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Foreword



 



Some of the following stories were originally posted to Medium, but are no longer available there or anywhere else. This is a collection of flash fiction and very brief romantically-bent stories of a wide variety. Enjoy.







Professor, May I Taste You?



 



Contains: F/F age gap (twenty-year-old, thirty-five-year-old)



 



 Kate pushed open the door to her office with a hand shaking so badly she nearly dropped her keys. At her desk, her beautiful assistant Sarah looked up from her phone.



“It’s over,” Kate said, her voice faint. “The divorce… it’s done.”



Sarah rose. The slim twenty-year-old was so beautiful, so sweet that it hurt to look at her sometimes. The young woman came around the desk and moved to her professor as Kate shut the door and locked it behind her. The move was born of a need for privacy. She needed time to decompress, to face the enormity of her newfound freedom. She had loved her husband dearly, and still did, but Steven was never going to be a one-woman man and their divorce left her a walking husk.



Now that shell of her body filled again with emotion, and she needed this moment, needed this human contact with her best friend. That was an odd way to think about her assistant but it was no less true for it. From the day Kate brought on the vivacious then-sophomore to work in her office to now, fate would allow nothing less than the firmest of friendships between them.



Now they moved together, Kate’s big purse dropping to the floor, her student and friend’s slim arms wrapping around her. God, but Sarah was so soft and beautiful and feminine. Kate found some small measure of peace burying her face in her friend’s silken blonde hair, so light it sometimes seemed the sun would reflect off it to brighten everyone’s day. It brightened Kate’s now, and she breathed deep the apricot scent, holding Sarah, needing her presence there.



Sarah didn’t so much take a half-step back as glide. She looked up into her professor’s eyes, her own gleaming with wetness. Her red-painted lips parted, and Kate realized what was about to happen. She could have stopped it. Should have put her hand on her student’s shoulder and held her away. But she didn’t. Instead, she melted when Sarah leaned up to kiss her, her lips so gentle and questioning.



This was dangerous, and not just for her career. Sarah, Kate knew, only had a couple boyfriends and no real serious relationships in her life. She was no virgin but she was still innocent. Kate was fresh off a divorce, and so hurt she couldn’t promise her young friend anything but this moment. Still, despite her mind calmly telling her all this, her heart warmed, and she returned the kiss, her still-trembling hands moving to Sarah’s back and her cheek.



Her lips were so soft, her breaths calm and even. It was her eyes that did Kate in, then and forever, though she didn’t know that ye. Those blues had always seemed painted on, so beautiful they couldn’t be real. Normally Sarah was something of a shy, sweet girl, but now her eyes sparkled through the tears she never quite shed, as if to say, “Follow me.”



And Kate did, letting her young student get a head start on pulling off her professor’s raglan trench coat, then the zipper on her skirt. It took Kate a long, muddled minute before she realized what her young apprentice’s fingers were doing, and she hurried to catch up, hands slipping under Sarah’s sweater and tugging it up the twenty-year-old’s lithe body, up past her firm young breasts in her blue bra. They kissed again before Kate pulled the sweater up and over Sarah’s head, making her fine blonde hair shoot everywhere. She laughed throatily at that and ran her long slim fingers through Sarah’s hair before clutching the back of her head and bringing her back to her lips.



The rest of their undressing was slow and playful like that. It was like neither of them knew how clothes worked, so anxious were they for each other and so nervous about this. They had to be quiet. There were still professors in the offices around them, and an errant student or two in the hallway. But neither of them thought to wait, either. They wanted this. Needed it.



Kate was never quite sure who guided who to the rug o the thinly carpeted floor, just that she was on top at first and soon on her back, her student already sliding her way down her body, ignoring Kate’s bared breasts and the little pooch of her fupa, at least for the moment. Instead, she knew just what her professor needed, and sank her beautiful lips down onto Kate’s waiting pussy.



Kate couldn’t believe how incredibly turned on she was, how wantonly she wanted this. Her hips thrust up uncontrollably to meet her friend’s eager young lips and her delicate tongue. She flung an arm across her eyes but needed to see Sarah as well as feel this, so just as quickly the arm dropped to her side again as she gasped involuntarily.



“Sarah, oh, oh my Sarah…”



“Shhh,” the young woman, and stroked her hips like she was calming a horse. It worked, and Kate dropped back, her mouth closing, her eyes feasting on the beautiful blonde eating her out.



Sarah was good at this, driving that tongue through her professor’s folds and stopping frequently to make love to her big clit. When Sarah rubbed her fingers fast across Kate’s button, Kate shoved one hand down on her friend’s head. Sarah grinned and breathed, “Like that?” Kate nodded emphatically, trying not to cry out as the young woman’s fingers brought her there.



The orgasm was her world for a long, long moment. She could feel in some distant way her hips trying to close around Sarah’s hand as she slid a finger, then two more into her professor. Her pussy clenched at this, her hips driving up again, and she mouthed Sarah’s name as her head dipped back against the rug, her eyes sightless as the pleasure mounted again so damn fast. The second orgasm was just as powerful, and this time she did cry out, though thankfully her voice was hoarse and thin, and wouldn’t carry farther than right outside her door.



“Come here, come here, come here, please, I need to taste you,” she whispered, and Sarah moved, sliding up her body, chin wet, her lipstick marred and messy. They kissed, and Kate whimpered against her student’s lips, at the warmth she saw in her eyes, the returned need.



Sarah kept moving, pushing up to her knees and positioning herself above Kate’s face. Her pussy was so slim and beautiful, her lips full, delightfully crooked, and so achingly wet.



“Kate,” Sarah whimpered as her professor’s hands pulled her down slowly to her face. Had she ever used her first name like that? Kate didn’t think so but her mind was coddled in a warm haze of emotions she hadn’t been expecting.



“I have you.”



Sarah settled the rest of the way, moaning softly when she felt Kate’s lips and tongue against her.



“I waited… I waited until you… I didn’t want to complicate it…” Sarah murmured, her breaths no longer so controlled, her words falling from her lips in staccato bursts.



“Thank you,” Kate murmured against her. For a while, there were no words. Sarah’s head twisted, her eyes closing. She leaned back and gripped her own ankles as she ground against her professor’s face. Kate’s hands roamed, drunk on the newness of both this tryst and her lover’s body. Just twenty, and so goddamn beautiful.



She knew right then that this was not going to be a simple fling. Of course with the two of them working together and becoming friends, it never was going to be, but this relationship, this needed to thrive. The consequences might be dire but it was worth the risk. 
 Sarah 
 was worth the risk.



Her friend rocked harder now, heavy breaths and near-silent moans marking her rising need. Kate smiled against her pussy, her hands sliding up and down Sarah’s hips and exploring her slim little ass.



Yes
 , she thought to the question Sarah’s eyes posed to her before that first kiss. 
 You can have my heart now, lovely girl.



Sarah came, and it was a long time before she slid free. She sat on her butt, chest rising and falling, her smile lost somewhere between shy and eager. Kate sat up too, the young woman’s wetness gleaming on her chin. Sarah was only her second sapphic lover, and far more fulfilling. Kate brushed her own blonde hair from her face, more amber-colored than Sarah’s light blonde, and smiled fondly at her student.



“Stay with me this weekend,” she said softly.



Sarah’s smile faltered. “You… mean that?”



“Yes,” Kate said. She nodded, and finally the tears came. “Yes.”









The Sexy Not-Quite-Stranger at the Bar



 



Contains: M/F romance



 



She saw me enter the hotel bar and buried her face in her hands, laughing already. Who could blame her? My wig and fake beard made me look like a Wall Street coke addict from the eighties, and the checked suit was ill-fitting, to say the least. I was not a suit guy.



“Bartender,” I said in my best impression of Antonio Banderas. My family was Latino by way of Connecticut. The impression was dreadful even to my own ear, but it made Lisa laugh even harder and I couldn’t help grinning. “That beautiful woman down there. Bring her whatever she’s having. Make it a double.”



The bartender, a balding middle-aged man, mock bowed and said, “Oh, yes sir, right away. I can tell you’re a man of importance and lots of money.” I came in an hour before and tipped him twenty bucks to play along with us the whole night. He was game, especially since the bar was dead. It was already money well spent.



I scooted sideways down the bar, looking at the liquor the whole time instead of her. Lisa watched me out of the corner of her eye, still fighting off snickering fits. “Why, hello,” I said. “A gorgeous woman like you, alone at a bar with a ring on her finger, your husband must be an idiot.”



“I’d agree one hundred percent with that, yes,” she said. “I’m… um… Kelly.”



“Kelly. The most beautiful name in the world, aside maybe from Lisa. Ohhhh, if only you were named Lisa. I could die happy then.”



“You lay it on pretty thick, don’t you?” she asked.



