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        * * *

      

      To storms—the ones that wake us up, the ones that tingle our spine, the ones that lull us to sleep, and the ones that shock us to our core. May we learn from all of our storms.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        
        “Don’t wait for the storms of your life to pass. Learn to dance in the rain.”

        STEVE RIZZO

      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Foreword

          

        

      

    

    
      Temptation in a Thunderstorm is a short story. It skirts along the edge of overusing a particular word. Still, it’s an exceptional word. Hank wrote this in part as a homage to a scene in a television show that also honored this wonderful word in using only that work for five minutes of quality television.

      If you like the tale, share it. Please read it as a poem—an ode to dirty, filthy fun. Erotica is better when it is shared.

      Enjoy the tale.
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            Thunderstorm Warning

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        The National Weather Service in Fort Worth has issued a severe thunderstorm for Collin County until 10 p.m. Thursday. Courtesy: National Weather Service The National Weather Service has issued a severe thunderstorm warning for Fort Worth, Dallas and Arlington among other parts of North Texas until 10 p.m. Thursday.
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            One stormy night

          

        

      

    

    
      Spring in North Texas is an adventure. The warm moist air flowing up from the Gulf of Mexico collides against cold fronts sweeping down from the Northwest to brew up tremendous thunderstorms. The powerful weather can create gale-force winds without warning or dump a week’s worth of rain in a few hours. Occasionally both happen simultaneously.

      I wasn’t thinking of any of that as I was working late on a Thursday night. I was in the final stages of a long, complicated project. I wanted to get it done before the weekend. My boyfriend was flying home after being gone all week, and I was looking forward to welcoming him home.

      Scandalously.

      I did not want any last-minute project details to delay me on Friday afternoon. With only an empty apartment waiting for me, I wanted to finish the project a day early.

      I grabbed an early dinner, expecting to work late. I returned to my 10th-floor office and buried myself in the final edits of the project. The hours seemed to pass quickly, and I was surprised by how fast it got dark.

      I didn’t realize the darkness was from the tremendous thunderstorm sweeping down upon my building because I was so focused on getting the work done. I was intensely focused, only allowing a few breaks to plan my reunion with my boyfriend the next day.

      I clicked save for the last time, and the darkness made me think it was much later. I closed all my files and secured my desk. I picked up my purse and bag and headed to the elevator. I flipped open my phone to send a text to my boyfriend.

      
        
          
            
              
        Emma: I miss you. I wish you were here. xo

      

      

      

      

      

      After a long day at work, I noticed my cell phone battery was meager. I pressed the elevator button with my eyes still locked on my phone’s glowing screen. The dimness of the hallway had me convinced it was late in the evening, and I was surprised to see on my phone’s face that it was only 7:00 PM.

      I lifted my head and looked through the glass windows of our lobby to the cityscape beyond the office’s walls.

      
        
        
        KABLAM!

      

      

      

      I jumped at the sound of the thunder that came only seconds after a bright flash streaked across the windows. I realized it was a big storm close to our building.

      I heard a ding and slid into the elevator. I was grateful for the office building’s underground parking. I wouldn’t get drenched getting into the car. I pressed the ground floor button and flipped my phone’s widget to check my emails.

      
        
          
            
              
        Jonathan: I miss you too. Catching an early flight tonight. Be careful in the storm.

      

      

      

      

      

      The text popped up over my email app, and I dismissed it with a smile. Maybe I’d take tomorrow entirely off and lounge in bed with Jonathan. Morning sex was so arousing and sensual. Maybe Jonathan could take the day off too?

      The elevator stopped on the 8th floor, and I saw a younger man step in. I didn’t pay him much attention. At a glance, I’d pegged him as one of the hip game programmers that inhabited the middle floors of our building. I had memorized their “uniform”: a black hoodie with worn jeans, slip-on skater shoes, and an over-the-shoulder laptop bag.

      Instead of smiling at him, I returned to my emails and clicked one from Jonathan’s airline. It was a new itinerary from Jonathan. He sweetly shared all his reservations with me, airlines, and hotels. We shared everything.

      His new flight was leaving in fifteen minutes, the last arrival of the night. Knowing he’d be home soon sent a shiver through me. If this quick-moving storm didn’t delay him, he’d be home around midnight.

      
        
        
        KABLAM! KABLOOM!!!

      

      

      

      The elevator shook, and everything went dark. It took a moment to register that the elevator had stopped descending. I started to panic in the pitch darkness until a soft glow from a battery-powered emergency light illuminated the small compartment.

      “Fuck!” my companion cursed, “I knew I should’ve taken the stairs.”

      “I’m sure it won’t be too long before things start rolling again,” I offered, finally looking up at him.

      I tried to make a comforting smile, but I’m sure it looked fake. The man, more a man-boy, was a bit more shaken, eyes searching around the compartment. I flipped back to my phone and tapped out a text.

      
        
          
            
              
        Emma: Come straight home from the airport. I’ll be waiting. xo

      

      

      

      

      

      I was daydreaming about how I’d be waiting. I got consumed with the idea of wrapping myself in cellophane, like a leftover dish waiting to be consumed. I’d pulled it from one of the scandalous accounts I followed on social media. They shared spicy tips, and I knew Jonathan enjoyed that I kept our love life creative. The thought of Jonathan pulling the plastic wrap from my body had my insides turning molten.

