat dripped down onto my back to pool in the center, and after an especially loud moan she buried herself to the hilt in my ass.

With shaking legs she pumped thick jets of sticky cum into my ass, her hands squeezing me hard enough to bruise. Her cock throbbed inside of me as it strained to reach further into the hole it had claimed as its own, and after a final lurch to deposit the last of her load, she fell forward on top of me to force us both down into the now messy bed sheets.

She stayed there for a long time, shivering every now and then while she sucked in huge gulps of air. Her cheek rested on my back, and I could feel her heart beating quickly and powerfully as she pressed her sweaty breasts against me.

It took her a while to carefully ease herself out, and when she did it made an obscene wet slurping sound. Without anything plugging me up her warm cum oozed out to spill against the backs of my thighs, and I could feel the cool air on my gaping hole.

“Are you okay?” Maeve asked, leaning over to look at me.

I wasn’t sure how to answer that. She’d fucked my ass and filled me like a Twinkie and it’d felt better than anything I’d ever experienced before. My body still twitched with the aftershocks of what she’d done to me, and I felt flushed and warm and all over.

“I think so,” I finally settled on.

“Cool. Do you want a turn?”

As awesome as the idea sounded my dick only twitched, too tired to fully stand up. “Uh, not right now.”

“Why not?” Her eyes darted down and finally noticed the wet spot on the bed below me, and a little gasp left her. “Oh my god, did you cum?” she asked with a little laugh.

“You’re the one who did it to me.”

“No, I know but—” she giggled again. “—I wasn’t even trying to is all. Like, I obviously wanted to make you cum on my dick, but I didn’t expect it to happen on the first try, you know? I’m kinda proud of myself.”

“Congratulations.”

Still giggling, she sloppily kissed the side of my neck. “I’m not making fun of you or anything, I’m just really glad you liked it. I know I did.”

“Whatever,” I mumbled. I wasn’t entirely sure yet if I should’ve enjoyed getting fucked, and more importantly, what it meant if I did. I tried to get out of bed to get dressed, but my legs almost immediately gave out beneath me. They were weak and rubbery like I’d just run a half marathon.

“If you’re planning on going home, I really don’t think you’re in any shape to sit on a bike right now.” I glared at her, and she innocently widened her bright blue eyes. “What? It’s true. You should just sleep over.”

As annoyed as I was with her, her offer sounded incredibly tempting. I was exhausted, my butt hurt, and besides that, I did kind of want to stay. We’d never shared a bed in that way before, and I found myself really wanting to experience waking up with her in my arms. My parents would have my ass for not coming home, but it would be more than worth it.

“Sure,” I said. She grinned and shuffled closer to rest her head on my chest, pressing the soft warmth of her naked body into my side. She lifted her knee to drape it over my body, and I could feel her large soft cock pressing into my thigh.

As our bodies cooled, my mind wandered. After I’d lost my virginity to my ex I hadn’t felt all that different. Truthfully, beyond the bragging rights, it had been a pretty boring experience overall. I’d rolled on top of her, pumped my hips a few times, and after a couple of minutes shot my load into a condom.

But being fucked my Maeve had fundamentally altered my view of what sex is supposed to be like, and I still wasn’t sure if it was for the better or not.

I looked down at her and she too appeared to be lost in thought, her face fixed into a pensive, sullen frown.

“Everything okay? You seem kind of out of it,” I asked.

“I just lost my virginity. I’m allowed a few minutes to figure out how I feel about it.”

The shortness in her tone surprised me. Though she didn’t sound angry something was definitely bothering her, which was jarring because only minutes ago she’d seemed so pleased with herself. An inkling of anxiety blossomed in my chest, and I desperately racked my brain for something clever and witty to say to pull her out of her bad mood.

“So, remember when you asked me what my special ice cream blend was called?”

“Mhmm,” she absentmindedly replied.

“Well, I was thinking of calling it ‘Irish Cream.’”

That got her attention. She raised her face to look at me, nose wrinkling with disgust. “Ew. Why?”