“May I sit and stare at your beauty and sigh wistfully until you take pity on this poor, handsome stranger and ravish him in the bed you share with your man?”



“Hm. I don’t know. What do you think?” Lisa asked the bartender as he approached.



“A man of his quality? I think you’d be lucky.”



She laughed softly and eyed me with twinkling eyes. “I think I would be too.”



Married twenty years, and that smile still destroyed me. I forgot what I intended to say next and pulled myself up onto a stool beside her. “Your wit and intelligence made me forget the sweet words I was going to lavish upon you.”



“I think you were going to tell me how beautiful I am,” she said.



“Ah, if only I could decide which part of you I’m falling for the hardest. Your soft, kissable smoochers? Your sweet, sparkling eyes? These fingers, so long and slender? Those big honking hooters?” She burst out laughing again, and I used the time to look at her. Really look. Gone was the young woman I married and in her place was a gorgeous diamond shaped by the pressures of our lives but no less gleaming for them.



I continued, my words tumbling out.



“I don’t think there are enough words in the English language to do you justice,” I said, the accent starting to crack. “There aren’t poets or artists or musicians who could ever create anything that comes close to what you’re making me feel.” Her lips parted, the hand lifting her drink frozen in place as she watched me. “Your husband, the man must wake up every morning and wonder what good he must have done in a previous life to wind up with someone who makes the angels want to walk with her just to feel the warmth of her light.”



She put the drink down and reached for my hand. “Hector,” she whispered, my real name.



“No. If this is to be my only chance at you, the most beautiful, soulful creature to have ever walked this planet, then let me finish,” I said, and now the accent was well and truly gone as I lost myself in her face, in the features I would forever carry as part of myself come what may. There had been rough patches, yes, and times when we both took each other for granted, but staring at her now, on this, our twentieth anniversary, my heart had never wanted to be joined more to hers. “Any fool who ever came across you and had a lick of sense would know that his heart would never be the same. That you change the world with your smile, your kind eyes, your beautiful soul pouring out from you.” The flowery words weren’t something I’d ever attempted before, and I didn’t think I could speak their like again. I reached out and shamelessly pressed my hand to her breast. “That you deserve…” I sucked my teeth. “…that you deserve whoever it is you want. Whatever it is you desire. It would never be enough. My God. How did your husband-?”



She lunged at me, yanking down my fake beard and kissing me. Tears spilled down her cheeks as we both nearly toppled off the stools. Her kisses were quick things, frantic, and I returned them in force. I dug out my wallet, and heard the bartender say, “On the house. Happy anniversary.” I gave him a thumbs-up without looking at him, and pulled my wife towards the doors and into the hallway.



In the elevator, she had me against the wall before the doors closed, kissing me hard now, her tongue slipping between my lips. She tasted of her drinks, and I relished it.



“I deserve you,” Lisa said in between brushes of her lips. “I want 
 you
 .”



“I kinda broke your fantasy a little bit.”



“You are the fantasy.”



Well, that boosted my ego. I might have been forty-one, but I lifted her like we were young again, carrying her in my arms as she laughed and locked her legs behind me. We walked past a dumbfounded family, but we were too mad for each other to hear their words, nice or rude. I had to set Lisa down to dig out the card for my hotel room, nearly fumbling it when my wife groped my cock through my slacks shamelessly. Just as fast, her hands went to my beard and my wig and she tossed both behind us into the room when I opened the door.



It was my turn again and I pushed her into the room. It smelled nicely of the dozen roses in the vase on the table, and Lisa let out a soft, breathy sigh of happiness at my other gift to her, a dreamy charcoal version of the first picture we ever took together, a couple goofy young friends both unsure if they were on their first date or not standing outside the sign for a zoo.



But the presents were for later, and Lisa was for me now. I wanted her out of her dress. Just as hastily as I left the silky fabric in a pool on the ground, she had me out of my ridiculous suit, neither of us bothering to pick anything up like we would have under normal circumstances. It was the last shreds of our characters for the night, and from that moment on, it was just my stunning wife and me, humbled at my luck and the love I could never do without.



I draped her on the bed as carefully as though I were handling fine china in the midst of a stampede. She smiled up at me shyly but it turned more devious when I slid down her body to suck at her breasts, trailed my tongue down the softness of her to the place I loved the most, and buried my tongue in her.



She tasted new and fresh, like honey and oats, some new lotion or scent that I loved. “I love this scent on you,” I said, and lapped up either side of her pussy lips, so thick and beautiful.



“Yeah? I got it on sale,” she babbled, and tossed her head back when I drove my tongue between her pussy lips and up to her button. Her hands went to my head and for long minutes, there was no talking aside from her soft breathy moans and orders. “Right… there, like that… ohhh… my pussy again, she needs you, yesssss, oh Hector…”



Her body was so used to me, but she responded eagerly, her orgasms rolling through her fast. They were full-bodied ones. Lisa’s best orgasms came with jerks inwards of her thighs, her greatest tell, and now, her thighs clapped at my ears like we were keeping a beat.



I could and would have done that to her for hours, but her hoarse voice brings me out of my trance. “I n-need you.”



I was up and looming over her in a heartbeat, kissing her with lips slick with her desire. She kissed me back hungrily and scooted backwards until she hit the pillows. She reorganized them quickly, stacking them behind her back and her head. Her spine hurt her some days, an immune system disorder, and I thought at first her tension was from that.



“Are you okay?” I asked, running my hand down her side and careful not to put too much weight on her. “Your back’s not…?”



“No, no, I’m okay. It just feels… like we’re new again. Is that silly?”



“No. I feel it too.”



We both knew why. It wasn’t just the anniversary, but her present to both of us. When the kids entered high school, we started talking about having more. We were still young — well, young-ish — and we would only be in our late fifties or early sixties when they graduated.



This was us, finally pulling the trigger. She went off the pill two weeks before, and though we fooled around some with oral and our hands, we both agreed this would be the night we started trying. One more child to start, then maybe more. Maybe a lot more, if we could.



I settled into her with a pleased moan. Thinking about Lisa pregnant almost set me off too early. I didn’t know that was a kink of mine until she was pregnant the first time and well into her second trimester, but that baby bump, her full breasts, the milk later, yes, they all did something to me, made me primal, made me want to keep my wife in bed forever and ever just for that purpose.



Now I felt the thrill of seeing her like that again. We were worried about her health, but that was Lisa’s decision to make and after talking to her doctor, she thought the risk was worth the reward.



Lisa cradled my face as I strained inside her, her legs wrapped around me and her hands on my shoulders. “You’re going to be a dad again,” she murmured.



“And you’re going to be a mom. The sexiest mom. Again.”



She giggled, and that sweet sound was almost too much. I couldn’t remember the last time I was that eager, but I held on for her, wanting to make it good, wanting to give her something else on our anniversary.



I made it. Barely. Her nails dug into my back as her smile faded. Her breath sounded like her yoga exercises, deep and coming from another place. At the last, she twisted her head involuntarily and brought it against my shoulder.



“Hector… oh my Hector. I love you… I…”



“I love you,” I whispered into her ear as she fell silent. “Now and forever, baby.”



She came with a cry, and I couldn’t hold on much longer, but somehow I waited until she was resting back again, smiling up at me, hands running over my pecs. I leaned in one more time. Twenty years.



Twenty. Years.



And I still loved her. My God.



 









A Hello on Halloween



 



Contains: M/F romance



 



I felt more than a little foolish walking down Azalea Street to Nancy’s, a pumpkin bucket in hand. Me, at forty-six, stepping out of the way of all the young ghouls and goblins and their exhausted parents. Of course, none of the kids were actually dressed as ghouls and goblins. Their costumes came from games and TV shows and movies, only a few of which I recognized. Getting old, I thought to myself, amused. Shit, I was already there.



But still, this was a tradition, as my youngest, Joey, reminded me. I was still reluctant, but she got on the phone to her older sister Lori, and I received a gently scathing dual attack until, laughing, I promised I would bring Nancy the yearly Halloween treat.



It started off when my ex-wife Wanda and I first started taking the girls around town to trick or treat. We lived far enough out in the country that we were sure no one would come to our house, so we both took the kids around. Nancy and her husband Pierre lived in one of the town’s greatest homes for Halloween, a great big ramshackle Gothic they would work on repairing and modernizing for years and years. It would have been criminal for one of them not to stay home and hand out treats, given how spooky the place was.



We knew the Nortons from preschool and so they were on our list of places to visit. When we brought the kids up to the wrap-around front porch, Nancy was the one to open the door and greet us. She was cute that night, in a ladybug costume, and my wife gushed about it. We talked for a few, and Nancy lamented that she wasn’t out there hunting for her favorite in her kids’ Halloween bags, a Three Musketeers. Our girls were too young to care about a piece of candy going missing from their sack, so I dug out a few fun-size Three Musketeers and forked them over.