      “He’s been gone too long,” I thought to myself as I felt myself tremble.

      The thought of him ripping a hole in the thin plastic, releasing a firm nipple while the rest of my body was firmly encased in the constricting wrap, made my core clench and my nipples stiff.

      “Fuck!” My trapped companion’s coarse language popped me out of my reverie. I frowned at him, though he didn’t notice.

      He pushed the emergency button repeatedly without any response, then slammed a fist against the wall.

      
        
          
            
              
        BEEP: Text Message failed.

      

      

      

      

      

      I looked down at my phone and saw ‘No Signal’ flashing at the top of the screen.

      
        
        
        KABOOOOOOOOOOM

      

      

      

      Suddenly I felt panic begin to rise in me. “That storm knocked out the cell tower,” My quiet voice echoed in the tiny elevator carriage.

      “Was this elevator always this small?”

      My mind was playing tricks on me. My slight issue with being trapped in small spaces triggered more anxiety.

      “Fuck!” My carriage mate seemed to have a limited vocabulary.

      He slid his phone from the front of his computer bag and checked his status.

      “fuck, Fuck, FUCK!” He stuffed his phone back into its pocket.

      The soft light in the elevator dimmed as the batteries ran down.

      My eyes widened, and I looked up at my taller foul-mouthed prisoner. He looked down at me, and I caught his kind brown eyes as the light faded to black. I swiped my phone, and the huge LED screen illuminated the carriage slightly. I felt relief, which quickly faded as the battery indicator flashed red, then my screen dimmed.

      “Fuck!” It was my turn to curse as I felt for my purse and slid the useless device inside.

      In pitch darkness, I heard him laugh lowly. The darkness was palpable. There was no light anywhere—pitch black. The sounds of the elevator swaying in its shaft, knocking against its guides, amplified my already triggered anxiety.

      The lack of an electronic buzz was almost deafening. I heard him move around, and then a dim light illuminated the suffocating room.

      He held his smartphone and flipped it to a brighter screen. Suddenly the interior of the elevator was bathed in soft white light. It was like a uniform grey mist, as the intensity of the light was muted.

      The programmer held the phone face up on his palm, then squatted down and placed it on the floor. He slid back and sat down on his rear, leaning back against the wall of the car. He looked at me, his soft eye color indistinguishable in the dim glow.

      “We’d better get comfort...”

      
        
        
        KABOOM

      

      

      

      The thunder shook the whole building.

      I jumped and then slid down the opposite wall. I heard the rain pounding against the windows of the building outside of our elevator, the wind howling. Each sound was amplified simply because of the lack of ambient noise.

      I tucked my legs under me and smoothed my knee-high skirt so it hung, hiding my legs from the eyes of my unknown companion. I crossed my arms and wrapped my light sweater around my torso and breasts. I looked over at him and tried to smile, but I was unsure how well I executed the expression.

      “I’m Josh, by the way,” he said flatly.

      “Emma,” I replied shortly.

      I examined him through the dim illumination. His brown hair was unkempt, and a day or more of whiskers shadowed his jaw. He was thin but not skinny. His movements were fluid, as if he had practiced some athletic discipline. He crossed his legs at the ankles, yoga style, and leaned back against the wall. He tilted his head up to the low ceiling of the car and exhaled sadly.

      “Why the sigh?” I asked curiously.

      “I’m fucked,” he confessed.

      “You use that word a lot,” I giggled.

      He lowered his eyes to mine, and the end of his mouth lifted in a smirk, then a full-blown smile.

      “Yeah,” he confessed, “sorry about that. I’m just upset. I didn’t mean to stay this late, and now I’m stuck here, and my girlfriend will be pissed that I’m late again.”

      “Not much you can do about that,” I offered, “you didn’t cause this storm.”

      
        
        
        KABLAAAAM

      

      

      

      I shook as another roll of thunder echoed through the building. The elevator began to get warmer with the lack of ventilation. I lifted my long blonde hair off my shoulders and reached into my purse, pulling out a hair clip. I worked my mane into a knot and clipped it high on my head. I pulled my sweater off my shoulders, trying to cool off.

      “True,” he said shortly, “but that never seems to satisfy her.”

      He unzipped his hoodie and leaned forward, twiddling his thumbs.

      The pale light of his phone dimmed.

      “Fuck!” he said, picking up his phone.

      The light illuminated his face, burning his frown into my retina as the light faded to black.

      “That’s it for my battery, too.” he sighed.

      Black doesn’t begin to describe how dark it became. No light was visible, the power was cut off completely, and the battery-powered emergency lights had been bled dry. I lifted my hand and couldn’t perceive anything until my palm touched my nose. I shivered.

      “Fuck,” I agreed.

      I heard a shuffling movement, triggering another phobia. “What are you doing?!”

      “Just putting my phone away.”

      I was starting to be overwhelmed by the lack of any visual stimulation. Every sound was amplified. I heard the sound of clothing rumbling.

      “What is that?”

