
        
            
                
            
        

    She's So Reckless!

A serious and single young professional woman goes wild 

Laura Llyles

PMI
 




Copyright © 2021 PMI and Laura Llyles
All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

comments? queries? immedian@gmail.com




















It was one of those traffic lights long enough you swear you could get out, walk around and get a coffee, maybe go sit on a park bench and scroll your phone, and it would still be stuck on red. I was absently gazing into the middle distance, not even actively looking or registering where my eyes fell.
At first I thought it was one of those classic cases of the intercepted smile and wave. There was a guy seemingly looking right at me — a surfer dude, long blonde hair flowing all over the place, big wide shoulders. But a quick shoulder check showed no one who could be the intended recipient, except me. I looked back at him one car over still stuck at the light, and he nodded and smiled again, then pointed right at me. Oh my god, I thought, and I quickly looked the other way. But I couldn’t stop grinning. He meant me!
We both noticed the light go green at the same time and he glanced back at me again before tentatively rolling forward. “Follow me,” he seemed to mouth to me when I glanced back at him, and he made two walking legs of his fingers through the air. I was intrigued enough to maneuver my car over and behind his, just to see what he would do. I mean, why not have a little car-tag fun in the dull usual morning? It’s not like I have a husband I have to explain myself to. He waved over his shoulder at me watching me through his rear view mirror and then he pointed to the right, and moved over another lane and slowed.
I pondered what in the world was going on. I calculated risks and escapes. I added up in my mind the times I rejected my instinct and took a chance with my life. It was a short list: zero is like that.
So I followed his car. Obviously it’s not that sort of thing I normally do, and I certainly know it wasn’t the safe thing to do. But I followed him nonetheless.  It was as though I were having a kind of psychotic break, maybe, although there was nothing going on in my life to provoke it. I just wanted to take a chance for once.
I told myself that maybe it was just that my brake lights were out, or that maybe I left a coffee-to-go on my roof, or that maybe there was a body stuck under my car, because you never know, do you. Things usually end up being prosaic like that after we concoct the wildest dreams.
Our cars moved slowly in a line of cars filtering into a mall parking lot. He kept checking his rear view mirror and I could see he was laughing, or at least smiling enough and showing me that he was, as though he wanted to reassure me. I grinned. Maybe I wasn’t the scaredy cat I always made myself out to be after all. We wound around rows and curbs and finally, he pulled into a slot under a tree in the corner of the lot far from other parked cars.
My heart was pounding and my grip on the wheel was tight. I decided to just play it cool and assume nothing. I worked in a lab in the biology building on campus, and though I’d be late if I took too long a detour, no one really checked on us. It was a risk, but a small one, as for as work was concerned.
I hesitated before I turned my wheel. I noted the license number, the color, the make, the model. But then I pulled in beside his car and powered down my window. He had already powered down his passenger window and was leaning over his console, waiting for me.
“How’s it going?” I said casually across the space between us. I nodded at him with my lips tightly pursed.
“It’s all good,” he replied, nodding, grinning, just like me.
He appeared as nervous as I felt, too, which somehow made me feel a little more at ease, but it all remained the weirdest thing I’d ever been a part of. I gave him a few moments to say why he needed me to pull over, but it didn’t seem there was going to be any emergency issue coming up. He pushed his hand into his long waves of unruly blonde hair and scrunched his shoulders up and he just nodded and smiled again.
“You want to talk or something?” I said, looking around, checking my mirrors, scanning for someone popping out of the bushes or coming up behind.
“Or something I guess,” he replied. “Why don’t you come over here?” he laughed nervously, even blushing, I thought. He was dressed in tight dark jeans, a white t-shirt, and an open grey sweater. He could be a student, I thought.
I looked again all around. I scanned into his back seat in case someone was hiding there. I knew I should have just backed out and taken off. But there was something unplanned about it all, something so casual, that I was enticed to let it play out at least a few minutes longer.
I opened my door and climbed out. I looked around a third time but there was no sign of trouble anywhere. It was all just the usual Pasadena thing: wide streets, mall parking lots on every corner, cars. So I opened his door and climbed into his passenger seat and shut it. He powered up the window behind me.
“Okay, so I’ve come over to your car, what’s going on?” I said. I kept my hand on the door handle.
“I just thought you looked kind of interesting, that’s all” he said.