“Because it reminds me of you. You know, the blue moon for your eyes and the strawberry for your hair. It’s my favorite flavor and you’re my favorite person, and even though you’re both kind of weird I can’t imagine not having either of you in my life.”

I waited for her to laugh at me—to roll her eyes and call me stupid, or cheesy, or lame—but instead she only stared back at me with a wide, terrified gaze. Her face grew paler, and it made her blue eyes stand out even more from her face.

“I know that was bad, but you’re acting like you’ve seen a ghost,” I joked. She still didn’t answer, and that made me officially concerned. “Seriously, what’s up?”

“Nothing.”

Just by looking at her expression I could tell that it was clearly not nothing. It was a very big something, and had to do with what I’d done or said in the last few minutes. “Did I do something wrong?”

“No, and that’s the problem.” She rolled over to face the window, turning her back to me. “I’m really tired. Can we sleep?”

I frowned at her naked back. Something about what I’d said had upset her, and she was now behaving just as she did with her parents: standoffish, distant, and aloof. It scared the shit out of me, but she hadn’t moved away and one of her bare feet was still looped behind my calf.

It was the only thing that gave me a sliver of hope that we would be okay, even though it appeared as if she was simultaneously trying to keep me both close and far away at the same time.

❈ ❈ ❈

I’d been fully prepared to grovel and apologize for whatever I had done the night before, but when I woke up the next morning everything appeared to be fine. She was even more affectionate with me than usual, wrapping my arm around her shoulders and cutely burrowing into my side as we slowly shook away the last vestiges of sleep.

Once we were both more awake the first thing we did was shower together to get rid of the dry, crusty cum from the night before, and under the shower’s warm spray I stroked her off while playing with her nipples. At the same time I slid my soap-slick cock between her ass cheeks, gently humping the soft, smooth flesh until I came on her lower back.

After that we lazily cuddled in bed for a couple of hours, watching The Price is Right and sharing a huge bag of chips for breakfast while our conversation meandered. It felt like the perfect morning, and I had the thought that if I could spend the rest of my mornings waking up with her my life would be amazing.

Unfortunately I had to work that day, and it soon became time for me to start my shift at the concession stand. She walked me to the door which I found a bit weird, and it was even weirder when she leaned up onto her toes and gave me a kiss that made me want to blow off my job entirely. Her slender arms squeezed me until I reminded her that I was already running late, and she only released me when I forcefully extricated myself while promising to come back as soon as I could.

I made my way to the elevators with a skip in my step and a giddy, tickly feeling in my chest. I was pretty sure I’d fallen in love with her, and despite what she’d said to me a couple of days ago I thought there was a good chance she felt the same way.

The distance between us could easily be overcome if we were both willing to try. I’d have a thousand dollars from my summer job to help make that happen and I’d also heard about this new thing called instant messaging, so between that and maybe a phone call a couple of times a week we could stay in regular contact until we were able to see each other again.

By the time lunch rolled around I thought I had a pretty solid plan in place, and I eagerly waited for Maeve to walk through the lobby doors to discuss what I’d come up with. To my disappointment she didn’t show, but remembering what had happened the day before I tried not to feel too concerned about it. Chances were her mom had wanted to do something with her again; they were supposed to be on a family vacation, after all.

I only began to worry when she still hadn’t shown up by the time I started to close down the stand, so the moment I finished locking up I took the elevator up to her floor. I knocked on the door, waited, and then waited some more until I lost patience and knocked again louder and longer.

Still nothing.

In a last-ditch effort I tried the doorknob, and like I’d expected it was locked.

For the first time, fear gnawed at my gut. I tried not to consider the worst-case scenario, that she was still upset about the night before and had decided to avoid me after all. Just to be sure I rushed down to the lobby to talk to the front desk clerk. He was currently flipping through a surfing magazine, and he only glanced up when I leaned forward on the countertop to get his attention.

“Hey, so, this is weird, but I can’t find my friend,” I said, putting on my best, non-suspicious smile and trying not to look as anxious as I felt.