Every year after that, Wanda or I would bring whichever Norton was home a treat. Sometimes it was a full-size candy bar, sometimes it was cookies, and once, memorably, a pumpkin cheesecake. They always got us back at Thanksgiving with treats or side dishes, but that wasn’t why we did it. It was just friendly, you know?



The tradition almost died the year Wanda and I divorced. Things were ugly. The girls always favored me, and that came to a painful head that year when they chose to stay with me and blamed their mother for the divorce. Things finalized in August, with Wanda and I deciding to sell the house. The girls and I moved into a nice double-wide, still out in the country but on the other side of town. Depressed about all the rough changes, they decided that was the year they were too old for trick or treating.



I figured that was that, but on Halloween, Joey asked what we were bringing the Nortons that year. When I told her I didn’t have any plans to, she burst into a full-blown hormonal teen tornado, sobbing and yelling at me that I had to, I just had to. It shocked me, and it even took her sister by surprise. Quick as that, all three of us ran to the store to buy some Halloween-themed sugar cookies for our friends.



It went like that throughout my girls’ teenage years. We kept delivering treats, and the Nortons loved it. It was never about how attracted I was to Nancy. She was a stunner, there was no question there, of Native heritage, with strong, angular facial features, and dark eyes that somehow seemed lighter than air. But Pierre was a good man. A good friend. They were kind people, the sort who exemplified the phrase “they’d give you the shirt off their backs” because they would have. No question in my mind. While Piere was alive, I would have never thought to have made a move on Nancy.



But tragedy struck them, and struck them fast.



His diagnosis was in January. They gave him six months, but the cancer had other ideas, and within a month, he was gone. I’ve never agreed with the idea that at least his passing was swift. Six months would have given him some time to prepare. To say goodbye. A month… that was too soon. For a guy that young and decent, though, it was always going to be too soon.



My girls probably didn’t need to prompt me to bring Nancy something that year. I think I would have anyways but I’m glad they did. She was a friend, and I guess I was lonely. No, there’s no guesswork about it. I 
 was 
 lonely. It wasn’t a sexual thing, not really. I mean, I’m not going to play innocent. I knew Nancy had gone on a couple dates since her kids left for college, and I was attracted to her. But I went to her first and foremost because I needed to say hello, for her sake and mine. I needed that tradition, the comfort of something easy and kind.



She opened the door before I even made the bottom step.



“Lee,” she said. More of a gasp, really.



I held up the pumpkin bread and tried to smile for her. It felt too broken to hold onto, and slowly I lowered my arm. She was beautiful under the porchlight, dressed as always in a costume, though this one was so simple it broke my heart, a superheroine tee shirt and leggings with the same character emblazoned on them.



“Is it all right?” I asked.



She nodded. “I’m glad you’re here. I hoped… I wanted…”



“Yeah,” I said softly. “I guess I did too. If we’re talking about the same thing.”



“We are.”



The gate down the driveway squeaked, and we both jumped. She laughed and brushed at her eyes. “Come in. Please. Help me give out candy until the kids are done, and then…”



And then.



It would have been a spectacular evening even without what was to come. We cuddled on the couch when there weren’t kids at the door. She talked about things since her husband passed, and I talked freely about the things I never would have mentioned on a first date with a stranger. How Wanda was doing with her new family, how I was scared Lori was dating the wrong guy but couldn’t say anything for fear of driving her even further into his arms.



And the kids! It was never-ending with them. Nancy told me she could get upwards of two hundred on a good night, and the lowest since they bought the place was just under half that. Kids and teens knocked until nearly eleven, when she declared enough was enough and set out the last of the candy on the porch — after we snagged handfuls of our favorites, of course.



And then she came to me, her trembling fingers going to her shirt and tugging it up and over her perky breasts. Her nylon bra was the furthest thing from lingerie but I thought it was about the sexiest thing I’d ever seen, and told her as much. She laughed throatily and told me to get my pants down and my shirt off.



I did. When I was down to my boxers and she down to nothing but a pair of bikini briefs, Nancy looked first at me, then in the direction of the stairs, hesitation written on her face. I came to her, and said, “What is it?”



“I thought we might just do it here, on the couch. I didn’t think I could… in our old room.”



“Ohhh,” I said. “Whatever you need, Nancy. We don’t even have to if you don’t want. No judgment. No anger.”



She came to me and kissed me softly for that. Her arms roped around my neck and she blinked away tears. “You make it easier. And he… he always liked you. That makes it okay somehow. You know? I think he’d tell me I was crazy for thinking I need his permission, but… I’m all sorts of fucked up.”



I chuckled and that got her started too. I kissed her again, her breath sort of chocolatey and dark. I liked it. I liked all of her. She smiled again, and took my hand to lead me upstairs.



The room was filled with memories of them, a sacred place to her. I knew this first time could not be anything but loving, and I made every minute hers.



I took her by the waist and guided her to the bed as she kissed me like it was target practice, picking her spots and leaning up for quick presses of her lips to my chin, my cheek, my neck. I gripped her ass to lift her up and onto the bed.



She scrambled backwards towards the pillows and nestled into them, watching me with bright, burning eyes as I thumbed down my boxers and let them drop. I crawled after her on the bed, stopping first to admire her before I leaned down and hooked my fingers into her panties and pulled them slowly down her legs.



Nancy’s sex was as strongly featured as the rest of her, and I loved it. Thick lips, a thick hood, and a prominence that begged me to spend hours eating her out. I decided that was just what I was going to try and do, at least until she begged me to make love to her.



I held her eyes as I took my first lap, not teasing between her pussy lips, but along their sides. She shivered and moved a hand to my head, running her fingers through my hair.



“I should have freshened-” she started to say, and I chose that moment, to shift her hood with my thumb and lick her nub. Her knees jerked at the sensation, and she yelped, “Never mind.”



I chuckled and teased her clit with quick flicks of my tongue before sliding back down to her pussy. But I kept my thumb right there, rubbing her clit with slow, easy circles that drove her wild. My other hand went under her ass, squeezing it, kneading it. “The best ass in town,” I said.



“I don’t know, yours is pretty tasty in your khakis,” she said.



Her body reacted quickly to me, her wetness drawing my tongue to it like I was dying of thirst. She watched me with about a half dozen expressions of lust cycling across her face, sometimes seeming shy, sometimes lusty, sometimes almost pleasantly dazed. With the one hand remaining on my head, she moved the other to her breast, cupping it and running her thumb hard over the npple. The sight had me damn near humping the bedspread.



As I continued the slow, easy lovemaking with my tongue, I brought the hand under her ass to her wet folds and slid a finger in. She could take more, so I slid in another and finally a third. That really got her rolling, especially as I curled them and tested her walls for her spot. Hers was smaller than most the other women I’d been with and it took me a moment, but when I stroked it, she sure let me know.



“Ohhhh, ohhh, yesss, do that, do it just like that…”



Far be it for me to deny her pleasure. I kept up exactly what I was doing, only varying up my tongue lashings between her pussy lips and her clit. Her back arched, her head thrust up and back down onto the pillows, and she cried out, “Oh, ohhhhhhh!”



Her fingers, caught in my hair, twisted so hard she nearly yanked them from my head, but I didn’t care. I kept licking, kept brushing her spot, kept thumbing her clit. Her hand at her breast went to her hair, clutching it as she was doing with mine, her eyes fluttering.



“Ohhhhh! Ohhhh, f-fuck!” she gasped. “Fuck me, please, please do it… I need it…”



“Let me run and grab a condom,” I said. I started down the bed to hurry downstairs, but she shook her head frantically.



“I’m clean, I haven’t slept with anybody since him, and I can’t have more kids…”



“I’m clean too,” I said, shooting back up her body. “It’s been a while.”



She clutched at my back as I loomed over her. “Do I dare believe that? Oh my God, your tongue…”



“Can I kiss you, or would you-”



She lunged up at me, tasting her wetness on my lips as she jabbed at my teeth with her tongue. Like that, she was rolling with me, pushing me down onto my back and reaching between us to grip me and push me where I needed to be. Nancy sank down on me with a low, throaty note of pleasure, an almost animalistic noise that sent a shiver through me.



“Fuck, you’re beautiful,” I said.



She grinned and started rocking on me. Neither one of us was going to last long. I found out later I was the first man she’d been with since her husband passed, and I wasn’t joking when I said it had been a couple years for me. I was as excited as a teenager, but thankfully much more practiced, and kept myself on the edge — barely.



