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Mr. Duck






I’m immersed in a very hot, very
bubbly bath when Laurel stops by.

The apartment is filled
with music so I don’t hear her knock. I’m not the type to listen to
slow, melancholy sappy stuff when I’m sad, so the music is loud and
it’s upbeat. This playlist is the music from Glee. Yes, I like baths when my
heart has been broken, but if I listen to Lady Antebellum’s
Need You Now one more
time, I will be forever stuck in the depths of despair.

Men suck.

Ironically, the
Glee version of
My Life Would Suck Without You
is playing.

“My life sucked
with you!” I sing
loudly.

The sad part is that it didn’t. I had
a pretty good life with Evan.

It’s December 22, the last Saturday
night before Christmas, and two days before I have to come up with
a plausible explanation as to why Evan won’t be around to get his
Christmas present from my parents. Mom always buys us a joint
Sadie-and-Evan present for the apartment, something practical we
can use for our future together, as well as something extra for
Evan himself.

I hope I can talk her out
of returning the Sadie-and-Evan present, especially if it’s
the Tassimo I
suggested.

Like I was, my mother is convinced
Evan is The One and keeps hoping for The Call; the telephone call
where I’m all giddy and tearful giving her the gooey details of his
proposal. This has never happened and now I have to tell her it
never will. I doubt I’ll never hear the end of it.

“What happened? You should
never have let him move in with you! How did you let him get away?
You’ll never find a better catch than him.”

I thought there would be nothing worse
than my mother’s disappointment when the doctor told her the
accident that wrecked my knee meant I would never make it to the
Olympics, but hearing about Evan might take the cake.

I used to be a champion
snowboarder.

I used to have a boyfriend who loved
me.

Things change and my mother has
problems handling the disappointment. She somehow expects me to be
fine with it, though.

Like I’m going to be fine thinking
about how this Christmas, Evan will be with his new girlfriend,
meeting her parents and being all happy and excited about the
baby.

He never even talked about having
babies with me.

Enough!

I smack my hands into the
water to stop myself from thinking about him and end up with a face
full of bubbles. “He’s not worth it! He’s not worth my misery,” I
tell myself, wiping the bubbles off my face. “He’s not worth the
energy. He’s nothing but a skinny-dicked asshole I wasted seven
years of my life with. And who dumped me the second a pair of
perfect breasts walked by. But before that, he fucked her lots and
lots and knocked her up before
he thought to dump me! I hope she gets hugely fat
with the baby and her stupid tattoo gets distorted and looks like
some scary gargoyle instead of a butterfly. I hope she never loses
the weight. I hope the baby comes out sideways and her vagina is
stretched beyond repair and his skinny dick keeps falling
out.”

I realize that might not be the nicest
thing to wish on a woman, but she was the one who decided having
sex with my boyfriend was a good thing, so she more than deserves
some of my ire. I have more than enough to spend around.

I haven’t spoken to anyone since work
on Friday afternoon and I’m getting a little lonely, not to mention
stir-crazy. It’s not the first conversation I’ve had with myself
today.

Instead of spending time with friends
this weekend, trying to find a suitable boyfriend replacement my
parents could instantly fall in love with and forget all about
Evan, a freak snowstorm has kept me barricaded inside for the last
twenty-four hours. I’ve cleaned the apartment from top to bottom,
watched three movies and finished two books. I made three batches
of cookies, a cake and some fudge. The fudge won’t make it to
Christmas and I doubt the cookies will either. And now it’s
Saturday night and I’m having a bath.

It’s a me weekend. I try and make it sound
like it’s a good thing.

I scoot my little rubber ducky through
the bubbles and sing along with Rachel and Finn.

My duck isn’t your average rubber
duck. He comes with batteries. A friend gave him to me as a joke.
I’ve never used him before.

“I’ll bet you, Mr. Duck,” I
tell the duck, staring at his little orange beak, “will be better
at getting me off than skinny dickhead was.”

That’s when my neighbour Laurel
appears.

“Aahh!” I cry, as Laurel’s
head suddenly pops in the doorway.

“Oops. Did I scare you?”
Laurel asks with a grin. “Nobody answered so I let myself in. I
heard the music so I knew you were in here.” She dangles the key I
gave her from the Lego keychain.

“You didn’t think I might
have been occupied? With someone?”

Laurel waits a beat and then laughs.
“Sadie, how long have we known each other?”

“When did I move
in?”

“November
15th.
So while I have only had the pleasure of being friends with you
since then, I do know there is no way you would be entertaining if
you’re listening to Glee.”

The apartment was the second one I
looked at after Evan and I broke up and Laurel was the first person
I met in the building. For some reason we instantly clicked, even
though we don’t have much in common. She’s perky and outgoing,
stunningly beautiful with masses of dark hair and even darker eyes
with lashes to die for and the beginnings of faint crow’s feet
around her eyes. She’s also older than I am; a thirty-eight year
old massage therapist looking for fun and adventure and not into
commitments of any kind.

I used to be outgoing, and my pool of
fun has dried up. I’m only twenty-seven but I feel decades older
and it’s hard to feel beautiful after you’ve been
dumped.

“I miss Glee. The early years, not the last
seasons. Evan would never watch it with me,” I tell
Laurel.

“Yes, I am aware of that.
And he refused to watch Pitch
Perfect either because I’ve watched that
movie about six times with you. And I like the music too, but maybe
it’s not the best mood music if you’re looking for some action,”
Laurel points out.

“My ducky doesn’t mind.” I
hold him out to show Laurel, bubbles dripping onto the floor as she
takes him from me.

“He’s cute – oh!” She
smiles as she finds the on switch and Mr. Duck begins to vibrate.
“Very cute.”

“Me and the duck and
Glee on a Saturday
night,” I nod gloomily holding out my hand.

“Oh, you want him back?”
Laurel looks disappointed as she drops the vibrating duck back into
the water. I turn him off to preserve the batteries. “Now I want to
go home and have a bath.”

“I thought you were going
out,” I say forlornly.

“Maybe later. You know,
your bubbles look like the snow drifts outside. I wanted to see
what you were up to before I attempt to venture out,” Laurel says.
“I’ve heard rumblings but I haven’t seen you in a couple of days.
Everything okay? The hallway smells of chocolate and I noticed
quite a few cookies in the kitchen. How many did you
eat?”

I point to my glass of wine beside the
tub–my third this evening. “Everything’s just hunky-dory. I only
had one cookie.”

“Because cookies don’t go
with wine?”

“Because I ate too much of
the fudge,” I admit.

“So you’re still hiding. I
thought there was a work party you were going to?”

“It’s snowing. I didn’t
want to go out.” I take a big sip of wine and set it back on the
shelf beside the tub. It’s one of those huge, old-fashioned
claw-footed tubs that can fit two comfortably and are impossible to
get out of an apartment. Some handy person built a sturdy shelf
surrounding the end of the tub to hold shampoo. Tonight I use the
space for the necessary bath paraphernalia: my book, candles and
glass of wine. Even though it takes up the majority of space in the
bathroom, the bathtub is what sold me on the apartment.

Evan asked me to move out
of what had originally been my
apartment. Jerk.

And I moved out with an argument.
Idiot.

“Without Evan,” Laurel
corrects. “It’s okay to tell people what an ass he is, you
know?”

“It makes me look stupid,”
I mutter, sinking down so the bubbles tickle my chin.

“You were stupid, but it’s
okay, because you figured out what a supreme ass-holic bastard he
is before he did any more damage.”

“He cheated on me
with six women!
And a least one of them got pregnant and proposed to. I’d say that
has created some damage.”

“Yes, I know the dirty
details.” Laurel’s tone isn’t sympathetic but her expression
is.

“Do you know I used to
fake? I can count the real orgasms I had with him on one
hand.”

“I did not know that fact,
so thanks for sharing.” Laurel cocks her head at me lying
comfortably in the tub. It’s odd I am comfortable with her in the room
and a mound of rapidly popping bubbles the only thing separating my
nakedness from her admiring gaze.

Why would I think she’s admiring
me?

“You’ve got an awesome
tub,” Laurel finally says, leaning against the door jam.

“It is, isn’t it?” I say
smugly, wanting to clear my head of thoughts of Evan. “It’s big
enough that you could fit in here with me.”

“Is that an
invitation?”

I blink at Laurel’s husky tone. She’s
serious. “Sure, why not?” I tell her airily. There must be
something wrong with me if I’ve just invited a grown woman to share
my bath with me. “Go get another glass.”

“I’ll get another bottle.”
And then Laurel disappears, leaving me wondering if I really want
her to come back.

Why not? Laurel was fun and cool and
the only one in the building who deigned to talk to me even after
she found me blubbering into the wash machines. Already she had
seen me at my worst, several times.

Laurel returns and reaches over me in
the tub to put the extra glass and bottle on the shelf. “I turned
the music down a bit. Hope that’s okay.”

“Sure.”

“You sure about this?” she
asks, poised to unbutton her jeans.

I sit up just enough so most of my
breasts are still covered by the bubbles and draw my legs up and
shrug. “Why not?”

There are many reasons why having a
bath with another woman might not be the best choice but I can’t
think of one right now.

I try not to appear like I’m watching
her undress. The first thing I notice is that Laurel is very fit. I
know she runs and works out often, but the evidence of this is
right in front of me now. Her tummy is tight and flat, her legs
long and lean and it’s clear where her biceps meet her triceps. She
slips her panties down her legs and stands completely naked as she
fastens her hair on top of her head with a clip, tendrils falling
around her face, before she steps into the water.

“Don’t move,” I cry out as
Laurel sits down and a wave threatens to spill out over the edge.
“I just added hot water.”

“I’m not moving a muscle.
It’s so nice and warm,” Laurel says, as she slowly leans against
the back of tub and heaps the bubbles onto her shoulders. “I’m
going to smell so good.”

“Vanilla,” I offer. “You’ll
smell like cookies. Except for my cookies, which smell like
chocolate.”

There is an uncomfortable pause as
both of us look anywhere except at each other. I finally glance
over at Laurel, who is looking at me with a similar awkward
expression and we both laugh. “What are we doing? Who does this?” I
ask.

“Well…lots of people.
Nicole Kidman and Keith Urban love having baths together,” Laurel
informs me.

“They’re
married.”

“That’s true. This is a
first for me,” she admits.

I hold up my wine glass. “I can use
this, but what’s your excuse?”

“The tub? The duck?” Laurel
holds up my little yellow duck but doesn’t turn him on. “Because I
wanted to see you naked?” she suggests in a more serious
tone.

“But you haven’t seen me,”
I say coyly. I flick the bubbles covering my chest. “You can’t see
anything.”

“You have lovely
shoulders,” Laurel says admiringly. She reaches a hand towards me,
bubbles dripping off her arm with the defined muscle tone and
touches the hollow where my neck meets my shoulder. “This
particularly, is a very nice spot.”

I stop mentally comparing Laurel’s
arms to what mine used to like when I was snowboarding. “What’s so
nice about it?” I ask hesitantly.

“It’s the perfect spot to
kiss.”

“Right there?” My mouth
suddenly dries out with Laurel’s words. “I don’t think anyone has
ever kissed me there.”