“That red-headed chick you’ve been hanging out with all week?” the man asked.

I blinked at the fact that he’d known exactly who I was looking for, but then Maeve and I had been attached at the hip for the past week. “Yeah, have you seen her?”

He gave me a sympathetic smile, and my stomach dropped. “Sorry, man, they checked out this morning.”

The world around me blurred. It felt like the floor had disappeared beneath me, pulling me down into an overwhelming sense of dread and disbelief. As I struggled to fully comprehend his words my blood thundered in my ears, drowning everything out until I couldn’t hear anything at all.

“Are you sure?” I asked in a strained voice, my throat constricting painfully.

“Her dad’s a loud big guy and her mom has the same red hair, right? They left around noon.” His forehead crinkled. “Hey, you okay?” he asked.

“Yeah, I’m fine.” I leaned more heavily on the desk and swallowed down the bile bubbling in the back of my throat. “Did she leave a message?”

From the way he grimaced I immediately knew the answer. “Sorry, man.”

Warmth spread through my body as anger and shock overwhelmed me. I couldn’t believe she’d left without saying goodbye. After the incredible morning we’d shared I hoped she’d changed her mind about us staying in touch, but now I understood why she’d been so strangely clingy.

Apparently I didn’t matter to her as much as I’d thought, and in the end I was just a convenient toy for her to use to relieve her of her horniness and boredom. What made it worse was that I only had myself to blame. From the day we’d met she’d told me exactly what to expect from our relationship, and it was my fault for wanting more.

It was only now that she was gone that I realized I possessed nothing of Maeve. No phone number, no photographs, no letters—no physical evidence of any kind to prove she’d ever existed, and no means to contact her either.

The only things she’d left me with were the memories of the week we’d spent together and the remnants of my broken heart.


Chapter 5

I entered the diner where we’d agreed to meet, and in the back of the restaurant I spotted the very girl that sometimes haunted both my dreams and my nightmares.

When I’d first gotten the friend request from someone named Maeve Connolly I almost couldn’t believe it. I immediately recognized the curly red hair and cornflower blue eyes in her profile picture, and seeing her face for the first time in nearly a decade made my chest tighten. I thought I’d long exorcised any kind of feelings I’d held for her a long time ago, but apparently not.

For a full month I’d hemmed and hawed over whether or not I should just delete it. I wasn’t sure if I wanted anything to do with her after the way she’d so viciously broken my heart, and more than that I didn’t want to give her the chance to do it again.

But in the end curiosity had gotten the better of me, and through gritted teeth I’d accepted it. Not even an hour later she’d sent me a follow-up message expressing her gratitude, and from there we continued to chat back and forth.

We kept our conversations very surface level for the most part, catching up on what had happened in the ten years since we’d seen each other and discussing the usual things like TV and movies and work. After a month or so of trading messages she told me she would be in my town for work and asked if I wanted to meet up.

The thought of seeing her in person again almost triggered a panic attack, and that alone convinced me that I should meet her. I clearly needed the closure, even if it was coming nearly ten years too late.

As I approached her table Maeve smiled and stood, and I was immediately transported back to that life-changing summer of 1998. Her short navy blue dress had little white flowers on it just like the one I remembered from that warm summer night where we’d drank sugary slushies and ridden my bike down empty streets, but instead of Chucks she wore a pair of ruby red flats. She looked almost the same as I remembered her, and the only real difference that I could see was that she looked a bit paler and had lost some of the youthful roundness in her face.

She squeezed me so hard I thought my ribs would crack while I awkwardly patted her on the back. I refused to let myself get drawn in by her again; at least not until I fully understood what she was after.

A few seconds later she let me go, backing away to look me over with more scrutiny. As her gaze roamed my face she uncomfortably bit her lip, which was very different from the brash, fearless Maeve who’d blown into my life like a hurricane and left a mess after leaving it.

“Hi, Benny. You cut your hair,” she finally said. Her hand rose to touch it like she had so many times in the past, but just as quickly she brought it back down to her side.

