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Arrival

 


Oliver stepped
out of the helicopter. The rotors scything through the air above
his head buffeted him with wind, making his short-sleeve button-up
flutter and tug at his body. The trip over to the island had been
relatively brief, but it still felt good to have his feet on solid
ground again.

Turning around,
he offered his hand. Smiling, Priscilla accepted it. She always
wore just a little too much makeup. The wind from the helicopter
threatened to tear the bug-eyed sunglasses she wore right off her
face. She yelled something, but Oliver couldn’t make it out.

An attendant
wearing a smart suit came out and removed their luggage, then
motioned for them to follow him inside.

Oliver took a
moment to look around. The island was substantial. Big enough that
he couldn’t see clear across, but small enough that he could make
out the golden curves of the beaches at one end. High in the sky as
it was, the sun cast reflecting rays that caught in the water.

They entered
the hotel, the automatic door closing behind them. The roar of the
helicopter became muffled.

“Goodness! What
a racket. Wouldn’t you say so, Oliver, sweetie?” Priscilla said.
She hadn’t taken off her sunglasses yet, even though they were
inside. She squeezed Oliver’s hand.

“Yeah,” Oliver
said.

He was too
taken with the interior of the hotel to really pay attention to
what she said. Massive chandeliers hung down from fifty-foot
ceilings. They glittered and sparkled

Are those
real diamonds? Oliver wondered. He was sure they were. They had
to be, in that place.

The lobby had a
grand staircase, apparently built to exactly emulate the one on the
Titanic. Men and women sat in the dining room, sipping water from
crystal pipettes. He was sure the suits the waiters wore cost more
than a thousand a piece.

“Come on, dear.
I want to get up to our room,” Priscilla said.

Their attendant
pretended not to notice as Priscilla let her lips brush against
Oliver’s earlobe. He tried not to jump as her fingers pinched his
bottom.

“That’s my
boy,” she said.

Plastering his
face with a now-familiar Ken doll smile, Oliver led her over to the
check-in desk.

“Good day, sir
and madam,” said a man with the thinnest moustache Oliver had ever
seen, “Welcome to the Tiberius Retreat and Resort. Names,
please.”

It was brand
new; the construction finished just the previous month. Priscilla
had arranged for them to stay in a room that had not yet been used.
It had apparently cost her an amount that made Oliver blush. But
then again, that was why he was with her.

The attendant
led them up to their room, which was on the fifth floor. The door
had only a black pad where a door handle and lock would have been.
Oliver pressed his hand against it, letting it read his palm. The
door slid open as it accepted his print.

“Take the bags
from this poor boy, will you, Oliver?” Priscilla said.

She stepped
into the room. Even though she was older, the pair of Bermuda
shorts she wore hugged around thighs and hips that were still
rather shapely. She wasn’t an ugly woman by any stretch. Fifteen
years ago, she had probably been stunning. But the time and the
tans had taken their toll.

Her bank
account, on the other hand, had only grown more and more
attractive.

“Thanks,”
Oliver said, accepting the bags from the attendant. He gave Oliver
a look that was part sympathy, part contempt. Oliver didn’t
begrudge him that look. He watched as the door slid shut after the
attendant left.

Staring at the
door, he could hear the rush of surf somewhere in the distance.

“All alone
again... How nice...” Priscilla said.

She slipped her
hands under his arms from behind. Her fingers felt the hard muscles
of his abdominals, moving up to squeeze his chest.

Closing his
eyes, Oliver leaned his head back so that it rested on her
shoulder. He found her skin bare. She’d already stripped off all
her clothes. She sucked his earlobe into her mouth again, soaking
it with her saliva.

One finger
continued playing with his nipple as the other travelled back down
his stomach.

It pushed into
his shorts, wrapping around him. His member flexed in her hand as
she started stroking it. A shudder went through him. Feeling it,
she purred at him. Oliver’s own fingers tightened on the handles of
the luggage.

“Come to bed,”
she said, turning him around.

She pulled his
shirt off as he turned to take in the room. It was enormous. In any
city back in the States, it would have been a respectable apartment
for a family of four. Here, it was meant to serve only two.

There was a
king-size bed against one wall. Priscilla shoved him down onto the
sheets. They felt so smooth against his bare chest and stomach.
Their thread count had to be in the thousands. Oliver tried to
concentrate on that frictionless feeling against his body as
Priscilla grabbed her bag.

“It’s in here,
isn’t it? I know I had it packed... Ah!”