      “Fuck, I’m just taking off my hoodie, Emma. It’s hot as fuck in here.”

      “Fuckin’ A!” I shrugged off my sweater and unbuttoned the top button of my blouse.

      I felt a bead of sweat roll down from behind my ear. I felt it roll along my jawline, dip down to roll down my neck, then sweep down my chest to slide down my cleavage and between my breasts. It was oddly erotic, and the dampness between my thighs from my short cellophane fantasy only heightened the eroticism.

      I heard the sound of something scraping across the floor.

      “Can you please tell me what you are doing?” I whimpered.

      “Fuck, Emma, I’m just sliding my bag across the floor.”

      More scraping.

      “Now I’m putting my hoodie on top of it.”

      A shuffling nose followed by a thud.

      “And now I’m laying my head on it. Fuck.”

      “Sorry, It’s just so dark, I can’t tell what’s happening,” I whispered in a hiss.

      I sat back against my side of the small cab, feeling very small. Every movement Josh made induced a slight shiver through my body. I knew I was freaking out, and it would only get worse.

      “Josh?”

      “Yeah?”

      “Would you mind if I laid next to you?” I paused, regretting that I asked. “It might quiet my anxiety if I could feel your movements.”

      “Sure. Whatever,” I felt his shrug in the movement of the cab.

      “I’m scooting over.” I didn’t want him to freak out when I suddenly touched him.

      I slid across the cab and used my hand to feel where Josh lay. It seemed a long distance as I vainly felt for contact across the floor. Finally, I made contact with his jeans and slid closer.

      “Do you mind if I put my head on your thigh?”

      “Whatever, just settle down.”

      I slid over, placed my sweater on his thigh, then laid back against the pillow.

      I laid down perpendicular to him and extended my legs.

      Touching something helped me cope with the cold blackness. I could feel Josh’s body move, though the sweater muffled it. It connected the small noises of the elevator car that slightly swayed with our subtle movements.

      I closed my eyes and tried to relax.

      I flashed back to my previous thoughts of how I’d surprise Jonathan when he got home tomorrow. I’d read about cellophane following a link from a scandalous social media account. The article boasted that women needed to do something to spice up stagnant relationships. It relayed that plastic wrap was cheap and available. Jonathan and I were anything but stagnant, but the cellophane idea interested me.

      The clingy plastic tight around my body would feel erotic. Smashing my breasts together, but still transparent, like I was pressed into a mirror. I’d wrap it around my waist and thighs; I could almost feel it compressing my flesh.

      I brainstormed how to wrap it around my pussy to encase it securely in tight plastic.

      I could start to wrap it around my waist...

      Then down between my legs...

      Pulling it over my smooth bare pussy lips...

      (I learned a technique for keeping bare down there from the same site)

      Wrapping it around my thigh...

      Bringing it back up around my back again...

      Then down between my legs, keeping it tight...

      Double wrapping my pussy as it rewound around the other thigh

      Finishing with a third tight roll around my slim abdomen.

      I wondered how my labia would look with the plastic pulled tight against my sensitive petals.

      I sighed as I thought about the preparations I would make. I lifted my hands to my breasts and felt my arousal as my nipples poked against my palms. Feeling a bit wicked, I figured if I couldn’t see anything, neither could my surly neighbor, Josh. I pulled my knees up and let my hands drift down my abdomen. My skirt slid down my raised thighs and pooled at my waist. I slid my fingers down over my silk panties, tight against my aroused labia.

      I must have shuffled a bit too much because Josh sighed loudly.

      “What the fuck are you doing?”

      I let out another huff as I wormed my hips up to press into my fingers.

      “Why can’t you hold still.”

      I giggled, “I’m sorry, I’m trying to get comfortable.”

      I used the noise of our conversation to slide my hand down to cup my sex. My fantasy had made my core moist, and with no pubic hair, my juices had already dampened my panties. I thought more about what Jonathan might do with a cellophane-wrapped pussy.

      Would he try to lick me through the plastic?

      What would that feel like?

      I imagined his tongue lapping me through the transparent boundary.

      Would he use his teeth to tear it open to taste my desire pooling against the clear plastic?

      “Fuck...” I sighed as my fingers moved up and down my slit.

      “Fuck?” Josh wondered aloud.

      I felt him shift his hips, suddenly aware of a lump under my head. I reached back under my thin sweater, touched the bulge, then explored upwards. He was getting an erection, and I was feeling it.

      “Fuck!” I exclaimed breathlessly.

      I ran my fingers up and down the length of his shaft. My fingers ran up and down my increasingly slippery slit. I heard in the small echo chamber how wet I was. I felt his manhood harden as I continued to probe his length.

      I jumped lightly as I felt something against my breast.

      “Fuuuck,” Josh sighed.

      Josh’s hand found my breast, his finger tracing along my hard nipple.

      I lifted my hand to my blouse, surrendered to my heated passion, and started to unbutton my blouse one-handed. I lustily stroked Josh’s cock through his jeans while he massaged my breast.

      “Fuck!” I breathed needfully.

      I unbuttoned the last button and felt him pull the blouse open. His hand slid into my demi-cup bra and lifted my breast from the cup. I raised my hand to his belt and undid the clasp as I felt him move to a sitting position.

