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Terms of Release

The last thing Noah expected was for an ex-convict to show up on his doorstep, but when his longtime prison pen pal Ashleigh gets out on parole needing a place to stay, he generously offers to let her crash at his place until she can find something better.

Though he never thought he’d be into someone with a criminal record, the more he gets to know her, the more he finds himself liking her. She’s sweet and charming just like she’d been in her letters, but there’s a monster hiding behind her bright smiles and pretty face to match the one lurking beneath her skirt.

He’ll do anything he can to help keep her on the straight and narrow, even if that means offering himself up to help her to manage her darker urges.

Terms of Release is a fluffy, sexy first time dickgirl on male erotic romance.


Chapter 1

Considering I’d never really cooked before, my first effort at making spaghetti wasn’t all that bad. Sure the noodles were a little undercooked, and the garlic bread was maybe on the crispier side, but since I didn’t have the urge to projectile vomit I was counting it as a win.

Being a recent college graduate I hadn’t actually needed to worry about my own meals much. For the last four years my meal plan had covered my basic food requirements, and before that, my mom had been responsible for making sure that I didn’t starve.

But now that I was an adult with my own apartment and job and Netflix account, I figured that it was as good of a time as any to learn how to put a basic meal together. I couldn’t live on ramen and takeout forever.

I was only a few bites into my meal when I heard a knock at the front door, and frowning I stood to answer it. Having just moved to the city a few months ago I didn’t have any friends in town yet—and certainly not any who knew where I lived—so I was already preparing myself to tell the person on the other side to fuck off. I unlocked the door and swung it open, only to find myself staring up at a woman who was definitely not a door-to-door insurance salesman.

My first thought was that she was tall for a woman. I was an inch or so below average height, and she had at least three or four on me.

My second was that she dressed like a stripper. She wore a cut-off tan tank top that revealed surprisingly chiseled abs, and a short denim skirt that led into a pair of black leggings and ratty white sneakers. None of those things were particularly stripperish, but the black waistband of her thong peeking above her skirt definitely was.

“Can I help you?” I asked once I was able to find my voice.

She adjusted the duffel bag hanging from her shoulder and gave me a nervous smile that seemed really familiar somehow. “It’s me. Ashleigh.”

My eyes popped wide open. I’d only seen two photos of her before—one on the prison pen pal website, and a second she’d sent a few weeks after we’d started corresponding—but she looked a bit older and her wavy blonde hair was much longer, falling to the middle of her back.

Back when I was a freshman my humanities teacher had encouraged our class to correspond with prisoners to gain a deeper understanding of ourselves, others, and the world, and I could fully admit that it was her sharp green eyes and pouty pink lips that had initially led me to choose her.

But the more she’d told me about her life—how her father had been murdered when she was a child and her mother only loved liquor and drugs—the more I felt as though I couldn’t stop talking to her. She often emphasized how much my letters meant to her and how they kept her on the right path, and since it only took me half an hour or so per week to reply I didn’t mind it at all.

Corresponding with a convicted felon was one thing though; having one standing on my doorstep was something else entirely. Maybe it’d been stupid of me to use my real address when sending her mail, but after four years of regular communication she’d become a friend that I trusted and confided in.

Remembering that, I forced myself to relax. She was still the same Ashleigh, and she’d never given me any reason to think that she was dangerous.

“Ashleigh,” I repeated, awkwardly smiling back. “Hi.”

“I know this is weird, but I got out on parole and the only thing I could think about is how much I wanted to see you. You’re kinda the only friend I have.” She tried to keep up her smile, but I could see the clear anxiety behind it.

I slowly nodded my head, remembering how nervous she’d been about going before the parole board in her last letter. That had been almost three weeks ago, and I’d been getting worried because I hadn’t heard from her since.

Now I understood why.

While I was trying to figure out what to say next her stomach growled noisily, and that was enough to make me laugh a little and relax further.

“Are you hungry? I just made dinner. It sucks, though, just so you know.”

Relieved, Ashleigh’s smile widened. “Can’t be any worse than prison food.”

“I wouldn’t be so sure about that.” I backed out of the doorway so that she could enter my small apartment. “You can leave your stuff anywhere.”

She nodded and set her bag down near the door before slipping her bare feet out of her sneakers. While I went to the kitchen to grab another plate, Ashleigh walked into my living room to look around. I wasn’t particularly worried about her robbing me because I didn’t have anything worth stealing, but my eyes inexplicably trailed her every move.

Mostly I was trying to reconcile the person from the letters with the pretty girl in front of me. For so many years she’d been this vague, amorphous presence in my life, and now I had to see her as a flesh-and-blood person who incidentally, had a very nice, round butt.

The thing that surprised me the most about her was her voice. Despite knowing she’d been born and raised in Mississippi I truly hadn’t expected her to have such a thick Southern drawl. It was melodic and charming, and so very different from anyone else I knew. My family was from Vermont and had a very prim and proper way of speaking, and knowing them they’d probably balk at the way she stretched and slurred her words.

I set a full plate of spaghetti and bread down on the table, and she walked over to perch herself on the edge of her chair. “Thanks,” she said, taking the fork I offered her. She immediately began to shovel the food down her throat by the forkful, stuffing her mouth to the point where her cheeks began to puff out. She guarded her plate as though she were afraid someone would take it away from her, and I wondered how the hell she wasn’t choking on it.

“Slow down, there’s plenty of food left if you want it,” I said.

She swallowed what was in her mouth and gave me an embarrassed smile. “Sorry. Bad habit.” After that she made a concerted effort to eat more slowly, but it was still double my speed.

I waited until she seemed finished before I spoke again, leaning forward onto my cheap IKEA dining table. “So, congratulations on getting out. The parole hearing must’ve gone really well if you were able to get here so quickly.”

“Yeah, ‘cause of good behavior and everything. I was serious when I said your letters kept my head on straight. You were my goal, and the thought of finally meeting you is what kept me outta trouble; now I just gotta stay outta trouble for the next year and a half.” Her expression became nervous again, and her tongue poked out to lick at her lips. “As part of my parole I have to stay in a crime and drug-free environment, so my mama’s place is out.”

“Oh.” I wasn’t stupid. Though she hadn’t outright said anything, I knew exactly what she was asking of me.

It was a hell of a thing for her to spring on a person she’d never met before, but what kind of friend would I be if I didn’t help her when she needed it the most? If I turned her away she’d most likely end up on the streets, and that would significantly increase her chances of being arrested and thrown right back into prison.

Besides, after talking to her for so long, I wasn’t too worried about my safety. Her crime had been terrible, sure, but she hadn’t killed anyone, and she was also risking a lot by coming to someone who was basically a stranger. She’d trusted that I was who I said I was, and had pinned the bus pass and fifty dollars the prison had given her on that hope.

“Well…you can stay here until you find something better, if you want.”

Ashleigh’s face lit up. “Really?”

“Sure. Not for free, of course.”

She quickly nodded her head. “Yeah, ’course not.” She reached out to grab my hand, staring straight into my eyes with every ounce of sincerity she possessed. “I really appreciate this, Noah. I was a really bad person before you started writing me because I had nothing to live for and nothing to look forward to. But knowing there was one person out there who gave a shit…I dunno, it made all the difference. You’re exactly the kinda person I thought you were.”

Hearing that I swallowed hard, because to be frank, it was a lot of pressure. I was only twenty-three years old and fresh out of college, and being responsible for a convicted felon I barely knew seemed too much for me to handle. But I didn’t want to let her down when she’d already come so far, so I forced a smile. “We all need help sometimes. I’ll do everything I can to help you.”

Ashleigh nodded and gave me a giddy smile, though it quickly lessened into a nervous one. “Um…can I have a hug? It’s been a while,” she said. My face must’ve shown my apprehension at the idea because she immediately backtracked. “Nevermind. Forget it.”

“No, it’s okay. Here.” I stood up and held out my arms, and jumping to her feet she rushed around the table to gleefully cling to me. Her arms were strong as she squeezed my thin body, almost to the point of being painful, but the feel of her full, soft breasts pressing against my chest made it worth it.

It was fine up until I felt what was definitely her hard cock pressing into my stomach, and then I swallowed hard. It made sense that she’d be…excited after being locked up for almost five years, so while I couldn’t really fault her for it it still made me nervous.

Right as I was about to say something she let me go, staring down at me with bright eyes. “I can handle all the chores and stuff as thanks for letting me stay. I used to have to do all that when I lived with my mama anyway, so I’m good at it.”

“Oh, uh, that’ll be great.”

She hugged me again, this time without asking and for much longer. “This is gonna be a lot of fun, Noah. I can feel it.”


Chapter 2

Although I’d initially had concerns about having Ashleigh stay with me, it turned out that I had absolutely nothing to worry about. Sure, there were a few minor hiccups—it took her a little while to get used to using knives and forks again, she rarely wore a bra around the apartment, and she washed our clothes in the sink until I insisted that she use the washing machine—but for the most part we just had a lot of fun together.

Before she’d moved in I’d just go to work, come home to my lonely apartment, and either watch TV or play games. I still did all that, but now when I walked through the door I had someone to welcome me home with a hot meal and a smile. Instead of video games she taught me the card games she’d learned in prison, and rather than watch TV we spent hours talking on the couch. Just like she’d been in her letters she was witty and interesting, and we got along much better than I’d expected given our very different backgrounds.

If there was any cause for concern it was her penchant for hugging me. I didn’t mind it much because I could tell that it made her happy, but occasionally those hugs would transform into lingering cuddles, lasting for up to a minute or more. My parents hadn’t exactly been the warm, touchy-feely type, so being hugged “just because” took some getting used to.

I also usually felt her cock rubbing up against either my stomach or ass depending on how she was hugging me, and when that happened I’d have to pry her off of me; no easy task considering her arms were like strong, sinewy steel cables. Although she never said anything about it, the way she looked at me suggested that she was very well aware.

Apart from that minor issue, I was genuinely glad to have her. She hadn’t yet mentioned any plans to leave, and I secretly hoped that she’d be sticking around for a long time.

After an especially grueling day of battling traffic I was glad to be home, and I opened the door to see Ashleigh waiting with the biggest smile. She immediately pounced, squeezing me so hard that I swore I heard my bones creak.

“I got a job!” she exclaimed, nearly vibrating in her excitement. “It’s at the grocery store down the street, and since I worked at one before they hired me almost on the spot.”

Hearing that made me grin. As part of her terms of release, she had to maintain stable employment or at least show that she was trying hard to find it. Unfortunately, she’d been denied for dozens of jobs already and had been starting to feel pretty down about it. A felon out on parole that could be sent back at any time made most potential employers leery, and while it sucked, I completely understood their perspective; if I didn’t know her as well as I did I probably wouldn’t have hired her either.

I returned her tight hug. “That’s great, Ash!”