It was a wooden
paddle, its grip well-worn and sweat-stained from much use. Turning
to look at her, Oliver saw that Priscilla’s nipples had hardened.
She tossed the paddle on the bed beside him. Hooking her fingers
like claws into the waist of his pants, she yanked them down.

She smacked his
ass. “So firm, so young...” she said, squeezing him. “Are you ready
for your punishment?”

“Yes,” Oliver
said.

She picked up
the paddle, then made him spread his legs apart so that she could
stand between them as they hung from the foot of the bed.

“You’ve been
such a bad boy...”

Oliver hissed
as the paddle struck his bare flesh. The sting made his hands
tighten, squeezing the sheet in his clenched fingers.

Priscilla
groaned as the paddle smacked his bare cheeks again and again.

“So very bad,”
she said.

He looked over
his shoulder at her. She had a small, sinister smile on her face.
Once again, Oliver found himself wondering if all the luxuries
brought to him by being with her were worth it.

“Do you like
it? Is it getting you hard?” Priscilla yelled at him.

He hoped the
walls were soundproof. Smiling again, he nodded at her.

***

“Over here,
dear. Take a look at this!” Layla said. She pointed to the ceiling
of the Tiberius’ lobby. It was painted in a huge mural. God
stretched out his hand toward Adam, who reclined, limp-wristed,
unwilling to meet his creator half-way.

“Just like in
Rome,” Ethan said, putting his arm around her bared shoulders.

She didn’t know
why Ethan had insisted on wearing a full suit on their first day at
the resort. She tried to hide her small smile as she realized it
was probably jealousy. He didn’t want to show off his prize at the
beach. He wasn’t wearing anything suitable, so she couldn’t go. Not
without him.

And she’d
bought such a bikini, too. After they’d gotten out of the
helicopter, Ethan had stepped between her and the attendant so that
he couldn’t see Layla. It was strange; he liked her to wear tight,
revealing clothing. But only he was allowed to see her in them.
Ethan was a jealous man.

But also rich.
Very, very rich.

He had a kind
smile, which somewhat made up for his mostly grey hair and a
forehead with wrinkles so deep that Layla often wondered if someone
had cut them into his skin.

A server walked
over to them with a silver platter. Two flutes filled with
champagne were on it.

“Refreshments?”
The man said. He smiled, showing off perfectly square and white
teeth.

She hadn’t seen
anyone without a perfect smile, and a perfectly tailored suit. It
was beginning to feel as though she was in some strange science
fiction film.

“Are they all
clones or something?” Layla whispered a little too loudly into
Ethan’s ear as he accepted the champagne.

The server
pretended to not have heard. Ethan’s ears burned a bright red as he
gave the man a tight-lipped smile. He handed Layla her champagne,
then rounded on her as soon as they server left.

“You’re lucky
that you are so beautiful,” he said, smiling.

She could tell
it was only half a joke.

Layla nuzzled
the tip of his nose with hers, enjoying his embarrassment. “And
you’re lucky that you are so rich.”

She’d made it
no secret to him that his charms weren’t the reason she’d begun a
relationship. So long as she didn’t go to other men, he didn’t seem
to mind.

Sometimes, at
night while she lay next to him as he snored, she couldn’t sleep.
It was in those quiet moments that she questioned her life up to
that point, and what she’d done with it.

Layla detested
the quiet more than any other thing in her life.

“Shall we take
a rest in our room? I think I could do with a lay down,” Ethan
said. He took another sip from his flute before putting it down on
a nearby glass table. A server swooped in and took it away before
it could ruin the aesthetic of the room.

“No! Let’s
stay. I had enough of being still on the helicopter.”

Something about
the air in that place excited her. She wanted to see everything. If
the lobby had diamond chandeliers, what about other parts of the
resort? What about the beaches? She thought of her bikini.

Out of the
corner of her eye, she saw a couple go up to the front desk. There
was a man, tall, his broad shoulders displayed by a shirt a size
too small. He was with a woman whose skin had been turned to
leather from too much tanning. She had enormous sunglasses on that
hid a good portion of her face.

Ethan followed
her gaze. His eyebrows climbed up his forehead when he saw the man.
Grabbing her by the shoulders, he turned her to face the other
direction.

“Let’s go get a
bite. Air travel always leaves me with an appetite,” Ethan said,
putting her hand in the crook of his arm.

He was already
getting hot and sweaty. Layla wished that he hadn’t insisted on
wearing a black suit.

