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She’d never slept in Wanda’s bed before.  It felt weird.  Not just being there in Wanda’s house while the kids spent a week with their grandparents, but the bed itself...

Janelle had never tried to sleep on a waterbed.  There was something unsettling about it.  She’d never known anyone who owned one, and it seemed like an oddly decadent flashback to the ‘80s.  Was it possible she’d get seasick during the night?

Wanda stood naked in the doorway. “What do you think?”  

Janelle grinned.  “You look good enough to eat, babe.”

With a deep chuckle, Wanda approached the behemoth bed.  “Not about me, silly.  About the waterbed!”

“Oh.”  Janelle plastered on a fake smile.  There were mirrors everywhere in Wanda’s bedroom.  You couldn’t look one way or another without seeing yourself.  “Well... it’s different?”

When Wanda leapt onboard, a tidal wave sent Janelle tumbling toward the far edge of the mattress. She let out a little shriek as she fell, but Wanda grabbed her hips and pulled her toward the centre.  Wanda was so damn strong—that’s one thing that had attracted Janelle when they first met.  Felt like a hundred years ago, but in reality they’d only known one another a couple months.

“What are you doing still in your clothes, little girl?”  Wanda crawled the length of Janelle’s body like a big cat on the prowl.  “I thought I told you to get these things off.”

“I know.  I was waiting for you.”

Wanda kissed her neck.  That quick peck was hard and sizzling and dry.  Sharp.  Another kiss, this one a little wetter, landed on Janelle’s chest.  The curve of her breasts peeked out beyond her modest V-neck top. Wanda attacked whatever was visible.  Wanda’s long, hot tongue ran the length of Janelle’s cleavage, up and down that little line of flesh.  God, it felt good when she used her tongue that way.  Janelle kept praying Wanda would dig in deeper, find a nipple in there, suck it hard.

“You gonna do a strip show for me, little girl?” Wanda raised her head from Janelle’s breasts and winked.

“No!”  She loved the way Wanda called her little girl.  It had been years since Janelle had felt in any sense little... or girlish.  “I want you to undress me.”

Wanda wasted no time.  She stripped off Janelle’s top in one swift motion.

The air was dry and cool enough to coax Janelle’s nipples to tiny pebbled points.  Her chest heaved, her breasts rising and falling inside her simple white bra.  They’d just begun and she was already out of breath.

Wanda knelt between Janelle’s spread legs.  Her big breasts swaying as she unbuttoned and unzipped the fly on Janelle’s jeans.  Her motions were violent as she pulled tight denim past Janelle’s full hips, yanking so hard the water underneath them sloshed inside its rubberized casing.  There were tides in this bed, and they were wild.

Lolling with the waves, Janelle raised both legs so Wanda could pull off her jeans and panties.  Why did she feel so vulnerable tonight?  Like Wanda was going to eat her right up?

Little Girl indeed...

Wanda kissed her hard, forcing a tyrannical tongue into Janelle’s surprised mouth.  Janelle never could keep up with Wanda’s passion, but Wanda had assured her there was no need.  Her job was to lie back and take what Wanda wanted to give.  Wanda’s job was to give it, hard and fast and strong, every time.  Wanda was not a sweet and sensitive lover, but sweetness and sensitivity were overrated.  Janelle couldn’t get off on sweet and sensitive.  Forceful and frenzied did the trick.

A whirlwind of sexual energy spun out of control as Wanda wove one hand through Janelle’s hair, clenching it in an unforgiving fist.  The other hand worked its way down to Janelle’s bra.  Her nipples ached with the strain of arousal and cold.  It would be nice to feel Wanda’s hot mouth latched to her breasts.  Just thinking about it made Janelle buck against Wanda’s naked thigh.

“Suck my tits,” Janelle pleaded, breaking away from their hot kiss.  “Please, God, please!”

Wanda laughed.  “I doubt if God’s gonna be sucking your tits, little girl.  Maybe I will...”  

Such a tease.

“Do it, Wanda, suck my tits.  And go really hard, babe.  I want it to hurt.”  Janelle grabbed the cups of her bra and pulled them down.  

When her naked tits met Wanda’s naked tits, everything inside her jumped.  It was pure pleasure.

“Well...”  Wanda’s breath rushed against Janelle’s forehead, hot as lava.  “If you insist...”

Wanda began her quick descent, crawling down Janelle’s body, planting fierce kisses all the way.  Her hot breath mingled with the sharp coldness of Janelle’s nipples and made them burn.

The pleasure was excruciating, and Janelle just wanted more, more, more.

“Suck them.”  She felt empowered like this, holding her bra down and sticking out her chest.  “Suck!”

Wanda growled.  Her tongue struck Janelle’s right breast and, despite the softness, it was too hot to handle.  Janelle pulled away, causing another tidal wave inside the waterbed.  If only she had something to hold on to.  So she held on to Wanda’s head, inadvertently pressing it down on her tit, forcing her breast farther into that hot, wet mouth.  Wanda went with it, sucking more than just her nipple now, sucking her whole breast.

Janelle had never felt anything like this.  She couldn’t keep from writhing against Wanda’s belly, trying to angle her hips in such a way that her clit would strike her woman’s stomach.  The harder Wanda sucked her tits, back and forth between the two, the wetter Janelle’s pussy got.  Juice ran down her crack.  When it slowed around the puckered ring of her asshole, she wished Wanda would shove something in there.  A finger, a dildo—didn’t matter what.

Watching this fierce woman savouring her breasts, Janelle felt like a rabbit being taken by a fox.  Wanda brought that kind of energy to sex, and Janelle needed it.  She was too lethargic otherwise.  That’s what she loved about her relationship with Wanda: they balanced each other out.

That’s what Janelle was thinking when she blurted the words, “I love you, babe!”

Wanda stopped sucking, and let Janelle’s breast fall from her mouth.  Her eyes went so wide they looked more white than brown.  The only sound in the room was the vulgar slosh of the waterbed.

They’d never ventured into “I love you” territory before.

In truth, Janelle didn’t mean to say the words.  She wasn’t sure why she had, except that they were true.  They were true, weren’t they?  This had gone beyond flirtation, beyond fling, beyond sexual relief.  They talked every day now.  Wanda’s kids had met Janelle, though she’d been introduced as merely a friend.  There was a future, here.  In fact, the more Janelle processed her verbal ejaculation in the slow moment they spent staring at each other, the truer it became.

Janelle said it again.  “I love you, Wanda.  I’m in love with you.”

Even the rude squelch from Wanda’s waterbed couldn’t break the tension.  Janelle wanted to hear those words back, but hot trepidation shot through her core.  Maybe Wanda didn’t love her.  Maybe this relationship meant something altogether different.

And then a growl rose up through Wanda’s body, deep, like it originated in her gut and rumbled all the way to her throat.  She sounded like a grizzly bear.  Her tongue landed in slashes along Janelle’s belly.  Everything felt so hot, so wet.  Even when the crisp air met with cooling saliva, everything sizzled.

Wanda dove between Janelle’s thighs and attacked her engorged clit.  Her whole pussy felt fat and wonderfully wet even before Wanda met it, but the second that hot tongue touched her pussy lips Janelle lurched forward.  “Holy Mother!”

“Little girl,” Wanda teased, her voice dark as velvet.  “I am most certainly not your mother.”

Janelle laughed until Wanda’s sizzling mouth met her pussy again. The pleasure was too sharp and too vast to be laughed at.  Perching on her elbows, Janelle craned forward.  She needed to get a look at what her woman was doing down there.  Wanda’s mouth had a tongue that licked and teeth that bit, lips that drew into a tight little rosebud to suck her clit.  Wanda’s mouth was magic.

The water beneath their bodies waved in even laps, rocking them gently.  This bed was growing on Janelle, despite its jostling motions and rude noises.  It added dimension to their lovemaking.  Not that Wanda required any improvement.  Her tongue worked fast against Janelle’s clit, flicking up and down as Wanda slithered on her belly like a snake.

Janelle pressed her nipples between her fingers and thumbs, rolling them, squeezing.  “God, you are amazing!”

“It ain’t God that’s licking your pussy, little girl.”

That bizarre combination of words made Janelle tingle.  Hell, just about everything Wanda did made her tingle.  Just catching sight of that woman in the buff made her clit twitch: those big boobs taunting her, wide hips beckoning.  Watching Wanda go down on her made her entire body tremble.

That’s when Janelle realized Wanda had her own way of saying “I love you.”

This was it.

Janelle never had much trouble expressing emotion, but a lot of people couldn’t.  So maybe she should cut Wanda a little slack.  The proof was in the pudding, and Wanda proved her love every time she put her face between Janelle’s legs.  Wanda’s muffled moans were words of love, and Janelle felt weak with pleasure.  She dug her heels into the mattress, but couldn’t get any traction.  Her feet skidded across the sheets.

Wanda caught her ass with both hands and lifted it, blowing cool air against Janelle’s blazing clit.  “You like that, hmm?”

With her lips closed Janelle moaned, trying to stay quiet even though they were alone in the house.  She couldn’t stand the torture of Wanda’s soft breath.  She begged her woman to take her clit between those full pink lips and suck it hard, but Wanda just smiled coyly and kept blowing.

Janelle couldn’t stand the suspense.  She rubbed her splayed pussy lips against Wanda’s mouth.

“Suck it!” Janelle cried.  Her voice cracked as she bucked at Wanda’s face. “Suck my clit, babe.  I love you!”

With an animalistic moan, Wanda tore into Janelle, nibbling her clit and shoving a couple fingers into her hot cunt.  God, was she wet!  Sopping wet, with juices running down her crack and soaking the sheets.  When Janelle bucked to meet those firm fingers, the pad of Wanda’s thumb met her asshole.  She always wanted that, but could never ask for it.  When she shrieked, Wanda took the hint.