“It’s a shame.” As Laurel
slowly sinks below the bubbles up to her neck, she watches me from
between narrowed eyes.

“Now I can’t see your
body,” I say, surprising myself as much as Laurel by my words.
“You’re all covered in bubbles.”

Where did that come from?

It must be the wine.

It must be the wine that is making my
stomach jump around like a baby frog.

“Did you want to see my
body?” Laurel asks, remaining covered by the bubbles. “Is that why
you invited me into your bath?”

“I don’t know why I invited
you?” I admit with an embarrassed laugh. “It seemed a good idea at
the time.”

“And now?”

“I don’t know.” I shrug,
sending a wave of water over the edge of the tub. “Maybe we should
get rid of some of this water.”

“Or I could get
out?”

“Do you want to?” I
whisper, feeling strangely disappointed at the thought.

“No.” Laurel trails her
fingers down my neck, rubbing the hollow with her thumb. “I don’t
want to get out.”

The air escapes from my lungs with a
tiny puff.

“You have an amazing body.”
I feel the need to break the sudden silence. Laurel sips her wine
and watches me with her dark eyes over the rim of the
glass.

“I’m glad you think
so.”

“You’re glad?”

“Of course.” She reaches
behind her and pulls the chain attached to the plug.

“Why?” I wait with bated
breath for her to answer, but it’s not until the water level drops
an inch or two that she answers.

“I wanted you to notice
me.” She sits up straight in the tub so that her breasts are
visible, her rosy nipples poking through the bubbles. “Do you think
I’ve let enough water out?”

“Maybe…more…” I say with
difficulty. I sit up straight as well. The cool air instantly
hardens my nipples as they appear out of the bubbles. Laurel is
staring at them with a tiny smile.

“I think that might be
enough. I wouldn’t want you to get too cold.”

She emptied the bottle of wine into my
glass and opens the fresh bottle she brought with her. Luckily it’s
a screw top. “How many men have you been with, Sadie?”

“What? Why?”

“No reason. Just
curious.”

“Three,” I tell
her.

“Three. And did they
satisfy you? You said you faked…”

“Sometimes I did with
Evan,” I admit. “Sometimes he made me come.” My voice is hesitant,
tentative, almost breathless.

“When?” Laurel probes.
“What did he do to excite you?”

“Sometimes…”I begin
cautiously. I’m not sure why I’m telling Laurel this; all I know is
the atmosphere in the bathtub changed as soon as she unbuttoned her
jeans and I’m not uncomfortable with it. I’ve never been attracted
to a woman before, but I was telling the truth when I told her she
has a good body. I’ve noticed that. I’ve noticed how her hair
brushes the middle of her back and how her breasts rose when she
pinned up her hair with a clip before she got in the
tub.

“When he used his
fingers…his mouth…he didn’t very often. Only a few times.” I
remember how I used to cry out when Evan used his tongue between my
legs and a shiver courses through me. It had been a long
time.

“But you liked that.” I
nod, and Laurel continues in her husky voice. “Do you know what I
think you need?”

“My head examined for
staying with him?”

“No, of course not. You’re
young, you make mistakes. No, I think you need to get laid. You
need some really, really good sex. It would take your mind off this
Evan.” Laurel picked the sponge out of the water and squeezed it
over her tanned shoulders. A few of the tendrils hanging to her
shoulders were damp.

Hazily, I realize I must be drunk
because I seem mesmerized watching the sponge flow over her body.
Shoulders, arms, the top of her chest, all tight and toned. When
Laurel brings the sponge under the bubbles to stroke her stomach, I
find myself wanting to follow its progress.

“Something needs to get my
mind off him,” I say, wrenching my gaze back to Laurel’s face with
difficulty. “In the seven years we were together, Evan had more
women that I’ve had in my entire life.”

“You’ve been with a woman?”
Laurel asks with surprise.

“No,” I say quickly. Too
quickly. I don’t ask the same of her because I’m not sure if I want
to know the answer. The close proximity of Laurel in the warm
water, the cool wine–I’m not sure what’s happening here and I’m
afraid too much information will ruin it.

For a split second I consider getting
out of the bath. I can leave Laurel and take my wine and go. I
could get dressed and go to bed.

By myself.

Something deep down tells me not
to.

“What was your first time
like?” Laurel asks after another pause.

“It was when I was
seventeen.” I stretch a leg out under the water. “Sorry,” I say, as
foot bumps her leg.

“Not at all.” She quickly
catches my foot with both hands and begins rubbing the balls of my
foot with strong thumbs and I groan. “I’m infringing on your bath.
It’s the least I can do. Massage therapist, remember?”

“How could I forget?” I say
with my eyes closed.

“So. First time,” Laurel
prompts, continuing to massage my foot.

“Bryan Wilson.”

“The Beach Boy?” Laurel
asks.

“Who?”

“You’re so young. I’ll make
you listen to the Barenaked Ladies, they have a song about him.
What was your Bryan Wilson like?”

“He wasn’t my Bryan Wilson
for very long.”

“Nothing wrong with that,”
Laurel assures me.

“It is when you’re trying
to impress the girl in the bath with you.”

I’m not sure what makes me admit
that.

“You’ve got a girl in the
bath with you. That’s impressive enough,” Laurel smiles shyly, her
fingers caressing my ankle. “Tell me about your first
time.”

“There wasn’t much to tell
about. We did it in the backseat of his car, while it was still
parked at his parents’ driveway.”

“Ew. That’s unoriginal! And
they could have caught you!” She’s worked her way to my calf,
kneading with her thumbs and fingers, pulling my leg out of the
water.

“Despite the location, it
was surprisingly hot. Of course it was my first time, so it wasn’t
that good. That feels good.” I indicate her rubbing my leg.

“I’m glad. It’s too bad
about your Bryan Wilson.”

“I didn’t really expect it
to be any better. Neither of us knew what we were
doing.”

“What about the second
time?” Laurel asks.

“This was when I was
nineteen, when I was living in Whistler with the rest of the team.
He was ok–although he seemed to always want to do it when his
roommate was asleep.”

“In the same
room?”

“Oh, yeah. I learned to be
very, very quiet. He only lasted a few months.”

“Strike two. This isn’t
turning out so well,” Laurel laughs. She moves back to my foot,
massaging my heel and insole with practiced fingers. I’m about to
sink under the water with the pleasure of it.

“Not really And Evan was
three so…” I trail off.”

“How many glasses of wine
have you had?” Laurel asks, taking a drink from her own glass
before resuming her ministrations.

“Not nearly enough. The
best thing about Evan was that he introduced me to the joys of
cunnilingus.”

“Not until Three! What kind
of guys do you attract?”

“Well, what about you? What
was your first time like?” I ask defensively.

Laurel lets go of my foot and my toes
practically cry out from disappointment. “Turn around,” she orders.
“I’ll do your shoulders.”

I don’t need to be asked twice and
immediately turn around so my back is facing her, causing a small
waterfall to splash onto the floor. “Oops,” Laurel laughs. She
pulls me back towards her until her legs are stretched out on
either side of me. My shoulders and breasts are out of the water so
Laurel squeezes the sponge over me.

“My first time was when I
was sixteen,” Laurel began, her hands massaging my shoulders,
pressing deep into the muscles; painful but still feels good. Her
voice is low and slow. “I went to England for the summer for some
exchange program and ended up staying in some dormitory straight
out of Enid Blyton.”

“I’m not sure who that is,”
I admit.

“British writer, wrote
about Malory Towers, this girls’ school. I used to read them when I
was a kid.”

“Ah.”

“I always loved anything to
do with England, so it was easy to leave for the summer, even
though my boyfriend was devastated when I left.”

“He was your
first?”

“No, Pete and I had only
been together a few months. He, of course, wanted to do the deed
before I left but I didn’t feel ready so I made him wait. We both
promised to be faithful while I was gone.”

“And then what
happened.”

“I met someone. Older, more
mature.” Laurel paused for a moment. “She was
beautiful.”

“She…?”

“Is that okay?” Laurel asks
tentatively, her hands pausing in their ministrations of my
shoulders.

I would have expected my first
response would be to make an awkward excuse and haul myself out of
the bath, but that’s the last thing I wanted to do.

I’m surprisingly intrigued to hear
more. And the sudden curl of desire between my legs is something
more than interest. This is new.

New things can be good.

“What was her name?” I
ask.

“Amelia. We were friendly
at the school, but not friends. She was older and popular and
beautiful. I used to see her watch me and think to myself that I
was a complete idiot if I thought she would ever want to be friends
with me.”

“But she did…” I prompted
when Laurel pauses to take some wine. Then she hands me my glass
and I gulp down the cool liquid.

“She did. One night, about
halfway through the term, I was alone in the dormitory. Everyone
else was outside or in class–I don’t remember. I was lying on my
bed, feeling sorry for myself when Amelia came in. She was older,
and there was a hierarchy system at the school so I jumped to my
feet when she came in.”

“’Why have you been
watching me?’”

“’Because you’ve been
watching me,’” I told her. I loved being
in England but I hadn’t made many friends so I didn’t think I had
anything to lose.”

“What did she say?” I ask
breathlessly as Laurel pauses again. Her thumb presses into the
muscles in my shoulder.

“Do you really want to hear
this?” she asks cautiously.

“Yes!”

“Okay,” she sighs, her
thumbs busily working a knot in my shoulder. “I don’t remember the
whole conversation, but at the end of it, she kissed
me.”

“Kissed you…” I echo.
“Really kissed?”

“Tongue and everything. My
first kiss.” Laurel’s voice grows thicker in the room. The music is
barely discernible and the room is quiet except for her voice and
the odd little splash of water.

“What happened then?” Faced
with the image of Laurel locked in the arms of another woman, I
have to swallow twice before I can get the words out.

But there seems to be quite a bit of
moisture beginning to develop between my legs.

“We kissed…for a long time.
And then she laid me on the bed and she took my shirt off. She
kissed my breasts… licked my nipples…”

Laurel’s hand suddenly brushes against
my rock hard nipple and I inhale shakily.

“Pete had touched my
breasts before, but never like she did. Amelia knew how to touch me
because she knew how she wanted to be touched. There wasn’t the
endless playing and rubbing that men do. Men are so preoccupied
with a woman’s breasts, aren’t they?”

“Yes,” I
stammer.

“But you know when someone
is touching your nipples in the right way, it’s like a cord is
connecting your breast and your pussy?”

“Yes,” I whisper, closing
my eyes.

Laurel’s hands are cupping my breasts
now, her fingers toying with my nipples.

“It was like that when
Amelia touched me. I wanted her to touch me more and she knew that.
She lifted my skirt, and took off my underwear. Then she put her
fingers between my legs, right there…”

As she spoke, Laurel’s fingers were
following the path in her story and come to rest on my inner
thighs.

“I let Pete touch me there
once. It felt good, but he fumbled a lot. He was inexperienced and
didn’t know what to do. Amelia knew, because she touched herself.
She told me she touched herself.”

“How did she touch you?” I
ask hoarsely. Laurel’s fingers dangle into the space between my
thighs, only an inch or so away from where I desperately want to be
touched right now.