I’d gone for something more professional once I’d started working, chopping my dirty blonde hair much shorter and adding a bit of product on the days that I remembered, though it’d been a while since my last haircut. I hadn’t seen the need to try very hard for the girl who’d shattered my heart.

“And yours is as wild as ever, Maeve.”

I took a seat in the booth across from her, the cheap, worn leather creaking noisily beneath me. She’d already ordered herself a cup of coffee, and next to that was a pile of ripped-up paper from a napkin.

“I haven’t decided on food yet, I was waiting on you. But I was thinking tots?” She smiled weakly, fingers tapping on the wooden tabletop.

“I ate before I came.” Her shoulders fell a little at my answer but I refused to be swayed. I wasn’t hungry, and I didn’t feel like smiling or even reminiscing. There was only one reason I’d agreed to meet her. “Why did you leave me the way you did?” I asked.

Despite chatting online about our lives, that was the one question I’d held onto. I wanted to be there to see her face when she answered me to know for sure if she was being sincere.

Her expression became stiff and guarded. “Because we had a deal. No feelings, no mess, remember?”

“I remember. But that meant you couldn’t say goodbye? That you didn’t feel anything for me?”

“Of course I felt something, Benny. I felt too much. It was one of the best weeks of my life, and I’ve been thinking about you constantly ever since.” She took a deep breath and ran a shaky hand through her curly hair. “I was wrong for leaving like I did, okay? I know that now. I knew it then.”

“So why did you?”

“You’re really going to make me say it, aren’t you?” Maeve asked. I didn’t budge, and she sighed. “I didn’t say goodbye because I knew I would cry if I did, and that’s nothing but mess and feelings. Not that it helped much since I ended up crying on the way to the airport anyway, and then on the entire flight back home too.”

As sick as it sounded, knowing she’d cried actually made me feel better. A lot better. At least I hadn’t been the only one who’d been miserable after she left.

For so long I’d wondered if I had done something wrong, or if I hadn’t mattered nearly as much to her as she did to me. To learn that I had it backwards—that I’d done everything right and had mattered too much to her—threatened to make me laugh.

“I guess it is kind of funny that you gave me an Irish goodbye,” I joked in a poor attempt to cut some of the tension. “I’m honestly surprised though. I didn’t think you liked me that much since you shut me out pretty firmly. You didn’t even leave a message.”

“I was trying to protect myself. I’d only ever felt tolerated by the people closest to me up until that point, so when you called me your favorite person and named your favorite ice cream after me I just panicked. The way you looked at me on that last night…it was terrifying. After only knowing me for a week, I could tell that you saw me—not a boy going through a ‘sissy phase’ or a doll for you to dress up—and I wasn’t ready for it. I couldn’t comprehend the idea of anyone truly liking me, especially not someone I wanted to be with so badly. You could’ve destroyed me, Benny.”

“So you destroyed me first.” The words left my mouth before I could stop them, and when her face fell I winced. “Sorry. That was a little uncalled for.”

“No, I deserve it. Would it make a difference if I told you I thought you’d get over me really fast?”

My mouth fell open. “How could you think that after everything we did?”

“I don’t know. Like I said, I couldn’t understand why you’d like me.”

I wanted to argue that there were a million reasons to like her, that she was smart, and fun, and gorgeous, and kind, but my pettier side wouldn’t let me. Instead I leaned back and sighed, rubbing at the scruff on my jaw.

“You know, you were the second girl in a row to ditch me right after we had sex, so I started to think that maybe there was something wrong with me. It shattered my self-worth for a long time, and in every relationship I’ve had since meeting you I’ve been the clingy one because of my anxiety about them leaving me. I haven’t even been able to eat my favorite ice cream flavor because it reminded me too much of you,” I only half joked.

“I’m sorry,” she said in a small, soft voice. She didn’t look up this time, her fingers anxiously ripping apart a fresh napkin to add to her existing pile. It was strange to see her acting so demure, and the gloomy frown on her face didn’t make me feel nearly as gratified as I’d hoped.