“Besides,” he
continued, “I believe that there’s supposed to be some sort of
dance later on.”

Layla felt as
though she’d been bound in golden chains. As they left the lobby,
those chains tightened around her.

 


Glimpse

 


Oliver did up
the last button on his shirt, hiding the long scratch marks left on
his chest. His body felt sore and used. Every movement that caused
his pants to brush against his flesh made him want to wince.

Priscilla had
been extra energetic with her paddle for some reason. He wondered
if it was the air. Breathing it in through his nose, he did find it
had a certain fresh quality to it that invigorated his senses.

Layla sat naked
on the foot of the bed, a satisfied smile on her lips as she
watched her most prized toy dress up in his tuxedo.

As he began
putting the bowtie on, she slinked up behind him. He watched her in
the mirror, making sure his own face didn’t betray his inner
feelings. She wrapped her arms around him again, pressing her
nakedness against his back.

“Here, let me
do that for you...”

Her hands slid
up his body. She expertly tied his bowtie, pulling the loops tight.
Looking at himself in the mirror, even he had to admit he looked
pretty smart.

“My James
Bond,” Priscilla said.

Oliver
swallowed as her hands moved down his body. She stuck her hands
into the pockets of his slacks.

“Oh, do you
have a license to carry a concealed weapon?” Priscilla asked,
grabbing his member and giving it a squeeze.

It felt like a
horde of bugs was making it way slowly up his spine. Oliver
squeezed his eyes shut for a moment, trying to get back into the
right headspace. He thought of what he’d left behind, before taking
up with Priscilla. He desperately did not want to go back to those
times, no matter the price.

“A license to
kill,” he replied in his best Connery accent. She laughed. It was a
throaty noise that he might have expected from a middle-aged man
sitting at some seedy bar.

“I’ll have to
inspect that license closely... After we get back from this little
meet and greet the resort has arranged,” Priscilla whispered, her
lips brushing against his ear the whole time.

Laughing again,
she let go of him and moved to their luggage. Oliver sighed,
straightening out his tie. He couldn’t quite meet his reflection’s
gaze. It had been some time since he’d been able to look himself in
the eye.

Priscilla
pulled on some glittering monstrosity of a dress that exposed too
much of her leathery chest. He hadn’t noticed her put on any
underwear, either. The pair of shoes she chose would have put
Cinderella to shame as they scintillated in the light of the waning
sun.

Oliver walked
over to the wide bay window. They had a good view of the beach from
up here. The orange-red light of dusk caught in the crests of the
little waves in the water, making it look as though it were on
fire.

“Come, come,
we’ll be late!” Priscilla said, snatching him by the arm and
pulling him from his reverie.

The suit he had
on had been hand-crafted in Rome. He had the inkling that it had
costed tens of thousands of dollars. Even though the fit was
technically perfect, it felt strange on his body as he walked
towards the elevator.

The doors
opened, and they joined in with a few other people wearing finery
on their way to the ball.

As the doors
closed, Oliver thought about how it felt very close to having
nothing at all, even though he had access to just about any
material thing he could possibly desire.

***

Layla stood
behind Ethan, her arms wrapped loosely around his shoulders. He’d
found a seat at a circular table with a silk tablecloth.
Apparently, he knew the other people who sat there with him. They
talked about business, the news, stocks. Layla couldn’t keep her
eyes off the dance floor.

Couples twirled
in magnificent circles. The men all looked so sharp in their tuxes.
Some of the woman wore truly stunning gowns that lifted slightly
around their legs as they spun in circles.

When Ethan had
said that there was going to be a dance, and that they were going
to it, Layla had been excited. Now that they were there, she
realized that he had no interested in dancing.

To Ethan, it
all seemed like some spectator sport. Something pretty to look at,
but to never engage in himself. She thought that he probably
figured he’d spent too much on this little getaway to actually put
any effort in. Feeling how thin he was beneath his suit, she
wondered if he’d even be capable of dancing with her.

She wondered if
that was how he thought of her: something pretty to look at and
spend money on, but to never actually engage with himself. Their
own private dances in bed always had Layla doing the leading.

He also always
insisted on arriving everywhere very early. It was only after
they’d been at their table nearly half an hour that the guests
began coming in earnest.

Somehow, even
with all the bodies in the grand room, the air still felt crisp and
energetic. Waiters who seemed incapable of sweating kept the
champagne flowing. There must have been enough of the bubbling
liquid in the room to fill an Olympic swimming pool.