But Nancy could hold nothing back. Her hands gripped her own ankles as she shimmied against my cock, moving more with her hips than any other part of her as she took her pleasure, mouth opening wide, hair falling across her face. I brushed it away and she stared down at me with dazed lust, whimpering, “Tell me this isn’t a one-time thing, please, please tell me I’m not imagining this between us…”



“No, no, I’m here, I’m here for you, you have me, Nancy.”



“I have you, I have you,” she chanted, “Oh God, it’s good, it’s so good, I’m coming again, I… I…”



She squeezed her eyes shut and dipped her head down. I felt her body tremble, though this time she couldn’t put voice to her pleasure. She nearly toppled backwards, but I caught her and held her as sensations flooded her.



When Nancy’s eyes fluttered and she stared at me with at least some focus, I took back over, putting her onto her back again. This time she cupped my face, stroking my ears and my cheeks with her thumbs and whispering my name and her desire. Like that, I barely lasted a minute before I dropped a hand beside her, gritting my teeth and pumping hard in the last.



“That’s it, come for me, come inside me Lee…”



I moaned one last time, “Nancy… ah fuck, so good…”



She kissed me, and I couldn’t hold on any longer. I dropped my head beside hers and pumped one last time, coming hard, shot after shot of me filling her. I was a long time like that, my hips still bucking after I was spent, the sex as fantastic as I’d ever had and me not wanting it to end.



But end it had to, and afterwards, we fell away from each other, Nancy shooting immediately for me to throw a leg over mine and cuddle in close.



“Did you mean it?” she asked softly.



“About us being a thing?”



“Mm hm. You don’t have to lie. If it’s too much, too soon.”



“No. We’ve known each other long enough I think we can give this a real shot.” I kissed her forehead and she smiled up at me. “So… you liked this year’s treat, huh?”



“Mm. The best one yet.”



 



 









Pumpkin Spicy



 



Contains: M/F romance, a terrible title



 



“Hey Will, it’s Callista at the Gourd on Strand. I just got the pumpkin spice in, so now you can finally get your fix. If you want to be the first, come on by tomorrow at around six before I open up and I’ll get you hooked up before anyone else.” A soft chuckle. “Hope to see you then.”



The voicemail was a strange one, but its intent was pretty obvious considering Callista and Will had been flirting off and on for weeks now, ever since she broke up with her beanie-wearing yuppie boyfriend.



Will listened to the message twice, smiling to himself. Callista. Hm. He could definitely go for a coffee in the morning.



* * *



The Gourd on Strand was two blocks out of the way to work, but worth it for two standout reasons. For starters, the coffee was outstanding. The slow-drip dark roast was simply the best Will ever tasted, and the specialty drinks were actually reasonably priced, a shocking thing in this day and age.



But the real reason was Callista, the owner and she of the smoky laugh, dark, huge eyes, achingly beautiful face, and the silky straight long brunette hair that reminded him of caramel. Sure, her body left him mad with need, but it was that face he kept thinking about every morning on his way to get his semi-daily cup.



That face, and that gentle teasing smile. Or her dark, throaty voice. Or the way her fingers lingered on his receipt when she’d pass it over, her nails short and meticulously painted.



He was the one to flirt first on his second or third visit to the coffee shop, back before he knew Callista had a boyfriend. It was a simple, straightforward, “Hey, if you have a minute, want to sit and have a cup with me?” Even though she was a knockout, she seemed surprised and pleased by the question, but pointed out that she had a guy already.



That didn’t stop her from stopping by his table to talk to him a few times over the next few weeks, getting-to-know-you conversations that held an edge of longing on both their parts. When her boyfriend was around, Callista would give Will an almost embarrassed look, like she was sorry for her taste in men. Will could have laughed that that, given his own list of regrettable exes, and did, once, when she told hm she and her boyfriend broke up. He told her about his own dating disasters in the few minutes they could steal before she had to go back to work.



The pumpkin spice thing was an in-joke between them. When August rolled around, Will told Callista he was disappointed pumpkin spice lattes weren’t on the menu yet. Every now and again when he came in and there weren’t any customers waiting, he pored over the menu on the chalkboard and gave her a deep sigh. Harmless, sweet flirting he didn’t know would go anywhere until it did.



At six o’clock sharp, he showed up the morning after her voicemail. Twenty seconds after he rapped on the glass door, she came to it, smiling and leaving him completely speechless.



Because when Callista unlocked the door and opened it, she was wearing her barista’s apron and not a stitch else.



Her big breasts were barely covered by the fabric, and it only hung an inch or so lower than her sex. When she turned around, her bare toned ass drew his eyes. Shapely, but well kept.



“So. Ready for that cup?”



“I think it needs a minute to cool down,” Will finally said, his throat tight with need as he undid the buttons on his shirt and followed her deeper inside.



“Only a minute?” she asked.



“Oooh, it hurts, it hurts, the burning, it hurts,” Will said. His brain finally caught up to him and he caught her arm. Callista turned, her eyes twinkling, and Will came in close to cup her chin and stroke her cheek with his thumb. “If we do this, I want more than just this morning.”



She leaned up and kissed him, a soft, easy press of their lips. When she pulled back, her fingers went to the bare expanse of his chest. “Good. Because that’s what I want too. Do you have a condom? I bought some just in case.”



“I do. I didn’t want to presume, but I did want to hope.”



“Always the gentleman.” She undid another one of his buttons, They moved together again, Will pushing Callista back until she reached the swinging door dividing the customer area from the baristas’. They tumbled through it and he got her around the ass, hoisting her up and onto the counter next to the frother.



Will tugged at the strings to the apron and Callista lifted it off her head. He stopped to admire her trim frame and the swells of her body. He dipped down to suck one of her small brown nipples into his mouth, not staying there long before he was shooting down her body to spread her legs.



Callista leaned back and propped herself up to give him the best angle. “Will,” she moaned.



In between long licks of her pussy, he said, “I’ve needed to taste you ever since I saw you.”



He did, His long tongue delved deep into her, his thumbs spreading her wide. He ended each long lick with a lap at her thick button, making her buck and grip the countertop. “Mmm, mmm, that’s good.”



Emboldened, Will slid a finger into her, testing her readiness before adding another. He eased them back and forth as he treated her clit to a long series of lashes and more teasing flicks. It set off a chain of short jerks from her hips, her head dipping. “Ohhh, oh Will!” she cried out.



Her tremors made him smile but he didn’t free his fingers, not yet. He slid back up her body and sucked her other nipple, as he fingered her faster, stopping now and then to twist his hand and curl his fingers against the delicate skin. When he brushed her spot, she jumped again and laughed shakily.



“You’re good,” she said, a little breathless already.



He pulled back from her big breast and asked, “Can I kiss you, or do you want me to wait until I’ve washed up?”



“Kiss me. I need you to kiss me.”



He did, their lips and tongues moving together softer than his insistent fingers. Like that, they moved together, both of them rocking their hips without quite realizing it. His free hand went to her hip and he held her as he fingered her harder and faster.



“Mm, mm, mmmmm,” she moaned against him., the noise going higher and higher. “Yes, yesss, just like that, keep doing that, oh, oh fuck-” At the word, she pulled back and stammered, “I’m sorry, I get…”



He kissed her again, harder, more fervently. “I’m vocal too,” he said. “I fucking love it.”



She blushed and nodded, and wrapped her hands around the back of his head. Staring into his eyes, she thrust against his hand harder and harder, until she finally squeezed her eyes shut and gasped, “Willll!”



Her trembling left him wild with need. He almost plunged into her before he remembered the damned condom, and dug quickly in his pockets for the two he stuck in there. He came out with one of them and she took it from him, skinning it and rolling it onto him.



With her hands back around his neck, Will slid into Callista, both of them knowing on some instinctual level they had to make this quick but neither one of them wanting the moment to end. She began to buck against him, hard thrusts of her hips that nearly ended up with her off the counter. Will gripped her ass and picked her up, carrying her with his cock buried in her. She nipped his shoulder through his unbuttoned shirt as he carried her back through the partition and towards one of the sturdier four-person tables. He kicked a chair out of the way and laid her out on it.



“Okay, that’s impressive,” she said. He grinned but it didn’t last long as he started to thrust into her, need burning away the good humor as they stared into each other’s eyes. She cupped his cheeks again and he kissed her, his lips needing her as much as his cock in that moment.



“Callista…” he moaned.



“Yessss, oh, oh Will, I’m close ah-again… kiss me, kiss me…”



He did. Her fingers dug in, her hips rising and falling once, twice, three times, and then she was gasping against his lips. “Ohhhh!”



She trembled for the third time that morning, and he could hold back no longer, trying not to hurt her but losing control as he fucked her harder and faster. The table screeched across the floor each time he thrust in, the other chairs shoved askew, and finally Will gasped, “God… damn!”



He drove deep one more time, releasing, and Callista was kissing him, clutching his face as their bodies still held that electricity for another minute. They kissed, and his lips went to her neck, his cock stilling inside her finally, the two of them breathless.