      “Fuck?” His breathless question made my pussy leak into my fingers as he grabbed my other breast.

      “Mmmhmm... Fuck,” I asserted, rolling on my side to him and using two hands to unzip his fly.

      “Mother fucker...” Josh sighed, lifting his hips as I tugged his jeans down.

      “Oh fuck!” I sighed when I felt his cock bound out of his shorts.

      I grabbed his erect shaft and measured it with my fingers. He was a healthy size, almost two of my fists long. His girth filled my grip as I stroked him softly.

      “Fuck yes!” Josh moaned, twisting to his side and running his hand down my hips.

      I turned towards him feeling his fingers slide over my bunched skirt to my thighs. He cupped my panty-covered mound. I knew he could feel my needy moisture. He slid his fingers under the waistband and pulled them down.

      I lifted my hips and sighed as I raised my feet, helping him to remove the saturated silk. He tossed them into the darkness and gripped my ankle.

      I felt his mouth on my thigh.

      “Ohhh.. ffffuck,” I moaned, twisting my head back over Josh’s core.

      I lifted my mouth to lick along the ridge of his cock head. I held his stiff prick in my palm and bathed his glans with his tongue.

      “Mmmmfffuuucck,” Josh groaned as his lips found purchase between my lower lips.

      I pulled his cock head into my mouth and sucked on it greedily. He spread my lips apart, breathing hotly on my bare lips. I slid the tip of my tongue along his slit, collecting a taste of his precum. He sealed his mouth around my sex, splitting my lips with his tongue.

      I writhed against his talented tongue. He pushed his cock deeper into my mouth with a shift of his hips. I worked my tongue along his meaty shaft. He pressed his fingers into my cunt.

      “Fuck me.” I pleaded.

      I lifted my head from his slippery cock head and crawled slowly up his torso.

      My open blouse trailed along his bare thighs as I climbed over him.

      He straightened...

      I climbed...

      He gripped my waist...

      I steadied my hands on his chest...

      He reached behind me to unclasp my bra.

      I straddled his hips...

      He felt my bare sex press against his prick...

      I trapped his shaft against his belly...

      I adjusted my hips over his waist...

      He guided my knees astride his hips...

      I felt his hands slip under my loose bra...

      He squeezed my heavy breasts til I moaned...

      “Fuck yes...”

      “Oh Fuck!”

      It was a chorus of filthy words and filthier movements.

      He gripped me tight—his fingers dug into my soft flesh...

      I rose and held his stiff cock—squeezing his steely shaft.

      He pulled his fingers to my nipples—I traced his crown down from my belly...

      His fingers tightened into my waist—I pushed his knob inside me.

      He growled his encouragement—I moaned at the invasion of the deepest part of me.

      I rode the slippery folds of my sex down his hot stiff shaft. His other hand gripped my ass guiding my slide down onto his impressive pole.

      “Fuuuuuuckkkkkkk” I exhaled as he filled me up—stretched me.

      “Oh fuck! Oh, fuck!” He sang as I started to slide up and down his cock.

      One of his hands held my hip, and the other rose and wrapped around my throat.

      “Fuck,” I sighed and pressed against his grip.

      I felt his torso rise as he bent towards me. I exhaled impatiently as his mouth enveloped my hard nipple. Then shivered as he lapped at the sensitive bud. I leaned into him, undulating my hips as I rode his rod.

      Josh fell back, thrusting deeper with his hips. I ground my hips shifting and twisting. His manhood filled me.

      “Fuck, fuck, Fuck, FUCK!” I chanted.

      His hips lifted into mine in a frenzy—I felt him curl up again with a hungry growl.

      His mouth moved to my other breast—I reached down and held his head to my bosom.

      He sucked hard on my rigid nipple—I tossed my head back in passion.

      He fell back and bucked his hips—I whined when he released my breasts.

      His hands gripped my hips roughly—I felt his need—I thrilled, feeling him take control.

      “Fuck me. Fuck Me... FUCK ME!” Josh shouted.

      He rammed his hips deep into me as his body went rigid. I felt his orgasm jet a bolt of his hot cum deep inside me. His hot jizz triggered my orgasm. I arched back, ground my cunt on his cock, and quaked.

      “FUCK YES!!! FUCK YES!!” I exalted; my pussy was quivering, gripping his pulsing cock and milking it of every drop.

      He relaxed, sliding on his back, twitching, and panting as he caught his breath.   I doubled over his chest and sought his mouth with mine. He wrapped his arms around my back and squeezed my ass tightly. I used my fingers to find his stubbled cheeks and kissed his lips for the first time.

      His cock pulsed again, and my pussy quivered until he softened inside my molten core. I felt our combined juices slip from our union and run down my thigh. It pooled in his short pubic hair as I lay against him, enjoying the remnants of our orgasmic coupling.

      
        
        
        *Buzzzz*

        *Ding!*

        *Whirr*

      

      

      

      Suddenly we were bathed in light as the electricity was restored. We both looked at each other in shock and smiled as I pulled myself off his cock.

      The elevator stayed on the floor we were on. We quickly put our clothes back in order. I fastened my bra, stuffed my sensitive breasts into the cups, and started buttoning my blouse.