Layla felt like
she was stuck in some sort of vortex of silence. People moved
around her as though she didn’t exist, their talk and laughter
muffled, as though coming in through two panes of glass. She felt
like an outsider looking in, or perhaps like a fish in a bowl,
staring out through the impenetrable glass at the world around
her.

The grand doors
at the end of the hall opened, sliding into their walls. More
guests came in. Layla hardly paid any attention until something
caught her eye.

She looked.
Yes, it was the leathery woman from earlier. She hung off the arm
and shoulder of a tall man like a drunk. He now wore a trim tuxedo,
showing off his broad shoulders and chest and his thin waste.

He looked so
deeply melancholic and sad, even with the fake smile on his face.
It was like some puppet master was holding up the corners of his
mouth with strings.

His gaze swept
the room, taking in the casual opulence. He tried to wave a server
away, but the woman on his arm forced a flute of champagne into his
hand. She clinked their glasses together hard enough to send half
the bubbling liquid onto the floor. Then she laughed.

The man took a
long swallow from his, then continued looking around.

Their eyes
met.

For just an
instant, the entire facade dropped away. Even from across the room,
she knew his eyes were blue and sharp as they locked on hers. Her
body shuddered as what felt like a bolt of lightning sizzled down
her spine. Her arms tightened around Ethan.

“What is it,
sweetie?” Ethan said, tugging at her wrist.

Reality crashed
back in around her, and she looked down into his smiling face.

“Nothing... I
just had a chill for a moment, there.”

“I’ll tell them
to adjust the temperature,” Ethan said, patting her hand. He forgot
about it a moment later as he looked back to the others at the
table.

When Layla
looked up, the man was gone. She searched around for him, her eyes
flicking around faster and faster.

***



Glass of
champagne in one hand, Ethan did his best to ignore Priscilla’s
cackle. His wrist was wet from when she’d hit his flute hard enough
to send bubbling, sticky liquid all over his bared skin.

It had been
exactly as he’d expected: rich people dancing and carousing,
ignoring the waiters as though the champagne delivered itself.

Then he saw
her.

She was across
the room, wearing a low-cut silver dress. Her arms were draped
around an old man who seemed to be ignoring her. Her hair fell to
her bare shoulders in blonde waves. She seemed just as bored as he
was, and he knew her for what she was right away: a pretender.

Just like
him.

When she looked
at him, he felt his stomach tighten. For just a moment, the sound
of Priscilla’s awful laughter dropped away and there existed only
he and the beautiful woman across the room.

Then the old
man touched her wrist and she looked down at him.

“Come on, I see
some people I know,” Priscilla said.

She had to tug
extra hard on his arm, since his feet refused to budge. Then Oliver
shook his head, remembering his place. He smiled down at Priscilla
and followed her into a throng of people. He kept trying to look
over their heads to the woman. She still hadn’t looked up.

Then he found
himself seated.

The party wore
on well into the night. The ceiling in this grand hall was one
giant skylight. High above, the stars twinkled down at the tropical
paradise.

Someone had
asked him what he did for a living. Priscilla had squeezed his knee
threateningly. He smiled politely at the man as Priscilla explained
that she’d found him working at some obscure law firm that no one
would be familiar with. It was the same story she’d used a dozen
times before.

Oliver kept
trying to lift himself out of his seat. Everyone had been seated by
now. The tables formed up in a broad rectangle around the central
dance floor. Now that supper had been served, there were very few
couples still twirling in each other’s arms.

Still, he
couldn’t find her.

His throat
locked up, and he felt a sudden feeling of suffocation. Expensive
perfumes and colognes lingered in the air.

He pulled at
his bowtie, trying to get some air into his lungs. He noticed a
door on the other side of the room as it swung shut. There was a
balcony beyond it. Air, he thought, I need some fresh
air.

Priscilla
protested as he stood. His chair nearly fell over, he did it so
quickly. She grabbed at his wrist, but he shook his arm free.

She wouldn’t
make a scene, he knew. Not with all the people who knew her around.
They might figure out what was going on between them, that he
wasn’t some lawyer she’d fallen in with.

She would
punish him later, he knew. But, at that moment, he didn’t care.

“Sorry,” he
gasped, pushing his way through the throng.

A pair of
dancers had to hop out of his way as he rushed across the dance
floor, his shoes clicking off the polished wood. His vision had
begun to tunnel by the time he reached the door. Opening it, he
stepped through. He shut it behind him, drowning out the sounds of
reverie.