The sound of her voice as she tells me
about Amelia, the thought of her entwined on a bed with another
woman, tall and beautiful, just like she is, is getting me almost
unbearably excited.

Laurel drops her hand between my legs,
feeling my heat. I want her to feel more than that. “Do you want me
to show you?”

“Yes.” I barely recognize
my voice.

Laurel now has both hands between my
legs, spooning me from behind. Slowly, she trails a finger across
me, probing into the slick wetness.

I gasp as she finds my
clit.

“You’ve never had another
woman touch you?” Laurel asks in a low voice. She pulls me back
against her with her arms, close enough so that I can feel her
breath against my cheek. “No, I don’t think so. It’s amazing. So
much better than any man. Men never realize how delicate a woman’s
body is–delicate but wanting a firm touch. And men are so selfish.
They only look for a way to get more for themselves.”

I can barely nod, mesmerized by her
voice and her touch between my legs. Laurel slips a finger inside
me while she rubs my clit with her thumb. I spread my legs as wide
as the tub allows, my knees pressed against the porcelain
sides.

“It’s so good when a woman
uses her fingers,” Laurel continues softly. “But do you know what’s
even better? When she uses her mouth.”

I feel the tip of her tongue against
my neck and a soft cry escapes.

“I really want to taste
you,” she whispers. “Do you want that too?”

“Please…”

“Sit on the shelf,” she
instructs, removing her hands from between my legs. I groan with
disappointment, water splashing everywhere as I stand up, but I’m
beyond caring about the mess. The ceramic shelf is cold against my
warm, bare skin when I sit, but Laurel is right there, spreading my
legs with her strong hands. She drops a kiss on my inner thigh and
glances up at me.

“Are you sure this is what
you want?”

“Yes,” I whimper
breathlessly. This is the only thing I want right now.

Laurel pulls my leg from the water and
sets it on the shelf so my legs are open wide. She strokes my pussy
with gentle fingers, slipping into my cleft where my clit is
waiting for her. I exhale in a huff as she touches the nub, rubbing
it experimentally. I press my hips forward into her hand and her
fingers slides inside me, moving slowly, using her thumb against my
clit.

“You’re so wet,” she
whispers.

“Please…”

“Please. So polite. You can
tell me to fuck you, you know. Tell me you want my mouth on your
pussy…tell me what you want.”

“I…can’t…”

“And I’m frustrating you
making you wait, aren’t I? You don’t want to wait any longer, do
you?”

“No…”

“Tell me what you want me
to do?” Laurel instructs.

I can’t. I can’t say the
words. As much as I want her to lick me, tongue me,
fuck me with everything
she’s got, I can’t say it.

I push her head down
though.

I push her head between my wide-spread
legs and groan as her tongue flicks against my clit. And again. I
press the back of Laurel’s head with both of my hands, urging her
deeper.

She begins to tongue me. Every part of
me.

Licking my slick folds, she knows
exactly where I want to be touched before I realize it. She probes
with her tongue into every space and crevasse, following with eager
fingers.

This is so different than it is with a
man.

I’m not thinking about how I need to
come soon, or if he’s getting bored. I’m not thinking about what my
body looks like, or if I’m being too loud. Laurel is touching me
because she wants to, because she enjoys it and this realization is
a heady feeling. I’m not thinking at all.

I’ve never been explored quite so
thoroughly.

Laurel kneels in the cooling
bathwater, and pulls my hips to the edge of the shelf. One of her
hands travel up to caress my breasts, fingers toying with my
nipples, the other hand busy between my legs.

The room is full of cries and moans
and it takes me a moment to realize they’re coming from me. I press
against her, pushing my greedy pussy against her mouth, my hands
against the back of her head, wanting more.

“More, please,” I
moan.

I feel the sensations build, slowly at
first but increasing in the intensity as Laurel thrusts her fingers
inside me. Never too hard –just the right amount as her mouth works
my clit, slowly circling the hard nub, frantic flicks of her tongue
working me into a jerking frenzy on the shelf.

“Please!” I cry out. “Don’t
stop don’tstopdon’tstopdon’tstop!”

She doesn’t stop, varying only from
circles and swoops to lashing the length of me. I can feel the
orgasm approaching, the sensations marching through my body with a
relentless fervor.

I don’t want this to end. I could die
from the pleasure of it.

“I’m coming!” I cry out,
and Laurel sucks hard on my clit. My gasps build into a scream as
pleasure courses through my body. She continues, on and on, licking
and sucking, fingers thrusting inside of me until I’m begging for
her to stop because I can’t take anymore.

Only then does Laurel stop, leaning
back on her heels in the cooling water, her hands holding my legs
with a smile on her face.

“Better than a man?” she
asks. “Better than that dickhead Evan anyway.”

I can do nothing but nod, staring at
Laurel with wonder.

“You should get dressed,”
she says briskly, standing up and stepping over the side of the
tub. “You’ll get cold.”

“But…” I don’t know what to
say, what to think. I don’t want her to go.

Laurel smiles. “Don’t worry, I’ll be
back. Consider this your Christmas present.”





















Looking for Candy






I’m exhausted.

It’s my own fault. I’m the
one who insisted I could handle twenty-seven people for Easter
dinner. Twenty-seven people! I have no idea how there came to be that many people
in our family. Do we really need all the nephews to come,
especially when they won’t stop running around and destroying my
house? Only the grandparents care and they won’t see them at all
because they’ll be sitting at the kids’ table, shoving my perfectly
prepared meal into their ungrateful faces and then complaining to
their mother about how they didn’t get any carrots.

It’s not the nephews’ fault. It’s
mine. I should have never thought I had the bandwidth to handle
both families together. One at a time would be great, but both?
What was I thinking?

But I did it. How well I
did has yet to be seen, but everyone is sitting at the table,
eating dinner, except for one of those boys! My sister
really needs to learn to
control her kids.

I feel Ben’s hand on my leg and smile
at him. I’m not sure how we ended up sitting beside each other, but
this morning I let six year-old Emma make the seating arrangements
and for some reason she liked the idea of Mommy and Daddy sitting
together. Maybe she thought I might need the moral support because
Great-Aunt Beth is sitting directly across from us, looking more
like a queen lording over her subjects than ever.

Ben and I have been married for over
nine years and I’m still afraid of Great-Aunt Beth.

The conversation flows around us, as
fast moving as a stream, and focusing on the upcoming nuptials for
Ben’s sister, Eve. Her second nuptials, since the first was the
result of a disastrous trip to Vegas when she was twenty. Or maybe
it wasn’t a disastrous trip; Mr. Eve was pretty hot, if I remember
correctly.

Even my mother is getting involved
with the wedding planning. I don’t think she has an overly fond
appreciation of Eve, but she does like to have a finger in every
pie.

She insisted on making three pies for
today’s dinner, mainly because she doesn’t think I can do pumpkin
pie justice. For once, that’s okay; it was one less thing for me to
have worry about.

Easter is normally one of my favourite
holidays. I love colouring eggs with the kids, hiding chocolates in
easily noticeable spots around the house and stock-piling my own
chocolate to last until summer, but this year I just want it to be
over. It’s Sunday afternoon and I’ve been on the go since Thursday
night when Eve first arrived with her family. No one is leaving
until tomorrow and the kids don’t go back to school until Tuesday,
when I go back to work.

I wish this weekend was already
over.

I sit quietly, happy not having to
talk, content to eat the meal I planned and slaved over–which even
I have to say, turned out quite well. I’m able to breathe normally
and let my feet rest, enjoying Ben’s hand warm on my
leg.

His hand is moving around my leg quite
a bit.

I give him a quizzical glance but he’s
watching Eve with an attentive expression on his face, listening to
her as his fingers tip toe to the hem of my skirt.

I scoot my chair under the table as
far as I can, the table pressed against my stomach and my best
flowery tablecloth, a wedding present from Great Aunt Beth,
concealing the sight of Ben’s hand.

I had ten minutes to get dressed
before the majority of masses arrived this afternoon, time enough
to change out of my yoga pants and dirty T-shirt into a more
suitable skirt and top. Maybe the skirt wasn’t as suitable as it
could be; the way Ben’s eyes traveled to my legs when I flew down
the stairs at the ringing of the doorbell told me it might have
been a little too short for a family Easter dinner, but at least
it’s more appropriate than the lacy black thong I’m wearing
underneath.

The dinner took so much out of me that
I haven’t had time to catch up on the laundry. Ben seemed to like
the thought of me wearing my sexy panties, as he calls them. Not
that feeling exhausted makes you feel very sexy. Poor Ben. I’ve
been neglecting him lately.

The edge of my skirt rests mid-thigh
and I watch Ben listen to his sister natter incessantly about the
cost of ordering lilac coloured roses while his fingers slide
innocent-like under the fabric of my skirt.

What is he doing?

It’s not like I can ask him and since
I’m curious about his end game, I don’t stop the wandering
fingers.

Why would I? They have begun to dip
down to my inner thighs and I inhale sharply as he pushes his hand
between my legs as if to part them.

I stare at him with a quizzical
expression but when my sister asks me a question across the table,
I have to turn my attention to her.

But I open my legs.

Ben’s fingers caress the softness of
my inner thighs, drifting from one leg to another, tickling and
teasing seemingly without a destination in mind. A hand pushes my
skirt up to a dangerously inappropriate height and I open my legs
as wide as I can to allow him access, first making sure the table
cloth is covering me.

If anyone could see what we are doing
under the table...

Ben has always been more adventurous
than I have and even this is a bit much for him. It’s been such a
long weekend and the house has been so full of people the only time
alone we’ve had is when we’re in bed. And I’ve been so tired that
all I want to do is sleep.

If Ben’s fingers feel like wandering,
who am I to say no?

Luckily, no one notices Ben is only
eating with one hand.

I lean back in my chair and slowly
raise my fork to my mouth as Ben flicks a finger at the apex of my
legs. And then he digs his hand deeper under the table so he can
cup my lace clad pussy. My fork remains in my mouth as I try to
breathe normally, which is difficult to do when your husband is
feeling you up under the table during Easter dinner.

I sneak a peek at Great Aunt Beth
across the table to ensure she’s not noticing anything untoward is
happening right under her eye. Her icy blue eyes are staring
condescendingly at Ben’s older brother who is refilling his wine
glass for the third time since dinner began.

Ben’s hand is warm between my legs so
it’s a shock when he removes it. I’m disappointed. It’s probably
for the best.

I ask Ben’s brother a question. Ben
chimes in with a story from their childhood after he answers, as
the two men talk across me and I watch with fascination as Ben
carefully cuts his turkey into bite sized pieces without eating any
of it.

I do my best to hide my smile as I
stealthily slide my hand under the table.

I begin at Ben’s knee, as he did to
me, softly trailing my fingers up his pant leg. But I’m not as
patient as he was and reach his crotch in record time, very
interested in what I might find there.

His cock is already hard and resting
against his inner thigh.

A few years ago, when Ben’s hands took
a wander around my legs during a movie, I noticed a fair bit of
squirming in his seat and asked him about it later. He told me it
was often uncomfortable for a man to get an erection when he’s
sitting and therefore needed to adjust things. It was easier, Ben
said, if he was wearing boxers.