      Josh pulled up his pants, zipped, and buckled his pants, then pressed the button for the ground floor.

      I swung my sweater back around my shoulders and looked around the cab for other clothing articles. I felt the elevator shimmy and then dive slowly toward the earth. I spotted my silk thong, tangled and dark from my fantasy and fingers.

      Josh lifted it from the corner of the elevator. He arched an eyebrow and held it out to me.

      “Fuck it. You can keep them.” I laughed.

      He slipped them into his front pocket and winked at me. Suddenly we were back to normal. We both looked up at the elevator lights waiting to reach the ground. We smiled familiar smiles at each other, and he gallantly let me exit first.

      “Have a good evening,” I offered happily.

      “You too,” Josh returned, “stay dry!”

      I laughed joyously. I was anything but dry!

      I smiled to myself as we parted in opposite directions.

      I knew I stop at the store on the way home and buy a few fucking rolls of Saran Wrap.
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            The ride home

          

        

      

    

    
      I walked to my car; the parking lot had emptied while Josh and I were trapped in the elevator. I felt his spending drip out of my naked sex and down my thigh. My thighs were already wet from our frantic fuck, and I ran my fingers through my hair, feeling the damp perspiration along my scalp.

      
        
        
        “Fuck, that was weird...”

      

      

      

      I shook my head, trying to banish the thoughts. What goes on in an elevator should stay in the elevator. I didn’t have to dwell on my surprising actions or remember the heightened arousal or the mind-shattering orgasm. I could push them to the back of my mind and focus on getting ready for Jonathan’s imminent return.

      
        
        
        “Right?? Focus!!”

      

      

      

      I found my way onto the freeway, which was packed as the storm trapped the end-of-day rush hour traffic. The enormous amounts of rain caused detours and some minor flooding issues. I absently dropped my fingers under my skirt and collected a drop of the cum dripping from my engorged lips. I moaned lightly at the taste as I sucked it from my fingertip.

      
        
        
        “This was going to be harder than I thought...”

      

      

      

      I spied a grocery store in my neighborhood and hurried in through the light rain to pick up some essentials.

      
        
        
        “How much SaranWrap would I need?”

      

      

      

      I grabbed five rolls. They were cheap, and plastic wrap wouldn’t go bad. Jonathan might like my spicy little gift wrapping. We might find other uses too. I wasn’t the only one that could be wrapped in tight, restricting, transparent plastic.

      
        
        
        “Gawd, the thought made my pussy clench, and there goes another dollop of cum.”

      

      

      

      I looked up and down the aisle, then swept my finger up my thigh, collecting the drop before gravity moved it further. Another finger lick had my mind right back in the elevator... or gutter—same difference.

      Steeling myself to think pure thoughts, I checked out the five rolls of wrap at the front.

      “Preparing for weekend meal prep,” I explained to the cashier.

      As if it was any of his business. I’m sure he never thought of binding his girlfriend with hygienic and impermeable food-quality plastic. He probably didn’t even have a girlfriend. Too bad the countertop was too high and his apron too long.

      
        
        
        What?? Can a girl window shop?

      

      

      

      I hurried to the car with my bag of plastic wrap boxes and cursed under my breath.

      
        
        
        “God, how much cum did Josh dump in my womb anyways?”

      

      

      

      I swiped another scoop and licked as I pulled my seatbelt to secure myself. Then I was on my way home.

      
        
        
        I feel sticky now—I’ll need a shower.

        I’ll grab my insertable waterproof vibrator.

        Exorcise the thoughts of that fucking elevator

        One of two orgasms should suffice.
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            Preparations

          

        

      

    

    
      I just about passed the entrance to my apartment—I had to slam on the brakes, sliding on the wet pavement to make the turn into the parking garage.

      
        
        
        Fuck Emma, focus.

      

      

      

      I checked my watch as I walked from the parking garage to the stairs. I would avoid elevators for a few days. There was roughly another hour before Jonathan’s flight landed. He never checked a bag so that he could catch his Uber right away. Then add an hour to get home. Two hours to scrub my mind of Josh’s copious cum, freshen my still-clenching cunt, then get dressed.

      And by dressed, I mean wrap myself in tight, clear, constraining plastic wrap.

      
        
        
        Fuck—I just couldn’t wait until I was in the shower, could you?

      

      

      

      I cursed at the little pearl I’d collected on my fingertip. It slightly adhered to my well-manicured nail. As I slipped out of my dress, I nibbled on my fingertip to collect all of Josh’s yummy goodness. I grabbed my trusty vibrator and headed to the shower. I started the vibrator before I started the water.

      
        
        
        Fuck, have I become a nymphomaniac??”

      

      

      

      I moaned as I ran the tip between my lips and shifted it inside me. My knees wobbled, and I held myself stable on the edge of the shower. My legs parted a bit more for balance and accessibility.

      
        
        
        Fuck, what did I need to be doing? Right, turn on the shower.

      

      

      

      I switched off the vibe, slipped the tip between my lips, and squeezed my inner thighs. I needed both hands to start the shower and adjust the water. I closed my eyes to tell the temperature better—and savor the last drops of Josh’s sperm.