Sucking Janelle’s fat clit, Wanda traced tight circles around her puckered hole.  Janelle moaned, “Yes, babe, yes,” until Wanda forged a path through that tight ring of muscle.  A thumb was probably all Janelle could take in her ass.  With Wanda’s fingers already lodged in her cunt she felt frightfully full.

“Come for me, little girl.”  Wanda nibbled Janelle’s clit, then sucked it, making her scream with surprise. 

The waves beneath their bodies echoed the typhoon of desire coursing through Janelle’s core.  There was a tight buzz in her belly, and she wanted to buck and push both at once.  Wanda worked her so hard her body didn’t seem to know what it wanted first, but she found herself rolling to one side, writhing, whimpering as the pleasure mounted beyond her capacity to enjoy it.

Janelle tried to close her legs, but Wanda held them open.

“No!” Janelle cried.

“Yes.” Wanda quit sucking, but kept reaming her pussy and ass with those perfect fingers.

Wanda was right.

“Yes!”  Fighting the slow tides beneath the mattress, Janelle fucked Wanda’s hand with her pussy and her ass.  Only her clit was worn out.  Somehow Wanda knew that.

Wanda was amazing that way.

Janelle came again, right away, from the sheer pleasure of being filled, of being fucked.  This time her orgasm was a growl, not a whimper, and then a groan, and then shouts and curses.  As she flipped herself around on the bed, water sploshed and recoiled under her breasts and her belly.

“Oh my God,” Janelle sighed, again and again.

She could hardly breathe, but she found Wanda’s beautiful body and cuddled against it. Now more than ever, she knew what love was.  Wanda didn’t have to say the words.  This pleasure in bed was more than enough.

Janelle nearly fell asleep listening to the water lapping beneath her pillow.  She was just on the verge of dreaming when she heard Wanda’s voice.

“You know what, little girl? I think I love you too.”
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Marry Me
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After each encounter, I was left with the question, Was it worth it?  Was the tremendous pleasure of sex worth the intense pain on Lawrence’s departure?

“I hate it when you leave,” I whined as he tilted toward the blue light of the bedside clock.  Saying nothing, he set his bald head back down on the pillow of my breasts.  Why couldn’t we stay like that forever?

Staring at his scalp, I realized that in our many years together, I’d never looked at the top of his head.  How could a head be so sun-soaked in the middle of April?  From his golden scalp, a few black hairs sprouted.  Were they black or brown?  Or very dark grey?  I’d never been able to determine his hair colour, even upon close inspection of the short wisps around his ears and at the back of his head. Staring at his glowing crown, I ran my fingers through the downy-soft wisps, awaiting a response from a mouth I couldn’t see from that angle.

When we first met, Lawrence still visited a barber when those few baby hairs grew too long.  “Why are you throwing your money away?” I’d asked.  “All you need is one of those razor-shaver things—what’s the word?”

“I don’t know.”

“Well, you should find out what it’s called and buy yourself one.  Then I could cut your hair for you.  I used to cut my brother’s hair when he was little.  Those electric razor-cutter things are fool-proof.  You could do it yourself, even.”

Lawrence had taken my advice.  Half of it, at least.  He’d bought electric hair clippers, but when it came time for a trim it wasn’t me he asked.  

“What happened to you?” I’d giggled when he arrived at my apartment one Sunday morning, his hair cut to the quick.

“Well, I took your advice,” he told me.  “I bought electric shears and asked Ruth for a trim...”

Each of those five words—asked Ruth for a trim—hacked at my heart like a rusty axe-head.  Asked Ruth for a trim?  How dare he ask his wife to do something so intimate as cut his hair?  And then actually admit to it!  Lawrence was supposed to reserve every intimate act for me.  That was a promise he had made.

“...but she thought the whole idea was pretty gross, so she said no,” Lawrence continued.  “Classic Ruth.  She won’t come near me.”

Merci a Dieu!  A wave of relief washed over my throbbing temples as I waded shoulder-deep into the schadenfreude Ruth’s rejection always generated in me.  Poor Lawrence!  His own wife wouldn’t touch him, not even to cut his hair.  I couldn’t help but smirk.  Every time, he came running to me.

“But why are you balder than usual?” I’d asked, rubbing the prickly sprouts on the back of his head.

“Because you said hair trimmers were fool-proof.”

“Oh no!” I laughed, covering my mouth.  “You cut your hair yourself!”

“Well, it would have been smooth sailing, except I didn’t read the instructions.  I just turned on the trimmers and away I went.”

“Oh, mon chou,” I sighed, massaging his earlobes.  “You’re supposed to put one of the guards on the trimmers, depending on how short you want your hair. If you don’t, it’s just like taking a razor to your head.”

“Yes, I know that now,” he said.

“My poor bald Lawrence!” I cooed, wrapping him in my arms.  “Why didn’t you bring the trimmers over here?  I offered to cut your hair.”  I’d licked Lawrence behind the ear like a mother dog licks her pup.  “I could have taken you into the shower and washed you down after.”  I’d kissed his shoulder.

Lawrence had said nothing then, just like he was saying nothing now as I stared down at his golden scalp.  “I said, I hate it when you leave,” I repeated.  His heart pounded against my abdomen.  His torso was a distinct weight on my hips.  “You’re supposed to say, I hate leaving...”

“Well,” Lawrence interrupted, his voice popping with exasperation.  “That would beg the question, Why leave at all?  It all just gets too...”

Lawrence mumbled something into my breasts.  My heart froze at his explosive remark, but I just couldn’t bear the suspense.  My maudlin man took me by surprise, going so quickly from relaxed to despairing.  “It gets too what?”

“Too difficult,” he spat.  

My heart sat like a boulder in my chest.  My eyes filled with tears.  How did it become one of those encounters?  I hadn’t anticipated being sad today.  Calisse!  All I wanted was a good fuck.  There was a time when we used to do things together, other than simply play in my bed.  In the very early days, Lawrence and I “dated” in a sense.  We went out for breakfasts, and meandered through parks, and kissed on the benches.  Now it was sex all the time.  Just sex.  And, for me, that was fine, but there was no such thing as “just sex,” according to Lawrence. For him, it was always a commune in the physical with the very soul of the lover.  And maybe he was right.  Because if it was “just sex,” why was Lawrence so upset?  Why was I so upset?  Hard to tell if the moisture between my breasts was the sweat he his body had poured on me as we fucked earlier, or if he was now crying.

Running my fingertips across Lawrence’s shoulders, I closed my eyes until my own tears subsided.  When I opened them again, he was looking up at me, his eyes red and wet.  By day a mild-mannered librarian, by night a tortured soul torn between the hegemony of home and the sexcitement of a nymphatic mistress.

In that moment, looking into those tear-filled eyes, I knew I wanted to marry Lawrence Galloway.  The thought had crept up on me before, but I’d always managed to force it out of my mind.  After all, I was a career-mistress, or at least it would have been a career if I took any money for my tenderness. Audrey the mistress: not just what I was, but who.  My whole identity was wrapped up in that one dominating aspect of my personality.  I was a woman who consorted exclusively with older men, married men.  Those sad sorts raised in a bygone era, trapped in loveless, sexless relationships.  My body, my admiration, helped them, made them feel good again, feel attractive and virile.  What I gave them was a therapy, a rejuvenation.  Of course, when Lawrence came along, I was smitten.  There’d been no one else since.

But ringing in my ears were the words, “I’ll never ask you for anything.”  In the beginning, I’d assured my bald Adonis, “as long as you keep no other mistresses, I’ll do anything you want.  I’ll do more for you than you’ve ever dreamed, but I want to be the only other woman in your life.”

As I gazed into Lawrence’s sad eyes that April morning, I knew I was about to go back on my word.  “Be my husband,” I said.  My tone was utterly flat.  It wasn’t a question, wasn’t a plea, it was a plan.  “Leave Ruth and marry me.  Be my husband.”

The words I’d promised never to utter all those years ago had now been spoken.  Lawrence stared at me, seemingly awestruck.  Maybe he would marry me.  Maybe he loved me enough now.  

Reaching out, Lawrence held my cheek, and his touch was the touch of God.  It rang through my body like cathedral bells, alerting my cunt it was time for worship.  He squinted and the teardrops fell like lava against my chest as he leaned his head toward mine.

Without a word, Lawrence laid a passionate kiss on my mouth.  My eager tongue groped for his.  It was hot, wet, forceful but yielding.  With both hands on his crown, I dragged his energy down through every centre along his spine.  I dragged it to the very base of his being and squeezed his tight ass when I got there.  Mirroring my pose, he scooped my cheeks into his hands, digging firm fingers into complicit flesh.  We kissed and we kissed and we kissed.  Hot, wet, yielding.  That’s when his hard cock found me like a lonely traveller taking refuge from the storm.  Hot, wet.  Never releasing me from the communion of his kiss, Lawrence wrapped me, his mistress Audrey, in his arms and thrust metronomically into the frightening depths of my cunt.  Le Bolero de Ravel played on a scratchy record in my mind, its downbeats firm and frequent.  He was everywhere, all around me and within me.  I brought my legs together and Lawrence did too, thrusting through the silk of my thighs to get to the heat between them.  

That Ravel, he must have been a magnificent lover.  Lawrence propped himself up, hands flat on mattress, to thrust more firmly, more deeply.  When I opened my eyes, mourning the sweet flitting of his tongue, I was stunned by the face hovering overhead.  Gleaming against the blue morning light, Lawrence emanated all the colours of the universe.  Like light shining through a crystal chandelier, he refracted some ephemeral glow emanating from god-knows-where. My eyes were playing tricks on me, no doubt.  How could a mere man glisten with such Godly light?  Awestruck, I lay motionless in inverse-prostration, staring at the glittering luminescence, until Lawrence asked, Audrey?  Audrey, what’s wrong?  