When he finally pulled out and helped her to her feet, they surveyed the scene. Callista glanced up at the clock and smiled. “Perfect. Just enough time to warm up that pumpkin spice latte for you.”









My Wife in the Firelight



 



Contains: M/F romance, exhibitionism



 



My wife danced, not to the music pouring from the old, battered speaker sitting on a towel in the sand, but to the flames, wild and hypnotic all at once. Her body seemed boneless, shifting and sliding in ways I could never match, and I hungered for her one last time on this trip, this desperate break from reality.



Tomorrow would come the flight and the kids and the house and the concerns of the jobs, me at the school, her at the nursing home. But today was for dancing, for a taste of eternity, for a moment out of time we could cling to until we could do it again, travel like this and be free.



Sweat both from the fire and the remains of the blisteringly hot day gleamed on Naya’s black skin, beads of it running trails down the slopes of her breasts. I wanted to track them with my tongue and lips. Never had she been more beautiful than this, her full curves put on display both by the scant bikini and the effort she made over the last six months to drop some extra weight, drawing my eye to her waist and hips like treasures rediscovered. Though, I’d always wanted her. Naya was a magnet, pulling my body, my heart, and my soul to her. I was irrevocably lost to her the day we met.



I stepped to her, trying my best to move to some degree of rhythm. She coiled her arms around me, then a leg, grinding up on me in a playful sway despite our six friends around the fire. There were cheers at that, and Naya’s best friend Tabby swung in closer with her own man to smack Naya’s butt.



I was already hard from watching her, but now need throbbed in me like never before. My cock pressed against my wife’s stomach and I couldn’t help grinding back at her, my hand going to her full ass. I lacked Naya’s confidence and wildness under normal circumstances, but wine and the fact that we were so far from home freed me. I pulled her tighter to me, and she inaudibly gasped, her eyes sparkling.



I wanted her. Now.



Into her ear, I spoke those words. She pulled back just far enough to pluck at the buttons of my shirt. I didn’t know how I would face our friends the next morning and I didn’t care. I helped Naya with the buttons, then shrugged out of the shirt and laid it on the sand for her to rest on.



I chased her to the sands, sliding my shorts down and leaving my pasty ass bare to the others. Naya spread her legs and pulled aside the bottoms to her peach-colored bikini, moaning my name.



“John.”



I took her hip, brought her leg up, and then I was inside her the way she liked best, at a slight angle, rubbing her spot with my hard thrusts. We heard the cat-callls of our friends, the cheers, and Naya grinned. But her eyes were solely on me, lost to both our wildness and this renewed need for each other. Not that things had been bad — we argued sometimes, but we flowed well as a couple, eagerly moving on from fights and finding comfort in each other’s arms every night. But this, this was like being newly married again, so eager for each other.



I cupped her face and told her, “You’ve never been sexier than tonight.”



She lunged up at me, mouth clamping to mine, her hand going to my bare back and running up and down before settling on my ass. I worked so hard for her this summer on my body, pumping weights, jogging, basketball with the guys. I hoped it was enough for her. I hoped 
 I
  was enough for her.



She cried out with her first orgasm, her body swaying again on my shirt. She wanted to be on top so we flipped over and she rode me, her bikini falling free of one breast. I leaned up to finally get a taste of that sweat, slicing my tongue across the salt on her skin until I reached her big nipple, sucking it into my mouth and clamping a hand on her ass. She rocked on me harder and harder, grinding her clit as she dipped lower, breasts against my skin. I took over for her, pumping up into her as she lost herself to another wave of pleasure, head twisting, eyes closing.



“John, Jooooohn,” she cried out.



“I love you,” I gasped. “I love you so much.”



She turned her head back to me and pelted me with kisses as I neared my finish. The firelight danced behind her, giving Naya’s beautiful brown eyes even more of a magic spark as I erupted into her pussy. There were more cheers. I cradled my wife’s face and kissed her.



If there is a heaven, surely I found a door to it that night.









Our Cake and Eating It Too



 



Contains: M/F romance, mild food play



 



“I was such a dork,” I said into the microphone. It elicited a roomful of laughs and a vigorous nod from my fiancée. No. My wife, now. I dreaded the day I’d get used to saying that. The enormity of it all, of being married, would take a long time to settle in, if it ever did. “I showed up at her door with wine glasses I just bought, still in the packaging. Four of them, like she wasn’t going to have any cups in her house.” More laughter, and I grinned too as I reached out and took Brooke’s hand in mine. “The wine was so cheap it tasted like fruit juice, and she only drank it to be polite.”



As if on cue, Brooke spoke into her own mic, “I drank it because I was nervous about doing to you what I wanted to.”



Raucous cheers broke out at that and her mother pretended to be shocked, her jaw hanging wide and a hand going to her breast. I carried on, fighting the bloom of color in my own cheeks, caused both by too many cocktails and reliving our first date — and the first night I slept with Brooke. “But she was great about it. Uh, the cheap wine and the glasses. The sex, she was great about that too. Given how bad I am at it, she’d have to be if she stuck it out and married me.”



“So not true,” Brooke moaned into the microphone to more cheers and laughter.



“Anyway…” I said, “I was so nervous, sitting on her loveseat with her in her college place, both of us watching old cartoons, guzzling wine, and me thinking the whole while, should I make a move? Should I leave? I had no idea. I might have panicked and done the latter if Brooke hadn’t looked at me and smiled. She told me something I’ll carry with me to the day I die. ‘You don’t have to be afraid around me.’” I paused, reliving her sweet, beautiful smile. Just two years ago, but it felt like forever — in a good way. I always felt like it was forever between us, like we were already living our eternity. “I’m not going to talk about what we did next, and for most that following week-”



“Month,” Brooke said, eyes sparkling.



“-but I’m going to tell you this. Never again, not a single day, have I been afraid around her.” I knelt and rested a hand on my lovely wife’s knee. She put hers over mine, and I marveled as I had a thousand times at just how warm she was. “Brooke, you make me brave. You make me want to plunge ahead, make the reckless decisions in love, and damn the consequences. You make me want to embrace every single day like we’re brand new again, and you know what? Every day I think I love you more and more.”



“David,” she whispered, the mic forgotten about.



“I love you, baby. I love you so much it hurts that I don’t have the words to tell you.” A round of “aws” ringed the room, and I felt my throat tightening as I looked into Brooke’s kind brown eyes. “Should we get to it? The real reason we wanted to get married?”



“Yes!” she shouted, and without warning, she snatched at the plate of cake beside her, smashing it up into my face and hitting everything but my mouth. It was an éclair cake. We wanted something especially messy and memorable, and it delivered. Sweet berry cream squirted all across my face and I dropped the mic on the table to wipe away frosting and give chase to her as she stood up, laughing, always laughing.



God, how I loved that laugh.



I caught Brooke in two steps, turned her, brought my messy lips to hers. She squeaked as I fumbled not for my paltry plate, but the rest of our cake. The guests be damned, they could eat one of the thousand other desserts we picked out for our special night. As one, the crowd gasped and laughed and roared its approval as I held Brooke in place. I didn’t have to try hard. We laughed about this moment a dozen times since we started planning the wedding, though pushing the whole upper tier of the three-layered cake into her face was decidedly not the plan.



Up came the cake. I didn’t have it in me to wallop her with it the way she did me, but instead, sort of rolled it around her face as she made noshing motions with her jaw. It got everywhere — her long, silky curls, her cleavage, her dress. I was glad we knew this was going to get messy and she wasn’t wearing the gorgeous wedding dress of earlier that evening. I had plans for her in that dress when we watched our wedding video for the first time.



Our guests erupted into cheers. I dropped the remains of the cake on the table, wiped away the frosting and cream from my beloved’s eyes, and plunged my lips against hers, tasting the sweetness, tasting her. She roped her arms around me, pulling me tighter, and we kissed like eager teenagers, our faces so messy they were unrecognizable.



“Come on,” she whispered in me ear. “Help me clean up.”



“Yes, Mrs. Benton,” I whispered back, and she took my hands to guide me off the stage and towards the hallway in the back leading to a bank of changing rooms and the kitchens. Behind us, my best man, my brother Peter, chuckled and excused us on the mic, but I didn’t pay him any mind. My eyes were locked on the woman ahead of me, and her magnificent ass, and trim waist, and the mess of cake in her hair, and her laugh, and really just everything about her.



“My wife,” I said, stupidly amazed.



Brooke turned, and of all our smiles that day, it’s the one I remember most. “My husband.”



We pushed into one of the changing rooms, my hands on her now, roaming her sides, coming up to her back and pulling her too me. We squashed more of the cake between us, our laughter fading to a mixture of chuckles and breathy moans. Brooke reached behind me, her hand wavering, and I got what she was trying to do. I turned and slammed the door shut far harder than I intended, and her giggling fits started again right up to the point where I pushed her back against the door and locked it.