I puffed air out my nose and shook my head. He wasn’t leaping at me, he wasn’t reaching for his keys, he wasn’t even looking up and down my body — he was being pretty gentlemanly about it all, even if it was a bizarre situation he created. “Well I guess you looked interesting enough to me as well,” I nodded tentatively back at him and we both grinned and chuckled, both keeping things light. I patted my thighs and exhaled the breath I’d been holding. I was ready to go back to my car if that’s all he wanted to say.
He looked in his rear view mirror and scanned out his side window. “It’s not like I do this all the time, you know, but I just thought you looked like someone who might want to,” he paused, before finishing, “talk.” The way he paused before he said the word “talk,” and the way he said it — lighter, softer — gave me an immediate reaction.
“You just on your way to work?” I asked him.
“Uh huh,” he nodded with such a devastatingly handsome smile, I sank inside. “You too?” he asked.
“I am,” I nodded firmly with my lips pursed.
“Let’s not tell each other where,” he said, “ok?”
“Ok,” I agreed. Of course that was a good idea.
“So, would you like to kiss?” He laughed because it was so sudden and I laughed too because he just went from steady on zero to suddenly that. I covered my face in my hands and squealed. “I’m sorry,” I said through my cupped hands. I’m sure my face was was red as a rose. “Is this too weird?”
“It’s unusual, that’s for sure, I know it is.” His eyes were brown and his skin looked soft. “Do you want to go?” he asked.
I thought about it. I knew it would be the safer thing to do. There was a reason girls just didn’t do this sort of thing. But the way he bit the corner of his lip, the way his hand half extended over the seat toward my leg, but only half way, the way his breath caught sharp and short, it made me feel like taking a risk — like being, finally, the person who took the risk instead of the one who never does.
“No,” I shook my head looking straight at him. “Not yet,” I smiled.
He closed his mouth and looked down at his own hand as he moved it tentatively and stiffly across his seat, over the console, and up against my hand where I gripped the car seat. Our fingers instantly curled together and we both exhaled deeply. I lifted his hand to my mouth and I kissed the back of it. He exhaled sharply with a grin, but his eyes widened and his stare stayed moved to my mouth. He barely leaned forward in his seat and I was compelled to come out of mine as though impelled by a force. We drew closer together and I could smell his faint and rich odor, feel his blonde strands brush against my face, and his fingers tighten around mine, and still we moved ever closer, each of our gazes on each other’s mouths until we were too close even to see, and our eyes closed and our lips met.
If there was any set up going on, any trap being set, it evidently wasn’t to be snapped shut at that point. He came away from me as breathless and unable to stop grinning and blushing as I was. We looked at each other as lust filled us like electrical charges and after three beats of eyes frantically searching and hands and feet twitching, we threw ourselves at each other and embraced completely in a hug, kissing each other like long-lost lovers.
There were cars lined up every few minutes in front of us at the same red light we’d spotted each other at. Occasionally people walked by, both on the sidewalk along the street and behind us in his car — people parking to go shopping or to work.
“What’s your name?” I asked him when we came apart.
He was breathless. “Garret,” he smiled briefly before flinging himself toward me. His hands were shaking and frantic as they gripped my sides so hard it hurt. “Sorry,” he squeezed out in a wavering voice, and his fingers tugged at my t-shirt and travelled beneath to press and probe my stomach and further up to my chest. “That’s not my real name, but don’t tell me yours either.” \
“Okay!” I managed to squeeze out. For a potential axe murderer, he was strikingly sensible.
“Do you mind?” he whispered in my ear as his hand went back down over my stomach and cupped my groin. I looked around and made eye contact with a middle aged woman who looked away as she passed behind. Garret’s breath was short and sharp against my ear. He was too shaky to manage to get my pants undone and when I did it for him, he fell in my lap like someone finding water after crossing the desert.
“Are you sure you’re okay with this?” he asked again but he never waited for an answer. I looked around the car and though people were passing close enough to see in, they didn’t look, or didn’t choose to leer. Garret’s long blonde hair fell over my lap and I pushed my hands into it, felt it light and silky in my hands, and I wrapped it up in my fists and tugged a little.
He moaned and he contorted his body so that he came across the console and raised himself to a kneel on on the floor in front of me. He looked up at me twisting his body around and, through strands of hair all over his face, I saw in his big brown eyes some kind of animalistic possession. He grinned and inhaled sharply, and I felt the cool smooth skin of his fingers as he eased my jeans open and slid them beneath my panties.