They were
replaced by the steady slosh of water some distance far below.
Gasping, Oliver grabbed at the rail along the edge of the balcony.
The water looked like a flat, black sheet under the light of the
stars.

 


Spark

 


Layla had been
standing in the corner of the balcony when he burst through. She
knew right away it was the man from across the room she’d seen. She
watched as he grabbed onto the rail of the balcony, shaking. His
fingers squeezed around the metal, holding on for dear life it
seemed.

He took deep,
gasping breaths, as though he’d been choking.

Something made
her stay back in the shadows and watch him. She saw his broad
shoulders expanding with his breaths. It was like some great weight
had been lifted from him, leaving that place filled with those
people.

Layla felt the
same way.

A cool breeze
from off the water wafted past. It felt good on her bare skin. It
brought with it the salty smell of the ocean.

Finally, he
seemed to have calmed down.

“Hello,” she
said, stepping forward out of the shadow.

She smiled as
he started, turning around. His wide eyes softened when he saw her.
He still held onto the rail, unwilling as yet to let go.

“Hello,” he
said.

“Are you
okay?”

He shrugged. “I
saw you when I came in. You were with that older man.”

“And you were
with that woman who looked leathery enough to be turned into a
purse.”

The air seemed
to spark between them as they stared at each other. She noticed
that even leaning over, he was tall enough that she had to look up
into his face. She liked that.

The water
continued splashing against the rocks below, providing a rhythm to
the silence.

“I know what
you are,” he said.

Layla moved up
beside him, leaning her back against the rail and gripping it,
mirroring his position. She tossed her hair back behind her
shoulder with a flick of her head. She smiled at him.

“Oh? What do
you think I am?”

“You’re a
pretender. Like me. We find desperate and lonely rich older people,
who’ve been able to buy everything they want in life except one
thing...”

“What’s that?”
Layla asked.

“Companionship.
We give them what they crave.”

He and Layla
stared at the wall for a while, both lost in the same thought. They
did provide companionship to those able to pay for it. But it
seemed that they got nothing in return.

Layla wrestled
with the term he’d used. That “Pretender.” It was true that she and
Ethan hadn’t started their relationship in the traditional sense.
She’d been telling herself he’d grow on her. Had she been lying to
herself the whole time?

Finally, she
looked at him. He caught her movement, turning his head to look at
her in return. The starlight seemed to sparkle in his eyes. There
was a warmth in Layla’s body that she thought she’d never feel
again, as she felt those eyes look into her, through her.

“I’m Layla,”
she said.

The man
considered her for a while before finally giving his name as,
“Oliver.”

A jolt of
adrenaline made Layla’s body shiver as a dangerous idea occurred to
her. It felt so strange to be seen as she truly was. There was a
peculiar sense of vulnerability that came along with it. Then
again, she figured, he was in the same position as her.

She found it
hard to speak for a few moments.

“Oliver...
302.”

He frowned at
her as she went back inside. She felt giddy, like she wanted to
skip.

Then she saw
Ethan. He’d turned around in his chair, and was looking at her with
a frown. Trying to make herself look tired, she tilted her head
against her hands, feigning sleep. Then she pointed at the door. He
nodded at her, giving his permission.

The rest of the
hotel was empty. Everyone was at the ball. Layla took the elevator
up to the third floor. She pushed her hand against the cool black
glass panel to room 302. Her heart seemed to skip a beat as she sat
down on the bed. Will he understand?

She supposed it
was kind of a test to put to him. He’d have to get give his own
excuses, then he’d have to get upstairs.

Kicking off her
shoes, she tapped the floor with her bare toes. The minutes counted
away. She could see the door from the bed. Concentrating, she
willed for there to be a knock.

He isn’t
coming, she thought.

Then he came.
She reached the door before his third knock, hitting the button to
open it. He put one hand on the doorframe and looked down into her
eyes.

“No
pretending,” she said.

Grabbing him by
the collar, she pulled him inside. The door hissed shut beside them
as she pushed him against the wall. He grabbed her body and crushed
her against him. He felt so strong.

Her lips found
his. They were warm, and desperate. They clawed at each other. She
sucked his bottom lip into her mouth and bit down on it as she felt
him harden against her stomach.

She let his lip
pull out from between her teeth. He stared into her eyes, his hot,
sweet breath washing over her face.

“I need
something,” she said.

The words
seemed to pluck a string inside him. Layla knew then that the woman
he’d been with had only ever taken from him, never letting him give
what he wanted.