I dipped a hand into her cleavage and speared one of the bigger chunks of cake. Brooke opened wide and I fed it to her with two fingers. She held my eyes as she swallowed the treat, then leaned up and nuzzled her lips against some of the cream on my cheek. Her lips moved to my neck, my chin, her tongue darting out now and then to flick at whatever she found. The sensations drove me to hardness and I reached down for my belt. She had the same thought and pulled at the clasps to my slacks.



“Brooke,” I moaned as she gripped my cock and pulled me free of my pants.



“What were you saying, about how bad at sex you were?” she asked, and licked at a corner of her lips. “I think if you told them how many times you made me come last night, they’d know differently.”



“Not sure how your mom would take that,” I said as my pants dropped.



She laughed again, and buried her head against my chest. When she pulled away, smears of cake goop marred my shirt. She ran her fingers through it, then reached down and stroked me before she dropped.



“Oh, baby, no, today is about…” I started, then Brooke sucked me into her mouth. “…yeah.”



There was something spectacularly lewd about the sight of her with streaks of cake still dotting her face as she first lashed me with her tongue before bobbing her mouth up and down my length. Most her makeup was well and truly ruined, giving her stormy good looks an even darker appeal, as though we’d been doing this for hours now. Her smile evaporated as she focused on me, our gazes locked, her mouth so damn good on me.



Brooke liked me to use, and I toed the line now, running a hand through her hair and giving her short, fast thrusts with my hips. I was too big for her to take every inch of me but Lord how she tried, her petite mouth wrapped wide around me. One of her hands circled as much of my base as she could, and her other slid under the hem of her dress. It was such a wild surprise when she first did this, playing with herself as she gave me a blowjob, but she really did get off on it and I loved the sight.



“Get yourself wet for me,” I said, giving her a thrust as she twisted her head up and down my length and jacked me, still staring up with those sinful eyes. “Then I’m going to take you.”



She came off me with a wet pop of her lips, emphasized for my fun. As she tapped my cock against her cheek, she said hoarsely, “No condom. No condoms ever again.”



“Fuck,” I moaned. Both of us had been dreaming of this day since we first had the big talks about kids and marriage. A thousand times I thought we would break our promise to always use one until we were married. There was always one of us who managed to pull back and remember at the last second we needed to be careful, that we really couldn’t afford to be reckless, and now we could.



“Screw it, I’m ready now,” she gasped, and I didn’t argue. I let go of her hair and took her proffered hand to guide her to her feet. I kissed her and spun her, my hard cock driving through the cleft of her ass in her dress as I wrapped my arms around her. I guided her to the dressing table. The mirror, I thought deliriously. I wanted us to both see as I fucked Brooke bare for the first time.



Outside, someone pounded on the door and shouted, “You two okay in there?”



Brooke bent over the table, resting on her elbows and wiggling her ass at me in her sea-green dress. I turned and snarled, “Out when we’re done.” I heard laughter and didn’t care. My attention was back on my wife again.



I tugged up the hem of her dress over her garters and her sexy, barely-there white panties. These I yanked down just far enough to give me what I wanted, and I knelt, tasting her wetness, driving my tongue up and down Brooke’s lips as I grunted my satisfaction deep in my throat. I wanted to fuck her, yes, but in that moment my hunger won out, and I ate Brooke with a ferocity I’d never felt before. I devoured her, my tongue everywhere, driving deep. Where I wasn’t licking and tasting, I was touching, my fingers pushing in and pumping her fast. She tensed and drove back at me, her taut bottom swaying back and forth as she gasped my name.



“Oh, David, my David, you’re driving m-me wild…”



She came in just minutes, her wetness dampening her thighs and my chin, my mouth, my everything. I still kept on, and might have for an hour if she didn’t beg me to fuck her.



“Please, no more teasing, I need you…”



I rose to my feet, licking my lips for emphasis as we stared at each other in the mirror. “Tastier than the cake,” I said. She smiled, but I wasn’t joking. I guided my hardness to her, bunching up her dress with one hand, and then I was inside her, both of us sighing our pleasure at the same time.



And oh God, but Brooke felt so good around me. I eased into her as deep as I could go, her body eager for nearly every inch.



“Ahhhhh, David…” she moaned. She stared at me in the mirror as I began to ease in and out of her. I needed her in the same explosive way as I needed to taste her, and I took. I was not gentle, and she loved it, thrusting her hips back at mine.



With my free hand I tugged down one of the thin spaghetti straps of her dress. There was some resistance and she helped me, freeing her nipple of the pastie keeping the dress in place and her nipple hidden. I filled my hand with her breast, thumbing the nipple, driving into her with more abandon. A baby would make them thicker, fuller, and the thought made me wild, my breath coming hard and fast.



“A baby,” I moaned, only it was more of a growl.



Either my tone or the thought made Brooke shiver, and her eyelids fluttered. “A… baby…” she agreed, her chest hitching, her lips staying parted. “Do it, fill me, mm, fill me up, give me it…”



I felt Brooke shudder. Her legs were jelly, barely keeping her upright as she crested again. I was nearly there, driven wild by her, by the thought of a family, and in the last, we held each other’s eyes again, my face still smeared with cake. She started giggling, and though I couldn’t stop, I finished trying not to laugh too, spilling inside her before I buried my head against her bared shoulder and let it out. Our laughter together mingled, became one sound. I pulled out and she turned around. I put her up on the edge of the table, kissing the smears of cake left on her skin.



“Think we should get back to our party?” she asked me, eyes sparkling.



“Why? I’ve got everything I want right here.”









The Actress Wants More Than Just the Charity Dinner



 



Contains: M/F romance.   Please note that Kristin Haynes is a fictional character and not based on any real person. 



 



Had Lance known just how complex the procedure would be just to sit down at his table at the restaurant and have a glass of wine, he might never have made the silent auction bid on the charity dinner. But after the fifteen-minute meeting with the PR person to give him a laundry list of warnings on how to behave and act, a vigorous and thorough pat-down, and the endlessly long delay in traffic getting to the actual restaurant alone in the back of a chauffeured car, Lance was there and more than ready for the waiter’s offer of something to drink.



By the time he finished his first glass of Beaujolais, the actress he was supposed to spend a half-hour dinner with still hadn’t shown up. About the time Lance began to seriously contemplate calling the charity-assigned driver to pick him up, there was something of a bustle towards the back of the restaurant. A tall, broad-shouldered man with steel gray hair led the way for a sight familiar to anybody who had been watching movies over the last ten years — Kristin Haynes.



The truth was, Lance didn’t much care that she was famous, or that she had been in a string of blockbusters and darling independent films. She was the reason for his bid, true, but not because he was a fan. Then again, given how radiant she was sweeping through the restaurant behind the man who had to be her bodyguard, Lance could probably change his mind.



The actress was best known for her soft, stunning face at odds with a natural smirk to her upturned lips. Framed by waves of shoulder-length dirty blonde hair, that face drew him in even faster than her remarkable curves, sheathed that day in a red dress that toed the line nicely between date night formality and playfulness, showing off a hint of cleavage and an ample amount of her long legs, but not flaunting it.



Behind her was the PR person from earlier and a photographer. The PR rep, whose name escaped Lance as he tried not to stare at the stunning actress, gave him a warm greeting like they were old friends.



“Kristin, this is the lucky winner, Lance Delisle. Lance, Kristin.”



Having already been warned to keep things at arm’s length, Lance offered his hand, and Kristin took it, giving him a plastic smile. “It’s, a, a pleasure,” he said, already stumbling all over himself.



“Likewise. Thank you for your wonderful support for blood clot research.” Her voice was as silky as her dress, but carried well in the restaurant. People around them gaped and took out phones for pictures.



“Let’s take things up to the terrace for some privacy,” the PR rep said.



“Um. Sure,” Lance said.



A manager and the bodyguard led the way up a short elevator ride to a second floor, and then out onto the terrace. It was done up nicely, Lance thought, with lights strung up and down poles in the shape of butterflies, with Spanish tile overhead along decorative beams. It was small, with room only for about five tables, all of which were occupied, save one near a balcony, no doubt picked for its exquisite view of a city park below.



Kristin and Lance posed for a few minutes for photographs, shaking hands again, then getting closer. Not so close that it seemed like anything was going on between the pair, but friendly. It was clear from the start Kristin’s heart wasn’t entirely in this, but Lance understood that. She must do a bunch of these types of dinners.



When they sat down, that was exactly the first thing that popped out of his mouth. “You must have to do this a lot.”



She chuckled politely. “A fair bit, yes. I like trying to give something back to causes that matter to me. So, Lance, tell me about yourself.”