I looked again out the front window as a family passed. Cars were idling on the road and people looked, but disinterestedly. I shook inside my body going over how he waved at me at the red light, how he mouthed “Follow me” when it changed to green, and how he invited me over to his car. My thoughts evaporated like a gust blowing away a ring of smoke when I felt the warm wetness of his mouth cover the lips of my exposed pussy. “Oh my god!” my mind screamed. He’s really going to eat me out! Here in a parking lot in the middle of the morning commute! I couldn’t believe I was letting him. I tried to cover my face and act normal, but a surfer dude was going down on me in a parking lot on my way to work.
He lifted himself up to me and I pushed my hand under his top that hung loosely from his body. I pushed my hand down under his pants. I squeezed him there and he leaned over hard and clumsily into my face and he groaned against me. He went back down in my lap and devoured me entirely inside the soft, firm, hot, and wet envelop of his sucking mouth.
I rested my elbow on the door handle and wrapped my other arm around his back and rubbed his bare skin before deciding things had already gone too far to back out now, and I plunged my hand down inside his jeans. I covered my forehead and eyes with my hand but I looked through my fingers at more people passing on the sidewalk and in idling cars. A car came to park just two spots over and a woman got out and seemed to glance into my window but looked away. I looked between my legs. Garret’s head of hair was bounding in waves all over my lap. He was taking me so far with his mouth and tongue I felt the soles of my feet quiver. It was 8:48 in the morning. I could only slump down in the seat and enjoy it whatever it was that was going on, crazy as it definitely was.
He came up and hung his arms around my neck and kissed me like he couldn’t get enough of me. “It’s crazy, isn’t it,” he breathed more than spoke. Same word, I thought. Meaning what? He reached down and pulled the lever that suddenly sent my seat flying back to the end of the rail. He reached over my other side and pulled so that I suddenly fell back into a near-lying position when my seat flew into the back seat. He lifted himself onto his hands and feet in a jackknife pose and he wriggled his body at me with a grin. His blonde locks dangled around my face like a curtain of light. Morning streams of sun filled the car with shards of heat on my bared skin. “Want to undo me?” he said in a soft, sweet voice through a shy grin.
I reached forward and undid his jeans.
“Help” he said, and he laughed. He squirmed on his hips and I tugged at his jeans, and together, laughing, moaning, I got them down to his knees. He pushed and twisted and torqued himself until he was able to use his feet to push them off the rest of the way. He kicked and chuckled and came back onto his knees on the seat between my legs. He had taken his underwear down with his pants. I looked down my chest at his nakedness below his t-shirt and sweater and could not understand anymore what was happening. He was dangling in plain daylight.
His fingers were agile and his palms were warm. He stroked me and lowered his body against mine to kiss me more deeply. I ran my hands up under his top and I found his chest and squeezed and massaged him. He moaned and grinned and caught his breath short. He tugged at my hair and lowered his hips further. I could feel the heat of his cock he was so close. I looked again outside. Cars, people, families, shoppers. The parking lot was filling up. He didn’t seem to notice anything. So neither did I.
My ability to think collapsed the second I felt the extreme heat of his cock touch my pussy lips. He exhaled like he was expiring and I could feel his grip on my waist shake. His head bent into the roof of his car and his knees sank down between my knees. He pushed himself down and when his cock entered me, I let go, I sighed, and my body seemed to turn to cream. I was so wet my pussy slid around his cock like a glove. He hung his face into my neck and moaned loudly as his body began to buck and curl against me. When he squeezed my breasts under my top, slipping his hands inside the cups of my bra, I whispered in a broken breath into his ear, “Yes!”
He was relentless and focused. I wound myself up around him and began to cry out loud. My knuckles went white where I tore into the seat-back over my head. The whole car rocked. There was a tap on my window but I kept my eyes clenched. I could hear voices outside. Garret grew hotter and became suddenly frantic to tear his t-shirt and sweater off. I was confused but his skin, scalding to the touch, was smooth as silk and he rubbed himself on me like everything about me was now an erogenous zone.
I could feel my pussy muscles grip and release and I could tell my juices were spilling out all over his cock and seat and legs. I peeked out one eye and saw more people, but the car was rocking so violently I couldn’t focus. Garret began to nearly scream. His body grew rigid and he was reduced to merely vibrating on top of me with his cock shoved deep in my pussy.
He suddenly stopped moving and breathing and I could feel his body stuttering inside me. He flooded me and the sensation was more than I could withstand and I gripped his waist and shook as I came too. Every muscle in my body seemed to spasm at the same time, just as every bone in his seemed to dematerialize. He sank like a bag down onto me and exhaled in a long drawn out and guttural sigh and I wheezed and sighed with disbelief.