I’m guessing he is wearing boxers
tonight because I haven’t been aware of any adjusting.

I take a sip of my wine as I run my
finger along the length of him, refusing to glance at his face and
doing my best not to smile. And then I press my whole hand against
him, grasping him through the fabric of his khakis, continuing to
eat with one hand, choosing small mouthfuls and regretting not
cutting up more meat.

Eventually, I run out of bite sized
food and reluctantly pull my hand out and pick up my knife. No
sooner that I do it, Ben’s hand is back under the table. There’s no
playing around this time. His hand goes straight for the prize, as
persistent as the kids hunting for Easter eggs this
morning.

My legs are open and ready for him but
I still fake a cough to disguise the gasp that escapes as Ben
pushes the scrap of fabric that is my thong aside and grazes my
clit with his finger.

Ben is a very tall man, with long arms
and fingers that raced across piano keys as a child. I’ve never
been so glad of the proportions of his body or the dexterity of his
fingers until now.

Except the first graze, Ben forgoes my
clit and slithers a finger down towards my opening, teasing me
briefly before sliding inside me slowly as I concentrate on acting
like nothing out of the ordinary is happening.

Which is extremely
difficult.

And becomes even more so as Ben
removes his finger and rubs my wetness against my clit.

Chewing has never been so
difficult.

Conversation at the table has become
loud and animated and so far no one has realized neither Ben nor I
make any attempt to join in. It’s all I can do to keep my breathing
steady and remain upright in my chair as Ben rubs my clit with two
fingers.

I’m usually quite vocal, so being
quiet is becoming extremely, incredibly difficult to do.

I realize I’m pushing myself against
his hand in small, pelvis thrusts to encourage him to increase the
speed of his rhythmic strokes. I keep my eyes on my plates,
refusing to look up in case anyone is watching me. Because then I
would have to get Ben to stop and I’m not sure that’s possible
right now.

His fingers are relentless, circling
my clit with a perfect firmness and timing.

I move the food along my plate with my
fork, unsure if I can handle putting something in my mouth that
isn’t my husband’s cock. Ben has increased his pressure and his
speed and I know I’m going to come in a minute. My orgasms have
always been quick and intense but never this quick and I’m afraid
of how intense it might be. But there’s no way I can stop
him.

I reach under the table and
grasp Ben’s wrist; not to stop him but as a wordless plea for
more. Moremoremore

And then I’m coming, the sensation
starting at my toes, waves of pleasure racing up my legs, up my
arms until the pleasure finally explodes within me. I sit frozen
with my eyes closed and my cheeks flushed for a long moment,
relishing the reaction Ben never fails to provoke in me.

Finally, I open my eyes to look at my
husband who has never wavered with his laborious attempts to eat.
Ben has a tiny smile on his face and as I watch, draws his hand out
from under the table and slowly brings it to his mouth, slipping
his middle finger between his lips.

“Are you okay, Abby?” Ben’s
mother asks me from across the table.

I freeze.

“Your cheeks are all
flushed,” she continues.

“It’s–ah, it’s warm in
here,” I stammer, picking up my glass of wine for a needed
drink.

“You’ve been running around
so much today,” she chides. “Ben, you need to take care of your
wife.”

Ben winks at me and I choke on my
mouthful. “Doing my best, Mom.” And then he gives me a pinch under
the table.

This is a challenge and I’m ready to
play dirty. Once his mother turns her attention to someone else, of
course!

It’s amazingly difficult to slide out
of a thong while sitting, but I manage. It helps that it’s Ben
sitting beside me, who seems fascinated at my efforts, and his
brother on the other side, who is exchanging jokes with the kids’
table on the other side of the room. I don’t give too much notice
to how the jokes and comments are becoming more and more
inappropriate with his wine intake. He can be someone else’s
problem. I’ve got enough inappropriate behaviour to worry about
right now.

Finally, I manage to wriggle out of my
underwear and under the guise of a dropped napkin, I scoop it off
the floor and deposit it in Ben’s lap.

He immediately bends his head to check
what I’ve given him. I’m rewarded for my efforts with a wide,
knowing smile.

“How long did it take you?
Abby?” I’m drawn back into the table conversation by my mother’s
questioning voice.

“Pardon?” I squeak,
thinking…

“Your turkey,” she
continues impatiently. “How long did it take you to cook
it?”

“Oh, I don’t remember…” I
can barely remember my own name right now.

“It’s very good,” she tells
me reluctantly, and those within hearing distance agree.

“Abby makes the best
turkey,” Ben chimes in. “It’s so moist and juicy…”

I have to hide my gasp of laughter at
his comment. “Thank you. Now, if you’ll excuse me for a sex –
second,” I stammer my correction. “I remembered something I need to
do for dessert.”

“Let me,” Ben’s mother
offers. “You should finish. You’ve hardly eaten
anything.”

“No, no,” I wave my napkin
at her and stand up. My legs aren’t as steady as I’d like and I
have to hastily tug my skirt down, but I manage to move away from
the table. “Ben, can you give me a hand.”

“Oh, I guess,” he says,
feigning reluctance, but is just as quick to get up from the table
with a discrete tug of his sweater. His brother makes a comment in
a low voice and laughs. ‘Yes, dear,” Ben adds and runs after me,
producing a laugh from the table.

He follows me to the tiny pantry
attached to the kitchen. It’s the first place I can think of, and
luckily it has a door.

I push Ben up against it.

“That was mean,” I tell
him, my hands immediately fumbling at his belt.

“I thought you’d like it,”
he says with a cocky grin.

“I should make you suffer
for that.”

“I really hope you don’t,”
he says with a nervous laugh. He sighs; I’ve got his pants open and
his thick cock is in my hand before he finishes speaking. I don’t
reply since I’ve dropped to my knees and taken him in my
mouth.

“Dammit, Abby, that feels
good,” he mutters.

“Don’t get used to it,” I
threaten, licking his tip with tiny flutters of my
tongue.

I’m not opposed to giving blowjobs but
this is only a taste for me. I want more of him.

Just as Ben is grabbing my head, I
stand up. He looks disappointed, but only until I pull my skirt
up.

“You need to fuck me,” I
tell him. “Right now.”

“Yes, dear,” he says
eagerly and spins me around so I’m facing the wall of shelves. He
bends me over and without missing a beat, Ben thrusts inside me and
I let a soft moan escape.

His cock is long like him, but almost
too thick for me if I’m not too excited. Right now I want all of it
inside me, fast and hard.

Easter dinner disappears from my
thoughts as Ben grabs my hips and thrusts inside me, again and
again. There is no gentleness or tenderness; he’s fucking me fast
and hard; fucking me so thoroughly that even in the little pantry
with our families not ten feet away, it’s only going to take me
minutes to come.

Which might not be enough.

“This is going to be
quick,” Ben mutters, increasing his speed. “When you gave me your
sexy panties…”

“I’ll need them back,” I
gasp, clutching the edge of the shelves for support from Ben’s
onslaught.

“Not on your life. They’re
mine. Just like you.”

His cock fills every inch of me, but
still he gives me more, sliding a hand between our bodies and
probing my ass with a finger.

This is something we’ve just begun
exploring and I’ve been hesitant to admit how much it excites
me.

He presses his finger against my
tightness until it gives way and he pushes through, holding his
finger in place as he fucks me. I bring a hand between my legs and
rub my clit, knowing Ben won’t take long, and frantic not to be
left behind. I’m greedy for another orgasm.

“You feel so fucking good,”
Ben groans.

“Don’t stop,” I beg.
“Please. I’m so…”

But I’m already there, my hurried
ministrations giving me the extra boost as I come, my gasps loud in
the quick room, biting my lips to keep from crying out. Ben pumps
into me so hard that I bang my head on one of the shelves as he
joins me.

“Holy shit, Abby,” he
finally whispers, stopping his frenetic thrusts but remaining
inside me. “What was that?”

“You started it,” I laugh.
“We’ve got to get back to the table before anyone
notices.”

Ben pulls out and we both straighten
up. “No one will notice a thing.”

“Except your perma-grin?” I
touch his face with my hand, pleased at the gleeful expression on
his face.

“You’ve got one too,” he
assures me and drops a kiss on my waiting lips. “I thought you
needed a treat for all your hard work.”

“Can we do it again next
year?” I ask eagerly.

Ben’s already back at the table by the
time I return after a visit to the washroom to straighten myself up
and to really check the pie in the oven. I’m happy Ben is right,
and it appears no one has noticed a thing.

Except…

Great Aunt Beth gives me a knowing
smile as I slip into my seat.











Rest Stop






 

“I’m horny,” Callie announces as
we drive along.

“Thanks for sharing,” I
reply.

Callie gestures with her bare and
already tanned arms to the four lanes of vehicles crawling along at
a snail’s pace. “We’re stuck in traffic. What else are we supposed
to talk about?”

It’s the Friday before the July
long weekend and Callie and I are headed to a friend’s cottage to
soak up the sun and sand and many margaritas. Based on the last few
months I’ve gone through, I’d say I deserve the time
off.

“Of course we need to talk about
your favourite subject,” I tease.

“What?” Callie asks. “Sex, or
me?”

“You having sex?”

“Bingo!”

“You are a slut,” I tell
her with a smile.

“Yes, but it’s not
politically correct to call someone that anymore. It’s called
slut-shaming, which is an attempt to make a woman feel guilty and
inferior and it’s incredibly dangerous to women in society. It’s
all over social media about how it’s so wrong and how the term
degrades women and kicks back feminism about a thousand years, even
though feminism isn’t the hot button it used to be. Have you ever
noticed the variety of words and phrases for women with loose
morals? Like me? There are hardly any for men and the few there are
definitely don’t condemn men as much. I think it’s idiotic when men
slut-shame. Aren’t they the ones who want us to have
more sex? You can call
me promiscuous,” Callie finished, leaving me dazed as usual by her
rant. “Even though I am a raging slut.”

“But do you feel guilty and
inferior?”

“Hell, no! Bring on the
boys!”

“Promiscuous,” I repeat
ruefully. “I think I need a bit of promiscuity in my
life.”

“I, one hundred and ten
percent, agree with you. You’ve been separated for almost a year,
the divorce is imminent. What the heck are you waiting
for?”

“Opportunity?” I suggest
with a shrug. I check carefully before changing lanes only to find
the one I’ve moved into immediately slows to a stop.

Story of my life.

“You need some fun,” Callie
decides, rolling down her window. I turn off the AC and do the same
if we’re going to be sitting in traffic. “And you need to loosen
up. Eli really did a number on you. I get that the sex was
amazingly earth-shattering, but mind games can only last so long,
you know.”

I whole-heartedly agree. Almost a year
ago to the day, I finally walked out on my marriage of six years.
Eli was sexy and passionate but couldn’t handle the full commitment
of marriage. He kept me not only on the verge of an orgasm but on
the edge of my seat for our time together. I didn’t like myself
when I was with Eli and after a lot of soul-searching and
hand-holding by Callie, I finally managed to call it
quits.

I still miss Eli, especially in the
bedroom, but I’m much healthier away from him.

“This weekend should be
fun,” I say. “But no men at the cottage.”