Ashleigh nodded excitedly, green eyes sparkling. “I start next week. I’m just gonna be grabbing carts and cleaning and stuff, but it’s a start. The manager went to jail before—regular jail, and only for like two months—so after I explained my situation to her she decided to give me a chance.“

Her words came fast and excited, and more than that I could hear the relief in her voice. She was finally going to be able to move forward after so many years of being forced to stay still.

“We should get some takeout or something to celebrate. My parents always liked to get Chinese.”

Her excitement noticeably dampened, and she finally let me go. “I never had that before.”

“You’ve never had Chinese food?” I asked, taken aback. She was twenty-four years old—a whole year older than me—so for her to not have had something so basic was astounding. Sure, five of those years had been in prison, but still.

“Is ramen noodles Chinese?”

I had to work hard not to laugh. “No, but you’ll like it, I promise. It’s absolutely terrible for you.”

“Then I already like it.”

I put in a call to have it delivered, and an hour later we were sitting at the table with a spread of salt and oil. Like usual she ate quickly and her table manners left a lot to be desired, but I loved watching her eyes light up as she tried each new dish. I’d ordered all kinds of things for her to try—noodles, fried rice, pork spare ribs, and chicken wings—and she loved every bit of it. When we were done we retreated to the couch to watch a movie, feeling fat and tired and happy.

We were halfway through one of the many Terminator movies when she turned her body to face me, tucking one bare leg beneath her body. “Thanks for celebrating with me tonight. I think the last time I had anyone do something like this for me was my sixth birthday.” Her eyes were wet and glassy, and I could tell that admitting it was painful, but her smile was still happy.

It felt awkward to be thanked for something so small, especially since I’d only spent thirty bucks. “You got that job all on your own.”

“Maybe, but knowing you’re here for me goes a really long way. I’m not scared to fail no more.”

“Oh. Well…I’m glad.” The combination of the greasy food and the fatigue from working all day finally caught up with me, and I yawned widely. “I’m heading to bed.”

Before I could stand she leaned forward to hug me like she always did, only this time she pressed a soft kiss to my cheek too. “Goodnight, Noah.”

The feel of her plump lips made me feel warm all over, and embarrassed, I forced a tight smile and rushed into the bathroom. I’d been trying hard not to read too far into her actions and keep our friendship completely chaste and platonic, but when she did things like that it made it extremely difficult.

I quickly showered and changed into fresh underwear, and after that I climbed half naked into bed. I fell asleep almost as soon as my head hit the pillow, but at some point in the middle of the night I woke up with my mouth sticky and dry from all the salty food I’d eaten. Without bothering to put any clothes on I got up to get something to drink, tiptoeing out of my bedroom to avoid waking Ashleigh on my way to the kitchen.

To my surprise the lamp on the side table was on despite the late hour, and in the low lighting I could see her blonde hair hanging over the edge of the couch. Soft moans and whispered words floated from where she was supposed to be sleeping, and my first thought was that she was either talking in her sleep or maybe even having a nightmare.

Concerned, I crept over to make sure that she was okay. As I got closer her words became clearer, and I was finally able to understand what she was saying.

“You little fucking slut. You love my big cock, don’t you, Noah? Take it, baby,” Ashleigh moaned.

My eyebrows shot up and I stopped in my tracks, because that hadn’t been what I’d been expecting to hear at all. I didn’t know what kind of dream she was having, but whatever it was I was apparently the star.

If I were smart I’d turn around and head back to my bedroom. I’d climb back into bed, pull the covers up to my chin, and pretend that I hadn’t heard anything at all.

Instead I snuck over on bare feet, barely breathing as I inched closer to get a better look. I poked my head over the back of the couch and gasped at the sight of her masturbating, one hand stroking her thick shaft while the other held a wrinkled scrap of paper.

Her eyes shot wide open at the sound of my gasp and she let out a little squeak, scrambling to sit up while covering herself with her blanket. It did absolutely nothing to hide her erection, her dick making a large lump that pulsed with her heartbeat.

I truly didn’t know what to say. Until now she hadn’t let on that she was into me and certainly not that she apparently wanted to fuck me, but seeing the shame and terror on her face I swallowed hard and came around the couch to sit down next to her.

“I don’t know how to make this any less awkward, so…I heard you say my name.”

Ashleigh stayed quiet for a long time, protectively wrapping her arms around herself. “You know how I said you got me through prison?” she finally asked, and when I nodded, she continued. “I used your picture to get off every night.”

She pulled the photo out again so I could see, and my gaze fell to the scrap of paper in her hand. It was so wrinkled and crusty that I could barely make out my dark hair and hazel eyes, but even between that and the dim lighting it was unmistakably me.

I remembered sending her the picture years ago, and more than that I remembered her reply. She’d been effusive in her praise, calling me cute and adorable and handsome, though at the time I’d assumed she was just being nice so that I’d keep writing to her. Looking at the sorry state of my picture, apparently not.

“And the other stuff you were saying?” I asked. She visibly paled, horrified, and I put my hand on her knee to reassure her. “You can tell me.”

She sucked a deep breath and let it out in one long, continuous sigh. “I have these…episodes sometimes, usually when I get really mad or really horny. It’s like all the good parts of me shut off, and all the worst parts come out without me knowing. The prison shrink said they come from the abuse I went through and from feeling like things are out of my control, and she thinks I end up hurting people as a fucked up way to grab some of that control back. I dunno if all that’s true or not, I just know they scare me.” She looked up at me with large, pleading eyes. “I’d never do that to you, though, I swear. It’s why I don’t drink no more, because that always made it a lot worse.”

It took me a few seconds to digest her words. She’d never mentioned any of that to me in her letters, that she apparently sometimes snapped and lost complete control of herself. I hadn’t been able to understand before how someone so sweet and beautiful could do something so horrible, even if some might have considered her actions justified.

Now I did.

I also understood why she’d left that part of it out, because there was no way any sane person would trust her knowing that she could snap at any time. But she’d told me the truth knowing full well how it would make her look, so for that I felt compelled to cut her some slack.

“So you’ve had the hots for me all this time?” I teased, changing subjects to hopefully put her at ease. It had the opposite effect, making her look even more terrified, and I couldn’t help but roll my eyes. “Just be honest.”

“I was trying not to,” Ashleigh mumbled, hanging her head.

I moved my hand further up her thigh, and she jerked her head up to look at me with wide, surprised eyes. “And if I said that I was okay with it?”

It was only one way that I could think to reassure her and show that I accepted the thing she hated most about herself, and also that her fantasizing about me didn’t bother me at all.

Part of that was probably because It’d been a while since I’d had any kind of physical contact with a woman, and her hugging me every chance she got certainly didn’t help any. She was a very pretty woman who seemed to have a strong aversion to underwear, so getting a glimpse of her hard nipples poking through her tank top or a peek at her cock head sticking out of the bottom of her shorts had been testing my patience for weeks. I was still a man, and as a man I could only watch her prance around in such little clothing for so long.

Her lips parted and her eyes turned dark. “Don’t.”

I moved my hand closer to her crotch, now touching her dick through the thin blanket. “Why not? You mean you don’t want me to?”

“I’m jerking it to your picture twice a day, ‘course I want you to. I just…I swore to myself that when I got out I wouldn’t touch you. I can’t lose you, Noah. You’re the only good thing I ever had in my life.”

Her words sounded sweet, but her face told a very different story. There was an eagerness and longing in her expression she couldn’t quite hide, and it made me feel warm all over.

“Then I guess it’s a good thing I’m the one doing the touching.” While she looked on I slowly lowered the blanket until her thick pink cock revealed itself. It was half hard and lying on her upper thigh, but as I stared at it, it gradually grew to full mast until it was sticking straight up in the air.

Like me she was uncircumcised and it glistened with her pre-cum, and a large droplet of it beaded from her slit. I swallowed hard because I truly hadn’t expected it to be quite that big, and more than that I wasn’t sure what to do. All I knew was that I wanted to ease the anxious look on her face.

Ashleigh hissed through clenched teeth when I wrapped my hand around the base of her shaft, and just like that her resolve crumbled. She leaned her head back against the couch and closed her eyes, allowing me full access to do whatever I wanted.

I began to slowly stroke her, sliding my palm up and down the soft steel of her cock and feeling every ridge and vein beneath my fingers. Because she’d been masturbating before I arrived her cock was already slick with her pre-cum, and with each pump of my hand more seeped from the tip to help my palm glide along the smooth skin even easier.

The more comfortable I became the quicker my hand moved which had the added effect of making her breath come in faster pants. Emboldened, I began to explore the spongy softness of the head, tracing its silken contours with my fingertips to tantalizing results.

As I looked on, fascinated, she swelled and grew even larger in my grip until I had trouble getting my fingers all the way around her. I was pretty sure that she was about to cum—hard—but then her hand tightly grabbed my wrist to stop me.

“Wait,” Ashleigh breathed. She shifted our positions so that she was sitting right in front of me, and then she pressed her perfect ass right up against my dick.

“What are you doing?” I asked, confused.

With an impish smirk she began to slowly grind herself on my dick through my boxer briefs, and I groaned into the dimness of the room. “This don’t count as me touching you.” She put my hand on her cock again in a not-so-subtle hint for me to get back to work, and I immediately obliged.

While she gyrated on my dick through my boxer briefs, I kept stroking her until her heavy pants turned into soft groans. Her fingers dug deeply into the couch cushions for both balance and to hold herself back from touching me, a battle she seemed to be on the verge of losing.

“Your hands are so soft,” she moaned, humping herself up into my hand. Her pre-cum spilled in a steady stream down the side of her shaft, making her so slick and slippery that wet schlicking sounds filled the quiet room.

“Am I doing it right?”

Ashleigh quickly nodded her head. “Yeah, just keep going.”

Emboldened by her praise, I grinned. I loved knowing that what I was doing was giving her so much pleasure. It turned me on to turn her on, and the more firmly she rubbed her ass against my own painfully hard dick, the harder I tried to reciprocate.

All too soon the delicious friction of her soft ass cheeks became too much for me to handle, and I felt my balls tighten almost painfully as they readied themselves to cum. Despite my best efforts to hold back I orgasmed first, splattering the insides of my underwear with cum while I gasped and shook my way through the best orgasm of my life.

It seemed to go on for hours, long enough that I began to worry it’d never end. Every part of my body tingled, with most of the pleasure concentrated in the head of my dick.

After an agonizingly long time I fell limp and exhausted against her shoulder. My cum seeped through the thin fabric of my underwear to make a sticky mess on the ass that was still lazily rubbing against me.

When I fully came to I realized she’d grabbed my hand and used it to keep me stroking her, and wanting to return the favor I focused most of my attention on the dark red head of her cock. I used a second hand to play with her warm, heavy balls, and that was all it took to push her over the edge. Once again her dick began to twitch and swell in my grip, and with a keening whimper, she stiffened in my arms.