“Thank you,” he said, kissing me softly as a butterfly landing on my lips. He sank in his seat and stared at me. “ I guess you need to get going to work?” he said, glancing his gaze back out to the busy street as he lazily pulled his clothes back on.
I got out and by the time I turned to look back in, he was already focused back in his world, starting his car and taking on a serious expression. I stood beside my open door watching him back out of the slot. He gave me a curt smile and a tiny wave, then turned to his front window and was gone in a whirlwind of dust.
I climbed back into my car and slapped my face like a cartoon waking up. I slumped with my forehead against the steering wheel but there was no one to tell what just happened to me and there was nothing to do about it. The day seemed to entirely return to its normal colors and sounds. I turned my key and, with a weird mix of resignation and elation, I backed out and found my way back onto the main road I use to get to work.
It was like nothing happened, and everything happened. Though I travelled up that route a thousand or more times, everything about it felt new and different that morning. When the light finally went green and I drove on with all the others around me, all my senses now seemed to be cranked up in intensity and the dullest feature — a grey lamp pole, a dead tree, a turning bay lane — suddenly struck me as profoundly beautiful.
I parked at work and could not wipe the grin off my face. I even tossed my keys up and caught them and whistled.
Later, I went down for lunch at the bistro next door to work alone because the other two girls I usually go with both had leftovers. It’s a cute little bistro with little round Parisian tables and bentwood chairs. There was a new guy taking orders.
“Brent not here today?” I said. I was feeling way more extroverted and confident than usual. The new guy was maybe 25 to my 39. Dark hair, messy, and a brooding look like the classical tortured writer living in his Raskolnikov attic in the cheaper side of town — or at least a guy pretending well.
“Not here,” he said, barely looking up. I shrugged and told him what I wanted. He looked hard at me in a way I wasn’t prepared for, as though my desire for a Monte Cristo sandwich and a cafe mocha told him deep things about me.
“Fourteen sixty five,” he said with a shrug and possibly a Russian accent — though that could have been my runaway imagination. It was as though the price was only a possibility and he was open to a counter offer.
I tapped my card and turned to scan for a seat.
“I’ll bring it to you,” he said, but again, his manner of speech caught me off guard. It was like a special favor he offered only for me, the way he said it quietly, looking around in case anyone was listening. He even assured me with his hand as though I should be careful to say nothing about it.
I grinned, how could I not, being caught suddenly in what felt like a Cold War spy novel set in 1948 Paris. I sat and chuckled to myself but then heard what sounded like a beckoning breath of a whistle. I turned around to see the guy at the back of the shadow-filled hallway past the doors to the bathrooms. He was gesturing to me with his head, nodding it sideways at a door at the end of the hallway, a door he opened before looking back at me and lifting his chin.
I turned away and looked around the place, dumbfounded. No one seemed to notice. I looked over my shoulder down the hall again. He was still there, only now he was rushing me, he was curling his fingers and hand and arm, insisting I come down the hall to follow him. I grinned and shook my head at him “No!” But he seemed to grow angry almost, even impatient with me.
I slipped my jacket off my back and draped it around the chair to save it and I got up, thinking that, if nothing else, I’ll tell him to his face he’s crazy, and go to the bathroom. But when I got near him, he seized my wrist in his surprisingly strong hand and backed up pulling me into a storage room.
There were mops and buckets and paper towels stored on shelves and supplies of coffee and sugar packets and stir sticks. He pulled me all the way in and pushed the door shut behind my back. I leaned against the door with my hand wrapped around the ball of the knob ready to scream or run out. But he didn’t touch me, not right away. He leaned his hands on the back of the door and loomed over me.
I let go of the door knob and clasped my hands together in front of myself and simply raised my eyes all the way up to his with a “What is it then?” expression on my face. I didn’t realize at the ordering counter just how tall he really was — he must have been bent over then.
“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he said, and he took my chin in his finger and thumb and before I could push his hand away or protest or stamp his foot with my heel, he leaned down and placed such a gentle, soft, but firm and confident kiss on my lips, the thought that came to my mind was, “Okay, okay for now, I’ll allow it.”
But he didn’t leave it at that. “The most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen,” he said, laying it on thick, but he got away with it, too. He began to untuck my top and when he had it already up around my neck, he gestured with his head — which he was good at, I have to admit — for me to take it the rest of the way off while he untied his apron, set it across a shelf, and began undoing the buttons down the front of his french-tucked shirt.