She squealed as
he picked her up and carried her over to the bed. He put her down
on it, her hair fanning out around her head. Her mouth opened as
she felt herself get wet with desire.

Looking at him,
a deep need in her eyes, she said, “Kiss me...”

He supported
himself on his hands above her as her body writhed beneath him.
Their lips touched again, sending a shock through both of their
bodies. The touch seemed so honest, so raw in its intent and need.
It was something neither had felt in far too long.

“Oh!” Layla
said.

Oliver slid
down onto his knees onto the floor by the foot of the bed. Shoving
his hands up under her silver dress, he grabbed her by the hips and
pulled her so that part of her bottom hung off the bottom of the
bed.

“God...” She
breathed as he pushed her dress up.

Layla hadn’t
put on any underwear. She’d been planning on trying to make Ethan
touch her, even though she’d known that he wouldn’t.

Some of her
juices glistened in her moist slit. Her back arched and she grabbed
handfuls of the sheet as Oliver left trails of hot, wet kisses on
her inner thighs.

“Kiss me...”
She said again.

Grabbing her
knees, Oliver pushed her legs up against her chest. She was bared
fully to him, completely at his mercy.

The juices
flowed in her, leaving her soaking for him.

He kissed her
sex, right above her stiff little clit. She yelped as he sucked it
into his mouth and let his tongue run around it in circles. Stars
exploded in her vision as her nerves came alive.

He seemed so
hungry for her. He groaned in deep satisfaction as he tasted her
body. He stopped sucking on her clit. Instead, he let the tip of
his tongue slide down her wet slit to her hole. He poked it into
her and she moaned. It slid against her slick walls.

Looking down
her body, she saw that she’d already soaked his cheeks. They
glistened wetly with her desire.

Oliver just
seemed to get hungrier the more he licked her. He lapped up all her
juices as he coaxed them from her with his tongue. It was electric
inside her. Her nipples puckered against her dress, and she
shivered with every swipe he gave her.

Ethan used his
thumbs to pull her lips apart. Working up some spit, he spat on
her. Then he rubbed his own saliva into her flesh with his
tongue.

It felt so
good. Her fingers and toes felt numb as her entire being
concentrated on the feelings he excited from her sopping little
pussy.

He used his jaw
and neck to lick her as quickly as he good. Each time, her hips
jerked, driving her pussy harder against his tongue.

“Yes!” Layla
screamed.

She grabbed the
back of his head with both hands and pulled his face even harder
against her.

Again, Oliver
sucked her stiff love button into his mouth. His tongue rubbed
against it mercilessly. Even though her eyes were open, Layla could
no longer see anything but a constant, blinding explosion of
multicoloured desire.

Her whole body
tightened up as he brought her to a deep climax. She screamed his
name again and again. He kept his lips locked onto her the whole
time as she bucked against him. Her wetness spilled out down his
chin, soaking his neck as well.

As soon as she
let go of his head, he fell backwards, catching himself with his
hands. Again, she watched him gasp for breath. His lips and cheeks
were rubbed red, and his formerly neat hair was all dishevelled.
She saw his hardness, then, pressing against his slacks.

She jumped off
the bed, reaching for him, wanting to make him feel as good as he’d
made her.

Then he caught
her hands and shoved her back against the bed. Their noses touched,
they were so close together.

She kissed him,
savoring her own taste in his mouth.

“Let me touch
you,” she said.

He didn’t blink
as he looked in her eyes. “No... I... We can’t see each other
again,” he said.

She sat on the
floor, her legs splayed out, as she watched him leave. She smiled
as the door closed behind him.

***

Back in the
room he shared with Layla, Oliver stripped off his tux. He threw
the expensive outfit in an undignified pile in the corner. Sweat
slicked his chest. Layla still hadn’t returned.

He punched the
wall as he thought about her. “Damn it!” He said.

You can’t ruin
this for yourself! Moron!

He squeezed his
eyes shut, but all he saw was Layla’s face, still flushed from her
orgasm. He’d wanted her so badly, then. But he knew if he went any
further, he would be ruining not only his life, but hers.

She’d excited
something inside him. Something he thought to never feel it
again.

His body
trembled as he thought of what had just happened. It was so
strange; he’d only known her for a very short time, but he felt
like he knew her. And that she knew him, too.

As he stepped
into the shower, another thought occurred to him. What if not going
any further ruined both of them even more?

As the water
sprayed out of the showerhead, he hoped that Layla would get the
paddle out again that night. He knew that he deserved it.
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