Bolero played on, and the lights intensified.  Indigo, red, orange, green, yellow, all scintillating like confetti from a wedding that never was.  I squeezed my eyes shut, fearful of what I’d seen, afraid of my strong emotions.  When I opened them again, that beautiful light had disappeared.

“I love you, Lawrence,” I whispered, pulling his head close and wrapping my arms round his neck like a child.  Speaking into his ear, I admitted, “I’ve never loved anyone like this before.  I never thought I could.  I never wanted to.  But you’ve made me see, you’ve made me realize, that I could be happy fucking just one man for the rest of my life.  I could spend eternity in your arms.”

Hot tears warmed my cheeks, wetting my tangled hair.  Lawrence kissed my neck with wet smacks of his lips. I couldn’t tell if it was just my lover crying, or if I was too. What was at first a whimper soon became a sob as the poor, darling man wrapped his arms around my waist.  He was saying something, speaking into my hair, but the words were blubbered and lost.

Striking me to the core, Lawrence ran his cock feverishly into my cunt.  Hot, wet, fast.  I wanted to hold him there forever, never releasing him from the tight grip my pussy muscles exerted.  The more firmly my cunt clamped down on the frantic cock, the larger Lawrence felt inside me.  The larger he felt, the greater my affinity.  He was larger than life, more than man.  I crossed my legs to hold him in place.  His balls brushing my thighs, his shaft rubbing my engorged pussy lips, he plunged his hips forward.  Moaning with the delight of being massaged inside and out, I sank my nails into Lawrence’s shoulder.  He was so close, I could nearly see the hot cum churning away in his balls.  Reaching between our legs, I grabbed hold of those fuzzy spheres.

“Oh, Audrey!” Lawrence sobbed.  “Audrey, my love!”

Those words, Audrey, my love, sent my pussy muscles into spasm.  They leapt and grasped at the vestiges of Lawrence’s erection, causing me to shriek, to bear down, to launch my body into his and grit my teeth and puncture his flesh.  Grunting desperately, I swung my hips in circles, milking every last drop of cum from his spent cock.  Lawrence whimpered into my salty hair, his breath warming my neck.  From somewhere deep within came a sentiment composed of words I didn’t recognize. Even when they came out in a whisper, they didn’t sound familiar. “With my body, I thee worship.”

And then I was asleep.

Awakened by Lawrence glancing at the blue light of the bedside alarm clock, my foggy mind couldn’t determine what had just happened.  “Did I ask you to marry me?”

Setting his beautiful bald head between my breasts, Lawrence exhaled deeply before speaking.  “I can’t imagine what you see in me, Audrey.  A gorgeous, intelligent young woman like you?  You should have a gorgeous, intelligent young boyfriend, and I definitely don’t qualify there.”

Tears filled my eyes again, constricting my throat.  “I think you’re gorgeous.”

Lawrence giggled, kissing my breasts. “But I’m not.  I’m decrepit.”

“No...”

“And you deserve so much better.  You deserve a young stud who can give you a family, not some old guy who’s shooting blanks.”

“I don’t want a family,” I argued, my voice quivering.  “I only want you.  I want to be your wife.  I want to live together and eat together and watch TV together and have sex every day.  I can’t stand to think of you doing those things with another woman.”

Lawrence shifted up in the bed, cuddling me against his chest.  “You know, there’s a sense in which Ruth and I haven’t been man and wife in years.  She’s only my wife because I’m married to her.  Physically, emotionally, spiritually, you and I are closer than Ruth and I have ever been.”

I waited to see if Lawrence would say anything more.  He didn’t. “That’s why it makes sense, don’t you think?” I pleaded.  “I mean for us to be together permanently...”

“We can still be together, in a sense,” he interrupted, holding me tighter, as if the compression could shut me up.  “We can certainly keep seeing each other the way we are now...”

“That’s not what I mean!” I cried, struggling against him.  Why didn’t he understand?  We were meant for each other.  Why didn’t he see that?  “Lawrence, listen to me.  I saw a light around you today.  I saw this stunningly beautiful aura glowing all around you when we were having sex.  That’s how I know you and I are meant to be together.  I bring out this light in you, my minou.  It wasn’t there before.  When I met you, everything was gloom.  Your life was gloom.  It was black and sorrowful.  Don’t you remember the dream you told me about, with the swirling water?  Chou chou, you were in a downward spiral when we met.  And now we’re together and you’re happy and there’s this wonderful glittering light...”

“Audrey,” he cut in, his tone gruffer than before.  Lawrence inhaled through his nose, exhaling loudly from his mouth.  It made me feel so angry, to be in the path of his hot breath.  I felt certain he would tear a strip off me, but not so.  When he spoke again, his voice was gentle. “Audrey, we already are together.  We don’t have to live together, we don’t have to get married.  You’re my inamorata.  Don’t you know what that means?  I may have a marriage license that says I’m Ruth’s husband, but I share my body and my soul only with you.”

Seduced by his lofty sentiments, my heart was satiated.  I felt warm and full in my bed while Lawrence got up and showered.  My heart nearly burst when he said goodbye, kissing me tenderly and whispering into my ear, “With my body I thee worship.”

It wasn’t until after he’d left that I started feeling as though I’d been duped, somehow.  No, this arrangement wasn’t enough.  It had been, for a time, but not anymore. I wanted to be together in a real-world sense, not just in the ephemeral space of my lover’s soul.  Audrey LeBreton was destined to marry Lawrence Galloway, and the next time he came to visit, I wasn’t taking no for an answer.
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Glitter in the Gutter
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I wouldn’t say that I stormed into Hina’s office—marched was more like it.  When she didn’t react, I just came right out and asked, “What happened to Connor? We haven’t been on the schedule together since...”  I stopped myself before I could say, “Since that time he dressed like a woman and took me out for Thai food and we had sex in his hatchback in the underground parking lot.”

There were only so many times a story like that should be told among co-workers.

Hina looked up at me with those big dairy-cow eyes and my knees went weak.  Sure I was in love with Connor, but I’d had a crush on Hina from the day she hired me.  There was something about her dark hair, honey-brown skin and thick lashes I found inexorably exotic, even after I found out she’d grown up in Mississauga just like the rest of us.

“Dotschy...”  She set aside the timesheets she’d been signing and shot me a sad smile.  “You can’t work all your shifts together, you two.  You’ll distract each other.”

“No we won’t.”  I felt like a kid, and a whiny one at that.  “It’s just... he isn’t returning my phone calls.  I don’t know what happened.”

Hina’s gaze flitted about the room like a frightened bird.  She shuffled her papers without looking at them.  “I don’t know...”

That’s how I knew there was something to know.  “What did he say to you?”

“Nothing.”

“Tell me what you know, Hina.”  I couldn’t seem to prevent the rising irritation in my voice.  I liked Hina, but I was just so desperate to find out why Connor wasn’t speaking to me.

“You have to ask him,” she said.

My hands formed themselves into fists, fingernails digging into flesh.  “He won’t take my calls!”

Hina let out a huffing breath and relented.  “Connor says you’re a bad influence.”

I would have been taken aback if I understood for a moment what that meant.  “A bad influence on who?”

“On him.”  Hina’s voice was Lilliputian as she chipped crimson polish from her ragged nails.  “Look, you need to have this conversation between yourselves.  It’s too weird, being in the middle of it.  I’m supposed to be your boss, for goodness’ sake.”

Really, I couldn’t think what to say.  In what world was I a bad influence on anybody?  I was a good person, always arrived to work on time and neatly dressed.  I ate healthy foods and gave money to charity and never played my music so loud it would bug the neighbours.  How could Connor think I was a bad person?  What had I done to give him that idea?

The fact that he’d requested shifts that didn’t overlap with mine made it difficult to get a conversation in.  When I stuck around the convention centre one evening to see him, he just plain ignored me, said he had work to do, no time to talk.  His absence was something I felt deep in my heart, like a stabbing pain.  I couldn’t give up on him.  Connor meant the world to me.

“What do you want?” he asked when I knocked at his front door.  The convention centre was closed for Victoria Day, the one holiday Monday I always seemed to forget existed, so we both had time off.

“Connor!”  I propped the door open when he tried to shut it in my face. Forcing my way inside, I tripped over cushiony garbage bags in the front entrance.  “What’s all this?  Are you moving?”

“Somebody’s moving.”  He was already half-way up the stairs, but I climbed over garbage bags to follow.  “Somebody’s moving out of my life for good.  Enough is enough.”

For a moment, I thought he meant me and my heart plunged into my colon.  When I arrived at the top of the stairs and looked beyond his bedroom’s open door, I understood what he meant.

“Charlotte?” I asked, despite my certainty.

“Charlotte isn’t real.”  He was tearing skirts and dresses from the closet and heaving them into yet another green garbage bag.  Sweat broke across his brow.  “I’m a man.  What the hell am I doing with all this shit?”

Watching the spectacle, I felt like a child.  I had no idea how to console him, what to say.  All I could think about was the accusation he’d made, the thing he’d said to Hina: I was a bad influence.  How?

“It looks nice on you,” I said, perched at the top of his pink-carpeted staircase.  There was a sort of violence in Connor that kept me out of his bedroom, even though it appeared self-directed.  “I like Charlotte.  I love her, actually.  You can’t just throw her away.”

Connor turned to me, then, like he was seeing me for the first time.  His expression seemed composed, but that scared me too.

“It’s your voice in my head, you know.”  He opened a dresser drawer and took out the baby pink cardigan he’d worn on our first date, holding it up to take a good long look at it.  “It’s your voice I hear saying: Charlotte, you’re beautiful. Charlotte, you’re stunning.”