I looked away and down and behind me to the door knob and I pushed the button in and twisted it to lock it. I shook my head at him to let him know how impertinent it was of him to just assume, but something about his awareness, his assuming it was okay, made me want to show him that I too could exert control over the situation, I too was an agent in the actions of my life, not just a recipient of someone else’s actions. I too could be a subject, and not just an object, I determined in my mind, and I crossed my arms over my body and pulled my t-shirt up and over my head and off my body.
He exhaled but he didn’t smile — he looked at my chest and stomach with a seriousness that made me shiver. It made me feel like I was being looked at by a pure admirer. Someone who didn’t care what you thought. Like someone who could sip and spit out $1,200 bottles of wine. I glinted at him though because he seemed to assume so much more it appalled me. He didn’t stop with his shirt but carried right on without pausing to open his pants and balance himself with his hand on my shoulder even to tug them off his legs one at a time.
I shook my head again at him. The temerity! In one sense, I hated him. Men like him, they think they deserve to run things, they think that when they pull a woman into a storage room, it’s thereafter all about them, that they can just take it as far as they please. I looked him up and down, though. I judged him, I assessed him as an object. I turned the tables on him.
He was attractive in that Russian-spy-in-Paris kind of way and that helped. I defiantly wrested control of the situation away from him and tugged open my jeans and balanced myself just like he did as I turned them inside out pulling them off my legs. Let’s just see what he does with a woman in panties and bra! He was so presumptuous thinking he could undress in front of me.
He surprised me though. I kept my eyes locked on his and I transmitted my contempt for him — I felt like such a French woman, too, maybe in the resistance, like one of those who know how to handle an M1 Garand. He was shameless though. He pulled down his shorts and stepped out of them and presented himself naked to me. My jaw jutted sideways because, while he was a remarkable specimen, I didn’t want him to know that. He obviously worked out — he was built and hard. Nice is the word that came to mind. Very nice, actually.
I placed my open palm on his waist like a shopper in the souke checking the wares. He stepped toward me and used his languid naked body to back me up against the door again. He didn’t seem to care that his thick, hot cock brushed against my hand and came to press against my abdomen. I reached down to it to push him back and I wrapped my hand around it just to check it’s girth. It was hard, like a stiff rope, a long, hard, thick and self-heating cock. He leaned over me again with his big arms and his huge hands pressed into the door over my head. He thought he was dominating me. I laughed in his face.
Whatever he thought he was doing to me, he was wrong. I suppose he thought a woman like me would fight or scream or be terrified or be helpless. He picked the wrong girl on the wrong day and he had a lesson to learn about it. I sneered at him defiantly and I snorted even and I kept my eyes on him even as I spit into my hand and wrapped it around his cock and pulled on him. Yeah, I wanted to say, now you’re the object of my lust, how does that feel? Now I use you, yeah? I wished I could say it in a strong French accent. How you say, as they say.
I pushed back against his leering body and I dropped down to my knees. I turned my head sideways and made sure he was going to see it in all its glory, what I was going to do to him. I opened my mouth and I teased him for a few seconds, coming close but not touching my lips to the big bulbous head of his straining cock. Suffer, fool, I chuckled with a grin. I didn’t give him a chance to get even a little bit or to enjoy the sensation at all, before I just shoved that big thing all the way that it would go in my mouth.
I had given guys blowjobs before of course, but not so roughly. I didn’t think Igor here deserved the gentle loving approach. I rammed myself on him even to the point of gagging myself and coming off coughing and spilling saliva all over his cock and my chin and the floor. I squeezed his cock as hard as I could and I shivered before shoving it back in my mouth and snaking my tongue around him deviously and with malice in my mind. I sucked him off more ferociously than I like to think he had ever had a girl suck him. From the sounds he made, I think I got him right where I wanted him: yeah, he wasn’t going to forget me.
I pushed myself up and pushed my panties down. I was in control now, and he knew it. I walked all high-stepping like and I braced myself by gripping a lower shelf and I bent over sharply and stuck my ass up at him. I looked over my shoulder and taunted him with it. I showed him who was boss now. I waved it under his nose. So you thought you could just beckon me down the dark hallway didn’t you? I sneered again and I reached between my legs, and with my two fingers, I spread my pussy lips. Who fucks who, now, Igor?