Her hips shot into the air as a long stream of thick, milky cum shot from the tip of her cock to splash against her chest and stomach. Five more spurts that were just as strong followed, and then the final few splattered against my hands. They made wet squelching sounds as I continued to milk the dregs from her balls, squeezing the final few droplets out until she grabbed them to make me stop.

While I used the blanket to wipe off my sticky hands Ashleigh slumped back into me, resting her head on my shoulder as she struggled to get her breathing under control. Now that I could see her face more clearly she looked completely relaxed, a small, lazy smile playing on her lips.

When she saw me staring at her her smile widened to be even larger than when she’d first shared the news about her new job, revealing a full row of pristine white teeth. “That felt fucking amazing, Noah,” she sighed, gazing up at me through half-lidded eyes.

I smiled back, albeit hesitantly. Now that I was no longer horny my more rational side returned, and suddenly I felt a little concerned about how us fooling around could impact our friendship. But seeing the genuine joy on her face made me think that what we were doing couldn’t be all that bad, especially since it was only going to be a one-time thing.


Chapter 3

Ashleigh became remarkably more upbeat after finding a stable job. She worked four days a week from seven in the morning to three in the afternoon, and on the days she worked she was waiting at home for me with stories about her weird co-workers and complaints about annoying, overbearing customers. It was always with barely hidden excitement though, and watching the way her eyes lit up as she spoke I knew that she wouldn’t have changed any of it for the world.

Her early schedule meant we could still spend our evenings together, and just like before we hung out most nights. There’d also been a few repeats of me jerking her off, and it usually happened when we were watching a movie with a sex scene in it. She’d begin to fidget and rub her thighs together until I felt sorry for her and gave her some attention.

At first she’d still been terrified of touching me when it came to returning the favor, and had exploited the very flimsy loophole of using everything besides her hands to help me get off too. Sometimes she’d use her breasts and sometimes she’d use her thighs, but mostly she used her perfect ass to grind on my dick until I made a mess in my underwear.

I was glad when she finally got over her weird concerns because I was going through a lot of underwear, and now her favorite thing to do was sit as close as possible to me with one of her warm, fleshy thighs draped possessively over mine. She’d stare down at me with hungry eyes and an amused little smirk, watching every micro-expression I made as her fingers glided up and down my dick.

Her pants would grow heavier as mine did, and her face would get closer and closer until I could feel her warm breath on my lips. When I finally let myself go she’d whisper into my ear what a good job I’d done and how much fun she’d had watching me cum, and all with that same Cheshire cat grin. I didn’t quite know how to feel about the way she spoke to me in those moments, but since it seemed to make her happy I decided not to think too hard about it.

While I felt flattered that Ashleigh liked to keep her focus on me, it really wasn’t healthy at all. I needed to get her out of the apartment and mingling with other people as I didn’t think it was a good thing for her to only talk to me if she wanted to get reintegrated into society. Based on her stories I’d gathered that most of her co-workers were a lot older, and the few that weren’t she just didn’t have much interest in outside of work, so it was up to me to help her out.

I walked into the living room while she was doing the exercise routine she’d begun in prison. Even after getting out she still did it twice a day, every single day, and it served as both her workout and her meditation. It certainly explained her trim and strong physique, and while I was impressed by the muscles of her arms and back rippling as she went through a series of strength and yoga exercises, I mostly stared at her round, taut ass swaying in the air.

Ashleigh finished what she was doing and rolled over onto her back to look at me, enticingly crossing one smooth, bare thigh over the other. “See something you like?” she asked with a smirk, stretching languorously until her top rode up to reveal the bottoms of her full breasts.

It took me a few moments to speak. Even after seeing her in various states of undress so many times her body still never failed to stop me in my tracks. “Some co-workers and I are going bowling, and we could use another person to make the teams even. Do you want to come?”

Her eyes lit up and she jumped to her feet. “Definitely!”

I blinked at the instant reply. I’d been expecting to have to do some convincing. “Really? I didn’t think you’d be interested.”

“Well, you’ll be there, so I’m interested.”

“Oh. Cool,” I mumbled, feeling my face warm. She had no problem saying cheesy, embarrassing things straight to my face, and I still wasn’t used to it. My family were experts at keeping everything bottled up inside, so being around someone so open and honest was both strange and refreshing.

She also had no qualms about changing right in front of me, and while I looked on she stripped naked before going into my bedroom to get dressed, her hips swinging the entire way. It was gratuitous and solely for my benefit, but I certainly wasn’t going to complain about it.

She reappeared a little while later wearing leggings, her usual denim skirt, and a plain white tank top beneath one of my red flannel shirts, which was very typical of her outfits. Every article of clothing she owned could fit into a single dresser drawer, so she regularly raided my closet for extra things to wear. Annoyingly they always seemed to look better on her, too.

We hopped in my car to drive down to the bowling alley, and once there I paid for a couple hours for us both. They gave us our bowling shoes, and then we found my co-workers—Robert and Sarah—waiting in the furthest lane. Both were on my engineering team at work, and while I didn’t consider them friends since we only ate lunch and commiserated over our heavy workloads as new employees, they were good people.

After a brief round of introductions we split into teams, Ashleigh and I on one and my co-workers on the other, and it quickly became clear to me that I’d have to carry us both.

I’d grown up in a boring suburb where your entertainment choices were basically mini-golf, the movies, and bowling, so as a result I’d gotten pretty good at it. Ashleigh would playfully kiss me on the cheek whenever I got a strike, seeming to take great delight in making me blush in front of my co-workers.

She still mainly talked to me, but as the hour wore on she gradually opened up to my co-workers too. It made me really happy to see her having a conversation with someone else besides me, and especially another woman.

I went up to the bar to get another round of drinks—beers for me and my co-workers and a Diet Coke for Ashleigh—and while I waited for the clerk to make the drinks and ring them up, Sarah quietly approached me. She was slim and dark-haired and cute with large brown eyes and a gentle smile, and if I was being honest with myself I’d had a bit of a crush on her when we’d first met.

“Are you and Ashleigh dating?” she asked, leaning against the bar next to me.

Confused by the sudden question, I frowned. “No, we’re just friends.”

“Oh. Well, I don’t know if she sees it that way.”

“Why do you say that?”

“She was really interested in our friendship, and asked me a lot of questions about what we did together at work.” She paused for a few seconds, cutely scrunching her face up as though trying to find the correct words. “How do you know her again?”

“I met her when I was in college. Why?” I asked. It wasn’t exactly a lie, but somehow I didn’t think it was a good idea to mention the whole prison thing just yet.

“Well, she sort of threatened me to stay away from you.”

My heart sank. The only time I’d lost sight of Ashleigh was when she and Sarah had gone to the bathroom together, and I’d hoped that she might’ve been on her way to making a friend that wasn’t me.

So much for that.

“Are you sure?” I asked. “She’s a little rough around the edges, but I don’t think she’s the type of person to make threats.”

“Maybe threatened was the wrong word. I guess it’s more like she tried to imply that it wouldn’t be a good thing for me if we became any closer. I don’t know, it was really scary. She basically cornered me.”

As much as I didn’t want to believe it, it certainly wasn’t outside of the realm of possibility. When it was just the two of us I usually forgot that Ashleigh had ever been incarcerated. She was sweet and charming and affectionate, and not much different than any other woman I’d met since moving to the South.

But when we were around strangers she’d sometimes stare at them, sizing them up and even outright glaring if she thought they were looking at us a little too much for her liking. I could easily see her being aggressive towards someone that she actually felt threatened by.

I didn’t want to just brush it under the rug in case it was true and Ashleigh really did try to do something to Sarah, and I certainly couldn’t have her scaring people away from me. It seemed like a good idea to get out in front of the situation before it became a bigger problem in the future, even if there wasn’t anyone I was particularly interested in at the moment.

We continued to play another two games after that, but Ashleigh’s congratulatory kisses didn’t feel nearly as good as they had before. I started to wonder if they were her way of staking her claim on me in front of Sarah, and the thought of her trying to have any kind of ownership over me made me feel deeply uncomfortable.

Unfortunately we lost every single game—Ashleigh had never bowled before, and I wasn’t quite good enough to carry the both of us—and after a quick round of goodbyes we headed out to make it home before her curfew.

The drive back to my apartment was nearly silent as I contemplated how to best voice my concerns, but in the end we made it home without me saying anything at all. It wasn’t until we were changing into our night clothes that Ashleigh confronted me, half naked and with her hands resting on her hips.

“Why’re you being so quiet?” she asked with narrowed green eyes.

As tempting as it was to lie at that moment, I instead sat down on the edge of my bed and sighed. “We need to talk, Ash. It’s nothing that bad,” I rushed to explain when her eyes went wide and worried.

“What is it then?”

I took a deep breath, unsure of how to broach the subject with her. I needed to address my concerns without her knowing Sarah had spoken to me, because even while I doubted she’d actually attack her, at this point I really couldn’t be sure.

“So, look—we’re friends. And as friends, we have to be able to give each other some space to pursue other relationships. Okay?”

Even as the words left my mouth they didn’t feel quite right, and glancing up at her face she seemed to agree. The expression that appeared was a mixture of disappointment and resignation, and her lips formed a tight line.

“Okay?” I repeated.

“I don’t know what you want me to say. I figured you’d want me gone sooner or later. I’m used to it.”

Taken aback by the accusation, I blinked. “What? That’s not what I said at all.”

“You don’t have to say it,” she snapped. “I saw some places a few blocks away that are in my price range. If you give me a couple of months I can save up enough for the deposit.”

“Ashleigh, I don’t want you to leave. I love having you stay with me. I just wanted to set some boundaries for our friendship.”

Her shoulders relaxed, but she still looked tense. “What kinda boundaries?”

“Well, when it comes to dating and relationships, neither one of us should interfere with the other if we find someone we’re interested in. That’s all.”

“Oh. Well, does that ‘boundary’ mean we can’t hug no more?”

“We can still do that,” I said.

“What about…the other stuff?” she asked, biting her lip and taking a step closer.

My cheeks flushed. “That stuff too, as long as we’re both committed to keeping our friendship platonic.”

“Then I got nothing to complain about.” She sighed and now fully relaxed. “Don’t scare me like that, Noah.”

“Sorry. But are you okay with that? The two of us only being friends?”

Ashleigh shrugged her shoulders. “‘Course I am. I know someone like me can’t be with someone like you. I’ve always known that, even before I got locked up. Us being friends who help each other out sometimes is already better than I could hope for.”

Hearing her say it so matter of factly, like it was obvious that we couldn’t be together, made me really sad. It was what I wanted, but not at the expense of her thinking it was because she was somehow undeserving.

“When you find someone you like just let me know, and I’ll start looking for a new place to stay. Until then…” She playfully straddled my lap and wrapped her arms around my neck. “I really need a hug.”