He did, going over the lightest details about his job running a carpentry business. The PR rep warned him beforehand not to ask about her personal life, so he asked if she was working on anything fun instead. She gave hm a practiced few lines about the thriller she was currently shooting there in the city, and the conversation died off as their watier brought them drinks.



With no real idea what he was supposed to say or do, Lance leaned forward. “If you were me, knowing what you do, what would you ask? What would you talk about? I’m not particularly great at this, even on an actual date.”



Again, Kristin gave a well-practiced polite chuckle. “Well, I’d say you’re doing great so far. Maybe… hm, maybe ask me what my hobbies are.”



That got them talking again until their first courses arrived. Lance reached for something on crisp bread and bit into it. It tasted vaguely like bacon, but had the consistency of jelly and he squinted at the half-bite remaining.



“Any idea what any of this is?” he asked.



This time, he got a tired smile and a quick rundown of the food. She ate like a bird, often glancing out over the park, losing focus for a few seconds before her attention shifted back to him. The conversation, little as there was, died on the vine.



More food came. Lance liked the tenderloin, and the vegetables it was served with even more. But again, he felt like the only one there, despite the actress’s presence and photographer getting some shots of the two of them and their food.



And suddenly, Lance felt very tired of it all. “Listen. Kristin… Ms. Haynes. I’m getting the feeling this isn’t the most pleasant evening for you. It’s not like you can sneak off to the bathroom and text your best friend to call you with a fake emergency. I know you have to be here for the publicity stuff.”



“No, I’m here, I’m with this,” she said, looking oddly startled. “I’m sorry, I’m… I’m…”



Lance spoke gently, his smile honest. “Let’s call it what it is. This… this is painful. I’m going to look at my phone in a minute and tell your PR person I need to run. But before I go, I wanted to tell you the reason I’m here tonight, the reason I took a chance on the auction. I really appreciate what it is you do for the charity. The blood clot research, the money you bring in, that means something to a lot of people. To me. So thank you for what you do, from the bottom of my heart. It’s always seemed genuine and… well, I appreciate that.”



She blinked at him. “You lost someone too, didn’t you?”



“Yeah,” Lance said. “My brother, about five years ago. He was an athlete, and he had an unrelated injury. When he was in the hospital, something happened, a clot in his arm. It was… close, but he passed.”



“Oh, Lance, I’m sorry,” she said. “My people didn’t tell me any of that.”



“I didn’t tell them. I wanted you to hear that from me personally,” he said.



“Were you close?” Kristin asked, picking up her fork and knife. She looked engaged for the first time that evening, her eyes focused on him as she sliced off a piece of her steak.



“He was my best friend. And my worst enemy.”



She laughed at that, an honest laugh. “I hear you. I was the same way with my sister. Loved her and wanted to throw her in the pool, all at the same time. I don’t want to presume you’ve heard her story, but assuming you were at the auction, you might have.”



“I did, yeah. That was a hell of a speech, by the way. Had me about in tears, and it’s what made me bid on the dinner tonight. Your sister would be proud of you.”



“Thank you. I… I hope so,” Kristin said. “Stick around. Please. And I don’t mean that out of pity. I am distracted tonight, but it’s not you, I swear.” She hesitated. “Janet would kill me for sharing this, but the truth will be out there soon enough. I broke up with my boyfriend yesterday. I’m still in a little bit of shock about it.”



“Oh hell. I’m sorry to hear that. Do you want to talk about it? I swear, not going to talk to the media or anything. Not that they’d know who the heck I was anyways.”



She laughed softly, another honest one. “A story as old as time. I seem to have a thing for guys who loooove to cheat. He came out here to visit me on my shoot and ended up sleeping with one of my costars.”



“Well, hell, he’s an idiot,” Lance said.



“How about you? Someone at home?”



“Ah. Divorced,” Lance said, and drained the last of his second glass of wine. “A story as old as time. I keep falling for women who like to accidentally stumble onto men’s dicks.”



That got a peal of laughter from her and a lot of looks from the people around them. “To the idiots who should have known better,” Kristin said, raising her glass.



“Exactly,” Lance said, and clinked his empty one against hers.



The conversation flowed far more naturally after that, and the taboo topics were now fair game. Exes were discussed in scalding detail, along with a few disastrous dating stories. Around the time dessert came, they found out they both liked surfing and swimming, but disagreed merrily on music, with Lance being a country fan and Kristin abhorring the abomination against music.



“I’m sorry, Lance, you’re a great guy, but no twangin’ in my car,” she said.



“Ah, poop. And here I was thinking we’d drive off through the night to Vegas and get married,” he said.



“I love that idea. Well, maybe not getting married, I’m never getting married again-”



“Amen to that,” Lance agreed heartily.



“-but because I know the best place for brunch there.”



“A woman after my own heart,” he said.



Her eyes crinkled and she studied him as she fell silent again. “Know any great brunch places here? I’m not on set tomorrow.”



“Oh yeah,” Lance said, oblivious and thinking about it. “There’s a place not far from here, actually, it’s…”



“Lance. What I mean is… would you want to have brunch with me tomorrow? After we wake up?”



He studied her carefully, sure he was being made the object of a joke. “Um. Yes. Absolutely. Yes.”



* * *



Her PR person — Janet — threw a very polite fit, but Kristin simply walked out of the restaurant following her bodyguard with Lance behind her. Janet walked at their heels, barking at them like a well-dressed Chihuahua, but Kristin ignored her. Lance noticed little of this. His eyes were locked on the blonde actress’s ass as she sashayed it a little for his benefit, once looking over her shoulder to see him staring, her eyes sparkling with good humor.



Who or how the driver was told to be ready, Lance had no idea, but when they walked through the kitchens and out to an employee parking lot, there was a BMW waiting for them.



The bodyguard rode up front with the driver, an elegant graying woman. They made a stop for condoms, since Lance wasn’t exactly expecting this to turn into a real date, let alone a one-night stand. Eventually they wound up at a luxurious downtown hotel, where the bodyguard and Kristin had a quick, private conversation conversation in the grand lobby. The bodyguard gave Lance a meaningful look — do not fuck around and find out, it said — and Lance nodded back.



“C’mon, stud,” Kristin said, holding out her arm. Lance took it, chuckling. They went up in the elevator with an older couple who recognized Kristin and gushed about her movies. She thanked them with a dazzling smile, and when they were alone again, Kristin leaned against Lance’s arm.



“I don’t want to promise you anything,” she murmured, turning her head up towards his. “I’ve got my life in California and you’ve got yours here.”



“I wouldn’t try to keep you. But if you wanted to get together again while you’re here, I’d love to make you dinner or something sometime.”



Her smile was tentative and maybe a little shy. Lance leaned in to kiss her, his hand going instinctively to her lower back. Her lips were soft and tasted still of the spices of dinner, and her breath warmed him to his toes. “I’d like that a lot,” she whispered against him.



Their elevator stopped and they got off on a floor with only two doors. Her suite was stunning, a two-floored affair with sleek dark brown wooden floors, a glass staircase and ultra-modern lighting housed in intricate flurries of glass and steel that were less chandelier and more art sculptures.



She held his shoulder as they slipped off their shoes. Lance turned to her again, his hunger building for the beautiful blonde actress, and he guided her back against a slate-colored wall, her hands roping around his neck as he kissed her again and again. Kristin’s fingers slid down to his belt and worked it quickly as his roamed her sides and around her back, pinning her to the wall as she gasped his name into his ear.



“Lance…”



Her fingers worked the clasp to his pants. Before they could drop, he dug out a box of the condoms and took one between his lips, his other hand never leaving her back. Only then did he let his slacks fall far enough his hardness in his boxers could spring out. Her hand wrapped around his length, and she moaned appreciatively before freeing him of the cotton between him and her dress.



He hiked her dress up in the front, bunching it at her waist with one hand while he worked the condom with his teeth and fingers. She took it from him with a giggle and rolled it on for him, her fingers trailing up and down his length for a long moment before she tugged down her bikini briefs. Their eyes locked as he brought his cockhead to her wet and ready lips. Kristin’s leg came around the back of his and she moaned as he slid gently into her.



“Ohhhh, mmm, that’s good, that’s filling me good,” she whimpered, and sucked his earlobe between her teeth. He liked that, and jerked upwards in response, drawing a breathless gasp from her. Her hands clutched at his back and she ground her head against his shoulder, twisting it as he rocked up into her with a steady, deep thrust. Not fast, but nearly forceful, driving her up on her toes each time.



“Mmmm, mmm, yesss, like that, just like that…” Kristin moaned.



“So beautiful,” he said. “My God, Kristin…”



She twisted her head back towards his neck and kissed it fervently. The tickling sensation of her lips and tongue drove him crazy, and he jerked up into her faster, his own moans coming nearly as fast as hers.