He mounted me like he knew he had to. He plowed himself against me hard and deep like I made him do it. He gripped my leg and I wrapped it around behind his back and I used my heel to pound him in his back. Fuck my sweet little pussy harder, boy, I wanted to say. I’ll let you know when you can cum!
He fucked me hard and deep. But it wasn’t about him, much as he might have thought it was or hoped. No, it was about me. I pushed him out of me and I pushed him down on the floor. There was a blanket, conveniently, and I nudged him over onto it — not for him, but for my knees. I stood over his body with my hands on my hips and I drew my toe down from his neck, over the bulging muscles of his chest and the sharp ridges of his stomach, down to his sleek abdomen, and finally to his shaven balls. I shook my head at him — he must have thought he was some kind of God’s answer, when he picked up on me.
I dropped down on my hands and knees and I let my hair sweep over his face just to tease him. I chuckled and grinned. I had his number. He wanted to grab my breast and my waist and ass, and I let him — the way you give an execution a last smoke. I leaned back and sat on his lap and reached around behind me and pulled and squeezed his cock. Yeah, it better stay hard! I lifted myself from sitting on my ankles and I drew the head of his cock sloppily around my pussy lips. I undulated my hips and bucked slowly up my back, showing him my own stomach and chest and breasts. I rolled my eyes and snorted and I steadied his cock and plunged myself down on him.
He filled me wider and fuller than I was expecting and the effect made me momentarily delirious. But when I regained control, he learned his lesson and matched my movements and after that, it was pretty good. I rolled back and plunged my hand through my hair and arched hard enough for him that my hands gripped his shins and my hair graced his thighs. He squeezed and rubbed my breasts nicely too. I like to think I made him an attentive lover, and his girlfriend can thank me later.
But then he did something I wasn’t expecting when he wet his thumb in his mouth and rubbed at just the right hardness over my clit. He seemed to know his way around a woman’s body because he stopped too, when he made me growl at him. He wouldn’t give me enough! I leaned over him and tried to warn him by kissing him. Still he teased and taunted me and he was making my body quake and buck. I wasn’t about to be shown up and I dug in and pushed my body hard down onto his cock and curled and uncurled my hips against his hips knowing that I was using my pussy to masturbate him, but he drove me to it. I was masturbating myself against his cock and pelvis, in truth.
It was a good thing too because he got me to the edge before I was ready for it, but it seemed he was about to lose it as well at exactly the same time. He filled me with so much cum it ran out of me and all over his legs and balls. Yeah, he made me die le petit morte, I’m not too proud to admit.
When I finally subsided, I simply stood up, I turned my back on him and got dressed. I slipped my shoes back on. I turned around when I put my hand back on that round knob. He was leaning back into the shelves still completely naked, all languid and smiling lazily. He had the look of a man who had just met his match and was thoroughly fucked. If it was 1948, he’d have a cigarette in his mouth and a shit-eating grin on his mouth.
“Ta ta!” I smiled curtly, and I blew him a kiss and strode out of the storage room not even bothering to close the door quickly behind me for his modesty. Fuck him, I thought, he served my purpose. About a minute after I sat down, he was out again, back in his clothes and apron. He brought my sandwich and mocha and said, “Sorry for the delay,” like I wasn’t even the same person. I chirped in my throat because I liked that about him. He understood me.
I made my way back up the elevator to the lab and weaved my way through the desks and equipment to my own. “Good lunch?” asked Kay.
“Good enough,” I grinned knowingly at her and I chuckled. She couldn’t begin to guess why. But she did screw up her face wondering. You wonder away, Kay, this ain’t Tuesday’s Tavia.
Evening came, and after a quick meal out with a couple of girls in my bookclub, we all popped in to this old classic bookstore we all tried to support with the odd purchase. It was one of those with the narrow and tall aisles and little rooms coming off other little rooms so maze-like you could get lost in there.
I was getting to the painting books but was stopped by the visage of a man standing in an aisle leaning back against the facing shelf looking positively professorial. He didn’t notice me, he was too engaged in whatever he was reading. I didn’t think there’d be any harm done in mosying around that aisle first for a little bit. I just happened to need to get past him as I searched with my finger dragging along the spines and piles, bent over and scanning the passing titles.
“Excuse me,” I whispered as I stepped gingerly over his oxfords where they stuck out the way he leaned back against the books.
“No problem,” he said just as quietly without looking up from the page he pressed open in his hand.
It so happened that he was looking in a sculpture book and that was exactly what I was looking for too. In fact, the book I was thinking about was the large-sized one on the bottom shelf — and as it happened, right in front of his feet.