      The water temperature was toasty, so I started the next step in the process. I turned the vibe back on. To my credit, I didn’t dally long outside the shower with my vibrating toy. It was only a couple of strokes and a swirl over my clit. Then I steeled myself for the long step into the shower.

      I slumped onto the tiled bench, lifted one heel onto the edge, and shifted forward so the pulsing shower spray was directed at my puddling pussy. Then, and only then, did that perfectly-pleasant vital vibration slowly sink into my voracious vulva.

      
        
        
        Fuck, was alliteration tuned into my sex drive?

      

      

      

      Just a couple of orgasms so I could think clearly enough to wrap myself properly. Jonathan was going to love this idea. I couldn’t wait to see his eyes. I loved that he was always attentive.

      Five orgasms later, I started to cry.

      My thoughts returned to my boyfriend, Jonathan. The way he loved me and made love to me. He hit all the right buttons in the bed and my heart. He was my perfect lover, physically and emotionally. He always kept me informed on where he was. Even on business trips, he’d call to check in a while eating dinner with friends.

      I repaid that loyalty with a frivolous fuck in an elevator with a gamer boy child.

      
        
        
        Maybe one more...

        Fuck, I needed to get it together.

      

      

      

      I dried myself roughly and flung my vibrator towards my pillow on the bed. I watched it slide under my pillow.

      
        
        
        Good, Jonathan can grab it later.

      

      

      

      I pushed my remorseful emotions down and cleaned up the bedroom nude. I was glad I could keep my concentration now that Josh’s little soldiers had streamed down the drain. I added some long-burning candles around the room. Then hurried down to the kitchen.

      
        
        
        Where did I put my phone?

      

      

      

      I looked around and found my phone next to my purse in the kitchen. Still nude, I swiped up and found messages from Jonathan. My heart soared; no rain delays!

      
        
          
            
              
        Jonathan: Landed!

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Jonathan: Are you there?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Jonathan: I hope you’ll still be awake. I think I’ll be home around 11:30

      

      

      

      

      

      I couldn’t reply fast enough.

      
        
          
            
              
        Emma: Sorry, baby. I was in the shower. I’ll be ready and waiting. Hurry!!

      

      

      

      

      

      I looked at the time at the top of my phone. I had about fifteen minutes.

      
        
        
        How hard could it be to wrap me in plastic?

      

      

      

      The answer was much more difficult than I’d imagined in the elevator. That memory didn’t help my struggle with regrets. My cunt didn’t care about guilt. It clenched at the thought of that steamy inappropriate romp in a car suspended by cables.

      With my frayed nerves, any attempt to banish those thoughts seemed impossible. The stream of orgasms I put myself through to chase Josh’s swimmers down the drain didn’t help my sensitivities.

      
        
        
        Fuck, Emma - concentrate!

      

      

      

      The wrap didn’t stick to my flesh as it does to dishes. I’d try to wrap it, and the end would slip. Then the wrap would stick to itself. A small pile of shredded plastic was piling in the entryway. The clock kept ticking, and I was hot, aroused, frustrated, and distracted by the thoughts of Josh’s rigid erection.

      
        
        
        Fuck it!—Plan B.

      

      

      

      I cleared off the dining room table and then set a blanket on top. I grabbed a can of whipped cream. I hurried to rush to my bedroom to grab my fur-lined blindfold, and I was set. I slid up on the sturdy table.

      
        
        
        Fuck, Jonathan will love this. He always enjoys hammering me on this table.

      

      

      

      I shook my head, then sprayed cream over the tips of my bare breast. The cold cream made my nipples impossibly harder; they were already like rocks. Now they were non-dairy creamer-covered diamonds.

      I spread apart my thighs and applied a cute whirl of cream over my bare vulva. It melted slowly, and the drips didn’t help banish memories of Josh’s copious cream leaking out of my crease.

      Finally, I pulled the blindfold over my eyes and lay flat on the table. The blanket was warm on my backside, as my topside frosted over in the air conditioning. Time slowed as I didn’t check my phone, and I didn’t know how long I had to wait.

      Blackness enveloped me, and the soft noises amplified as I waited. I tried to remain still, but my belly tensed in anticipation. Goose pimples flourished over my flesh as each sound trigged a thought of a door opening.

      My sumptuous sundae of my willing and devoted...

      
        
        
        Fuck, shut up, you’re a slut; admit it!

      

      

      

      Willing flesh, waiting for the arms of my devoted lover, was starting to melt, and drips between my breast down my sides, and seep between my ass cheeks.

      Another trickle of my arousal joined the sleigh ride of creamy delight as my mind started swimming in unrestrained thoughts of lust and passion. My eyes closed and opened—without noticing a difference. My limbs shivered, and my hips worked in a slow undulation at the feel of my undisciplined juices streaming down my cleft.

      “Emma?!”
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            Another storm

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        Fuck, he was here!

      

      

      

      “Oh, there you are?”

      I started weeping under my mask, my chest heaving.

      “Fuck baby, you make a delicious treat.”

      He was coming closer, and I ached for his touch. Another part of my overworked psyche tried to retreat and cower. I didn’t deserve his affection or his attention.