“Why did you reach out after so many years?”

Maeve miserably shrugged her shoulders. “I’m not sure. I think I needed to have one more conversation with you to at least apologize because it’s been eating at me for years. Even if you don’t forgive me, just seeing that you’re okay and happy is good enough.”

Her words made me frown, because I wasn’t happy and I wasn’t okay. Not really, and not as happy as I’d been when I was with her ten years ago.

The realization shocked me. I’d walked into the diner fully prepared to hear her out and then never see her again, but now that she was right in front of me I didn’t want that at all. In fact, I wanted the complete opposite.

“Where are you staying?” I asked.

She snapped her head up to look up at me with wide, hopeful eyes. “I have a room not too far from here. Walking distance.”

“Well, are you doing anything right now?”

Without saying another word she reached into her bag and threw a crumpled five-dollar bill onto the table for the coffee and grabbed my hand, pulling me out of the booth to drag me through the front doors of the little restaurant.

We rushed quickly down the street to her hotel and barely managed to maintain our composure as we made our way up to her room. It was much bigger and nicer than the one we’d spent days fooling around in with each other, but it still brought back a wealth of memories both good and bad. Her arms wrapping around my back brought me back to the present moment, and on instinct I took her narrow waist in my hands.

Without much preamble she leaned up and planted her lips on mine with a ferocity that I didn’t expect, slipping her tongue into my mouth as she desperately kissed me. I thought our first kiss after ten years would be clumsy and awkward, but instead our lips perfectly slotted together like they’d never been apart. We pulled back to look at each other, both shocked by how right it felt, and then we were reaching for each other once more.

Clothes were stripped and thrown to the ground as we undressed each other with impatient hands. Her body looked just as slender and tight as I remembered, and I lowered my hands to squeeze the soft flesh of the ass I’d missed so much. It also had the added effect of pressing her hips into me so that I could feel her erection through her lacy dark blue panties.

“It’s bigger,” I said, the size of it surprising me enough to break the kiss again.

“You grew too. You can take it.” The crazed, horny look in her eyes reminded me so much of the Maeve I’d known in the past, but staring at the thickness obscenely stretching her underwear I worried whether or not it would actually fit. “Sit down, I’ll be right back.”

While she ran into her bathroom I perched on the edge of her unmade bed in just my boxer briefs, and when she reappeared a minute later she was naked and holding a brand new bottle of lube and a fresh box of condoms.

“Did you know this would happen?” I asked.

“No,” she quickly replied. I raised my eyebrows, and she sheepishly smiled. “Well, I hoped.” As if to stop me from asking any more questions she straddled my lap to kiss me again, and then using her body weight she pushed me down into the bed. Her hard cock pressed insistently into my stomach, leaving a wet, sticky smear above my belly button.

She reached down to tear my underwear down my legs and make me just as naked as she was, and then two lube-covered fingers impatiently stretched me open. Once she felt satisfied that I was slick enough she held up a condom with a questioning gaze, and without thinking about it I shook my head. It probably wasn’t the smartest idea to let a girl I hadn’t seen in ten years fuck me raw, but I wanted to feel each and every vein while she split me open.

I started to turn over onto my stomach for her but she held me fast, using her hands to hold my wrists down. “I want to see your face when I fuck you this time.” She reached down to line up her cock, and without any warning at all she shoved her hips forward.

The pain of suddenly having half of her dick in my ass punched the air from my lungs, and the sound that left me was a mix between a grunt and a moan. Unlike the last time we’d had sex she didn’t give me a chance to adjust to her size, sinking further and further inside of me until every inch of her was encased in my asshole. All the while she stared straight into my eyes with a mischievous little grin, her teeth gnawing sexily at her bottom lip.

“I wish you could see your face right now. That’s the real reason why you agreed to meet me, isn’t it? You missed my cock?” she asked. I nodded and moaned, but that must not have been good enough because she wrapped her fingers around my throat, squeezing just hard enough to make it harder for me to breathe. “I want to hear you say it.”