“You are beautiful,” I said as Connor took the pink cardi in hand and tried tearing it along the seam.

Before I could think, I bounded into the bedroom and leapt over the garbage bag.

“Stop it!”  I grabbed the cardigan by one sleeve and pulled, trying to release it from his grip.  Somehow, I ending up standing on his bed, trying to avoid hitting my head against the still blades of the ceiling fan.  “What are you doing?  Are you crazy?”

“Yes!” Connor let go of the cardigan and I tumbled down on his mattress, bouncing on yet another stack of clothing.  It was only then I noticed the pained expression on his face, like he was desperately holding back tears.  He sunk like a defeated thing at the foot of the bed, and although there was an entire expanse of mattress between us, I felt a renewed closeness.

“Connor, what’s going on?  Why don’t you want to be with me anymore?  And why are you getting rid of all your Charlotte clothes?”

He looked across the bed at me, a gaze so penetrating I had to break it and stare at the watercolour painting of violets hanging in the hall.

“Because I was wrong,” he finally said, and this brought me back to his face, with its three-day beard and manicured eyebrows.  “There is no Charlotte, only Connor.  No more dressing up.  I was sick to do that in the first place.”

The voice was Connor’s, but those were someone else’s words.

“What are you talking about?” I crawled across the bed on my hands and knees, leaving the pink cardigan at a safe distance.  When I reached Connor, I cuddled into the generous expanse of his lap and hooked my chin around his shoulder, hugging the curvy body that was my mother and my father, and so very much more.

“I need to stop,” he said.  “I’ve already taken a full carload to the Sally Ann.”

“Don’t give to them,” I said, without thinking.  “They believe queer people don’t deserve salvation. They’re really anti-gay.”  And then the complexity of what he’d just told me began to sink in, and I leaned back so I could look into his eyes.  “Why are you giving all your clothes away?”

He blinked and looked quickly down at my fingers as they petted his beard.  “Don’t do that.” He brushed my hand away, and then brushed me away, tripping over the garbage bag on his way to the bathroom.  “I hate this.  I need to shave.”

I followed like a little ghost, perching on the toilet lid to watch him smother his cheeks in shaving cream.  I didn’t want to say anything shocking in case the controversy made him slip and cut his throat, but I had to ask, “What did I do?”  I didn’t mean about touching his stubble, but I think he knew that.

“You encouraged me,” he replied.

“Yeah, so?”

“So...”  Connor swished his razor around and then tapped it on the side of the sink. “It wasn’t right, what I was doing.  All those bags of clothes, the makeup and shoes and purses and scarves and on and on...”  He felt his cheek for stubbly spots, then shaved a few patches again.  “What kind of a man spends half his pay cheque on women’s clothing?”

“Even if they are for a woman?” I asked, knowing it wouldn’t do a bit of good.

Connor met my gaze in the mirror as I crept in behind him.  There were diamonds buried so deep in those eyes I could hardly see them.  But I knew they were there.

“You know I’m not a woman,” he said with such scorn in his voice I felt smaller than ever.  “Or didn’t you notice, when you were fucking me, that I have a cock?”

“There’s no need to be crass.”  I was sounding dangerously like my mother now.  “Anyway, you’re the one who always said gender’s between your ears, not between your legs.  Why are you being so mean to me?  I only ever supported you.”

Pressing a hot towel to his face, he said, “Maybe I don’t need support.  Maybe what I need is to smarten up.”

When he stormed out, I backed away and let him pass unhindered, but I followed into the bedroom.  I wasn’t about to give up now.  As I stood in the doorway, Connor picked up drugstore perfumes from the vanity and tossed them in the garbage one after another.  Jewellery, too—junky stuff, but even so, it was hard to watch a person discard things with such malice.

“Did you know I used to be married?” he asked without looking at me.

It seemed like such a casual question, the way he asked it, but of course it wasn’t.  I was acting, too, when I pretended not to be shocked.  “You never mentioned it, no.”

“I’ll give you one guess what brought that to an end.”  Connor tossed a tangled strand of pearls in with the rest and then collapsed on the bed, one arm strewn across his forehead, legs crossed at the ankles.  He reminded me of Blanche DuBois, except that he was wearing black jeans and a strikingly blue button-down shirt.  A satin gown would have suited him better, actually.

“I’m sorry,” I said, not the least bit surprised when my voice faltered.  It seemed strange that he hadn’t mentioned the marriage before.  I was curious, but I still hoped he wouldn’t say anything more on the subject.  I didn’t want to think about Connor with anyone but me.

“She went out west when she made the discovery.  I never brought her into that world.  I tried to hide it, but wives, you know, they dig, dig, dig.  Gotta know every little move you make.  She called me all sorts of things when she found the clothes.  I had a suitcase, kept it locked down in the basement, hidden away like that part of me, just hidden away.” Connor didn’t move from the bed, and I stood in the doorway wishing I didn’t have to listen, but knowing love had to be endlessly receptive—that was its nature.  “Moved in with her parents in Fort McMurray, and I dragged that suitcase down to the Sally Ann, tossed it in the donations dumpster.  Said never again. She was pregnant, you know, when she left.”

I wanted to blend into the wallpaper, hide from this knowledge, but I heard myself asking, “When was this?”

“Almost six years ago.”

“You have an almost-six-year-old?”  I didn’t mean to speak, but these things just spilled out of me.

And then Connor said, “No,” and everything inside me went quiet.  “Baby died.  She blamed me.  She blamed... all this.”

My feet surprised me by carrying my body across the room and spilling me onto the bed.  I tossed a pile of clothes to the floor so I could snuggle in next to Connor.  Wrapping my arm around his middle, I lay my head down on his chest and assured him, “It’s not your fault.”

“Of course it is.”

“It isn’t.”  I hugged him hard as I could, digging my face into the pillow of his body.  I loved the curves he called fat.  I loved the sweet arc of his belly and the man-boobs whose growth he encouraged with herbal supplements.

All I could think to do in that moment, the only thing that might make him feel better, was to open up his shirt and suckle those funny little breasts that swept upward like cones and peaked in silky nipples.  I licked that soft pink flesh, up and down with the tip of my tongue. When I felt his hand in my hair, I knew everything would be all right.  A dainty moan escaped his lips when my licks turned to sucks, and I pressed his fleshy tits together to alternate between them.

“Dotschy,” he whispered, his voice light as meringue, “please don’t stop.”

I didn’t even pause to say, “I won’t.”  I let my words vibrate against his nipples as I teased that precious flesh.

The idea of Connor being married, of another woman having done this to him, popped into my mind.  I pushed it away—pushed it hard. Was this how Connor felt when I used to mention my ex?  He’d never let on.

“I love you,” I murmured into his flesh.

He pressed my head flush to his chest with one hand while the other struggled with the button and the zipper on his jeans.  My hand followed his, twining with his fingers, pressing them away so I could do it on my own.  When his fly was undone, I caught a hint of pink lace and broke my hold on Connor’s breast to get a closer look.

“Oh.”  There was a sudden blush to his voice.  “Well, the Sally Ann doesn’t take panties and it would be such a shame to toss them out.  This pair alone cost me twenty-five dollars.  There’s a matching camisole in that top drawer, there.”

I slid from the bed and opened that treasure trove of a dresser drawer.  Connor had the most beautiful underwear, all silk and satin, or lace and mesh.  Panties with ruffles and ribbons, intricate trims.  Nothing like my generic cotton.  The matching pink lace camisole sat on top of another pile, of silk slips and more matronly bras.  When I turned around, Connor’s clothes were on the floor.  He sat, propped up on both hands in a classic pin-up pose, wearing only a pair of pink lace panties.  His chest was shaved hairless, and when he raised his arms to let me dress him, I saw that his underarms were shaved, too.  That made me want to lick them, for some reason, and so I did.

“What are you doing?” Connor laughed as he adjusted the pretty lace cami.  Even when he’d put his arms down, I crawled into his lap and licked the slit with such persistence he laughed even harder. “Good thing I didn’t put on deodorant this morning.”

“Mmm-hmmm!” I straddled him, all hunched over so I could lap at the salty sweetness of his underarm.  If only I’d stripped out of the sundress I’d worn just to please him, but it was easy enough to pull up on the hem until the gusset of my bright yellow undies met the thick heat buried inside Connor’s pink lace.  Until my shaved pussy met Connor’s hard shaft, I didn’t realize how wet I’d become.  Kissing his perfect pink lips, I writhed against his cock, letting its length rub my clit in easy strokes.

Our tongues swirled together like serpents.  As we hummed our mutual approval, Connor’s loving hands descended my back.  I wore dresses very rarely, but it felt wonderful to be touched inside that tight, light cotton, to sense his fingers toying with the corset-ties in back.  I touched him, too, while we kissed.  My fingers played along his bare arms, tickling his elbow-pits before traipsing down his sides.  When he leaned back, I leaned forward, amazed we could derive such satisfaction as tenderly as this.

If I’d pulled my skirt up all the way past my waist, I could have shown Connor the words ‘tight spot’ splashed across my panties.  But he already knew that.  He’d been there before.  

He clung to my waist as I lay on top of him.  I managed to lock my feet around his legs, which gave me better leverage grinding my hips against his.  I could feel my wetness soaking through cotton, and probably through lace, as I traced tight circles around his cockhead with my clit.

“That feels so good,” I whispered against his lips.

I was surprised when he said, “Give me more.”