“Nnngh, Kristin… fuck… feel good around me…”



“I’m going to come, oh, oh, how are you making me come this fast, mmmm!”



She jolted in his arms, her butt slapping back against the wall, her foot kicking against the back of his legs. Lance pulled out of her and twisted her around. She put her hands on the wall and jutted her ass out for him, her spectacular curves begging to be worshipped. Lance dropped to his knees and spread her pussy wide to take a long, lingering lap of her wetness.



“Ohhhh, oh! Yes! Lick me! Mm, lick me, Lance!”



Her thrusts back against him were eager, almost manic. He buried his tongue deep in her pussy, loving the light taste of her, the feel of her quivering with his every lick. He reached around and brushed her mound with butterfly flutters of his fingers until he found her clit. That cut off Kristin’s words entirely until she cried out again.



“Ohhh, oooohhhhh!”



She quivered again and stamped her bare foot, making him chuckle against her sex. He rose back to his feet, stroking his cock and getting ready to take her again, but Kristin had other ideas and pointed to the back of her dress. He found a zipper and undid it for her before she pranced away towards the couch, turning to curl a finger at him. Lance took the time to carefully drape the dress over a chair before joining her.



Kristin helped him shrug out of his sport coat but they didn’t take the time to remove his button-down or his undershirt before they were falling together on the couch, her legs twining around his as he kissed her again.



“Promise me I’ll see you again sometime this trip,” she told him, her eyes serious and sweet.



“You promise me the same, and I will.”



She nodded quickly, and he chuckled before he slid back into her and kissed her again. Her blonde hair looked stunning like that, mussed and in waves cascading over the side of the couch and fanning out underneath her. For the first time, he really took in her body, marveling at her realness, at the mole and splash of freckles on her waist, at the cute string of butterflies tattooed along her abs.



“Beautiful,” he said, returning his attention to her eyes, decidedly her very best feature in his opinion. Well… maybe the smile she gave him too, the sort of thing that made him realize there was no coming back from this. If it was a one or two week thing, so be it, but he knew in his heart he wanted more, if Kristin wanted it too.



And as good an actress as she was, the way she stroked his cheeks and looked at him, he thought maybe she wanted something more too.



Maybe. He’d take that maybe.



They made love. Lance rocked into her with gentle passion, afraid to push Kristin away by sharing with her what he was feeling, but telling her so much with just his careful attention alone. He had no idea of knowing that at the end of her shoot, Kristin would tell him over dinner she didn’t want it to be their last one together, and would he please consider coming out to California sometime? He would. He would look up prices the minute he left for a plane ticket.



But that first night together, they were bound by adorable anxiety, their hearts and bodies already dancing to a tune their brains had yet to catch up to. He took her on the couch, until she came again with a quiet whimper of his name, and then they were on the plush rug, Kristin on top, placing his hands on her breasts and squeezing them, smiling down at him while she ground on his cock. He came like that fast, the view of her too much to hold on much longer, and they wound up side-by-side, panting and cuddling in the afterglow, stealing looks at each other like teenagers.



They had no idea this was going to be forever.
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Kelly strutted to me the way only she could walk, one leg sashaying in front of the other like she was coming down a catwalk. Fitting, considering who she was and what she did for a living.



Her skin gleamed from a fresh application of lotion. I loved that look. She couldn’t rub lotion onto her legs before or after work unless she wanted me on her, gripping and lifting her toned legs before I plunged into her.



Kelly knew what she was doing to me, and I wasn’t the only one looking. Thankfully, no kids were on board the ship, and for a damned good reason, one I was eager to explore and right that minute.



I crooked a finger at Kelly and she came to me, her head dipping far enough I could see the twinkle in her eyes behind her sunglasses as she smirked at me. Only an hour after we launched and I was snaking my shorts down, freeing my thick cock and making at least one woman gasp. I gave zero shits. This was allowed. This was welcomed. This was 
 celebrated
 .



Did they know who she was when she dropped her shawl and tossed her sunglasses onto the towels beside me? The lingerie model and social media influencer mounting me, driving me wild already? I don’t think so. But they were never going to forget Kelly now. Not as she ground on my cock and fed me her lips and her tongue. It was a debate who had the better view, them of her voluptuous ass in her barely-there bikini bottoms, or me of those huge, natural tits as I sank my face into them, growling my need deep in my throat.



I pulled away long enough to say, “I want you to ride my face.”



She grinned. Her small hands went to my bare chest and pushed me down onto the lounge chair. I went willingly, and she wasted no time untying her bikini bottoms as the whispers around us grew in volume and pleased disbelief.



I slid lower on the chair so Kelly could straddle my face with her feet still on the deck of the ship. She tossed back her head, her pigtails bouncing enticingly, and dropped her pussy to my lips. “Lick me, Arthur, eat my pussy.”



Her words were breathy and musical, played up some for our audience but not by much. This was her favorite fantasy made real, us doing this in front of an audience we didn’t know, and I was eager to grant it for her, driving my tongue into her slick, waiting folds, clutching her ass and pulling her down even harder onto me.



She rocked and swayed. A woman called, “Can you do me next?” and there was raucous laughter at that.



Kelly tossed her hair back, grinning too. “He’s mine, ladies.”



There was a good-natured chorus of “aws” at that, and I had to chuckle against Kelly’s pussy. She wiggled back down onto me to get my undivided attention again, and it wasn’t long before her hand went to her ass and she was riding me, her breaths coming faster, sharper. It only took minutes for her to tense, to whisper my name in the way I loved to hear most, the real whisper, the one that told me she was feeling so much.



She came with a gasp, and then she was up and moving back down me, her lips falling to mine, tasting her own wetness in her wild need to kiss me. Her hips ground on mine but this wasn’t how I wanted her our first time on board. I wanted us both to look out on our audience, the way she talked about when we fantasized about this early on in our relationship.



I gripped her hips and shook my head. Kelly pouted but I soon put things right by getting up and guiding her onto her knees on the chair, her feet dangling over the edge, her ass jutting high up. She threw me such a smoldering look I knew I wasn’t going to have to work hard to coax a second orgasm out of her.



I smacked Kelly’s juicy ass playfully and knelt behind her . “Ooooh, baby,” she gasped as I slid into her, like we didn’t do this practically every night and often twice or three times a day. Two years together and we were still fucking crazy in love and even crazier in lust. I knew we’d have our ruts to come but we sure didn’t seem to be slowing down any.



Our bodies moved with practice, me with the hard, slow strokes she liked, jolting her forward with every thrust. I loved when she looked back at me when we fucked like this, the intensity to her gaze, the way her lips parted as I hit her spot the way she craved. But now I liked too the way she watched our audience, her head swiveling left to right and taking everything in.



There was so much variety among them, the only rule being that they were all over twenty-one. One couple had to be in their sixties, both of them watching us raptly. A lesbian couple hardly looked old enough to be on board, both slim and beautiful. An enormous woman stroked her thinner, strikingly handsome husband’s cock through his board shorts, eventually sliding them down and openly jerking him off. A dozen more were joined by others at the fringe, some laughing, some watching with the same intensity as the older couple.



I leaned down to breathe into Kelly’s ear, “You’re the star of the show,.”



She rocked back at me. “Ahhh… ahhh… Arthur… they’re watching,they’re really…”



“Happy birthday, baby.”



She twisted her head and grinned, then just as fast, returned her attention to them. Her orgasm came fast, her fingers clenching the side of the chair, her head dipping low then coming back up again so she could see as they watched her come.



“Fuuu-uuuuck!” Kelly wailed.



I lost control. I didn’t think her fantasy would become mine, but Kelly wasn’t the only one people watched, and I liked the attention. Liked the women’s eyes on my muscles, on the sweat gleaming on my chest under my open guayabera shirt, on the hard features of my face. And I liked too the men looking at my fiancée and knowing they could never have what I did, that kind of perfection in her hourglass frame and sweet, pornographically girlish face.



I fucked into Kelly hard, feeling more than hearing her third orgasm, her playful pigtails bouncing as her head rocked back and forth with the force of it. “Oh fuck, oh fuck, ohhhh!” she cried again. More people began openly making out or stroking each other. Or they watched, the pool now nearly surrounded as chintzy beach rock played through the ship’s speakers.



In those long, fuck-hazed minutes, we lit a charge. And when I came, I knew we had to do this again. And again. And again. All around us, people fell into chairs, or dropped onto towels, an impromptu orgy that we started.



But I barely noticed them in the end. Because as I pulled out, my gorgeous one and only spun to kiss me with frantic, happy tears glistening in her eyes. Despite the frenzy of need, we had a moment when all that existed in this world was each other.



 



* * * * *
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