      I felt his hand on my belly, halfway between collapsing spirals of wickedly sweet spray on cream that coated my permanently hard nipples. Then his lips touched mine, and his tongue pressed sideways between mine. I forced my arms to stay at my sides. If he wanted me, I was his. I was his to use and play with. Suck and lick. Taste and ...

      
        
        
        Fuck, I hope I can keep my shit together.

      

      

      

      I moaned at his kiss and sniffled as my tears started flowing unrestrained. I tried inhaling through my nostrils, but they were swollen and congested. It wasn’t a sexy sound at all.

      Jonathan paused then his mouth covered my breasts. I couldn’t help it. My fingers slid behind his head to feel him. My lack of visual cues made my tactile senses amplified. His hair was damp from a small rain shower. I recognized the noise now that I felt his hair. His button-down shirt was also wet, and I wanted to tear it from his body.

      He rose, and my nipple was awash with cool air after his warm mouth uncovered my flesh beneath the mountain of aerated cream.

      I gasped and cried out. My tears returned. I was fucking off the charts aroused and simultaneously appalled at my persistent memories of the fucking elevator.

      “Baby? What’s the matter.”

      “Just enjoy your treat, lover,”

      I managed to get into the neighborhood of sultry and distanced myself from pitiful weeping wuss.

      I heard him shifting, and I waited impatiently. His fingers returned, then his firm chest compressed my tit as his mouth enveloped his prepared treat on the far side. My hands sought his back and traced down his sides.

      He had stripped as naked as me. That helped steady my thoughts, and I let my hands wander as he enjoyed my cream-covered breast. My fingers found his cock, and I smiled as I felt its rock-hard stiffness. My fears started to retreat as I traced over his familiar shape. He groaned into my breast as I traced the rim of his cock and pressed my thumb along his frenulum.

      “I’m hungry too...” I tried to growl sexily, but it might have sounded more like, “I fucking need your cock in my mouth.”

      I rolled onto my side, pressing my tit against his stubbled cheeks as my mouth opened. I extended my tongue, pulling his cock nearer to the table’s edge. He pulled his hips back, and I whined out.

      “Patience!” Jonathan growled, “You can be a needy little slut sometimes, Em!”

      I nodded my agreement and tried to use my other hand to attach to his throbbing member. He rolled me back, then lifted his knee onto the table.

      I nodded and shifted back flat. My hands found his hips and thighs as he straddled my face. I felt his hand slide along my thighs, and his hot breath breezed over the melting cream and my continuous stream of...

      “Oh FUCK! YES, lick right the fuck... mggrrllmmmm.”

      I muted myself as I sucked his cock into the back of my throat. My fingers pulled his hips, trying to force his thick cock as far into my throat as I could. My senses collapsed into just him—his scent, taste, warmth.

      
        
        
        Fuck, even his pre-cum was like ambrosia.

      

      

      

      His mouth was everywhere—licking up the white cream—slurping along the puddles and streams. I just tried to choke myself on his shaft and massage his balls to get his creamy cum ready to shoot.

      He moved and then focused his attention properly. His tongue cleaved through my folds, and his fingers slid inside me. I rammed my hips up to meet his probing digits. I pulled my mouth from his cock and sucked on his balls. I spat into his ass and pressed my finger against his anus.

      “Fuck! Em, Jesus, you’re hotter than a firecracker.”

      I twisted my finger against his prostate as my mouth inhaled his cock again. His hips pressed, and I relaxed.

      
        
        
        Fuck, fuck my mouth, fuck my slutty whore mouth

      

      

      

      I thought to myself as his hips pressed into my willing lips. I used my free hand to cup his balls as my fingertip milked his prostate. He pulled my knees back, rotating my hips so my cunt was utterly at his mouth’s mercy. His fingers fired inside me, curling into the spot that primes my pump.

      It wasn’t long until my convulsing cunt sprayed into Jonathan’s mouth and collided with the feeling of his ropes of creamy cum painting my uvula.

      We both vibrated at our mutual release. I lapped at his slit like a kitten, coaxing every drop from his prick. He spread my lips and applied his tongue to the same exercise, savoring every drop of my juices.

      Then I started bawling.

      He slipped off of me and then rolled to his feet beside the table.

      I felt his fingers touch my cheeks and push my blindfold up. I twisted to avoid his gaze. I knew my eyes were a mess. Raccoon eyes are never sexy. I didn’t want to face his kind hazel eyes.

      “Emma,” he said softly, “Shhh, baby,”

      His grip was firm and gentle as he turned my face until I met his eyes. That triggered another bawling fest, which I knew it would.

      He kissed my cheek, and he held my jaws. Flashes of his concern swept through my consciousness as I tried to stop my crying. I whimpered and finally started to calm down.
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            Confessions

          

        

      

    

    
      I rolled away from him and walked to the sofa. I pulled a warm fuzzy blanket around myself and curled into a ball. Jonathan followed me and sat close. I looked up at him with my nest of fleece and shame.

      “I fucked up, baby,” I said, “I don’t know what happened; I didn’t want to.”

      “Fucked up?” Jonathan asked, his eyes confused, “Em, just tell me. Let’s work through this.”