I huffed a quiet laugh and returned it, enjoying the feel of her soft, warm breasts against my chest through her bra as she squeezed me. A little while later her dick hardened, and then she began to grind it more firmly against mine until we were both straining in our underwear.

Ashleigh pulled back to stare me straight in the eyes. Her gaze fell to my lips, and her teeth chewed at her bottom lip with something akin to longing.

It made me wonder what it would feel like to kiss her. I’d felt her pillowy lips against my cheek all night, and each time she’d pulled away there’d been a pleasant tingle that had lasted for a long time afterwards.

She must’ve been thinking the same as her eyes darted back up to look at me, and she hesitated for a long time before speaking. “Friends kiss each other, right?”

I nervously licked my lips. “I guess. Sometimes.”

Hearing that Ashleigh quickly leaned in, but on pure instinct, I pulled away. She paused and narrowed her eyes, very clearly annoyed, and the ice in her gaze sent a shudder down my spine. Her hand came up to cup my jaw so that I couldn’t move, and then she brought her face towards me again.

She gently but firmly pressed her lips against mine, and just like I’d expected it felt absolutely amazing. I didn’t think I was alone in that as her cock jumped and expanded the moment our lips touched, and she moaned softly into my mouth.

I probably should’ve been more bothered that she’d kissed me right after I’d tried to set some boundaries, but the feel of her warm, soft lips made it really hard to care. Her long tongue forced its way inside my mouth to swirl against mine soon afterwards, and then her other hand cupped the back of my head to more easily control my movements. Combined with her cock still grinding against mine I became lightheaded and dizzy, the natural high spreading waves of pleasure to every part of my body.

At least until she abruptly pulled away. When my eyes could focus again her cheeks were red and flushed, and she was looking at me in a way that I could only describe as hungry.

“That probably wasn’t a good idea,” she mumbled shakily, more to herself than to me.

Still trying to blink away the stars, I frowned. “Was it that bad?”

“Not exactly.” She removed her arms and started to stand, but reluctant to end things without at least a little clarification, I held her fast. “Noah, you need to let me go.” Her voice sounded tight and strained, and the look in her eyes betrayed her words. They were large and wanting, and her breathing was coming in harsh pants.

“Why?” I asked, confused. “Are you mad?”

“I’m not mad, but you really need to let me go. Right now.”

Instead of doing as she asked I squeezed her tighter against me. “I will when you tell me what’s wrong.” She didn’t answer, and instead just kept staring at me with that same blank expression. “Ash?”

With an impatient snarl, she forced me down onto my back. Her strong hands held down mine as she loomed over me, and I could see her hard nipples poking through her bra.

“I’ve been holding back because I didn’t want to scare you off, but I can’t no more. This is your fault, Noah. You pushed me. Why did you have to push me? I told you to let me go. Fuck.” She leaned down to kiss me again. “You said you’d do anything to help me, right? You promised.” Her cock pressed against me more firmly, and it was warm and throbbing and harder than I’d ever felt before.

Her words made me swallow hard. That hadn’t been what I’d meant when I said I would help her, but maybe she was right. Maybe I had been pushing her. I was the one who’d touched her first, and it made me think that perhaps a small part of me had wanted things to end up this way—to end up helpless and vulnerable beneath her.

“Please? I promise I’ll be gentle. Say yes, Noah,” she pleaded.

Looking at the arousal and desperation in her face, I somehow got the feeling that it didn’t matter what I said. Yes or no she was going to fuck me, and the only thing my answer would change is how she’d feel about it afterwards.

I briefly wondered if this was one of those ‘episodes’ she’d been talking about, where her self-control shattered and her worst urges completely overrode her reason. The last thing I wanted was for her to feel guilty and spiral after she’d come so far, so I shakily nodded my head.

Relief poured into her expression and she kissed me again, much more tenderly this time. Her sweetness didn’t last long though as she flipped me onto my stomach so that only my top half was on the bed, and then she pulled my underwear down my legs in one smooth movement like she’d done it a million times before. I heard a quiet shuffling from behind me, and the next thing I felt was her warm, heavy cock sandwiching itself between my ass cheeks.

It seemed a lot larger than usual, and as she slid it against my hole a strange tingling developed deep within my core. Hot drops of her sticky pre-cum dripped onto my back, and feeling how far up they landed made me second guess my decision.

“I don’t think that’ll fit,” I mumbled.

“‘Course it will. I’ll make it fit.”

She reached over me to grab the oil from the nightstand—she’d bought it from her job for us to use whenever we fooled around—and drizzled a good amount directly on my puckered asshole. Her middle finger soon followed, and I groaned at the feeling of having something inside of me for the very first time.

It was different than anything I’d ever felt before. On instinct I clenched around her finger, but that didn’t stop the pad of her finger from insistently rubbing against something that had me seeing stars all over again. A warmth spread from my ass to the base of my dick until in no time I was harder than I’d probably ever been.

“Um, not that this doesn’t feel good, but…can we start with something else? Maybe I can give you a blowjob instead?”

She shoved in a second finger to twist them both inside of me, drawing another gasp from my throat. “No.” Her answer was firm and didn’t seem to leave any room for argument, so I tried to calm my quickly beating heart and swallow down my apprehension.

When I was sufficiently stretched open she took a minute or so to knead my smooth ass cheeks with her strong hands to help me relax a little more. She then spread them open to spit directly onto my hole, and soon after she pressed the spongy head of her cock right up against it.

“Breathe,” Ashleigh whispered into my ear, and as I dug my teeth into my own arm and tried to do as she’d said she slowly pressed more and more of her weight into me until the head popped in. I groaned as pain blossomed from the point where we were connected, though if I was being honest with myself it wasn’t nearly as bad as I’d been expecting.

To her credit she held completely still as I struggled to get used to the feeling of being split open. The ring of my asshole burned something fierce, and the only thing keeping me grounded me were my fingers digging into the comforter.

“Are you okay?” she asked, her voice shaking with the effort of holding back.

I almost scoffed at the question. “It hurts.”

“Well, the more you relax the better it’ll feel.” To my ears her tone didn’t sound very sympathetic, though she did try to help by soothingly rubbing my sides and back.

She continued to let me adjust for another minute, but all too soon she began using the weight of her hips to ease herself in half an inch at a time. Every now and then she’d add a little more oil or spit to help smooth the journey into my ass until I felt the downy hairs of her mound and the smooth skin of her balls pressing against my cheeks.

I could only lay panting on my bed, paralyzed by the feeling of fullness and shocked that she really did manage to make her huge cock fit. It was like someone had shoved a baseball bat inside of me, only one that was hot and pulsing with each beat of her heart.

“Your ass feels so fucking good,” Ashleigh mumbled as she pressed sucking kisses to the side of my neck.

Far too soon her impatience won out, and she pulled her hips back a few inches before shoving herself back in balls deep. It forced the air from my lungs all over again, but before I could catch my breath she repeated the movement, moaning loudly into the room.

Her hands went to my hips for better leverage, and my back sweat with the effort of taking so much of her cock so quickly. While it burned something fierce, behind that sensation was a pleasure I’d never felt before. It built deep within my core, spreading to every part of my body and making my legs jerk and spasm against my will.

She forced sounds from my throat that I’d never made before, and to my shock I was still fully hard and leaking on my own bed. One of her hands reached beneath me to wrap around my dick, and the moment she felt my slick hardness the speed of her thrusting suddenly doubled.

Her promise of being gentle seemed to be long forgotten as she fucked me hard and fast, the slapping sound of her pounding against my ass accompanying her loud grunts. After a while she leaned down and hugged my stomach so that her breasts were pressed against my back, and with her full weight on top of me I could only moan against her single-minded onslaught.

Sweaty skin slid against sweaty skin while her hips continued to rhythmically ram into me, and with each passing moment her cadence grew faster and faster. Pleasure overrode my senses until my mind went completely blank, and I couldn’t think about anything besides the feeling of tingling warmth radiating from my ass.

“I’m almost done. You’re doing so good, Noah,” she whispered into my ear. Embarrassingly I felt a little proud that I was able to please her, and I even started to push myself back onto her cock to meet her hips. A strong arm came up to wrap my neck, cutting off some of my air so that I struggled and tightened around her. It made my jaw go slack until both my dick and my mouth were drooling onto the bed as she selfishly used my body to satisfy her lust.

After a few especially hard, desperate thrusts, she buried herself deep and growled. Wet warmth filled my ass, flooding me until it spilled. All the while she kept slowly fucking me, shaking and gasping and dripping drops of drool and sweat onto my back.

She stayed on top of me for a long time afterwards, flexing her tired cock every few seconds in an effort to squeeze out the dregs of her cum and deposit them inside of me. Her warm breath brushed against the side of my neck as she struggled to regain her breath, and she’d nip lazily at the salty skin to draw little shivers from me.

With tremendous effort she rolled onto her back, and I let out a disappointed whine when she slid out of me with a wet slurp. Almost immediately her cum began to leak from my gaping asshole to run down the back of my balls and thighs, pooling onto the hardwood floor beneath us.

“I didn’t know it could be that amazing,” she said with something akin to wonder. “Did I hurt you?”

“No, but…” I turned over to lie on my back, and my dick was still red and straining as it waved in the air. It was also slick with my own precum, and while I felt embarrassed by it, her face split into a wide smile.

“That means you really liked it, right?” She sat up on an elbow to wrap a hand around my dick, and she gently squeezed it until I groaned. “Let me fix that for you, baby.”

While I curiously looked on, Ashleigh slid down my body until her face was level with my dick. She easily sucked it into the wet warmth of her mouth, and without breaking eye contact for a single moment she stared up at me and bobbed her head up and down in my lap. Two of her fingers worked their way back into my still loose asshole, and she rubbed both of them firmly against a spot inside of me that sent lightning up my spine.

I’d been on the edge of cumming almost the entire time she’d been fucking me, so I didn’t stand a chance under the combined assault of her soft sucking lips and piercing, green-eyed gaze. When I finally spurted into her mouth it was with a series of soft, strangled gasps, and the sensation spread from my dick to encompass my entire body.

She didn’t slow her movements at all as I writhed against the pleasure, swirling her tongue around the head of my cock until it became almost painful, and it wasn’t until I pushed at her head that she let me fall from between her soft, pillowy lips.

She made a big show of sexily licking and smacking her lips, sticking out her tongue to show that she’d swallowed it all. It was such an arousing sight that if she hadn’t just sucked my soul from my body I would’ve gotten hard all over again.

Ashleigh climbed onto the bed and let out a happy little sigh as she snuggled into my back, her arms wrapping around my stomach once again to hold me close. “I can’t wait to do that again,” she said into my ear before planting a kiss on my cheek.

My ass already felt stretched and raw, so the thought of being fucked again made me wince. “Um, I don’t know about that. I’m kind of sore.”