I came back, I said “Excuse me,” again, and I chuckled a bit, because what are the chances, right? and I bent over low in front of him to pick out the book I spotted. He politely pulled his feet and legs back but it wasn’t enough, and being sideways and twisted, when I pulled at the spine of the book, I toppled and landed against his legs.
“I’m sorry,” I squealed and I laughed at myself and my clumsiness. In righting myself I grabbed his shin and then his thigh for balance. He cleared his throat and I twisted around and, still bent over, looked up into his face from below.
He gave me a curt grin and slid his eyes back to the open pages of his book. My book was heavy so I needed to reposition myself straight on and the only way to do that with him in the way and not moving or helping was to plant my feet outside of his and bend over all the way in the even narrower space than the aisles were already, and struggle and wriggle to get the book free of its tight neighbors.
It suddenly slid out when I didn’t expect it, and I was flung backward so my ass ended up landing hard against his hips and when I straightened up to get my balance, I ended up pushing my back and my head and hair into his book that folded up against his chest.
“I’m really sorry!” I said, twisting around where I stood in front of him, against him. “Just trying to get this book,” I said, showing him with my turn-key-kid expression.
I turned around in place to face him and to make it up to him, I pulled his book back up in front of his chest and opened it for him. “Where were you?” I said to him in my softest, most innocent voice and with my most doe-like eyes. I just happened to find a page filled with a nude bronze, a sitting female stroking a brush thoughtfully through her hair.
“That’s a nice one,” I said.
“I think so too,” he said, and I noted in his voice a quaver of nervousness.
I leaned forward a little so that my hips began to touch his. My feet were still planted outside his. “Do you think the sculptor runs his hands over the model so he can feel out the sculpture, the way a painter looks at the model, then looks at his canvas?”
He tilted his head and grinned. “That’s a good question, I don’t know.”
“It would help probably wouldn’t it,” I said lightly, thoughtfully. I slowly wrapped my hand around his wrist and lifted his hand from the page of the open book and I brought it to my chest. I only put it there, he did the rest, rubbing, feeling.
I looked left and right but we were in a part of the labyrinthine bookstore nobody goes — art books are not the thrill they used to be, I guess. I looked up at him and I smiled. I wanted to reassure him that it was okay. He appeared nervous. So I moved his hand down my body and then under my t-shirt, and moved it back up underneath. When I brought his hand to my breast, I showed him what I meant about the sculpture and the model, and I made his hand squeeze me.
We both sighed and fluttered our eyes closed at the same time. “Does it work?” I asked him.
“Uh-huh, it does,” he said, barely able to talk. I looked and his eyes were closed and his lips trembled. His breathing was short and sharp.
“Can I try too?” I asked him, but I said it softly and right against his ear.
“Uh-huh,” was all he said again.
I closed his book and laid it on a shelf behind him and I moved my hand around his waist and down the front of his pants. He was becoming erect. I slipped my hand inside his pants and I lifted myself on my toes and closed my lips around his ear before I said, in a whisper, “Is this okay?”
“Uh-huh,” was all he seemed capable of saying anymore. I pushed down and found his satin-smooth skin, his engorged cock, and his pulsations in my palm.
“Has anyone ever done this to you before?” I moaned in his ear.
“No,” was all he was able to say. I could feel him quiver all over. He was stiff in the bones and his neck flared and flexed.
“You’re very hard,” I said to him.
“Uh-huh,” he said, and I laughed and licked my lips and began thinking all sorts of nasty thoughts.
A young woman came past the end of our aisle and I looked at the shelves behind his head like we were doing the same thing, just looking. A young couple noisily came up the aisle behind his back and I chuckled against him, impatient for them to get a move on.
“Has a girl ever sucked you off in public?” I asked him with a big nasty grin on my mouth, right against his ear.
“No,” he said, and I was becoming more and more amused by his short answers. I decided that I could really make his day, I could really give him something to remember, the way the parking lot man gave me a day to remember.
“Me neither,” I said, which was true. “But I saw you standing here and I was just overcome with something, you looked so incredibly sexy.”
“Really?” he answered in an incredulous voice.
“Really,” I said, and I opened his pants and freed his cock. It was so hot and it was becoming very hard in my hand. “I never do this, but something about you, do girls always just have to suck you?”
“I don’t know,” he replied.
I grinned to myself. “They do. Maybe you don’t notice or they don’t get a chance, but I’m sure lots of girls want to just get this cock of yours in their mouth.”