Reaching between us, he freed his cock from its dainty prison.  The heat against my belly was astounding.  He pushed and pulled at my panties, whatever it would take to get them off, and for a moment I wondered if it was Connor who’d had a vasectomy, or if I was confusing him with my ex.  They both had, maybe?  I could have just asked, but in the moment I was pretty sure he’d told me so.  Was it because of the baby who’d died, I wondered? He wouldn’t let that happen again?  Or was I just making up excuses not to break this bond? I wanted him inside me more than I wanted anything else in the world, except Connor’s happiness, and what could make him happier than this?

I couldn’t get my panties off without abandoning this frog-legged spread across Connor’s body, so I pulled to the side and let my bare lips kiss the solid length of his cock.  My wetness trailed across his smooth flesh, and he shuddered beneath me.  I trembled in sympathy. His cock felt unbearably hot against my pussy, and the only remedy would be to take him inside me.  My hand struggled between our two bodies, but I found him, grasped him by the root and held him steady as I positioned his cockhead against my slit.

Connor whimpered when I sloped my body down, arching my back wildly so my hard nipples would poke out the top of my sundress.  He leaned forward to take one between his teeth.  I moaned as he flicked it with the tip of his tongue, teasing me, and I teased him back by keeping the fullness of his cockhead outside my pussy.  Finally, when Connor sucked my nipple fully into his mouth, I took his cock fully into my cunt, and we groaned in unison.

We moved together.  I ground my clit into the thicket of his pubic hair, grunting like a beast as Connor devoured my breasts.  His cock had scarcely left the lace of his panties to enter my slit, and his balls were still trapped beneath the elastic.  If I reached behind and around my ass, I could just scrape those bundled orbs with my fingernails.  Connor bucked up from under me, filling me so full of cock it would have panged if I hadn’t been so aroused. There was no room left for anything but orgasm, and when I came hard, still grinding my clit against his amber curls, he came too, shuddering, panting, uttering every sort of sweetness.  I was groaning, grunting, animal, but Connor’s voice was like wind chimes.  Of course I couldn’t tell him who to be, but I knew, at times, he was my woman.

I rested on top of him, like a kitten napping in the sun, his spent cock inside me, his heavy hands on my back. “I’m sorry about the baby,” I said when I was too far-gone to care about my pride.  “I’m sorry about your wife, too.  She was wrong, you know.”

“I know.”  Connor sighed in that lovely feminine way of his.  “It’s just... it gets me down at times, feeling trapped between one thing and the other.  I tell myself to be a man. That’s the simple solution.  Stop with the dressing. Get rid of the clothes.  Be a man.”

“Are you a man?” I asked, playing, but curious what his answer would be.

Connor rolled me over so his weight bore down on mine. “Sometimes I am.”  He nuzzled my neck, making me giggle.  “And sometimes I’m not. Sometimes I’m everything at once—and you get that.  That’s why you’re dangerous.”

Pinned beneath his heavy body, I gasped, “That’s what makes me a bad influence?”

“Bad, bad, bad!” he scolded, tickling my armpits.  At least he wasn’t licking them.

His cock had slipped from me in the mock-struggle, and he tucked it back into his underwear when he sat up to look at me.  Clean-shaven and dressed in that lovely pink lace, he looked so beautiful I almost cried.

“Ever been dumpster diving?”

I sat up, too, leaning against the headboard.  “Would you believe I have?”

“Liar!” Connor had the kind of teasing smile that could light up a room.  “Have you really?”

I nodded.  “When I was in high school, my friend Erika’s mother was a little... unbalanced, I guess?  Like, protective and possessive and all that.  When Erika said she was going to the States for university—college, I guess they call it there—her mom packed up her stuff and gave it to Goodwill.  Said Erika couldn’t leave if she had no clothes.  Crazy, huh?”

“You’re asking me about crazy?”  Connor winked and I kissed his baby-smooth cheek.

“Erika’s aunt drove us to the Goodwill, and we all climbed into the big blue bin to pull out her stuff.  So yeah, I’ve done time in a dumpster.”

“Want to do some more?  There are quite a few items I’d like to retrieve.”  Connor put on a pout and batted his lashes.  “And you know your girl can’t abide climbing in heels.”

I laughed. “So wear flats.”

When he slid off the bed and dumped the half-full garbage bag at my feet, I wove the tangled necklaces between my toes.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“I can’t very well drive to the Sally Ann in my undies, can I?  Now help me choose something to wear.”

For Victoria Day, it was hot as hell.  I picked out a capped-sleeved A-line dress—black on white polka dots—with that Kiss-of-the-Spider-Woman wig, a smart crimson lipstick, and the pearls twisted around my toes.  My girl Charlotte would look like a million bucks while I fished half her life out of the dumpster.
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Scent Of My Woman
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She knew I’d get antsy without her, but my Monique is a clever woman.  While she was packing her suitcase for the Ottawa conference, she dug one of those lacy white old-lady hankies from her sock drawer and sprayed it with perfume.

“To help you remember me,” she said.

I sniffed it before her signature cologne had dissipated, and my throat burned like it’d been doused with rare aged liquor.

“But this only smells like your perfume,” I told her, trying not to hack up a lung.  My throat was on fire.  “It doesn’t smell like you.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”  She raised an eyebrow and held that pose.

My eyes were watering, and I sputtered but I managed to speak.  “You don’t smell exclusively like your perfume, you smell like your makeup and your shampoo and the oils of your skin.  It’s a combination of scents that all come together to make Fragrance de Monique.”

“Fine.”  She plucked the hanky from my hand and ran it through her dark hair, down her jaw line and her neck.  Pulling up her satin camisole, she used her chin to hold the hemline against her neck while she swept the square of lacy fabric between those big breasts.  I knew my mouth would blissfully visit and revisit them until her departure.

Then it was down, down her belly, never ceasing until she’d reached my other favourite site.  Monique shoved the hanky between her thighs, out of view, and rubbed.  I watched her smooth forearm moving gently where it disappeared inside the satin bottoms that matched her camisole.  Her hand became a rocking bulge inside those satin pants, urging her forward as she leaned her ass back against the bed.

Mesmerized and utterly aroused, I bowed to her tits until my mouth met that tender flesh.  Her nipples were dark, hard buds that tickled my tongue as I traced around one before moving to the next.  I barely touched her with my hands, except to rest the tips of my fingers against her sides.  Her skin felt smoother than butter, and the thought of Monique coated in a thick drizzle of the stuff made me moan.  I sucked her harder, persuading more of that big brown breast into my mouth.  Her body was my altar and she was my idol.

I knew her eyes were closed now.  I could hear her panting above me, like a puppy begging for treats.  The scent of Monique’s cunt pervaded, though it mingled proudly with her perfume.  Despite the throb of my pussy against the plain white cotton of my panties, I didn’t reach down.  I didn’t feel for the wetness undoubtedly building up inside my body and ready to lubricate the friction between fingers and clit.  Tonight was all about my girl, her pleasure.  I wanted her to remember, while she was away, that I was the woman she would come home to, and when she returned it would be to the greatest of sensual delights.

She got quiet when she came.  Monique had always been that way, at least for as long as I’d known her.  Her whimpers grew softer and softer the more her body trembled, until I couldn’t hear her anymore.  I licked her tits, even as they bounced and heaved and got away from me.  My tongue chased those gorgeous nipples, capturing one, capturing the other, sucking until it hurt and she pushed my head away.

Leaning against the dresser, I watched Monique tremble.  Her chemise fluttered to cover her belly when she threw her head back.  Though her shoulders moved up and down and her chest expanded with each breath, she made no noise that I could hear.  Her hand was still in her pants when she looked up at me and smiled sheepishly.  I couldn’t remember a time when I’d felt quite so lucky.

“There,” she said, bringing the lace hanky from between her thighs.  “Now it smells like all of me.”

Monique left Wednesday night.  Thursday morning, I was already craving her presence the way I crave chocolate and potato chips.  I’d slept with her hanky right under my pillow, but now that was too far away.  Before getting out of bed, I set Monique’s white lace like a shroud over my face and breathed deep of the scent.  My whole body trembled with a momentary renewal.

She was there with me, floating on the air like a meditative Buddha.  My body was rendered orgasmic by her scent, and I caressed my breasts with the fragrant fabric.  That hanky was Monique’s smooth hands tracing down my belly and rattling my thighs.

“Monique,” I whimpered as her aromatic tongue licked my pussy.  “I miss you.”

I rubbed the scent of her cunt against mine.  We mingled inside me.  My clit was engorged after a night spent breathing in Monique’s strange perfumes, and it protruded rudely, deliberately, from between my pussy lips.  The hanky had been dry, but now it was wet with the very idea of being with her again.  Fragrant juices soaked my inner thighs, and the slickness nearly pushed me over the edge.

My fingers took over between my lips, and they showed no mercy.  They wanted to get me off, and how could I refuse?  My hips bucked to meet my hand as I swept Monique’s hanky across my belly, my breasts, and finally over my face.  My whole system was shocked by the strength of her aroma hidden in that innocent fabric.  Monique was right there inside it, and that made me feel a little less lonely.

Alarm sounded, coffee perked, toast popped.  Time to face the day alone.  When I stepped into the office that morning, Sid made his usual pass by my desk.  “What’s that perfume you’re wearing?”

Without even looking at him, I said, “It’s Fragrance de Monique.”
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The Big Reveal
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Tariq held his water glass suspended mid-air.  His jaw, too.  “I can’t believe you don’t remember how we met.” 

“Sorry, babe.” Marisa chuckled, clinking her glass against his.  “I don’t remember any of this.  Are you sure it was me?”

“Of course it was you...”

Darien chuckled from across the restaurant table.  “I’m sorry man—didn’t mean to put you in the doghouse.”

“Oh, no, no, no,” Tariq replied.  The butterflies in his stomach only let him pick at his steak and roasted potatoes.  “I’m not sleeping in the doghouse tonight.  Your sister’s the one who doesn’t remember how she met her husband.”