“We just have to train it some. The more we do it the more it’ll be able to take, and then I can fuck you every day.”

I swallowed hard at that. I thought it’d be sort of a one-time deal—a quick screw to take the edge off after an encounter pushed too far—but apparently our whole conversation about boundaries hadn’t landed the way it was supposed to. Sleeping together every day seemed like a recipe for disaster if we wanted to avoid developing feelings for one another.

But I was far too exhausted to think clearly, and after cumming so hard all I wanted to do was sleep. With her warm, naked body enveloping my own, I quickly drifted off. We could talk about slowing things down when we woke up in the morning.


Chapter 4

“Where are we going?” Ashleigh asked, her gaze fixed on the warm hues of the evening sky outside the window. She kept her face glued to the glass as I drove, though there wasn’t much to see besides trees and the occasional gas station along the highway.

“No matter how many times you ask, I’m still not going to tell you.”

I felt her hand land on my leg, and when I didn’t react to her fingers rubbing along the inside of my thigh she moved it up until her palm was gently cupping my crotch. “There’s no way that I can get it outta you?”

I knew what she was offering in return—a handjob, or at least a little fondling—and while the offer was certainly tempting, I held fast.

“Nope,” I said.

Annoyed, she let out a short sigh and withdrew her hand, crossing her arms over her chest. She looked a lot more like a petulant toddler than the grown woman she was supposed to be, and it was so incredibly cute that I smiled. Despite what she may have thought, I wasn’t trying to keep it a secret to provoke her; I just wanted it to be a surprise.

For the last few weeks, every time the commercial for the Georgia State Fair came on it would have her full attention. I could almost see the childlike longing in her eyes, which amused me about as much as it saddened me. She’d improved by leaps and bounds in most other areas of her life, but when it came to expressing her true desires, she still constantly held herself back.

The only thing she had no hesitation being bold about was sex, and true to her word she tried to sleep with me every chance she got. Usually I was able to placate her with my hands or mouth, but if more than a couple of days went by without her being in my ass, she’d pin me down and strongly suggest that we fuck.

It wasn’t as though I didn’t like having sex with her. She’d been right about it feeling better the more we did it, and now I even enjoyed the feeling of being warmed from the inside and stretched open by her thick cock.

My main reason for not wanting to do it too often was the way that she fucked me. If it was hard, emotionless sex I may have been more okay with it. I could’ve rationalized what we were doing as two good friends just using each other to satisfy our desires. But when she held me close, looked into my eyes, and said sweet things as she took her pleasure from my body, it became a hell of a lot harder to deny that there wasn’t something more growing between us.

It was made worse by her moving herself from the couch to my bed without asking. While it was nice to have someone to cuddle up with on the increasingly cooler autumn nights, it didn’t do anything to help dampen the warm, fuzzy feelings she stirred in my chest.

I refused to act on them though, because as shitty as it sounded I simply couldn’t date a felon. My parents were the typical straight-laced, boring, middle-class American family, and they had high hopes for my life and the person I would become.

The thought of letting them down after all they’d done for me was too terrifying to imagine, so whenever I spoke to them I didn’t mention Ashleigh at all. They cared about appearances to the point of being pretentious, and no matter how I thought about there was just no good way to explain to them that I was letting an ex-convict sleep in my bed and fuck me as she pleased.

Luckily she never pressed the issue of us becoming something more, and seemed perfectly happy staying friends who occasionally had sex with each other. I didn’t want to disappoint her either, but if it was between her and my parents my family would win out every time.

Bright colorful lights appeared in the distance, and the closer we got to them the bigger Ashleigh’s eyes became. She whipped her head around to stare at me, her mouth falling open with shock.

“Are we going to the fair?”

Since there was no point in hiding it any longer when there was a giant spinning wheel on the horizon, I shrugged and grinned. “You wanted to, right?”

“Well, yeah, but why?” she asked, still surprised.

“Because you wanted to.”

She fell silent after that, simply reaching her hand out for mine as we drove the final few miles to our destination. The grass lot was already crowded when we arrived, and the moment I parked, Ashleigh jumped out of the car. She got about ten steps before she noticed that I wasn’t right behind her, and then she turned back, ran towards me, and grabbed my arm to drag me to the brightly lit entrance.

“Anything you want to do first?” I asked after buying our tickets. I wanted her to ride anything she wanted as many times as she wanted, so I’d sprung for the unlimited ride wristbands too.

She glanced around at the dozens of rides and booths surrounding us, looking overwhelmed and unsure. “I dunno, I never been to a fair before.”

“Then let’s start small.”

I took her to the merry-go-round first, where she appeared to be having more fun than the kids. She moved from one horse to another and back again, trying to figure out which was the best seat. Next we got onto the spinning teacups, and then we rode the roller coaster over and over again until she almost screamed herself hoarse.

In between rides we played rigged carnival games, watched the pig races, and cuddled animals in the petting zoo, and when we needed a break we stopped for food and drinks. She had a huge smile on her face the entire time, and that alone made the hour-long drive worth it.

I watched her tear into a greasy funnel cake from across the picnic table we were sitting at, and as she danced and jiggled in her seat with delight I once again marvelled at her beauty. She had on a pair of painted-on blue jeans and an old corduroy brown jacket with a plain white t-shirt beneath it, and for once she’d even put on a bra. A cream-colored knit beanie covered her wavy blonde hair, and she wore her usual dirty white sneakers on her feet. I always thought she looked great, but seeing her dressed up a little was a very pleasant and refreshing change.

Ashleigh finished her snack and leaned back in her seat, looking full, happy, and thoroughly satisfied. “Thanks for this, Noah. When I was a kid my mama would yell at me whenever I asked to go, so after a while I just stopped asking. For anything.”

I fought back a frown and forced myself to smile for her instead. “Well, is it everything you hoped for?”

“It’s better, ‘cause I’m here with you,” she said, grinning cheesily. A young couple the next table over caught her eye, and her smile waned as she watched one of them feed ice cream to the other. “You know I never been on a date before?”

My eyebrows rose. “Never?”

Ashleigh slowly shook her head. “I used to watch those stupid teen movies on TV, of the boy asking a girl out, taking her somewhere nice, and then giving her a big kiss goodnight at the end of it. When I was younger they made me hopeful, but when I got older they just made me bitter.” She paused and stared down at her empty plate. “I wish this was a date,” she mumbled, almost too quiet for me to hear.

Hearing that I swallowed hard, and suddenly I felt like the most selfish asshole in the world. While she hadn’t said as much, I wasn’t oblivious. I knew that she liked me as more than a friend. I’d been lying to myself by saying she was cool with our arrangement because I didn’t want to face the truth; that by offering her everything except my love and commitment, I was probably hurting her more.

It was the last thing I wanted to do, especially to someone who knew me better than anyone else. Because she’d been this faceless entity on the other side of my letters for so many years, I’d bared my soul to her and told her the things I couldn’t say out loud to anyone else. She’d never mocked me or belittled my feelings, and she was the only person in my life that I didn’t pretend with. I couldn’t imagine being so connected to another person, and for both of our sakes I figured it was time I stopped kidding myself—my parents’ opinion be damned.

“It is a date,” I said.

Ashleigh rolled her eyes. “I mean a real one, not just between friends.”

“Like I said, it’s a date,” I repeated, more firmly this time.

She stared at me with silent disbelief for a few seconds, almost like she was waiting for me to laugh and say that I was just kidding, but then her smile grew. “So that means I get a goodnight kiss and everything at the end, right?”

“You were going to get that anyway whether I liked it or not,” I said with a snort.

Her smile turned predatory. “True.” She leaned forward to peck me on the lips, letting me taste the sweetness from the powdered sugar still around her mouth. “I know you’re just saying all this because that’s the kind of sweet person you are, but thanks, you’re a really good friend. Can we get something to drink? I’m kinda thirsty after all that sugar.”

She jumped up to head back towards the food stalls, and disappointed, I followed. I only had myself to blame for saying to her face that we were just friends, so it would probably take more than one date and a few words to convince her that I was serious.

After buying some hot apple cider we joined the crowd heading towards the main stage to watch some local country band perform, but I’d barely taken five steps before someone bumped into me hard enough to make me spill my drink all over my t-shirt and jeans. When I looked up to see who’d hit me there was a small group of drunk, swaying college students taking up most of the walkway.

Not a single one of them stopped which I thought was pretty rude, and while I was annoyed that I’d be smelling like cinnamon until I got home, on the whole it wasn’t that big of a deal. I returned to the stall to grab some napkins, and while my back was turned, Ashleigh stomped forward to confront the students.

“Hey!” she shouted at their retreating backs.

The kids stopped and looked back at her, appearing confused, and without any hesitation whatsoever Ashleigh got right into their faces. She balled her fists and planted her feet, glaring at them with a dangerous look I’d never seen before.

“You spilled his drink. Apologize.”

They continued to stare blankly at her for a few seconds, most of them too drunk to fully comprehend what she was saying. And then one of the girls in the group rolled her eyes, flipped Ashleigh off, and turned away to continue walking, mumbling something that sounded a lot like ‘trashy bitch’ under her breath.

In a flash, Ashleigh was on her. She threw her cider at the back of the girl’s head and grabbed her hard by her hair, forcing the girl’s neck to twist at an awkward angle as she screamed bloody murder. Though she clawed desperately at Ashleigh’s hand and forearm to try to get away, Ashleigh had too much reach on her and her grip was far too strong.

It took me a few seconds longer than I would’ve liked to react, but when I saw Ashleigh cock her fist back I gasped and leaped forward to grab her arm before she could throw a punch and make the situation worse. With one hand she easily shoved me away, forcefully enough to nearly send me sprawling, so on my second approach I wrapped both of my arms around her stomach and used every ounce of strength I possessed to pull them apart.

Between me and the other girl’s friends we finally managed to separate them, and without pausing to make sure the girl was okay I bodily dragged Ashleigh towards the exit and then to my car to get her away before security or the police showed up. She fought me the entire way, cursing and spitting and swinging so wildly that once or twice I nearly caught an elbow for my troubles.

I’d never seen anyone get so angry before. It was like she’d been possessed by some violent, vengeful spirit, taken over to the point where I couldn’t find a single trace of the sweet Southern girl I’d been living with for the past few months in her terrifying expression.

She didn’t start to calm down until we were back on the highway, and then like a switch had been flipped, she just stopped. In an instant she’d gone from swearing and punching my dashboard to complete silence and stillness.

When I glanced over to see if she was okay she looked shell-shocked, though truth be told I wasn’t doing much better. She’d told me about her episodes months ago, but hearing about them and experiencing one firsthand were two very different things. I didn’t know what to say to her, because an explosion like that was far beyond my ability to handle.

I eventually heard quiet sniffling from the passenger seat, and while I was still shaken up, I reached for her hand to reassure her. “It’s okay, Ash.”