“Yes, but Amy’s cottage is
situated on a big lake, which has other cottages where there will
undoubtedly be men. Do you know the male species have this
instinctive radar to know when a woman is horny and desperate? Then
they flock to the woman. Not that you’re desperate, of
course.”

“I’ve been feeling pretty
desperate these days,” I say.

“It’s like they
just know when you need
it. And then they come. If you want them,
they will come,” Callie intones, trying
for the James Earl Jones voice from Field
of Dreams and failing miserably. She hangs
her arm out the window and waves it into the wind like we used to
do when we were kids.

“I’m not sure Darth Vader
was in that movie,” I tell her sarcastically.

“Darth Vader should be in
every movie,” Callie declares. She is a thirty-six year old woman
and the biggest Star Wars geek I know. “Speaking of Star
Wars–”

“Which we
weren’t.”

“Would you rather have sex
with Han Solo or Luke Skywalker?” she demands. The
Would You Rather is one
of our favourite games. I have an entire email folder at work
dedicated to the choices Callie sends me on a daily basis. It makes
the day that much more exciting thinking about who I’d have sex
with if given the chance. Sometimes the questions are less
personal, but not usually. Callie freely admits it–she likes sex
and loves talking about it.

“Han Solo.” It’s an
automatic response. I’ve watched the movies twice, once long ago in
my youth and then again a few years ago with Eli. The character of
Han Solo always struck me as a sexy bad boy with a heart of
gold.

Just like Eli, but without the heart
of gold.

But Callie, who religiously watches
the original trilogy at least once a year, is shaking her head.
“You know, now I’m not so sure. Maybe it’s because I’m getting
older but I’m starting to think Luke looks like the better
bet.”

“You think about this a
lot?”

“Of course.”

“Luke is too innocent, too
young. He wouldn’t know what was what, or what to do. Didn’t he try
and make out with his own sister?”

“He didn’t know! But see,
that’s what I’ve always thought. Now though–wouldn’t you want to be
able to show a guy what was what? Mold him? Teach him the best ways
to do stuff?” Callie aims her infectious smile at me but I’m
shaking my head.

“Sounds like too much
work.”

“Yes, but you’re used to
being with a pro. Wouldn’t it be fun to take what you’ve learned
from Eli and apply to others for the benefit of
society?”

“I doubt society would
really benefit from what I’ve learned in the bedroom from Eli,” I
laugh.

“I disagree. You’d be
helping countless women experience hours of pleasure and fun. At
least that’s what I’ve been thinking.”

“When you’re thinking about
having sex with Luke Skywalker?”

“Sure. I was always all
over Han Solo, and I still would be–hell, I would never kick
Harrison Ford out of bed for eating crackers even if he’s seventy
something–but lately, I’m in need of a little more excitement. Now,
if it was Han and Leia together, I’d go for that. Or better yet,
Han and Luke and me!”

“Have you ever been with a
woman?” I ask curiously. I know Callie’s pretty open with things,
but this was one adventure I’ve never asked her about.

She
nods without a trace of
self-consciousness. “Twice. But I’ve never been with 2
guys.”

“I’ve never with
anyone. Other than one guy,” I laugh.

“Would
you?”

I give
the question some thought before I
answer because I’m not sure what she is asking–hypothetically if I
would ever want to have a threesome with another woman or did I
want to have one with her?

I’m not
sure about the answer to that one. I
didn’t think we had that type of relationship. We’ve been friends
most of our lives but the only thing we’ve shared were sloppy,
drunken kisses at midnight on New Year’s Eve.

“I’ve never had the
opportunity,” I say carefully. “But it might be something I’d like
to try.”

“It’s pretty cool.” I
can’t believe she can be so casual about this.

“Did you know
them? I mean, were they friends of yours?” I want to
know.

“The first
time, yes. It was years ago, when I was at school. You know, that’s
when they say you do all of your experimentation.”

I didn’t
experiment with
anyone.

“Anyway, my
friend and I got drunk and started making out to get a reaction
from these guys. One of them jumped on the idea and took us back to
his room. My friend was all worked up, so I thought–why
not?”

“Why not?” I
echo. I’m not sure if I could ever share Callie’s laissez-faire
attitude about sex but I envied it at times. She always had fun
stories and sexy adventures she was willing to tell anyone who
would listen.

“The second
time, I was at a club and this couple picked me up,” she
continued.

“Really?
People do that?”

“People do all
sorts of things,” she laughs. “At least these people did. That was
an unbelievable night.”

“Wow.” Of
course my mind flashes to an image of Callie snuggled between a
couple, Callie spread-eagled on a bed while a woman goes down on
her while a man fucks her from behind.

It’s
not an offensive image.
Callie is a beautiful woman; tall, blonde with enviable curves. At
least I envy them; she is constantly grousing about the need to
lose twenty pounds. I think she looks amazing–full bodied and lush.
Ripe. Just like a peach.

Like I said,
Callie and I don’t have that type of friendship but
it’s been a long time since
Eli.

“What happened
with your friend?” I ask, wrenching my mind away from the thought
of what Callie might look like during an unforgettable night and
back onto to traffic. We had gained a little speed and the wind
blew through the open windows, tangling my hair. “The first-time
one? Was it weird between you?”

“A little at
first but we got over it. I think if you're going to plan on
getting busy with a friend you have to make sure you’ll both be
cool afterward. Like, if you and I were planning on me rocking your
world, we’d make a pact that is like, even though I’ve licked your
pussy, it was a one-time thing and not to be discussed
after.”

“Licked...”I
trail off. “Who says you’ll be the world rocking one? Maybe I would
you’re your world? Did you ever think of that?”

“Just say the
word!”

“Would you
want to?” I ask boldly.

“With you?
Sure, why not? I'm open to just about anything. Just so you know,
apparently I’m pretty good. You might be wanting to come back for
seconds.”

A
warmth spreads between my legs.
“It’s been so long since I've had anyone go down on me I think
anyone would be pretty good.”

“The last guy
I was with wouldn’t go for it, so he didn’t last long. I can’t
stand guys who want you to give them head all the time but will
never return the favour.”

“Selfish,” I
agree.

“Totally.”

I drive in
silence for a while, thinking about this new information about Callie. Would I be open into
doing something like that with her? Eli had tried on numerous
occasions to convince me to have a threesome, but I could never get
my head around the thought of it with him. It was my insecurity
about our relationship rather my lack of interest. What woman
hasn’t been curious about being with another woman?

I
wonder how good Callie really
is.

“You’re
thinking about it, aren’t
you?” Callie says suddenly.

“Are
you?”

“Hell,
yeah!”

“Me
too.”

We laugh.

The traffic
slows again and I glance out the window to see a Jeep
pull up in the right lane beside us,
with all the windows open blaring Katy Perry. Three guys are inside
and the driver looks over and catches me watching him.

He’s
young, and very cute, wearing a Blue
Jays jersey and a baseball cap turned backward. He grins at
us.

“Hey, ladies!”
the guy in the backseat calls out. He’s blonde with a ready smile
and tall from the way he is folded into the seat.

“Hey, boys,”
Callie calls, giving them a wave.

“Where you
headed?” the driver asks.

“Where are we
going?” she turns to me.

“Lake of
Bays.” I see no harm of a little side-by-side conversation. It
might make the drive go by a little quicker. “You?”

“Bracebridge.”

“You’re going
to Santa's Village?” I have to repeat it two times for them to hear
me over the music.

“I loved that
place when I was a kid,” he laughs.

“Is it just
the two of you in there?” Backseat calls over. “Where’s your big,
bad boyfriends?”

“Just us,”
Callie tells them. “We’re currently unattached.”

“My favourite
kind of hot, sexy women,” Backseat says. The driver finally turns
down the music so there’s no need to shout. The traffic has slowed
back down to a crawl so it’s easy to remain side by
side.

“Cute,” Callie
says to me with a raised eyebrow.

“Very. But
they’re over in their car and we’re here.”

“I’m not
saying I want to–” she glances back over to the car where all three
men seem to be staring at us. “Okay, maybe I am.”

“Callie,” I
say with exasperation in my voice.

“Brienne,” she says,
matching my tone much better than her James Earl Jones imitation.
“Where’s your sense of adventure?”

“Getting us to
Amy’s cottage is going to be an adventure enough for
me.”

“We’ll see
about that.” Callie turns to the window, practically hanging out to
better talk to the boys in the Jeep. And they are boys. I’d guess
no one in that car is older than twenty five.

What’s the harm in a
little conversation between cars?

Twenty minutes
later I’m following the Jeep
off the highway.

“We’re just
going to get something to eat,” Callie explains. I’m slightly
hyperventilating by then, after the havoc I create trying to cut
across three lanes of slow-moving traffic. I haven’t even thought
farther than getting off the highway, which did sound like a good
idea. “Backseat is really hungry. He seems kind of into
me.”

“Of course he
is.” I roll my eyes. As much as I’m intrigued by the Jeep’s
passengers, I can’t imagine where Callie is going with this. We’re
on route to Amy’s cottage; a male-free weekend of bonding with
female friends. “You know Amy’s not going to let any of them come
anywhere near the cottage?”

“Who says
anything about the cottage?”

My legs are stiff from
the two plus hours in the car but I manage a smile when Callie and
I are surrounded by the boys from the Jeep. We made the
introductions.

“Archie.”
(Backseat)

“Pete.”
(Passenger)

“Seth.
(Driver, and my personal favourite)

“I’m Callie
and this is Brienne,” she smiles at the boys, who seem blinded by
her smile and the force of her personality. Also, the size of her
breasts. Callie is nothing less than a blonde bombshell, of the
Marilyn and Jayne Mansfield era. Or Mae West. In contemporary
times, Callie is comparable to Jenny McCarthy; full bodied and
voluptuous with a love of laughter and life and men. She’s a force
to be reckoned with, especially for men easily
intimidated.

I am her smaller, quieter
sidekick. Her wing-woman, she calls me.

“Brienne is
recently divorced and needs help getting her mojo back,” Callie now
proclaims to my horror. “Who wants to help with that?”

Just as I am wishing the
ground in the parking lot would open up and suck me in, Seth moves
over and holds out his hand. “I have the perfect solution for lack
of mojo,” he says with a lopsided smile. “Wally’s Burgers. Best
ever.”

Wally’s Burger is an
oasis for those who are on-route to cottages. Their burgers are
famous, as are the fries. Kids love it because the owners took a
train and converted the cars into dining rooms. They also have a
convenience store where it’s easy to pick up last minute items. I
made a stop at the store while the boys followed Callie to the
take-out counter, then meet them at the last train car in the
row.

The car is full of big,
comfy seats surrounding small tables with spindly legs and our
group takes two tables in the empty car. I sit with Seth and Pete
across from Callie and Archie.

By the time we
finish our impromptu snack,
all three boys are wrapped around Callie’s fingers. She’s in fine
form, teasing and flirting, her suggestive comments music to any
man’s ear especially when she makes everything and anything sound
so possible.

“Hours more
driving to do,” Archie groans.

“At least you
can sleep through it,” Seth says.

“Why can’t we
switch cars?” Pete suggested with a boyish twinkle in his eye.
“That would speed things up.”