Flicking his earlobe with adoring fingers, Marisa said, “I do so remember.  I just remember differently.”

“It seemed like innocuous dinner conversation.”  Darien chuckled, loosening his tie.  “This is the last time I ask anyone, was it love at first sight?”

Marisa shook her head.  “You’ve always been an instigator.”  With a mocking glint in her eye, she told Tariq, “He always did this to me when we were kids.  Darien was the goody-two-shoes of the family.”

“I was not...”

She raised her eyebrows at her brother, but didn’t stop talking.  “When he was just three years old...”

“Not this again!” Darien groaned, digging into his baked potato.

Ignoring his objection, Marisa went on with the story Tariq had heard at least five times already—but he knew how dangerous it was to interrupt his wife.  Damn, but he loved her smile.  He watched her as she taunted her baby brother and laughed.  Her big breasts jiggled, and that just about did him in.  Those full tits, those luscious curves... Tariq could barely restrain himself.  

All he could think about was the honeymoon, when they’d spent every waking hour making love and then eating to build up their strength, sex and food in alternation, sex and food together.  Tracing chocolate-covered strawberries the length of his wife’s skin, then licking along the path of that melted sweetness.  

Tariq had realized then that, when a man is in love, even hardcore fucking is sweet.  They’d been wild, that whole week.  He’d straddled Marisa’s naked body, pressed those gorgeous tits together, and thrust his hard cock in her cleavage until he came all over her neck.  And even that had been sweet.  He’d flipped her onto her belly with her ass up in the air, and he’d fucked her doggy-style while she hollered and swore and rubbed her fat clit so hard he came with her.  She’d leaned over the side of the bed while he fucked her standing up, and she’d come when he slapped her ass and called her raunchy ho.  Even that had been sweet, in its own strange way.

And she’d rode him, too, when he was exhausted and couldn’t move anymore.  In the middle of the night, blinds half-closed, their hotel room lit only by the gleam of a loving moon, Marisa had climbed on top of him and milked his cock with her hot pussy.  The motion was slow that time, a steady rocking, her big tits swaying, nipples soft.  She’d strummed her clit, but it seemed like an afterthought, like she had something else on her mind, something greater.

They’d decide, after the fact, that had been the special one.  They’d expressed their love so simply, so silently yet fully, that they’d beckoned another being into their hearts and into their lives.  And now, oh God, they had to tell Darien about it.  

Marisa was giggling, amused by her own story.  Tariq could feel her shaking as she squeezed his hand.  She laughed so hard her eyes watered and she had to dab at them with a clean napkin.  “That was Darien,” she said.  “Mommy’s little tattletale—always telling on his big sis.”

“Yeah, my big sis who just keeps getting bigger,” Darien taunted, eyeing her belly even though he couldn’t possibly have a good view of it from where he was sitting.  Maybe he already knew.  Maybe he could tell just by looking at her.

Reaching across the table, Marisa gave Darien’s cheek a playful smack before leaning back in the booth.  She ran her palm across her belly, gazing pleadingly at Tariq as the laughter subsided.  It was tough, working up the nerve for their big reveal.  

“I’m expanding to accommodate my little guest,” Marisa finally blurted.

Tariq forced a smile, desperate to maintain his calm façade.  His heart raced in his chest while Marisa squeezed the hell out of his hand.  Even the split-second her brother spent processing their news felt like two hours.  Or three, even.  Darien was the eternal favorite, the golden boy, the great success.  He acted as the family barometer.  

Marisa squeezed harder.  Her fingernails traumatized Tariq’s hand.

“You two...”  Darien shifted out of his seat, expression stone, and for a moment Tariq was sure he’d take a punch in the face before dessert hit the table.  And then, buttoning his blazer as if on instinct, Darien beckoned Marisa out of the booth for a hug.  When she was in her brother’s arms, face buried against his shoulder, Darien laughed again. “You sure put that honeymoon to good use!”

Overcome with relief, Tariq took a long sip of ice water.  Darien grabbed his hand, shook it, then pulled him into a family hug.  Man oh man, even announcing their engagement hadn’t been this nerve-wracking.  “Well, that explains the steaks,” Darien chuckled, taking back his seat in the booth.  “What a reason to celebrate!  I’m going to be an uncle.”

* * *
[image: image]


“I WAS TREMBLING,” MARISA confessed, pressing the button for the elevator.  “Could you hear it in my voice?  God, I thought I was going to toss my cookies.”

“No, you sounded totally calm!  I couldn’t believe it.  You just came right out and told him.”  Tariq wrapped an arm around his glowing wife as the doors chimed.  “But, honey, you tore my hand to shreds.  Look—you broke the skin.”

“Aw, poor Tariq,” she replied, kissing his boo-boo before pulling him into the empty elevator.  “You’re going to be so jealous when I’m mollycoddling this baby and you have to kiss yourself all better.”

“Kiss myself better?” he asked, trying to be all boyish and sexy as he pressed the button for the twenty-third floor.  “Nah, babe, I need your kisses.  Can’t do that all by myself.”

Thank God they were finally alone!  Tariq cuddled in behind his woman and wrapped his arms around her waist.  He’d been surprised, in the restaurant, that Darien had noticed, but he could see it now, that budding little baby bump.  This was for real.  Real life, no turning back now.

Their reflections stared back at them in the floor-to-ceiling mirrors on three of the four walls in this spic and span elevator.  Tariq rested his chin on top of Marisa’s head, watching her sparkle. His woman was a dream.  She was curvy and brilliant and hilarious—Halle Berry with a little meat on her bones.  Tariq was taller, darker, critics might say lanky, with the boyish grin of a high school kid.  An ideal husband?  Maybe not for everybody, but Marisa seemed happy with him.  If there’s one thing she could never question, it was his devotion.  He only had eyes for her.  

“Did we always look this good?” she asked, giving him that sly sort of smile he loved so much.  Taking both his hands in both of hers, she ran them from her hips all the way up to her chest.  The stretchy fabric of her tight purple dress made his legs weak, but the thing between them didn’t seem to be having the same problem—it was long and strong and hard as ever.

“You always looked this good,” Tariq replied, giving her breasts a playful squeeze.  Oh, those massive globes of hot flesh felt so good in his hands.  He wanted more.  He needed it.

Marisa watched in the mirrors as Tariq circled his hands around her spectacular tits. “Can you believe these puppies are going to get bigger?”

“Mmm...”  Tariq growled in her ear, catching the lobe between his teeth.  He’d be a tripod soon, his dick was getting so big.  “I just love your puppies.  I’m going to be humping some legs, I love your puppies so much.” 

“Legs?” Marisa laughed, raising her skirt.  “No husband of mine’s gonna be humping no legs.”

“Oh, I see.”  He smirked, watching his wife’s keen expression in the mirror.  “What is your husband gonna be humping?” 

Grasping his hand, she pressed it to her mound and made him squeeze.  It was hot.  A titillated tingle ran through him, toes to nose.  His cock surged inside his pants.  “I thought you might like to pet my pretty kitty.”  

He growled deep in his throat, rubbing her wet pussy overtop of her black satin panties. “You know just what I like.”  His hard cock pressed between her ass cheeks like a steel rod.  He rocked his hips against her backside while his fingers stroked her front.  Her breath fluttered—he could hear it and even feel it through her skin when he pressed his cheek against her temple.  The slick fabric of her underthings made him tremble.

“You get me hot, mister man.”  Marisa cooed, holding up the hem of her skirt as he slipped his fingers under her panties. 

“That’s just the hormones talking,” he began, “but, hey, I’ll take hormones if this is what it gets me.”

She was so hot down there, and so wet he had trouble finding her clit among the juicy folds.  Her flesh was satin, pink satin, though all he could see in the mirror was his hand, a writhing bulge beneath those black panties.  Watching turned him on just as much as the act itself, and he couldn’t keep himself from pulling down on her low-cut dress, pulling the firm cup of her bra until her gorgeous tit spilled out.  Half and half, one in and one out—the image brought Tariq so close to the edge he had to close his eyes for a moment. 

Marisa whimpered and moaned as he stroked her slick pussy lips, grinding his fingers against her clit, hearing in her voice how much she loved it.  The thought never left his mind that they were in an elevator, essentially in public.  Anybody could get on at any time, and if those doors opened right this second, somebody would get an eyeful of Marisa.  God, her body was beautiful.  He was watching again, trying to get her there before the elevator did.  She was so horny these days, so eternally close to climax, that he was pretty sure he could get her off before they arrived at their floor.

When he pinched her hard nipple, that did the trick.  She reached back, right behind him, and managed to grab his ass as she hollered and whined.  He just kept at her, rubbing that engorged clit, squeezing that dark tit, until she slid down his legs, all the way to the floor.  “Enough, enough, enough,” she whispered.  And then, “Oh God, oh God, oh God.”  

Of course, the elevator door chose that moment to open.  Twenty-third floor.  Honey, we’re home!  Tariq sighed.  “Why don’t we live in a taller building?  I got a tent going on here that could survive a hurricane.” 

“I guess you’ll just have to take me and my hormones to bed,” Marisa sighed, letting Tariq haul her up from the floor before dragging him out of the elevator by the belt.

“Aww...” he moaned.  “We do it in bed every night.”

Marisa chuckled, jingling her keys against his fingers.  “And you’re complaining...why?”

“I was hoping for an impromptu elevator fuck, that’s all.”  He tried to keep his voice down.  It really carried in this hallway, and he didn’t exactly want his neighbours to know what they’d been up to.  Well...okay, maybe he did.

“Sounds magical,” she teased, sliding her key in the door.  She pushed it just hard enough to get it over the woven mat in the front hall, but not so hard she’d bop Chloe in the nose.  Poor girl acquired her share of injuries running into the front door.