“It’s not okay. It was the best night of my life and I fucking ruined it, just like I ruin everything.” She snatched her hand away and turned her body towards her door, curling up in the seat to put herself out of my reach.

No matter how hard I tried to talk to her after that she wouldn’t respond. Even when we got home she barely spoke to me until I eventually gave up, deciding to shower off the sticky cider with the hopes that she’d be feeling better by the time I was done.

To my disappointment she was still fully clothed when I emerged, sitting on the couch with her shoulders hunched and her gaze trained on her lap.

“Are you coming to bed?” I asked.

Ashleigh slowly shook her head. “I’m gonna stay up a little while longer.”

Hearing the exhaustion and dejection in her voice, I frowned. As tempting as it was to force her to talk to me, Ashleigh never did anything she didn’t want to, and in the worst case she’d shut herself off from me even more.

“Okay.” I walked over to kiss her goodnight like I always did, and when she turned her head away so that I got her cheek instead my heart sank. She’d never denied affection from me before.

“You should go on to sleep,” she murmured quietly, finally looking up at me. She tried to smile but it was flat and empty and cold, just like the defeated look in her eyes.


Chapter 5

For a full week following the fight at the fair, she continued to be cold and standoffish towards me. If I worked up the courage to try and initiate sex she’d rebuff my advances, usually mumbling something about being too tired, and when we went to bed at night she’d fully turn her back to me. After the first couple of nights she didn’t even do that, deciding to move back to the couch full time instead.

Our backgrounds were just so different, and there were a lot of things I couldn’t understand about the way she thought. I was starved for her touch.

The worst part was that she wouldn’t tell me why. Though she insisted that I hadn’t done anything wrong, she no longer hugged me, or kissed me, or touched me. She wouldn’t even smile at me anymore.

It made me so miserable that when my co-workers asked me to get drinks with them I readily agreed, because being at home reminded me too much of what I’d lost. I missed her laughter, I missed her smile, and most of all I missed the way she looked at me like I was her favorite person in the world.

“Everything okay, dude? That’s your third vodka cranberry in like ten minutes,” Rob asked.

“Not really. Ashleigh’s been having kind of a rough time lately,” I mumbled. I didn’t drink all that often so my voice was already beginning to slur, and if I closed my eyes for too long the room spun.

Sarah uncomfortably cleared her throat from my other side, her fingers tapping anxiously against her glass of wine. “We actually wanted to talk to you about her. We looked her up online, and…did you know she went to prison?”

I stared blankly at her, wondering why the hell they’d go through so much trouble. They would’ve had to find out her last name somehow, but after a bit of thought I figured they must’ve found her through me. Though she barely used it Ashleigh had friended me on a couple of social media sites, and it certainly wouldn’t take long for a sufficiently motivated person to find out about her past.

“I know,” I said, wondering where she was going with it.

“For battery, robbery, and sexual assault,” Sarah elaborated. She didn’t bother to hide the disgust in her voice nor on her face, and her large brown eyes were scrunched with clear distaste.

“I know that too.”

“And you’re not scared? She robbed and assaulted men. Men like you.” She put her hand on my forearm in what I assumed was an attempt to be supportive. “I’m worried for you, Noah.”

“So, what? I’m just supposed to turn my back on her like everyone else in her life has?” I snapped, shaking her off. She seemed surprised by my reaction, as if I was supposed to be okay with her shitting on one of my best friends.

Sensing that I was beginning to get angry, Rob quickly jumped in to diffuse the situation. “We’re just trying to look out for you, man. She’s dangerous.”

As much as I wanted to deny it, the fact of the matter was that he was right; she’d shown me how dangerous she could be when her anger pushed her over the edge. But she’d never posed a danger to me, and while I understood why they were worried, it didn’t sit right with me that people who didn’t know anything about her were now passing judgement.

Unfortunately for them, I was both too drunk and too pissed off to hold my tongue like I normally would. “You don’t know shit about Ashleigh. What the articles online don’t say is that her ‘victims’ tried to target her first. A group of assholes got a vulnerable nineteen year old girl drunk, took her to their place to do god knows what with her, and she brutally punished them for it. She hurt them like they tried to hurt her.”

Their expressions shifted from concern to horrified shock, and seeing that they finally understood she wasn’t some horrible monster, I willed myself to calm down. It wasn’t their fault they hadn’t known, especially since no one cared to listen to the voice of a poor country girl over those of a few rich, privileged college students.

“Look,” I said, rubbing my forehead to ease the headache forming behind my brow, “no one’s saying she didn’t take her revenge too far. She did an awful thing but it doesn’t make her an awful person, and if I’d gone through half of what she did in her life I know for sure that I wouldn’t be able to smile like she does.”

I immediately felt sad all over again because it reminded me that I hadn’t seen her smile at all lately. Nothing I did seemed to be able to pull her out of her depression, and the feelings of uselessness overwhelmed me to the point where I just wanted to be alone.

After chugging what remained of my drink, I slapped a few bills onto the bar to cover my tab. “I’ll see you guys Monday,” I said. Neither of them tried to stop me as I stumbled out of the building.

Since I was far too drunk to drive home and didn’t want to go back to a silent apartment anyway, I staggered my way to a quieter bar where I could drink in isolation, hoping to drown the misery I felt. I ordered another drink, and then another, and then another until I couldn’t feel much of anything at all.

❈ ❈ ❈

My eyes shot open and I jolted awake, sitting straight up into a near pitch-black room. I immediately regretted the action as it caused the room to spin, and groaning I fought down the urge to vomit.

The last thing I clearly remembered was pounding back shots of whiskey, but the more I woke up the more I remembered. I had vague flashes of puking my guts out while my back was rubbed, being stripped down to my underwear, and someone trying to make me drink water as I belligerently whined and pushed the glass away.

Immensely embarrassed, I cursed. I thought I’d left that stupid, irresponsible part of myself behind in college, and even if it’d only happened because I was sad, there was no excuse for drinking to the point of blacking out.

The bedroom door opened and Ashleigh poked her head into the room, and when she saw that I was awake she walked in to sit down on the edge of the bed next to me. She then put a cool hand against my forehead, which did wonders for relieving the throbbing behind my eyes.

“What happened?” I asked with a croaky voice. My throat was dry and sticky, and it tasted like something had died in my mouth.

“The bar called me from your phone and said you were passed out, so I walked over and drove you back home.”

Hearing that, I frowned. Getting from my apartment to the bar on foot would’ve taken her at least twenty minutes, and it was in the cold and darkness too. Her going so far to help me made me feel more guilty than thankful, but it also made me a little bit happy. She’d been so distant recently that I wasn’t sure if she even cared about me anymore.

“You have a curfew, Ash. What if the police had stopped you? They could’ve sent you back to prison,” I said.

Her expression became indignant. “I was in and out. It ain’t like I got an ankle monitor.”

I wanted to argue more, but my head was pounding and my stomach still felt sour. Seeing me grimace she put a couple of aspirin into my hand and made me swallow them along with the cup of water that had been on my nightstand. She then forced me to lie back down, smoothing down my gross, sweaty hair.

“Go back to sleep. We can talk more later.” She gave me a flat smile, not quite meeting my gaze, but she held my hand while I drifted off again.

The next time I woke up it was lighter outside and I felt much better, and since I no longer felt sick my stomach rumbled angrily. I felt sweaty and gross all over so I decided to shower and brush my teeth first, and once I finally felt human again I went to the kitchen in search of something to eat.

To my surprise Ashleigh was sitting at the kitchen table with food already prepared for me. It was just a small plate of eggs and toast and a cup of pitch black coffee, but I was starving and it was perfect for my still slightly sour stomach. Her thoughtfulness made me feel extra guilty for putting her through so much, though not guilty enough to resist wolfing down my breakfast.

“Thanks for taking care of me,” I said through a mouthful of eggs.

“I had a few nights like that before. Even got locked up because of it once.” She tried to smile, but it looked as flat and lifeless as they all had for the past week. Her hands wrapped around her own cooling cup of coffee, and she watched me closely while I ate. I could tell she had something to say because of the way her teeth kept worrying at her bottom lip, though rather than push her on it I waited for her to speak.

“I’ll be moving out in a couple of weeks,” she finally said. “It’s those apartments I told you about before. It’s only one room, but I lived in one a quarter its size for almost five years so I bet it’ll feel like a palace.” She attempted another smile. It was the worst one I’d seen from her by far.

Panic filled me at the thought of her leaving. I’d tried to give her space to figure things out, and yet somehow it seemed to have had the opposite effect.

“Why?” I asked. She continued to silently stare down at her coffee, and immediately I began to think the worst. “Did I say or do something last night?”

“It’s not that.” She pursed her lips, gathering her thoughts, and then sighed. “I figured it was time I stop kidding myself by trying to be more than I am. Anger and violence is just a part of me that’ll never go away. I don’t even remember moving that night at the fair; one second I was looking at her, and the next her hair was in my hand. If I ever did something like that to you…” She closed her eyes and swallowed hard. “You’ve already helped me more than anyone else ever has. It’s enough.”

“You’re not going to hurt me, Ash. We’ve been living together for months and you haven’t so much as shouted at me.”

“Maybe not yet, but I will, just like how I attacked that girl. I love you too much to ever let that happen. I’d rather die.”

Hearing that, I blinked. It made my chest feel simultaneously tight and too big, and despite the situation, I felt a giddiness bubbling beneath my skin. “You love me?”

Ashleigh stared at me as though I was completely stupid. “You know how many people tried to contact me while I was locked up and only wanted to be my friend?” She held up a single finger that she then pointed at me. “You was a flat broke student, but every year on my birthday you’d send me a card and put ten dollars on my books so that I could buy myself something sweet. That was the first time I’d cried since I was a kid, and I knew then I’d do anything to repay you when I got out. Even if that means I have to leave you alone.”

“I don’t want you to leave me alone,” I said, sighing. It was becoming frustratingly clear to me that nothing I said would get through to her. “What do you want?”

Her eyes fell back to the table. “I’m no good for you, Noah. You’ll only get hurt if I stay.”

“I didn’t ask about me. What do you want?”

She went silent for a long time, so long that I was worried I’d completely misunderstood things.

“I want to stay with you,” she finally said, so quietly that I almost didn’t hear her. She winced and curled in on herself as if expecting to be denied.

“I want to stay with you too. Please don’t leave me.”

The stoic expression she’d had for the past week finally broke, and her eyes welled up until fat tears began to slide down her cheeks. She reached her arms out for me, and I quickly got up and walked around the table so that she could cry into my chest and squeeze me while I rubbed her back with soothing circles just like she’d done for me.

It took her a long time to cry herself dry, her body convulsing with sobs heavy enough to shake the both of us, and I couldn’t imagine how much she’d been holding in for the last week. When her sobs weakened into soft sniffles, she loosened her grip enough to look up at me.