“We are not
switching cars,” Callie says sternly. “It was lovely to meet you
boys, but we’re heading to a girls’ only weekend, where penises are
not allowed. After we finish our lunchtime fun, Brienne and I will
be on our way.”

“Harsh,”
Archie mutters.

Callie raises an eyebrow.
I have a sense of what’s coming, although I really can’t believe
it. “Did I say the fun was over?” Callie demands. “I think it’s
only just begun.

Standing up behind the
table, she pulls her T-shirt up and over her head.

“Holy shit,”
Archie mutters, full of wide-eyed admiration.

“I’ve never
been with two men before,” Callie says coyly. “Anyone want to help
me with that?”

Pete and Archie push each
other aside in their rush to get to her, leaving Seth alone with me
at the table.

“Your friend,”
he says with an expression that is part amused and part
appreciative.

“I know,” I
say, sneaking a peak at where Callie is already kissing Archie,
with Pete right there beside them. I pull out the travel-sized box
of condoms I picked up for her and throw them across to the next
table. “Go join in if you like. She’s got more than enough to go
around.”

“No way,” he
shakes his head. “I’ve been thinking about your mojo.” The way he
glances at my chest suggests it’s more than my mojo on his
mind.

“What is mojo,
exactly?” I wonder.

“Special
power?” Seth offers. “Magic, maybe? Do you have
magical powers?”

I give him a sly smile,
praying I can pull this off. It’s been a while. “You have no
idea.”

Seth chuckles and reaches
across the table for my hands, indicating I should get up. I follow
his lead and end up straddling his lap. He’s tall and broad and I
can feel the muscles in his shoulders as my hands slide around his
neck.

“Do you often
pick up men on the highway?” he asks with a teasing smile, his hands moving down my back,
sending shivers through me. His hands are warm through my thin tank
top.

“I’ve never
done anything like this before,” I confess with a nervous
laugh.

Callie says I need some
fun. I might not construe having fun as being draped over a man at
least eight years younger than me at a restaurant. But Callie seems
to be into it, and so does Seth. Why not? I’m sure Eli never waited
this long before jumping back into bed with some random woman. Eli
could stop having sex about as easily as he could stop
breathing.

I used to be like that
when I was with him.

“First time
for everything,” I continue, running my fingers into the back of
Seth’s hair.

“Too bad. I
thought I could be another notch on your belt.”

“I’m not
wearing a belt.” Seth’s hands reach my waist, and he pushes his
thumbs inside the waistband of my shorts.

“No, you’re
not. Anything else you’re not wearing?”

“You’ll have
to find out.”

“Oh, I intend
to.”

He kisses me
then, his lips firm and demanding and I let myself go, sinking into his arms, his embrace.
This one time experience. I’ll never see Seth again but right now
he’s everything I need.

My shirt is
pushed up and his hands cup my breasts, firm fingers pushing aside
my bra to toy with my nipples at the same time his lips find the soft skin of my neck.
Callie has moved to the other end of the car. She’s standing in the
aisle, passionately kissing Archie? Or is it Pete? She’s lost her
clothes already and the one not kissing her is on his knees on the
floor in front of her.

You go,
girl, I think to myself, and
then thoughts of Callie fade from my mind as Seth’s mouth moves
from my neck to graze my nipple with his teeth. I can barely stop
myself from groaning aloud. It’s all tongue and teeth as Seth
shifts from one breast to another, his hands frantically working
the fastenings on my shorts.

I wonder if I should help
him.

He finally succeeds, and
his hand tunnels into my shorts, slipping past the elastic into my
underwear. This time I can’t stop the little cry that escapes as
his finger skims my clit. He pauses to toy with the nub, his mouth
still paying homage to my breast, and then his fingers slide inside
me.

And then he
stops. “I want to taste you,” Seth mutters. Picking me off his lap,
he positions me on the tiny table between the seats. I have only a
moment to wonder if it will
hold my weight before he’s pulling my shorts and panties off in one
tug. Then he lowers his head.

“Oh, my god,”
I groan as his tongue quickly finds the sensitive spot between my
legs. I lean back as much as I can, holding on to his head for all
it’s worth.

His hat falls
off.

Seth may be young, but
he’s obviously done this before. His talented tongue circles my
clit as his fingers probe inside me, thrusting slowly. I push my
pussy against his face, greedy for more and he responds by quickly
taking my clit into his mouth and sucking it.

I let out a little shriek
and then the earth moves…

Literally. The table
tilts dramatically to the side, causing me to lose my precarious
position and almost land on the floor.

Seth scoops me up in the
nick of time, his arms lifting me up by the hips, and then stands
and presses me up against the slick window. He is strong and I’m
small and my pussy is now at a perfect eye level for him to
continue. Without missing a beat, he carries on, lashing my clit
with his tongue, fingers thrusting firmly inside me.

From this
position I’m able to see what
Callie’s up to.

Pete is sitting in one of
the chairs, legs in the aisle and Callie is leaning over him, his
cock in her mouth. I can even see how his fingers are rubbing
between her legs, as Archie stands behind her, slowly and
rhythmically fucking her. Even with her mouth full, Callie makes a
fair bit of noise.

I shouldn’t talk. I’m
aware we’re in a semi-private place and I try to keep quiet, but
it’s difficult to do with Seth’s mouth sending waves and waves of
pleasure lapping at my shore. I grab the back of his head to push
him deeper, moaning loudly.

In this position I’m
completely vulnerable, my bare ass pressed against the opaque
window.

I watch as Callie stands
up. Archie backs away as she barks instructions. Then she straddles
Pete in the chair, sliding slowly onto his cock and then leaning
over the armrest so her ass is in the air.

Archie is behind her, and
as I watch, he slips his cock into her ass.

Staring open-mouthed, I
watch Callie take it from both ends. While it may look
uncomfortable, it’s very impressive and Callie sounds like she’s
enjoying herself. It looks hot as hell.

As I watch, and Seth
tongues me expertly, I feel the beginnings of an orgasm. I want to
lay back and enjoy it, but it’s moving too fast, almost as fast as
Seth’s tongue. And then he’s sucking my clit and I’m crying out. I
hear someone begging for more and I’m not sure if it’s me or
Callie, and then I explode, tightening my legs and slamming my back
against the glass window as the sensations rock through my
body.

“Oh my god,” I
say weakly as Seth lifts his head.

I think I need
new dialogue but Seth doesn’t
seem to mind. “We’re not done here yet,” he tells me cheerfully,
hands on my waist to lower my feet to the floor. Then he bends me
over the table, and there’s the distinct ripping of a foil wrapper,
before he pushes inside me.

There’s no down time from
my orgasm and my muscles clench as he thrusts in, his cock hard and
thick and just the right length. In fact, it’s exactly what I
need.

Seth’s hands grip my
waist as he fucks me hard and fast, my hips ramming against the
table. I can’t see Callie from this position but I can hear her and
it sounds like she’s enjoying herself, almost as much as I
am.

My gasps and
cries sound harsh in the car and increase in both volume and
speed as Seth fucks me faster. And
then he reaches around to rub my clit with his fingers, sending me
almost over the edge once again.

The back of his legs slap
against me as he thrusts frantically, giving low growling groans.
The sound is as much of a turn-on as his fingers.

“I’m going to
come,” I gasp, instinctively knowing Seth is close and waiting for
me. “Don’t stop…please…harder…oh god!” I call out as my orgasm
slams into me, a sharp, thin cry that continues on until Seth
empties himself into me.

“That was
fucking awesome,” Seth gasps, pulling out and leaving me limp on
the table.

“You’re
telling me,” Callie says from the aisle where she’s watching. “I
really think I might be beginning to like long weekend
traffic.”


















Haunted by
Him






I feel his
presence before I hear him. The room is dimly lit, and I can only see his silhouette, black
against black and smell his musky sent.

The smell is
such a turn on. Narisco
Rodriguez for Him. A few years ago I was passing through the
perfume counter in a department store, and almost climaxed on the
spot when I recognized his scent. I bought a bottle and hid it in
my drawer at home. Once in a while I’ll take it out and have a
sniff.

He doesn’t say
a word to me. He acknowledges
me by gently grasping my wrists and drawing them up and over my
head. I’m not afraid, only excited about what he’s going to do to
me tonight. I let him wrap the bindings around my wrists, and lean
back against the wall behind me. I can’t move my arms, nor do I
want to.

Every year for
Halloween, there is a party at the Balliol Mansion. I’ve never met the owners. It could be
my mystery man for all I know.

There are three rules for
the guests of the party.

No damaging the house or
each other

No discussing what takes
place during the party

Anything goes.

Full costume is a must as
well. I attended my first party nine years ago with my husband,
Aidan. As per the rules, we’ve never discussed what happened to
either of us.

Of course I’m curious
about what Aidan did at the party, but part of me doesn’t really
want to know. I love Aiden; we’ve been married for over twenty
years and we’re very happy. I’m not sure I could handle hearing
about him and some other woman. Because then I’d have to tell him
what happens to me.

I stand patiently, my
arms bound above my head and wait for him to touch me.

Him. My
mystery man. Every year he
finds me in the same darkened room, where he proceeds to pleasure
me until midnight, when the party ends. I have no idea who he is,
or even what he looks like. I know his smell and I know his touch.
And I know is how he makes me feel.

It’s the best sex of my
life.

He begins to undress
me.

For the
party this year, I’ve wrapped
a sheet around me, toga style and have a crown of leaves in my
hair, which is loose and curly and long enough to cover my breasts.
He finds where I’ve tucked in the sheet and begins to unwrap it
from my body, his hands caressing every inch of me.

He never kisses
me.

When I’m
naked, his lips begin at my
neck–teasing, sucking, biting the sensitive skin, his hands
fondling my breasts.

I can do nothing to
prevent this, even if I wanted to.

His lips tease
my nipples, his mouth firm
and demanding but not painful. Some years he likes to cause
pain.

One year he
spanked me with a paddle. Once, he used nipple clamps; another year he kept me on the brink of
an orgasm for what felt like hours. Most times I’m tied up. Last
year he stripped me naked and laid me on a table, massaging every
inch of my body with oil before having anal sex with me.

It’s never the same thing
twice.

His mouth continues the
teasing while his hands begin to wander down my body; waist, hips,
thighs, ass, every part of me is caressed, fondled, worshipped.
It’s as if he is showing me how much he adores my body.

It’s been a long time
since my body was in good enough shape to be worshipped.

For some
strange reason I’m
comfortable with him, no matter how much my waist has grown over
the years, how much my thighs spread when I sit down. For this
night, tonight,I know my body is meant to be loved.

My breath comes in gasps
and sighs as his teeth tug at my nipple, little nips at the
delicate skin. And then his mouth moves lower, nuzzling at the soft
skin under my heavy breasts, the sensitive area below my ribcage,
where I jerk to avoid being tickled.

He remains there for a
time, like he enjoys torturing me, until I gasp a plea for him to
stop.

He never speaks to
me.

Sometimes he murmurs to
me when he comes, but that is only when he is being
gentle.

He lingers at my tummy,
holding my hips with firm hands as he trails his tongue in and out
of my belly button.