“How’s my baby girl?” Tariq squealed, picking up the little blonde.  Chloe yipped and licked his face while Marisa sought the pink leash.  “Daddy loves you, yes he does.  He missed you all through dinner, yes he did.” 

“You are ridiculous with that dog.” Marisa kissed Tariq’s cheek and, in return, received a series of sloppy licks from Chloe.  “And you, Dame Chloe, are going for a walk with us.”

Pulling the front door open, she gave Tariq’s bum a smack.  He shot her a deliberately coy smirk as he sauntered into the hallway.  The elevator took its fine time, as usual, and Marisa stared at him.  She was up to something, oh yes she was.  The moment that elevator dinged, she grabbed hold of his package, squeezed the life back into his waning erection.  It felt so good he nearly fell over.  “Not in front of Chloe!” Tariq teased.  “She’s impressionable.”

“Oh, I apologize.” Marisa laughed while the elevator doors hurled open.  “Could I at least give you a kiss?”

“Are you talking to me or Chloe?” 

“I’m talking to my smokin’ hot husband,” she replied, cornering him in the empty elevator.  Running her hands along his sides, she stood on tip-toes to reach his lips.  She kissed him, parting his teeth with a forceful tongue, and writhing against his hard body.  At first, she managed to ignore Chloe’s little licks at her neck, but when the elevator came to a stop, she spun around.  Past a certain age, making out in public became poor etiquette, though with the pregnancy all semblance of good manners seemed to be heading out the window.

“What floor are we at?” Marisa asked, gazing upward.  Penthouse.  They’d gone up instead of down.  

“We forgot to press a button,” Tariq realized as a meticulously coifed woman stepped into the elevator. A happy little Yorkie dressed in a Burberry sweater followed.

Tariq sank to his knees to greet the pup.  “What’s your name, little lady?  This is Chloe.”  

He looked up at the dog’s owner, expecting pleasant conversation.  The white-haired woman’s response was a distant, “Lobby, please.” 

Marisa’s lips quivered for a moment before pursing tightly.  She stared daggers at the woman.  The little Burberry dog licked Tariq’s outstretched hand, but his heart had already stopped beating.  

“Lobby,” the woman repeated, scooping the Yorkie up into her arms.  

When Tariq rose to his feet, the woman cowered in the corner.  His stomach fell.  Why would anybody be afraid of me?  He looked at Marisa in dismay as she punched the Lobby button with her thumb.  The air was so thick, even the inane pop music playing through the speakers couldn’t slice it.  

Thank God for the gay guys who boarded the elevator holding hands.  They had a pug named Socrates who’d taken an indisputable liking to Chloe.  Tariq felt vindicated as he watched the old woman’s expression in the mirror.  Cruel, perhaps, but what could she possibly have against he and Marisa?  They were neighbors, for Christ’s sake!  Tenants of the same building, paying through the nose to live in a safe, quiet apartment in a nice part of the city.  Still, they would never be on equal footing.

When Marisa, Tariq, and the gay guys stepped out of the elevator, the old snob sped from the lobby, shooting them dirty looks over her shoulder.

“Who does she think she is?” Marisa said to the guys.  “You should have heard the way she talked to us!  Lobby please, like we black folk are all at her beck and call.  It’s infuriating.”  

“She’s the same way with us,” the plump guy with bleach-blond hair consoled.  “Acts like we’ve got a disease...”

“...And it’s catching,” the taller one continued.  “Don’t let it get to you.  She’s a dying breed.”

“But she’s not dead yet.”  Marisa sighed as Tariq extracted Chloe from Socrates’ loving embrace.  “Oh no!  I forgot to grab poo bags,” she said.

The tall guy reached inside the right pocket of his cargo pants and handed her a few plastic sacs. “Here you go.”

Marisa smiled and tied them around Chloe’s leash. “Thank you.”  Tariq could see in her eyes how touched she was by the small gesture of kindness.  

“No probs,” Socrates’ parents bid as they headed out back.  “Have a good walk.” 

Grinning reflectively, Marisa held the glass door for Chloe and Tariq. “They are such nice people.  We should find out their names.”  

Moonlight devoured dusk as Chloe led them to the park in introspective silence. It was funny how he and Marisa knew the dog’s name, but not his owners’ names.  That seemed to be dog park etiquette these days.

As they walked together, yet alone in their thoughts, it occurred to Tariq that they hadn’t actually finished that conversation started at the restaurant.  “Do you really not remember how we met?” he asked.  He hated to rehash a closed topic, but he was still in disbelief.

“Of course I do.  How could I forget meeting the man of my dreams?”

“So spill,” Tariq encouraged.  “How did we meet?”

She gave his hand a squeeze.  “You know very well we met at the Helpline’s annual general meeting.”

“Tell it to me like it’s a bedtime story,” he said, though he knew she was totally off-base.  “Tell it like you’re telling our baby how her parents met.” 

They stopped to let Chloe to do her business.  “You are ridiculous.”

“I know.”

“Okay, once upon a time, there was fat, lonely woman named Marisa...”

“Once upon a time, there was a lovely, curvaceous woman named Marisa,” Tariq corrected.

With a grin, she continued, “Marisa was on the board of directors for the Women’s Crisis Helpline...”

“She was the Treasurer.”  Once Chloe finished, Tariq picked up after her.

Marisa clicked her teeth to scold him.  “Who’s telling this story, anyway?”

“Sorry.”  He threw the baggie in a garbage can and they sauntered to the bench under the path light.  

She eased herself into the seat, looking more like a pregnant woman with each second that passed. “To take minutes at the Helpline’s meeting, our Chair called on a friend who’d offered to volunteer with the us.  Tariq worked as a note-taker, so it was a perfect match.”  Marisa stretched out her legs in front of the bench.  Their pup jumped up, tracking muddy paws all over Tariq’s lap.  Scratching behind Chloe’s ears, Marisa rested her head against his shoulder.  “The second you walked in the room, I smiled.  You were so damn cute, Tariq.  It was love at first sight.”

“I was sweating like a hog!  Can you imagine how nervous I was, walking into a room full of powerful women?”

Marisa smiled.  “I saw you and I knew you were going to be in my life forever.”

Chloe flipped onto her back so Tariq could rub her belly.  “How did you know?”

“You had such a sweet look about you, like a lost little boy.  That’s why I waved you over and had you sit next to me.”

When she gazed up at him, he leaned in for a tender peck on the lips—one that lingered and swelled into a full-blown Amazon make-out kiss.  Chloe hopped to the ground as Marisa ran her hand along his thigh.  “I’ve never for a second forgotten why I fell in love with you,” she cooed, unbuckling his belt.  He couldn’t believe what she was doing.  Sliding down his zipper, she reached into his pants.  “All night I’ve wanted to wrap my lips around your cock.”

High Alert!  Tariq looked across the park.  There was nobody around, but the idea of getting caught unnerved him.  His heart seemed to thump against his ribcage.  “We’re right under the lights.  I appreciate the enthusiasm, honey, but we can’t do this here.  Besides, Chloe’s watching.”

“Screw the pooch,” Marisa teased.  She sprung his cock from its prison of fabric.  “I want to taste you.”  

How could he say no?  The sparkle in her eyes spoke of profound lust, unending desire, and God did he ever want to feel Marisa’s sticky, waxy, very shimmery lipstick against his dick. When she rushed his lap, he didn’t stop her.  Tariq’s whole body seized at the sensation of her wet tongue against the seam of his cockhead.  No use arguing with Marisa—she knew what she wanted.  Anyway, a bit of oral in the park was hardly an imposition.  That demon tongue could lick him straight to hell.  He’d just have to keep an eye out for passers-by.  

Lunging at his plump cock, Marisa kicked into high gear.  She swallowed his firm flesh, sucking like crazy.  Instinctively, he surged, plunging his cock up into her mouth.  It was a knee-jerk reaction. He couldn’t help it.  When he apologized, she only growled and pumped the base of his dick with her fist.  Her eagerness was the greatest turn-on of all.

Marisa’s soft, wet mouth trapped him in a vacuum.  As she sucked, the pleasure mounted.  It came up from his toes and throbbed through his calves.  He grasped tightly at Chloe’s pink leash, regretting that her virgin eyes had to witness such a down-and-dirty sight.  Although, after what she’d been up to with Socrates, maybe he shouldn’t feel so corrupt.  

“I gotta say, pregnancy agrees with you,” Tariq chuckled.  He couldn’t believe this was really happening.  They were in public, in a park.  Anybody could walk by.  Sure it was dark out, but only just, and anyway they were sitting directly under a big light.  But did that mean he wanted to stop?  Hell, no!  This was dream material.  This was a men’s magazine letter.  This couldn’t possibly be real life.  Each time they walked by this bench from here on in, Tariq would picture this night together and feel his wife’s silken mouth sucking his fat dick. 

Marisa sat up with a wicked glint in her eye.  “I don’t control the hormones—the hormones control me!”  But that glint quickly turned to apprehension as she caught sight of something down the path.  Tariq turned to see none other than the Burberry bitch...and her little dog too!

“No way!” Marisa laughed as the horrid woman approached.  Tariq couldn’t be so jovial about the situation.  His heart was racing, pounding so hard he could hear it loud and clear.  He quickly buried his cock in his pants and crossed his legs tight.  

“Beautiful evening for a walk,” Marisa called out.  The disgruntled woman sprinted past without so much as a nod of recognition, but Marisa couldn’t be dissuaded.  “Have a good night!  See you around the building, neighbour!”  

The designer dog and owner shot out of sight.  

It was a relief to see his wife in a playful mood after the earlier effrontery.  Turning to Tariq, she smiled. “Now, where were we?”  