“Can I have that goodnight kiss now?” Ashleigh asked. Somewhat annoyingly even her messy, tear-streaked face was beautiful.

Rather than answer I leaned down to press our lips together, and though it started sweet, like usual she quickly became greedy. She grabbed my hips and forced my dick to press against hers, showing me just how much she’d missed me.

“I ain’t fucked you in a week. Take your clothes off,” she whispered harshly into my ear. It was such an abrupt shift in mood that it took me a few seconds to do as she asked, and while I dropped my underwear and pulled my shirt over my head, she shuffled out of her sleep shorts until they sat on the floor around her ankles. Her dick pointed straight up at the ceiling, throbbing and a darker shade of red than I’d ever seen it.

Seeing it for the first time in so long it looked huge and terrifying all over again. I spotted the lube sitting on the table next to the couch and quickly ran over to grab it, because seeing her hungry look on her face I didn’t think she was planning on being very gentle with me. Her gaze promised a ruthless fucking, and while I used my hands to get her slick she stared straight at me with her sharp green eyes.

“That’s good enough,” she said after only a minute of me rubbing her. “If you keep touching me I’m gonna end up cumming before I even get inside you.”

I nodded and straddled her lap, and while she wrapped an arm around my waist to help steady me, I reached back to press her fat tip against my asshole. Using gravity I popped her inside, and I groaned at the sharp sting of her stretching me open. I hadn’t been properly warmed up and it’d been a week since the last time we’d had sex, so it hurt a lot more than it usually would.

Though I wanted to take my time and slowly work my way down her cock, Ashleigh had other ideas. Her arms began to try to pull me down to her balls, but because I needed more time to adjust I used my legs to resist her. With an annoyed growl she slammed her hips up into me to force the last few inches inside, and I gasped as she knocked the breath from my lungs.

She moaned into my ear at the feeling of having my warm hole fully wrapped around her, and as if to apologize for the brutal entry she began to rub my back with slow, soothing strokes until I relaxed again. The moment she felt me loosen my grip on her she flexed her hips and ground herself up inside of me, and then she planted soft kisses on the side of my neck until tiny goosebumps appeared on my skin.

In no time at all I’d loosened enough for her to slide in and out of me without too much trouble. Every few strokes she subtly adjusted her angle until I gasped, and it was only then that I realized what she’d been aiming for all along. She attacked my weakest spot, grinding insistently against the smooth bump behind my dick until the pain of her entrance was a distant memory. I’d gone limp from the initial effort of taking her, but the raw, tingling pleasure of her raking my prostate quickly had me hard and drooling.

It felt amazing to the point where I began to get greedy for more. I wanted her to make me cum with her cock alone, and I wouldn’t be able to get there with her setting such a leisurely pace.

I pulled back to look down at her, my dick leaving a thin strand of pre-cum connected to her stomach. “Um, can you go faster?”

She looked momentarily surprised by my request, but then she grinned smugly at me. “Are you sure? If I go faster I have to go harder, and once I go harder I won’t be able to stop until I’m done,” she said, still going at her agonizingly slow pace.

I knew what she wanted me to say, and I also knew that she wouldn’t give me what I wanted unless I told her. With my face flushing red, I averted my gaze. “Please fuck me harder,” I mumbled.

Ashleigh’s smile grew as she adjusted her grip on me to get better leverage. Her hips that had been so steady suddenly became like a piston—fast, powerful, and efficient—until I was forced to hold onto her for dear life. The loud thwapping sound of her slamming into my ass only made me harder, and with every smooth stroke another bead of my pre-cum slid from my slit to run down the side of my dick.

Just when I thought she couldn’t get any faster sped up her pace until she was jackhammering me with everything she had, using me like a fucktoy as she slid me up and down her pole to match her thrusts. Her strong, sweaty abs massaged my dick between us, and I moaned each time the head of it slid against hard muscle.

“Is this what you wanted, Noah?” she snarled. “My big cock turning your little asshole inside out?”

I opened my mouth to respond but only a pathetic whimper slipped out, and I was annoyed when she huffed a laugh into my ear. To get some payback I squeezed my ass down hard on her, and felt vindicated by the strangled gasp that slipped from her lips. My revenge was short-lived as it only made her fuck me that much harder; hard enough to make my eyes roll back in my head.

I knew things were coming to an end when her teeth dug into the side of my neck. She held herself still, hugging me so tightly that I couldn’t breathe, and with a series of short vicious thrusts and high keening moans she pushed herself in as deep as possible. Her dick expanded and contracted inside of me as she pumped a week’s worth of sticky cum into my stomach, filling me with a familiar warmth that spread all the way from my core to the rest of my body.

There was so much of it that it spurted out around the edges of her shaft to splash against the wooden chair beneath us. The liquid heat pooling inside of me combined with the sweaty friction of my cock grinding against her abs quickly became too much for me to handle, and as my pleasure peaked I arched my back and followed her in orgasm soon after.

Thick ropes of my cum shot out onto the bottom of her breasts as I shook and gasped my way through my climax. While it still wasn’t nearly as much as she let out even on a normal day, it was much more than I ever thought I was capable of producing. Through it all she kept her cock buried deep in my ass, and while softer, it was still thick and long enough to plug me up and keep her warm cum safely in my stomach where it belonged.

We spent a long few minutes clinging to each other, the both of us panting with our mouths hanging open as our sweaty bodies cooled in the chilly air of the kitchen. I’d never felt more exhausted, and my balls were drained and sore from the strength of my orgasm. It was a pleasant soreness though, and one that I had really missed.

I was the first to regain my bearings, and I lifted a hand to touch the stinging spot on my neck. “You bit me,” I said, pouting a bit at the indentation I felt in my skin.

Still looking out of it, she nonchalantly shrugged her shoulders. “Sorry.” To my ears she didn’t sound very sorry at all, but then she licked, kissed, and sucked the area until the sharp pain faded to a dull throb. There’d be a mark there for the next couple of weeks that’d be tricky to hide, though knowing her that might’ve been the plan all along.

“Better?” she asked.

“A little.” Looking down at her tired but happy smile I felt the sudden urge to kiss her, so I leaned forward to gently press my lips to hers. “I love you too, by the way.”

Ashleigh stared at me, first with skepticism and then with wide-eyed surprise. “You really do, don’t you?” she asked, her eyes becoming glassy all over again. “I can’t believe you could love a fuck up like me.”

“You’re not a fuck up, Ash.”

She cocked her head and frowned, her expression dubious. “I ain’t so sure about that. I’ll never stop thinking I don’t deserve to be happy after what I did.”

Hearing that, I thought about everything Ashleigh had endured in her relatively short life. She’d grown up in a one-room trailer in Mississippi with parents who didn’t love her, and had faced years of abuse, neglect, and loneliness at their hands. She’d spent five long years in prison for something that—while terrible—might not have happened if she hadn’t been targeted by a bunch of douchebags in the first place.

And then I thought of how she busted her ass every day to be a better version of herself than she’d been the day before. She did everything she could to keep her past from defining who she was striving to become, and while she undoubtedly still had her flaws, it was a miracle that she’d turned out half as well as she did. If anyone deserved a chance at happiness, it was her.

“Then I’ll never stop telling you that you do.”


Epilogue

Unsurprisingly, my parents had been less than thrilled to learn that I was dating a felon.

My mom had cried and my dad had threatened to write me out of the will, but when I held firm and refused to bend to their usual intimidation and guilt-tripping, I eventually managed to convince them to at least meet Ashleigh before passing judgement.

It went better than I could’ve hoped for, and after meeting her only twice, they’d mostly come to accept our relationship. It helped a lot that she’d transform herself into a full on Southern Belle whenever they flew in from Vermont to visit, charming them with her hospitality, politeness, and thick country drawl.

It was so bizarre to see her wearing a dress and acting like little Suzy Homemaker, and while I wished she didn’t have to do all that just to please them I couldn’t deny that it’d worked like magic. By their third visit my mom was sending her family recipes and my dad had started calling her Ash, which for him was as close to his approval as she would ever get.

When I’d asked Ashleigh if she wanted me to meet her mother she had flat out refused, and if I was being honest with myself I felt relieved. I’d only heard terrible things about the woman, of neglect and abuse and trauma, and I wasn’t sure if I’d be able to hold my tongue if I ever saw her face to face. It was remarkable that Ashleigh had turned out half as well as she did, and she still continued to improve in all aspects of her life every single day.

In only a year she’d moved up from wrangling carts, to bagging groceries, to stocking shelves, and just recently her store had promoted her to working in the bakery. She was much happier decorating cakes and handing out free cookies to children, and had even found out she had a talent for it. Lately we’d been discussing her applying for a pastry arts program in the hopes that she could work in a real bakery, and after that maybe even open her own someday.

To that end she’d been baking a lot more at home, and my pants were starting to get tighter around the waist because of it. It made me a little self-conscious, especially when Ashleigh would grab a handful of my ass and whisper things into my ear about loving the extra cushion.

I glanced over at her in the passenger seat, watching her stare worriedly out of the window as we drove downtown. She was wearing the nicest outfit she owned—a silky, sage-green, spaghetti strap fairy dress she’d bought to meet my parents—and a pair of tall, strappy gold heels. I barely recognized her with her long blonde hair straightened to hang down to her lower back, and she’d even put on a spot of makeup for the occasion.

After nearly a year and a half of constant monitoring and strict curfews she was finally getting off of parole, and to that end I was driving her to her very last appointment with her parole officer. That in itself wasn’t unusual, but her parole officer wanting me to sit in on the meeting was. I’d only met her once before—when she’d dropped by the apartment unannounced to look for drugs and grill me to make sure that I wasn’t a criminal—and I’d found that one meeting to be enough for a lifetime.

Ashleigh’s knee bounced anxiously, and I put my hand on her thigh to force it to stop. “Relax,” I said. “You’ve done everything right.”

“You don’t get it. She’s a total hardass, and I’m pretty sure that she hates me. I’m half expecting her to try to send me back to jail before I can finish my parole.” She began to chew on her nails, and I was almost certain that I’d never seen her look so nervous.

“If that happens we’ll just make a run for it. Bonnie and Clyde style.”

Her eyebrows rose. “Didn’t they both die? Like, violently?”

“Details,” I said, waving off her concerns.

She scoffed and rolled her eyes, but it had the desired effect as she no longer looked like she was going to throw up all over my front seat.

I parked in the garage near the probation office, and then hand in hand Ashleigh and I made our way into the building. After signing in, we only had to wait for a few minutes before we were allowed to meet with her probation officer.

The woman was just as brusque and surly as I remembered. Without any pleasantries whatsoever she launched into a series of questions, asking Ashleigh about her job, activities, concerns, and if she’d done anything illegal recently. She then went over some final things like where to be and what to do to be officially free of the system while Ashleigh took notes and nodded along.