He bypasses the apex of
my legs to my frustration, and continues lower to my hips and
calves, kneading the muscles, caressing the skin. The only sound in
the room is my breathing becoming quicker by the minute as I become
even more excited. He begins to travel back up my legs.

He’s kneeling
before me now, his hands cupping my ass as he pulls me towards him,
his nose pressed against my bare mound. Then I can feel his
tongue probing gently between
my lips and I open my legs wider for him. He begins to lick me, his
tongue delving deeper with every turn, and soon I’m whimpering
softly because he has yet to reach my clitoris.

I feel myself
swelling, aching for his touch. And then finally, he moves his
hands from my ass and opens
me with his thumbs, exposing my nub. He continues to tease me;
grazing my clit with his thumb while blowing softly, caressing my
inner thigh with his fingers, leaning up to kiss my belly. It soon
becomes exceedingly difficult to keep quiet and still during
this.

“Please,” I
finally gasp during his third trip back to my mound without the
touch I’m aching for.

I hear him chuckle before
he drops a kiss right on the centre of my being and I sigh as he
begins exploring me with his mouth.

His tongue is everywhere
and his fingers soon follow, trailing the length of me; probing,
licking, sucking. I’m only conscious of what’s happening between my
legs and nothing else. I forget my arms are bound and don’t notice
the discomfort. I only know his mouth and how it feels.

His tongue probes within
me; the demon tongue that haunts my dreams. His fingers caress,
exploring every inch of me and I moan my approval. After licking
the length of me, his mouth surrounds my nub while his fingers
thrust inside my wetness.

“Oh, god,” I
groan. “Yes…just like that. Yes!” I sharply cry out as I feel his teeth.

I can’t hold
back my cries. He continues with his mouth, his fingers, and lifts one of my legs to
get better access. I push myself against the wall for balance, my
leg slung across his strong shoulder.

The teasing
is too much. I’ve waited a
year for this and my body can’t take much more.

I shamelessly press
myself against his mouth, wanting more. I want my hands free and
struggle against the bonds so I can touch him. He alternates
between powerful sucking and teasing flicks of his tongue while his
fingers search for my G-spot.

I cry out when he finds
it and feel myself tumbling down the path. His tongue lashes my
clit again and again, his fingers thrusting roughly until the
sensations overpower me and I come with another harsh
cry.

He doesn’t
stop.

His
tongue–oh, his tongue is
magic against me. He’s licking and the sucking…his fingers
thrusting…my leg is held up high enough so he can lick the length
of me. I can’t stop my cries and then I feel his tongue pressing
against my ass, and then a finger. As he sucks my clit, he
withdraws his fingers and moves to my ass and slowly slides one
inside me.

I gasp as he slides
another one in but offer no protest, especially when he is
assaulting me with his tongue.

I can’t take it anymore
and I can hear screaming as I come again, and again, my body
shaking and quivering. After I droop against the wall, with my
hands still bound, he stops and lowers my leg. Then I realize it’s
me who was screaming.

I’m so quiet when Aiden
makes love to me.

When I’m with my mystery
man, I’m loud and very vocal. He doesn’t know who I am. He has no
idea what I’m like outside this room and while I may dream about
our next meeting during the year, I think I prefer it this
way.

I like the anonymity. It
lets me become someone else.

I’ve barely got my breath
back when he stands up. I can’t see him in the dark but I can hear
him shedding his clothes, opening the foil packet of a
condom.

And then he’s pressed up
against me. I can feel his hard length against my belly. He lifts
my leg again, and then thrusts inside me without warning, making me
gasp at the pleasure. I can only hang on to my ropes attaching me
to the wall as he takes me hard and fast, pulling out so only the
tip of his cock stays inside me, before slamming back into
me.

I’m powerless against his
onslaught, especially when he picks me up, his hands holding me by
my ass as he thrusts into me. My back is slammed against the
wall.

His face is pressed
against my neck and I can feel his lips, hear his
groans.

His fingers probe my ass
as he holds me and without warning, he slips one inside
me.

The extra sensation is
all I need and I cry out as another orgasm threatens to overwhelm
me yet again. I know he’s waiting for me, so I push myself against
him for the added friction and then I’m coming again, less intense
but longer, the waves continuing as he reaches his own orgasm. I
can feel his frenzied thrusts, hear his groans in my
ear.

When we’re
both spent, he continues to hold me against him for a long
moment, my legs still wrapped
around him until he lowers me gently to the floor. He kisses me
softly for the very first time, unties me, and then he’s
gone.

When I’m home again that
night, snuggled in my bed beside Aiden, I wonder if I’m
dreaming.

I can smell his cologne.
Narisco Rodriguez for Him.
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Office
Plays

By Anna
Ellis






I
wince as Ian escorts Agatha into his
corner office. Why does he always have to walk right past my desk?
It’s bad enough the close proximity of his office has the ability
to distract me at all hours of the day, but when he walks by, I
just can’t stop looking at his ass.

I realize I’ve still got
the pencil stuck through the bun at the back of my neck and yank it
out with a scowl.

Ian is the
controller for Hever Construction; I work in the finance department so this makes him my
boss. Agatha is one of our new receptionists. I’m not saying she’s
responsible, but I’ve worked here for almost eight years and I’ve
never seen such turmoil as I have in the last few
months.

I’ve also
never met anyone quite as sexy as Agatha. It’s not obvious and she
doesn’t dress like some sort of sex-crazed Really Desperate Housewives of Some City
but you can tell with a quick second
glance that Agatha is rocking a Victoria’s Secret body under her conservative attire. And it’s not like I’m
into women. Never–not even once. I’ve never thought of myself as
the experimental type, but I suppose if the opportunity arose, I’d
give it a try.

Not with Agatha. She
might be sexy, but I think she’s a bit of a bitch.

Back to Hever. All the
drama lately–new hires, terminations and even one executive being
escorted out by security; I’ve seen it all in the last six weeks.
The fall-out from the new owners taking control has been stressful
for all of us. Hever is a small company and its employees are quite
close. Things have thankfully quieted down this week. I thought the
tension of wondering if we were all going to lose our jobs has
dissipated, until I see Ian marching Agatha to his
office.

It’s rumoured the former
administrative assistant who Agatha replaced–the elderly, but still
stunning Mrs. Busey, had been sleeping with old Mr. Hever for as
long as she worked here. I’ve heard stories of the two of them
getting it on in his office, the boardroom, in the staff washroom
and even in the back of one of the dump trucks. Either Hever is a
pretty gossipy workplace where we have nothing better to do than
make up sexy stories, or old Mr. Hever was a horny old
guy.

I’d say it’s a mixture of
both; the accounting department alone is rife with gossip, and the
last time I saw Mr. Hever, he couldn’t stop staring at my breasts,
in a strangely flattering, non-offensive way. I believe the
stories. I say, good for Mr. Hever, and Mrs. Busey. We spend at
least eight hours a day in this office and like Callie always says,
why not make it as exciting as you can?

Callie is one who likes
as much excitement as she can get, if you know what I
mean.

Poor, sweet, horny Mr.
Hever died last year, leaving his incompetent and completely
misogynistic sons in charge. The first time the younger one, Paul
came to the office, he actually patted my ass when he stopped by,
and there was nothing at all flattering about it.

But happily, the Hever
brothers are gone now, as well quite a few others. The new owners
hired two administrative assistants retired Mrs. Busey and hired
Agatha and Alma, the Double As, as the work boys call them. Because
women are the minority in our little construction company, I made a
point of trying to get to know them when they started. Alma seems a
little more outgoing but Agatha is quiet and serious and prefers
not to socialize with anyone. It may be shyness, or she could be
just stuck-up; she was rude so I tend to believe the
latter.

Still, I feel
bad for Agatha. It’s bad
enough being pulled into the boss’s office during your second week
of work, but especially difficult when he’s as much of a bastard as
Ian is.

Even though
Ian is acknowledged as a supreme jerk, he’s also
incredibly, unfortunately, very good
looking. He wears a suit every day with fitted, tapered pants;
those pants that men wear when they have a good body and want to
show it off. I don’t mind Ian showing it off because it’s nice to
have some eye candy in the office and those pants make his ass look
amazing. They make other areas look amazing as well, but I suspect
I might spend enough time obsessing about that. Ian looks a lot
like the actor Michael Fassbender, which accounts for the number of
times I’ve watched X-Men,
First Class on
Netflix.

My desk
is directly in front of Ian’s office
and I purposefully don’t make eye contact as Ian marches by so he
has no reason to reprimand me but I can’t help shooting Agatha a
sympathetic glance as she trots dutifully behind him.

Once again,
she takes no notice of me. Agatha is staring straight forward with an odd little smile
at the corners of her lips as she walks by.

“Draw the
blinds,” I overhear Ian barking at her as she shuts the door.

Poor
thing, I think to
myself, but definitely a
bitch. I return to my email;
today’s What Would You
Rather… question from Callie
is rather interesting, given her disinterest in history.

Would you
rather have sex with Henry VIII or Prince William?

These days I wouldn’t
much care who I had sex with, as long as he has a penis and is
prepared to use it. It’s been a while.

I’m not opposed to casual
sex; I’ve just never had much opportunity. I may be thirty- five
years old, but I’m pretty inexperienced, sexually. I’ve had an
acceptable number of partners (seven) but as far as variety and
trying different things, I’ve always been pretty vanilla. Callie is
a lot more adventurous that I ever have been. Plus, I’ve got
Eli.

Not that I really have
him now. But we were together six years, six years of the most
tumultuous, heart-breaking, yet amazing love affair you can image.
And I can image a lot; I devour romance novels like they are a bag
of chips. Eli is my Mr. Darcy; my Rochester, my Edward Cullen. As
hot as Gideon Cross, but not creepy possessive as Christian
Grey.

It’s over between us now,
or at least I’m trying desperately to convince myself it
is.

There was a
bad patch in October when Eli
and I attempted to reconcile. This was against Callie’s loud and
fervent judgement, but I had to give it one last try. It wasn’t the
best idea. The reconciliation lasted six weeks, leaving me in a
worse place than when we broke up the first time. Or even the
second. Or third, actually. When I crawled out of my Eli-funk, I
told myself that had been the last straw. No more Eli. No more Eli
and Brienne. I instructed my lawyer to move ahead with the divorce
so I could exorcise my wayward husband from my life.

I focus my
attention back to Callie’s What would you rather...? question. It’s a pretty simple one when you think about it.
I quickly typed my response.

I’d rather
have sex with Henry, but only
during his first marriage, as that was before he first began
sampling the maids and beheading his wives. He was inexperienced
and Katherine of Aragon (his first wife btw) wouldn’t have given
him much action so he would be begging for sex. After Anne Boleyn,
he got a little misogynist and demanding. Prince William on the
other hand, while the sexier of the two, even with his receding
hairline, would expect every woman to cater to his every need, and
I expect he might be a selfish lover.

Because this is a gossipy
type of place, and Callie is my best friend, I give her a
postscript on the afternoon events.