“I missed it,” I gasped.

She smiled beautifully and released her grip on my neck, bringing her hands down to grab my hips and focusing her attention on fucking me with firm, steady strokes. Because of the curve in her cock it almost perfectly massaged the smooth, sensitive spot right behind my dick, so in no time at all both it and my mouth were drooling. It felt so fucking good that I tried to put an arm over my face to hide my expression but she ripped it away and held it down again, her pale cheeks flushed with arousal.

I wished I could say that we fucked for hours, that our stamina matched our levels of arousal, but in the end it was over in a matter of minutes. Maeve climaxed first, losing control of her hips and thrusting into me hard enough to hurt. She wrapped her arms around my back, pressed her soft breasts into my chest, and squeezed me as she shot her hot cum into my ass for the first time in a decade. There was so much of it that it seeped out around the edges of her cock to pool on the sheets below.

Her sexy moans and whimpers in my ear sent a pleasurable buzz down my spine, but it was knowing that I was responsible for her falling apart so completely that finally pushed me over the edge too. My asshole involuntarily clenched around her, drawing another gasp from her lips, and then I spurted a load of my own onto both of our stomachs as a mind-numbing orgasm took over me. It was like I’d never cum before, and it made me wonder what the fuck I’d been doing for the last ten years because no woman I’d slept with since Maeve had ever made me feel as good as her cock did.

For a long time I just lie on the bed with her sweaty body on top of mine, my eyes closed and my breaths coming in fast, deep pants. I was only snapped back to awareness by the feeling of something tickling my nose, and when I opened my eyes again Meave was smiling down at me while her curly red hair pooled around my head.

“I haven’t had sex that amazing since I was eighteen,” she said, her voice light and giddy.

I huffed a quiet laugh. “Me neither.” My happiness didn’t last for very long though, because now that it was over I felt an immediate rush of insecurity. The last time we’d slept together she’d walked out of my life without another word, so there was only one question burning at the forefront of my mind.

“Are you going to say goodbye this time?”

Maeve’s face fell and she went silent for a while, long enough that I began to panic. “I was hoping to never have to say goodbye again.”

“What?” I asked, blinking and sitting up on one elbow to look straight at her.

Her cheeks were bright red, and I belatedly realized that she was blushing. “I was actually in town for a couple of interviews, and one of them offered me the job.”

“What?” I asked again, well aware that I sounded like a skipping record at this point.

Maeve took a deep breath and sighed. “I messed up ten years ago, Benny, and I’ve been regretting it ever since. I tried to tell myself that it wouldn’t have worked out anyway, that our schools were too far and we were far too young, but I realized really early on that those were all just excuses I used to hide from the fact I fell in love with you. So when I found you on Facebook and saw where you lived I immediately started to look for jobs here. Is that crazy?”

“Very,” I said. I couldn’t stop the smile slowly spreading across my face though, and she smiled back, albeit cautiously.

“I took the chance because I never felt more like me than when I was with you. Some people spend their whole lives trying to find the person who makes them feel that way, and I was lucky enough to find mine when I was eighteen. I know we’re completely different people now and that I don’t have the right to ask this of you, but…will you go out with me?” Her hand found mine to intertwine our fingers, and they fit together so perfectly that I never wanted to let her go ever again.

I gave myself a minute to decide if I really wanted to risk putting my heart on the line for her again. If she could hurt me so much after I’d only spent a week with her, I couldn’t imagine what would happen to me if she chose to leave after a year.

The longer I went without saying anything the more worried her expression became, and seeing the fear in her gaze I knew I couldn’t refuse her. We needed to have a lot more conversations, and it would take me a little while to fully trust her again, but none of that changed the fact that I still really, really wanted her.

“You know, before we met up, I actually found a place here that sells blue moon ice cream. I was thinking maybe it’s time I gave Irish Cream another try.”

Maeve rolled her eyes but beamed, wide and happy and bright.

“Gross. What are we waiting for?”
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