Tariq’s heart still thudded in his chest.  “About to head home, I think.  That was a close call.”

“Aw, come on!” she begged.  Digging his cock from his pants, she sculpted it like clay.  God, were her hands ever soft!  “Let me finish you off, babe.”

How could he resist those dark, pouty lips?  “If you insist...”

“Oh, baby, I do,” she replied.  As she wrapped her mouth around his craving cock, those two words—I do—took him back to their terrifying, expensive, incredible wedding day.  He couldn’t believe she went through with it.  What did this sexy, smart, generous woman see in him? 

Marisa dug inside Tariq’s shorts and squeezed his balls, bringing him back into the now.  She took a slow, long lick up his shaft.  Her pink tongue circled him like a snake.  She gave his rod a friendly bite before sucking venom out the tip.  His whole body trembled when her tongue tickled the slit of his cockhead.  She flicked it in a fast frenzy.  “You’re so beautiful,” he choked, running his fingers along the back of her neck.  “So beautiful...”

As she plunged down on him, pumping his cock with her fist, he gazed through moist eyes at his gorgeous wife.  For some reason, she loved him.  Somehow, he turned her on enough that she insisted on giving him head in a public park.  As he watched her glorious head plunging against his lap, Tariq’s thighs trembled.  The familiar sensations took over, and as relieved as he was that they might actually get away with this outdoor play, he felt a pinch in knowing it would soon be over.  God, he could thrust in his wife’s hot mouth forever.  She was so damn gorgeous, so beautiful.  

Tariq bucked up into Marisa’s warm mouth.  She squeezed the base of his cock and his balls quaked.  This was it, oh yeah.  Pressure mounted.  Any second now, he wouldn’t be able to hold it in.  He gripped to the back of Marisa’s neck with one hand and Chloe’s leash with the other.  He thrust as much as she’d let him.  As predicted, that well-known feeling of bliss overwhelmed him.  He released, and warm cum streamed from his cock like a volcanic eruption.  

Marisa kept sucking until he was too sensitive to handle the delicate warmth of her mouth.  Zipping up his sopping-wet pants, she smiled and nibbled his ear.  “Wasn’t that good?” 

“No, that was bad,” Tariq scolded like a child’s disciplinarian.  “You are a very naughty girl.”

“If that was so bad,” she teased, “then how come I got a whole mouthful?”

With a chuckle, Tariq collapsed like a dead man on the bench.  He laughed.  “I can’t believe you gave me a blowjob in a park!”  When he let his head fall on the cushion of Marisa’s lap, Chloe wasted no time in jumping onto his belly. 

“You were a surprisingly good girl,” Marisa praised, petting her head.  “I wish I had treats with me.”

“I can’t wait until you have a giant belly,” Tariq mused.

“Won’t be long now,” she said with a smile.  “Come on, get up.  It’s home time.” 

Groaning, he fought the urge to fall fast asleep.  “Can you carry me?”

“Give me a break,” she chuckled.  Treetops obscured the night sky.  It would be great to see stars, but light pollution put an end to that years ago.  “Are you asleep?”

“Yes.”

Giving him a playful slap on the cheek, she said, “You never did tell me your version of how we met.”

“That’s right.”  He reveled in his impending moment of vindication.  “It was on the subway.”

Marisa reflected, here eyes gleaming as she looked deeply into his.  “Yeah, that’s what you said at dinner.”

“I can’t believe you don’t remember.  On the way to the board of directors meeting, you and I were on the same subway car.  You were standing right in front of me, so close I could almost touch you.”

Her eyebrows furrowed, like she was trying to make it true in her mind.  Finally, she shook her head.  “I guess I didn’t notice, babe.”

“Well, I sure noticed you.  The moment I saw you, I was gone.  It was love like I’d never felt it.  I was tense all through my chest, I could barely breathe, but I had to say something because I knew you were the woman I was going to marry.”

The look she shot him spelled b-u-l-l-s-h-i-t!

“Serious!” he went on.  “So you know what I said to you?”

“I have no recollection of any of this...”

“You had your subway pass on a lanyard around your neck, and I said, Hey that’s smart.  That way you won’t lose it.”

“You didn’t!”  Marisa chuckled.  

“I did.  If I was making stuff up, I’d come up with something more suave than a comment about your subway pass.”

“Are you sure it was me?  I don’t remember...”

“Absolutely,” he said.  He needed to convince her.  “And then I said...”

“Oh god, there’s more?”

“Yeah, I told you that my old granny lost her bus pass.  She was crying, being out all that money.  You didn’t say anything, so I kept going. I should tell her to wear it around her neck.  That’s a smart idea.”

A light went on.  Marisa’s mouth fell wide open.  She held her dumbstruck pose for a moment before laughing so hard she knocked Tariq and Chloe clear off the bench.  “Christ Almighty!”

“You remember now?”  He brushed the dirt from his knees before scooping Chloe into his arms.  

“Yes,” she cackled, rising to her feet.  “I thought you were an utter fool!”

“Thanks,” Tariq replied.  He helped her up from the bench and they sauntered through the park.  She kept laughing even as they headed home.  “But do you remember what you did next?”

Marisa doubled over in hysterics, crossing her legs like she might pee if she kept laughing so hard.  “I walked to the other side of the subway car to get away from you.”

Bingo!  “You do remember me!”

It took her nearly five minutes to catch her breath.  When the hooting died to giggles, she assured him, “I remember the situation, but, baby, I didn’t actually look at you then.  You think I pay attention to every strange man who talks to me on the subway?  I thought you might solicit spare change for your poor old granny.”

As they cut across deserted tennis courts, she took his arm in hers.  Chloe leaned in to lick her chin.  “But if we were on the same train, why did you get to the AGM so long after me?”

“I got lost.  Then, when I saw you sitting at that board table, I thought, Shit!  I hope I’m in the wrong place.  But you waved me over to sit next to you.  All this time I thought you were being nice to make up for walking away on the subway.”

“Nope!” she replied with another peal of laughter.  “And they say marriage is a stagnant institution.  I can’t wait to tell the girls I didn’t even remember meeting you.”

Tariq came to a halt at the edge of the tennis courts.  Placing his hands on Marisa’s belly, he said, “Make sure to tell them—and Darien, and this little baby, and anyone else who asks—that it was love at first sight.  Ours might have two sides, but it’s still a great story.”

Marisa leaned forward to kiss his lips.  “A love-at-first-sight story.”
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Cold, Cold Heat


[image: image]


He found her wandering the garden at three in the morning, which wouldn’t have been so strange if the weather were fine. Or if she’d at least put on a jacket.

Trudging through the snow, he asked, “What are you doing out here? Why aren’t you wearing a coat?”

She’d been staring blankly at the fence, but she turned slowly in the direction of his voice.

“Ally?” he asked, wrapping his arms around her oversized woolen sweater.  “Ally, God, you’re cold as ice.  Let’s get you inside.”

When he guided her through the bluish snow, she kept pace, but didn’t seem overly aware of his presence at her side, of his arm around her shoulder.

It wasn’t until they’d entered through the kitchen door that he realized she wasn’t wearing shoes.  

“Oh my God, Ally.  We need to get you to a hospital.  You could have hypothermia.” 

Her feet were red.

“I don’t have hypothermia,” Ally replied—her first words.

“Oh good. You’re awake,” he said, looking into her glassy eyes.  “I was starting to think you’d been sleepwalking.”

“I’m not asleep,” she said simply.

He pulled out a chair so she could take a seat, but instead she tore off her sweater and tossed it on the floor.

“What’s wrong?” he asked, more alarmed than ever.  “Are you hot?  If you’re hot that’s a bad sign.  That’s a bad, bad sign.”

“I’m not hot,” she told him as she peeled off her leggings, then stripped off her tank top and panties.  “I don’t want to be hot. I want to be cold.  Ice cold.”

She bolted for the kitchen door before he could catch her. In seconds she was outside like an escaped animal.  He chased her into the backyard and watched, in horror, as she dove naked into the snow. She plunged her whole body into the white powder as if were a swimming pool.  She kicked and rolled and giggled and splashed.

“Come on in,” she chanted, like a siren.  “The water’s fine.”

Was she not human?  How could her skin and blood handle the kind of torture she was subjecting it to?

She waved him over, kicking her frozen feet in the powdery snow.  “Come on, babe.  Take off your clothes and join me!”

This was crazy.  She’d clearly lost her mind.  So why, then, wasn’t he dragging her into the house?  Why was he shrugging off the parka he’d thrown over his shoulders? He should be wrapping it around Ally as he whisked her indoors.  And, instead, he used it to cloak their two bodies as he landed on top of her in the snow.  He, wearing a T-shirt, underwear, and boots.  She, wearing nothing at all.

The snow stung his bare skin, but only in the beginning.  Once they were kissing, and her legs were wrapped around his, her frigid body open to his rising arousal, he barely felt the cold at all.  In fact, he felt nothing but the hot steamy sensation of their shared passion.
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The Other Side of Ruth

A Lesbian Novel

By Giselle Renarde

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

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

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

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

Now Available as an ebook, audiobook, and in print!



	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

ABOUT THE AUTHOR


[image: image]


Giselle Renarde is an award-winning queer Canadian writer. Nominated Toronto’s Best Author in NOW Magazine’s 2015 Readers’ Choice Awards, her fiction has appeared in well over 100 short story anthologies, including prestigious collections like Best Lesbian Romance, Best Women’s Erotica, and the Lambda Award-winning collection Take Me There, edited by Tristan Taormino. Giselle's juicy novels include Anonymous, Cherry, Seven Kisses, and The Other Side of Ruth.

~
[image: image]


Giselle Renarde

Canada just got hotter!

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

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

Weekly Audio Erotica at http://Patreon.com/AudioErotica
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var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}
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