Ps.
Snake-bastard called Ag into his
office. She didn’t last long

Pressing Send, I
warily eye the files and paper still piled on my desk. Ian asked me
to stay late, and while I definitely have work I need to catch up
on, there’s nothing pressing enough to warrant over-time on the
Friday of a long weekend.

I’m the senior
accountant of Hever Construction, in charge of everything
financial, and the unofficial
Assistant Controller since Ian doesn’t have the personality or the
compassion necessary to deal with personal staff issues. I’ve lost
track of how many times I receive the little side wave,
“Brienne will deal with
it,” in that haughty, yet
extremely sexy British accent. And of course I take care of it for
him because if just being around him makes my knees weak, actually
conversing with him is utter torture.

My crush on Ian is
helping me get over Eli. And least that’s what I’m telling myself.
I have a feeling I might be obsessing over him a little too much.
It’s hard keeping my mind of Eli. Everything reminds me of him; a
song on the radio; the smell of warmed-up pasta in the staff
kitchen; whenever I remember how long it’s been since I last had
sex.

What are you
still doing there? Callie
demands via email.

Snake-bastard wanted
me to stay late. Not sure why...

It’s the Victoria Day
long weekend here in Canada; the official start of the cottage
season and one of the more profitable holidays for The Beer Store.
It’s a weekend for 2-4’s of beer and twenty-sixers of vodka and
rum; these days I’m more interested the romantic history of Queen
Victoria rather than drinking my face off like I did when I was
younger. No wonder Ian showed no qualms about asking me to work
late. He obviously only sees me as yet another work
drone.

The office
cleared out by four o’clock and now, well after five, it’s
eerily quiet with only me
still left on the floor. Callie is emailing me from
home.

At least I have Agatha
and Ian to keep me company, but I’m not sure if she will be in any
condition to work after Ian’s finished with her.

I pick at the
pile of work on my desk for a bit but I’m soon distracted by
noises from Ian’s office over the
music from my radio.

Loud voices. A
cry. A sharp
sound.

What’s going
on in there? I’m not
particularly fond of Agatha, but no one deserves to be threatened
in the workplace.

Cocking my
head in that direction, I hope the noises won’t be repeated. The last thing I need is to
interrupt a scene. Things are quiet and I return to work, but when
I hear them again, and then again, I push my chair away from the
desk. I’m not sure what I can do, but Ian shouldn’t be such a jerk
to Agatha.

When I stand up, I see
he’s being something to her.

Ian’s office has those
cheap, plastic slat blinds that you pull up and down with a cord.
For one window, someone forgot to close them all the way and when I
stand in front of my desk I can clearly see into his office, where
Agatha is naked and bent over his desk.

Naked and bent over the
desk.

This isn’t
common behaviour in the workplace. At least not my workplace.

I drop into my
chair quicker than Callie can pull off a pair of panties. But
curiousity gets the best of me and I stand and take another
peak. What are they
doing?

Now I can see
Agatha is not just bent over
the desk, but strapped
down, her torso prone on the surface
with her arms tied underneath by cords. And Ian is standing behind
her bare ass holding a ruler, like some bizarre re-enactment of
a Fifty Shades
scene.

Ian is looking right at
me through the window.

As I
watch–staring wide-eyed,
physically unable to move away or move my head or even blink–Ian
brings the ruler down on Agatha’s ass, which is as rosy as a
beefsteak tomato. I gasp loudly at the sharp sound as Agatha cries
out.

“I told you to
be quiet,” Ian demands. I slap my hands over my mouth, before I
realize he’s speaking to Agatha.

As well as not pulling
the blinds, it appears he’s left the door ajar. No wonder I can
hear everything.

I need to sit down. I
shouldn’t be watching. I should leave.

If I walk out of the
office, I’ll be directly in Ian’s line of vision. Not that he
should be looking at me...why was he looking at me?

I’m still standing. Why
am I still standing?

In the
office, Ian rubs his hand
over the welt on Agatha’s bum, caressing gently and then his
fingers disappear between Agatha’s legs, which are spread and also
attached to the desk. Her head faces the wall, so at least
she can’t see I’m watching this.

Naked and strapped to the
desk.

I need to stop
watching.

Ian saw me; he knows I’m
being a Peeping Tom. A voyeur. I’ve never done anything like this
before. Furtively, I turn away, checking to make sure there is no
one else on the floor, no one can see me watch them.

I couldn’t care less if
anyone caught Ian and Agatha.

When I look back at the
window–reluctantly drawn to the sight of the two of them like
eating the last handful of chips because it’s not worth saving the
bag–Ian is watching me again.

He’s watching at me while
his hand is busy between Agatha’s legs and the sight of it is
enough to send a jolt between my own legs. When Ian delivers
another stinging slap of the ruler, I move closer to the
window.

Just get out
of here, Brienne!

I need to
stick around to tell Callie about this!

Another slap of the
ruler. That must hurt. How can she not be yelling her head off? As
Ian caresses the reddened skin, I remember reading about the
pleasure and pain idea of BDSM.

Is this really what I’m
seeing?

As I watch, my breath
already catching in my throat and a feeling begining between my
legs that I haven’t felt for a while, Ian crouches on the floor
behind Agatha. He’s taken his jacket off and the way his shirt is
still neatly tucked into his pants is a huge contrast to the
carnality of his actions. His pants tighten around his hips and
thighs. I swallow as his blue eyes met mine as he slides his
fingers between Agatha’s legs, slowly, like he giving a
demonstration on the best way to finger fuck someone.

I want his
hand between my
legs. Right now.

I can’t be watching this.
I can’t be getting excited by watching this.

But I am. Really
excited.

Ian meets my gaze, his
face devoid of expression. I can’t break the connection. This
little scene is arousing me more than I ever thought
possible.

Then Ian turns from me
and leans forward. His tongue–I can see his tongue as he pushes it
between Agatha’s legs. I know exactly when his tongue touches her
pussy because her sudden cry fills the room. The office is so quiet
I can hear everything.

Ian spreads Agatha’s
cheeks with his hands as he positions himself for better access and
to no doubt give me a better view. Agatha’s cries are becoming
louder and so is my breathing. I can hear myself; I’m unbelievably
excited and no one has even touched me.

I’ve never seen anything
like this; live, in the flesh. I never thought I’d want to. I’m not
a voyeur. I’m not even into kinky stuff.

At least I wasn’t, but
right now I want to push Agatha off the desk. I want to feel Ian’s
hands on me. I moan softly.

Ian lifts his head. “If
you’re not quiet, I will punish you,” he says. I slap my hand over
my mouth, trying to stifle my breathing before realizing he’s
talking to Agatha. “Is that what you want?”

“Yes! Please
punish me!” Agatha gasps. “I’ve been very bad.”

I haven’t been bad. I’ve
done nothing wrong. Why am I still watching? Why am I nodding my
head? I can’t turn away.

Ian stands, ignoring
Agatha’s groan of disappointment and strides to his filing cabinet
in the corner. Moving behind her once more, I see he’s holding a
short braided handle with strips of leather dangling from it.
Snapping it loudly, he dangles the leather across her ass, then
between her legs.

He
keeps that
in his office? What the…?

I shake my head in
disbelief. Did I fall asleep? Am I dreaming this little scene, all
the while sitting at my desk, head thrown back and a trail of drool
hanging from my mouth?

I can hear
Agatha’s eager intake of breath when Ian touches her with the
flogger. I don’t think I could hear that if I was dreaming. And why
would I dream about a flogger? I’ve only ever seen one of those in
the Fifty Shades
movies and who knows how accurate
that film was.

“Is this what
you want?” Ian demands. He
brings back his hand and strikes her bare ass with the leather.
Once, twice...five times, and with each blow Agatha cries out
louder than before. My hand is still over my mouth, or Ian would
hear my gasps as well.

Is this what
goes on after hours? Is this a new thing, or have I just
been completely
oblivious for years?

Ian
finally drops the flogger and
swiftly unties Agatha’s arms and legs. Without giving her a chance
to stand or even get some circulation in her limbs, he flips her
over to her back, and yanks her legs up and over his shoulder so
that she’s lying on her upper back on the desk. It looks
uncomfortable, but at least she doesn’t have to lie on her
obviously sore ass.

When
she’s in the position, Ian buries
his face between her legs.

Oh.

Agatha’s moans and gasps
of pleasure are louder than ever, as well as the sounds of Ian’s
mouth against her wetness. I can see his hips thrusting as he
assaults her with his lips, his tongue. I want to touch the
hardness in his pants.

“Don’t stop!”
Agatha suddenly shrieks. “Please –oh, yes!” The yes is a drawn out
wail and her hips buck in his hold.

But Ian stops and lifts
his head. “I don’t want to hear you.”

Agatha whimpers as Ian
returns to his ministrations, this time with his hands cupping her
ass, one of his thumbs probing between her legs. Her cries and
moans sound strangled, her hands pressed against her
mouth.

But Agatha can’t quiet
the scream a moment later as she comes, her orgasm causing her body
to shake and quiver as Ian fights to hold her up.

He made her
scream.

Agatha has barely earned
her release when Ian pushes her to the floor by her hair. His pants
are undone and his cock is out before I know what’s happening.
Agatha is on her knees, and takes him eagerly in her
mouth.

That’s
when Ian glances back out the
window at me. At me, with my hand down my own pants.

I’ve never masturbated at
work but right now I have no choice.

It doesn’t
take me long, because it has been so long since I’ve
felt this excited and sexy and in dire need of a man. I’m so wet.
My fingers surround my clit and I rub quickly,
frantically.

Ian watches me, his hips
thrusting against Agatha’s open mouth. Her hands press against his
ass, feeding more of his cock into her mouth.

A soft cry escapes me as
I feel my own orgasm begin. My legs feel weak but I can’t stop
watching him, having him watch me. I’ve never wanted a man to have
so much power over me, but right now I want Ian to know how much
he’s exciting me.

Suddenly I’m coming with
a sharp cry, my legs beginning to buckle as I jerk
forward.

Ian grabs Agatha’s head
with his hands and his face contorting with an expression of almost
pain, he comes into her mouth.

I rush to the washroom
when it’s over.

A whole bucket of water
splashed on my face won’t be enough to calm me down. My cheeks are
pink with pleasure and my blue eyes are sparkling.

What the hell just
happened?

Never before…never have I
given Ian any indication I would be so aroused by something like
that. Never would I have imagined being so excited. I don’t know
what to feel–embarrassed? Satisfied? Frustrated?

Still excited?

I wait until I return to
my desk to collect my things to head home, hopefully giving Agatha
enough time to make it back to her own desk. When I finally come
out, Ian is standing outside his office.

I freeze in the aisle
between the cubicles, looking like a mouse caught by the cat,
which, after all that, is apparently what Ian likes.

“Will you work
late next Friday as well?” he asks in his deep voice, with the
faint hint of British accent.

I
nod my consent.
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Thank you!

Thanks for reading
Lost Weekends, a new
collection of short stories that will introduce the characters in
my next book, Office Plays.
I hope you enjoyed it!

Would you like to know when my
next book is available? Visit me at AnnaEllisAuthor or
my Facebook page
And add my 
Amazon Author Page as a favourite.

 


Don’t forget to leave a
review!!I’d love to hear what you think!
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