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Tonight was a well planned night. I'd spent weeks setting every minute detail up and making sure that it was all arranged, which of course meant that I'd wind up butt ass naked and exposed on the top of my building where everyone can see me, absolutely humiliated with absolutely no plan to get down from here.

And god can they see me.

My building is shorter than all the other buildings around it, a squat little block in the middle of giants. Any one of those thousands of people can look out their window and see me stranded up here, or down here I guess from their perspective.

And their particular perspective means that hiding isn't really an option, not that there are many places for me to hide on top of this particular building. I'm essentially a flash of flesh in the middle of a big empty square, all they have to do is look and they'll see everything.

For all I know they're already watching me.

I'd never been that type of girl. Well okay, I had been the type of person to wind up stranded naked in an unfortunate situation because when things started to go wrong with me they all just kind of snowballed until I was pressed way out of my comfort zone into some place that I'd never been before.

But I'd never been the type of girl who could be in a situation like this and find herself oddly comforted by it. Sorry, comforted isn't the right word.

Comforted doesn't account for my pounding heart or the tremor in my arms and legs. Comforted doesn't make any sense at all when you figure that my body feels like it's running twenty degrees above normal, an itching on my skin as my arms struggle to cover the most important parts of me, knowing that in doing so I'm still leaving so much on display. And comforted certainly doesn't cover that pulsating rhythm between my legs. That heat that is vibrating in me time and again and calling out for my attention, making me sit up and take notice and making it impossible to ignore.

How wet I am. How my cheeks are burning not with the usual kind of shame but a different sort of humiliation that I found oddly exciting. How my nipples are hard and the cold only accounts for part of it.

Because the longer I spend up here, the more I find that vibrating need in me grow. The more I start to entertain the idea of all of those faceless eyes watching me. The more I wonder how much further they want me to go.

The fact is that every time I plan things go to hell just like this, putting me in a situation that I need to get out of urgently before it goes a whole lot further and I get a whole lot more stupid.

And the fact is that the only way out of here is making a plan, which pretty much means I'm screwed.

Just an hour ago I was stumbling through the door of my apartment panicking because I was already late. Today was an important day, the birthday of, James, my best friend and a man that had always been there for me in my life. A friend who I could always count on to give me the shirt off his back if necessary.

I owed him, for too many reasons to count I owed him and when I moved halfway across the country for work and didn't have him as my safety net anymore I felt it. Three long years of distance without being able to scrape together enough money to make the trip back and see him.

But we talked almost every week.

Six months ago he dropped the bombshell on me, that he was moving to my city in a couple of months for precisely the same reasons that I did, for work. Two weeks ago he moved back, just in time for his birthday celebration.

We hadn't seen each other yet. His work had kept him busy or my work had kept me late and we were passing like ships in the night. I mean the guy was so busy that he didn't even have an apartment yet, just a hotel room that his office had rented out for him until he could find a place to live.

But he made time on his birthday and I made damn sure to make time for him too. I booked off the whole damn day and planned out every last moment, making sure that it would all be perfect.

When I went to pick up his gift it all started to go wrong.

A delivery error which basically just means that the post office lost it. They probably dropped it on someone else's doorstep and I would never see it again and after a week of trying to track it down, because this time I was a good girl and ordered it with plenty of time to spare, I finally got the word that it just wasn't happening.

On the way back to my apartment the restaurant called to confirm my reservation for tomorrow, not today, and I knew that one was an error on their end because I had email confirmation that they claimed not to be able to locate to show that I'd picked the right date. They didn't want to see it, and while they were smarmily apologetic they still didn't have anything they could do for me since they were all booked up.

I stood in the middle of the street and ran through backup plan two, three, and four all of which required more notice than a couple of hours and finally settled on plan five, which was grabbing drinks at the quiet bar around the corner.

That one wasn't really much of a plan.

So yeah, by the time I slammed through the door of my apartment I was frantic because I was late and because I was going to see my best friend on his birthday, for the first time in three years, without any present or plan for what we were going to do.

All I could do was take the next step forward.