I thought that’d be the end of it, but when she turned her steely gaze onto me next I gulped.

“You know, when I first met you, I thought for sure you were one of those pathetic idiots who gets taken advantage of by a convict. It’s fairly common for prisoners to sweet talk their pen pals into giving them money and a soft place to land when they get out, and given her history I figured she’d turn you out and bleed you dry before leaving to find her next victim. I had this whole arrangement lasting three months at best.”

Ashleigh sagged in her seat and stared down at her hands, and seeing that I immediately became furious. Once again people were completely misjudging her because of her background.

“Don’t look at me like that, I changed my mind after a couple of months,” her parole officer said, waving me off with a flippant hand. “Every time I asked about her relationships it just turned into her bragging about you for ten minutes.”

Ashleigh’s face went bright red. “I wasn’t bragging,” she mumbled.

The woman gave her a flat look. “The point is, I’m surprised. I’ve never had a parolee try so hard to get their life together. You never missed curfew, paid all your fines on time, kept a steady job, and even signed yourself up for anger management classes without any prompting. There wasn’t a single hair out of place. It almost makes me suspicious.”

“Ash has always been this person. She just needed a chance,” I said, still annoyed.

“Well, you’ll forgive me for being skeptical after doing this for so many years.” She clasped her fingers and leaned forward on her desk, and now I could see a hint of curiosity in her normally hard gaze. “So? What are your plans once you’re done?”

Ashleigh perked right up at that question, her eyes going big and bright. “Noah’s taking me on vacation to Florida! We’re gonna go to all the theme parks down there, and then we’re gonna go to the space center to see the rockets ‘cause he’s a huge nerd.”

I poked her in the side for that, and she poked me right back. Her eyes changed from playful to dangerous, and apparently also sensing the change in mood the woman loudly cleared her throat to get our attention back onto her.

“As nice as that sounds, remember that you still have a week left. Don’t even jaywalk until then.” She stood up and held out her hand, and for the first time her stern, wrinkled face gave way to a smile. “Good luck, Ashleigh. I hope I never see you again.”

Ashleigh jumped to her feet to grab it, thanking her while shaking it excitedly, and then we left the drab office as quickly as we could. The further we got from the building the more relaxed Ashleigh became, and she was practically skipping by the time we made it down the street to the parking garage. She technically still had a week to go, but she looked lighter than I’d ever seen her.

“I think that’s the first time I ever saw her crack a smile,” she said with a bit of wonder in her voice.

I nodded my agreement. “Yeah, it was kind of terrifying.” We reached my car, and while she went to get in on the passenger side, I stopped at the trunk. “So, I know you still have a week left on your parole, but…” I unlocked the car, opened the trunk, and pulled out a bundle of flowers. I’d had to give her the excuse that I was grabbing breakfast to slip out and buy them for her, but seeing the shocked look on her face made the extra effort worth it. “Congratulations, Ash. I’m really proud of you.”

Tears welled up in her eyes, and she wiped at her eyes with the back of her hand. “Ugh, I swear nobody’s made me cry as much as you have,” she said, playfully angry. She wrapped her arms and leaned down to thank me with a kiss, giving me a taste of her cherry-flavored lip gloss, and while it started sweet she very quickly got her tongue involved.

She backed me up until she was pressing me against the side of my car, trapping me with her larger body. Through her dress I could feel her hardness rubbing against my stomach, and when her free hand slid into the front of my jeans to grab my dick I began to grow concerned.

“Um, Ash?” I asked, pulling my lips away.

“I don’t know if I can wait until we get home,” Ashleigh whispered into my ear.

“You do know public sex is a crime, right? You’re not off of parole yet.”

She raised her head and looked around the parking garage. We’d parked near the back of one of the upper floors, and since it was just past lunchtime most people were already back at work.

“There ain’t any cameras, the windows are tinted, and as long as we don’t shake the car too much no one’s gonna notice.”

The wild look in her eyes told me that probably nothing I said would work to talk her out of it, so I sighed inwardly and opened the back door. Though I was still worried about getting caught, she had a point; unless we were very unlucky and the person who’d parked next to us decided to press their face right up against my back window, the chances of anyone noticing what we were up to was pretty slim.

I quickly checked one more time to make sure there really was no one to see us, and then we both ducked into the backseat of my car. I was really glad that I’d recently decided to upgrade to a crossover vehicle, because it gave us a lot more room to move around.

I’d just taken my pants and underwear off when I realized something very important. “We don’t have any lube.”

Ashleigh leaned back against the door and spread her legs wide open, one heeled foot on the seat and the other sitting on the floor. She then pulled the crotch of her panties to the side so that her cock could pop out, and while I stared it filled with blood and grew until it was pointing straight up in the air.

“Then I guess you better get it real wet, huh?” she said without any sympathy whatsoever.

Sighing inwardly, I crawled forward on my stomach until I was resting between her smooth, creamy thighs. From so close I could clearly smell her heady musk, and the scent of her arousal made my mouth fill with drool.

I grabbed her cock and began to kiss up and down the side of it, but after only a few seconds she cupped my chin and aimed the head directly at my lips. When I didn’t open up right away, she squeezed my jaw to force my lips to part for her.

She moaned softly as it slid against my tongue on its way into my throat, and while I’d thought it was already at its full size it somehow grew in my mouth until my lips were stretched to their limits. Once I’d taken as much of her as I could, I swallowed, using the wet walls of my throat to massage her shaft.

I slowly bobbed my head back and forth, applying a strong, slurping suction each time I pulled back. When I glanced up at Ashleigh to gauge her reaction to what I was doing she’d pulled the front of her dress down to reveal her breasts, and her fingers were squeezing and pulling at her hard pink nipples as her breathing became heavier.

My dick was rock hard and drooling just from sucking on her, which was distressing in its own way. My body reacted to her in ways that couldn’t have been healthy, and the barest touch from her could make me hard now.

“Turn around and get on your back,” she ordered after another minute of me sucking on her.

I quickly moved to do as she asked, and I’d barely rested my head against the seat before she was impatiently spreading my cheeks open to spit a glob of saliva directly onto my hole. The next thing I felt was the wet head of her cock pressing against me, and then she thrust her hips forward to force her way inside.

We both loudly groaned but for very, very different reasons. Before she continued on her way into my ass she paused long enough to dribble some additional spit at the point where we were connected, making my ass extra slippery so that she could ease the rest of her thick length inside. We’d had sex once already that morning so I was still a little slick inside with leftover lube, and it gradually began to feel better the more she filled me.

With my calves resting on her shoulders she leaned forward to hump me with short, efficient strokes, holding herself back just enough to avoid shaking the car. It was one of her favorite positions to fuck me in—half because she could watch my face contort as I lost myself to the pleasure, and half because it left me completely vulnerable and helpless beneath her.

She kept her face inches away from mine so that the only thing I could see was her bright eyes and faintly amused smile. Every few seconds she’d lean down and press her plump lips onto mine, and more than the feeling of her scraping against the pleasurable little button inside of me, it was the intensity and love in her gaze that pushed me over the edge.

I moaned softly as I felt my cum drip out of me like a runny faucet. Unlike when I came from dick stimulation alone, it was more of a long, explosive wave of pleasure, and since she didn’t slow her hips for even a moment I stayed completely hard.

“Did you really just cum?” Ashleigh asked, both astonished and a little annoyed. “That was awful selfish of you. Now I gotta punish you for it.”

After saying that she adjusted her hips, wrapped a strong arm around my head to force my face into the crook of her shoulder, and fucked me as hard as she could to greedily chase her own orgasm. All thoughts of not shaking the car seemed to have gone out of the window as she drove her hips into my ass over and over again, the slap of skin on skin so loud that I was almost certain it could be heard from the street. The wet sucking sounds of her spit and pre-cum combining together inside of me only added to the obscene symphony, her cock sliding in and out of me so fast that it foamed into a frothy lather.

She knew exactly which spots to target after a year of daily sex, and as her cock pumped inside of me my eyelids fluttered and closed because it felt far too good for me to do anything else. The usual burning sensation deep in my lower belly grew until it became too much for me to hold back, and with a loud grunt, I spilled my cum onto my shirt for the second time.

If she noticed she didn’t say anything, continuing to mindlessly rut into me like a machine and dripping sweat onto my face as she fucked with everything she had. I recognized the familiar tightening of her muscles and the way her dick swelled inside of me, and knowing that it wouldn’t be much longer I squeezed down hard to make it feel as good as possible for her.

After a few especially hard thrusts her body seized and her eyes slid shut as the pleasure overwhelmed her. To help mask the volume of her moans she leaned down to kiss me hard, and as her cock erratically pulsed she filled me with her warm load. She ground against me as if to squeeze out the last few droplets left in her balls, and then she fell forward on top of me, sweaty and exhausted.

While I ran my fingers through her long blonde hair she continued to plant soft, lazy kisses on my lips, and for a surprisingly long time after her orgasm her body continued to shudder with the aftershocks.

“Satisfied?” I asked after she’d finally stopped shaking.

Ashleigh smiled down at me, her expression calm and serene. “Mmhmm.”

She took another minute to gather herself, and then she grabbed herself by the base of her cock to slowly ease herself out of my gaping, cum-slick hole. A thick white stream of her cream ran down the back of my ass to pool on the leather seat, and though I felt embarrassed by it, Ashleigh only giggled and smiled wider.

We used some old fast food napkins to clean up most of the mess, and then we snuck back into the front seats to make the drive home. I could feel her eyes burning a hole in the side of my head the entire time, and when I looked over at her she was staring straight at me.

“What?” I finally asked.

“Nothing, I’m just really happy right now. Sometimes I think going to prison might be the best thing that ever happened to me.”

My eyebrows rose. “That’s a first.”

“I’m serious! Yeah it fucking sucked, and yeah I never wanna go back, but it changed my life. I always thought I’d just be the trailer trash everybody said I was, and that I’d spend my life drunk and strung out like my mama until I ended up dead in a ditch like my daddy. I never even imagined a life like this until I met you.”

“I can’t take all the credit for that. You did most of it on your own,” I said, embarrassed by her words.

Ashleigh rolled her eyes and sighed, more amused than annoyed. “Okay, Noah. The point is, you took a really, really stupid risk on me, but I’m so, so glad you did. I love you more than anything, and I’m never letting you go. Just so you know.”

Though she smirked after she said it, I didn’t doubt for a single second that she meant every word. In fact, it sounded a lot more like a threat than any kind of promise.

Looking over at her again, I couldn’t believe how far she had come. The beautiful woman sitting next to me was completely different from the anxious girl who’d shown up on my doorstep with only the clothes on her back and a duffel bag full of my letters. She could now clearly and firmly say what she wanted, and what she wanted was apparently me; which was a really good thing, since I wanted her too.

I grabbed her hand and kissed it, grinning at the way she smiled.
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