“I guess,” he said, short of breath and stiff of neck.
“Baby,” I pulled him and I licked his ear. “This girl has to get you in her mouth, I don’t know what’s come over me, I never do this,” I nearly cried. I shook like I was battling my body. I looked up and back. There were people in different aisles here and there but no one with a direct line of sight. “Can I please?” I whimpered with my lips against his lips. I hopped up and down on my toes and I plunged both hands down the front of his pants.
The truth is, I was playing at first because it was fun to tease a man who wasn’t used to the attention, but the more I gave him, the more it seemed my body believed it too, and I could feel my pussy become wet and my mind become clouded. Everything I had said to him became actually true — I didn’t do this sort of thing, not before today anyway, and I really had to get his cock in my mouth like it was some kind of craving.
I shook and no longer needed to pretend. “Need to suck you!” I cried against his mouth and I kissed him sloppily.
“Ok,” he said, nearly out of breath.
I dropped to my knees and I pulled his pants more widely open. I circled my tongue around the head of his cock and I lifted it and licked the underside to the base. It was supposed to be me giving him some kind of thrill, but the more I licked and tugged his cock, the more my own body responded. I knew he wasn’t used to it, and that only made me need to give him more. I opened wide and I engulfed him completely.
I might not suck guy’s dicks in public, but I have had a few boyfriends, two of whom were patient enough to tell me how guys like it best. I gave my bookstore man the best I had. I moaned on him with his cock in my mouth at first to heighten the sensation for him as per boyfriend 2’s instructions, but again, my body was tricked by my moaning and responded like I was the one getting the pleasure. I’d never felt so aroused and enthused sucking a man off before. Was it because it was in a bookstore, in public, even if it was a quiet and hidden room, or was it because he was a stranger? I think the biggest reason was that I had decided to do it, I approached the man, I seduced him, and I undressed him. I determined that I wanted to suck a man off, and I didn’t step back, I pressed right up against him, turned him on, dropped to my knees, and took him in my mouth.
It seemed safe enough and I really wanted to give him a story that his friends, whoever they were, would never believe. I yanked off my top, not for the first time that day, and I pushed my boobs up and let him fuck my tits. He looked down and I laughed, looking up at him. He was so nervous, so like a little boy, my professor man. When I stuck him back in my mouth, I didn’t have to pretend anymore, his cock was making me lose it. I moaned on him and breathed hard. When I felt him stiffen up his spine, I thought he might be already about to explode. I looked up and saw him grimacing like a man being disemboweled and I realized, he was past the point of no return.
I pulled my mouth off and gripped his cock so hard he couldn’t cum. I squeezed so hard he clenched in his whole body and groaned like someone stabbed. As soon as he opened his eyes and looked down looking like a terrified animal, I let it go and took his enormous and powerful streams of cum all over my face and chin and neck and tits. He looked terrified, but his cum kept shooting all over me and I let it hit me everywhere before I stuffed him back in my mouth and really went to town on his cock.
I swallowed what he shot and the poor guy, he was unable to stand any longer. His knees were bouncing like a ball and his ankles twisted out and his back slumped. I sucked his cock all the way down until he was sitting on the floor with his legs splayed out with his head hanging down. I licked up everything. I never used to like the taste of cum, but that day, I was ready for nasty and actually loved it.
And then, just to put a bow on it and make it a perfect day for him, I gently tucked his cock into his shorts, I pulled up his pants and did his buckle and belt, and I stood up and straightened myself out too. And then I did a nasty thing, just because. I wrote my phone number on a piece of torn tissue, and I stuffed it into his pants pocket. I squatted by his spent body and I kissed his cheek gently. I said into his ear, “Maybe we can meet again. Phone me,” I said, and I stood and walked away, knowing he was watching my body recede. I snatched his sculpture book and brought it with me to the checkout. My souvenir.
“Find everything you need?” the woman behind the counter said.
“I did,” I grinned at her.
The way she then looked back at me, with her head tilted slightly, strands of dark hair down over her eyes, a glint beneath the hair and a crooked grin on her lips, made me think . . . .
But nah, I thought. How could that ever happen? Maybe leave that for another day, I thought to myself.
“It’s a beautiful book,” she said, slipping it into a paper bag. “For someone special?”
“Yes,” I grinned coyly at her. “Me,” I said and I turned and walked out swinging it from the handle. When I darted a glance back over my shoulder, I caught her watching me.
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