      “You will think I’m a whore.” I said and I couldn’t meet his soft brown eyes, “A fucking worthless slut.”

      “Well,” Jonathan smiled, “you are my slut, and my whore.”

      I frowned and tried to look at anything other than his eyes. I loved that he called me those names in our trysts. I got off on performing for him, being his little love slave. That was what started this whole mess. Trying to keep the sparks alive. Now I was facing a conflagration.

      “I wanted to surprise you,” I said, figuring the beginning was a good place to start.

      “You did,” Jonathan smiled, “magnificently.”

      I pressed my finger to his lips. I paused as he fell silent, and lifted my eyes from his lip, finally able to look into his eyes.

      “I wanted to wrap myself in Saran Wrap and meet you at the door.”

      “That explains the pile of plastic wrap in the entryway.”

      He quieted as I looked steadily at him.

      “I was all wrapped up in that fantasy on my way down to my car after work. Then the electricity cut off, and I was stuck in the elevator with one of those gamer devs from downstairs.”

      He tilted his head in concern. “That must have been scary. I know you get claustrophobic”

      I smiled and flicked my eyes down, then back up. “Maybe claustrophobia and sexual fantasies don’t mix well.”

      “Go on...” He was confused, my story wasn’t making much sense. He lacked the context. I considered just walking away, getting mad, and putting a torch to everything.

      
        
        
        Fuck, I love that he knew I was claustrophobic

      

      

      

      I continued, slower, “It was dark, and I was at the same time aroused and frightened. The guy in the elevator kept sliding around, making noise, and it freaked me out. I asked if I could just touch him, lie my head on his thigh. I figured a physical connection would at least keep me from climbing the walls.”

      “Okay, that sounds sane.” Jonathan allowed, still listening.

      “Well, it did help. I calmed down. My mind returned to the Saran Wrap gambit, and I started getting aroused. Jonathan, it was so dark I couldn’t see my hand in front of my face. Thinking of you seeing me wrapped in plastic? I was molten, my panties were soaked. I figured what the hell, I could be quiet.”

      Jonathan laughed aloud. He covered his mouth but kept laughing and looking at me.

      “Well, I was scared. I wasn’t thinking straight.”

      “Okay, okay, Emma. Go on... you started petting yourself.”

      “Mmhmm, imagining your fingers peeling the plastic apart, sucking on my nipple.—tearing the tight plastic from my needy cunt.”

      Jonathan lifted his eyebrow with interest. He was still naked, and his cock found this whole thought process interesting. We both enjoyed filthy inappropriate words that would shock most principled people. Jonathan’s cock wasn’t principled, it was literally straining like the little snake wanted to be closer to listen. It wanted to hear every filthy word I confessed. I tried not to lick my lips.

      Honest.

      “Wait, let me finish.” My eyes moved from Jonathan’s cock back to his warm eyes. He turned, so his thigh hid most of his manhood, but his delicious-looking crown peaked out. It didn’t even register how I stared at that glorious shaft.

      
        
        
        See, an insatiable whore, a cock addicted slut, that’s what I am.

      

      

      

      I sighed and lifted my eyes to his, then continued my confession, “He heard me, Josh is his name. I realized his cock was hard. We started touching each other. I touched him first. Then I was sucking his cock. He licked my needy little fuckhole. Then I had to ride him. I put his stiff shaft up my tight cunt...”

      Jonathan had to reach between his thighs as I kept getting more graphic. He tugged on his own staff without showing any anger.

      “Sounds fucking hot, Em, honestly.”

      “He wasn’t you, baby.” I cried emotionally, “I wanted you! My strong lover!—not some fucking horny gamer geek.”

      “I know love,” Jonathan said with a smile, “but any port in a storm.”

      “You’re not angry?” I asked, “I fucked another guy, initiated it even. And it turns you on?”

      
        
        
        Fuck, maybe I wasn’t the only deviant in our love affair.

      

      

      

      He crawled closer and pushed the blanket off me. He pulled me into him, his arms easily curling me into his lap. My back was to his chest, and my head fell against his shoulders. Jonathan’s cock has like a hot spike pressed against my ass. I didn’t resist and I just sunk into his embrace. I spread my thighs, opening myself to anything he willed.

      “Em,” he said, “It means a lot that you trust me enough to tell me. It was just a thing, it happened. Highly erotic, and yeah, the thought of it turns me on.”

      I turned to look into his eyes and kissed him.

      “But I’m your slut, not his.” I whispered into his ears, “I want to be your whore, only for you.”

      “You are,” Jonathan smiled, “I love that you share your fantasies with me. You constantly keep me plugged into your sexy thoughts and ideas. Never stop doing that.”

      I kissed him deeply, finally quiet and content in his arms.

      “I forgive you Em,” he said, and I knew he meant it.

      “Just one thing, though...”

      “Anything, Jonathan, anything.” I felt my eyes well up

      “Where did you put the Saran Wrap?”

      We spent the rest of the night, the next morning, most of Friday, and into Saturday, finding new ways to use this important kitchen commodity.

      
        
        
        I probably should have bought six rolls.

      

      

      

      
        
        FIN
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