Turning on the shower and nearly getting frozen to death by the blast of cold water as I tried to get in too quickly. I stood there bouncing in the middle of my bathroom, tapping my foot and waiting for the ancient pipes to start pumping out water warm enough that I could actually survive in it.

And as I waited I caught a glance of myself in the mirror, groaning at what I saw. I mean my own self-image has never been great and yes there are parts of me that I think are good, but even I could see that I'd lost a few pounds since I moved here three years ago. Where I'd once had a nice soft layer of smoothness I saw only thin and angular lines now. A tummy that was so skinny it was almost defined, ribs that were visible, though not poking out or anything like that.

The fact was I wasn't underweight. I was in fact in the best shape of my life from eating right and time spent in the gym and I might look good to some people. I certainly felt stronger than I had in a long time and I knew that in the right light and for the right man, I would be the type of girl to draw their eye.

My breasts were full, yes. My nipples small and seemingly perpetually hard and yes I had a nice ass that was a lot more than a handful and perky and firm. I looked good to some. Hell, I even looked good to me, right up until about six months ago.

That was when the insecurities started up.

Because the moment I knew he was coming back into my life I went back into that same mindset. Almost unconsciously I changed my diet habits, buying up junk food and trying to increase the amount I was eating to try to put on more weight. It was just like when we were living together in the same town and I saw all those women who came into his life and drifted around next to him, hanging off his arm.

All of those women had one thing that I didn't have. They had curves.

The kind of curves that men referred to as dangerous. The kind of curves that were gentle and full and had no hard edges whatsoever. They might not be able to ever lift more than five pounds over their head, but that was fine by him because he could handle that all himself.

James liked his women demure and ladylike. He liked to be the gentleman, to be the one who fixed things around the house and they would turn to as their protector and their guardian. James liked his women to be beautiful while he took care of the hard work.

And that wasn't me.

I was the one who tagged along when they went to go out and play a pick-up game. The girl who jumped in with the rest of the guys, not hesitating to get down and dirty to get the job done. I was the tomboy, the girl next door who you never think of as anything more than a friend.

Which is why I never found a man like James.

With the water hot enough to scrub myself clean I jumped in and got to work, soaping up and making sure to get myself clean and sparkly. I tried to put the image of myself out of my own mind, try to forget about the hours spent at the gym to get myself into the best shape of my life.

It wasn't that I wanted to date James. We were friends and I knew he'd never think of me like that, that he'd never want to turn our relationship into that kind of a relationship.

I was fine, honestly I was, with being off-limits in his mind. I didn't want to be with him.

Not specifically, but I wanted to find a man like him. A man who was sweet and kind and honest and who wanted to take care of me. A guy who wanted that fun little ego boost of me pouting and asking him to carry something heavy for me.

And that kind of girl just wasn't me.

I was only too painfully aware of that, always having thought that it was the reason why any one of my relationships was lucky to make it past a month. With guys like James, I either intimidated them to the point where they didn't even want to ask me out or they got their ego bruised when they found out I didn't need them to help me with manual labor because I was more than capable of taking care of it myself.

And I found those men, or I thought I did at least. Men who were good to me while it lasted but who always ended things in the end, telling me that they just didn't feel a spark or a connection.

I wanted that connection.

As my hands ran over my body I could feel it, and if I closed my eyes I could almost pretend that I was that kind of girl. My breasts and my ass weren't small, they were full and perky and firm. I had a waist, had that hourglass kind of contrast, and in the shower where I was alone, I could be that sort of girl. The kind of woman who had to ask for help with every little thing.

"Is that what you want?" I asked aloud to no one at all, my fingers slipping down my body and teasing at the tops of my thighs, "Is it what you need? Do you need me on my knees? Do you need me to say please?"

I didn't know who I was talking to or what exactly I was doing. I mean I was running out of time here, running awfully close to just barely making it out of the shower in time to get ready for him arriving.

But I suppose sometimes things just get away from you. Sometimes you just can't help yourself.

And in the shower, I was having a hard time keeping my hands to myself. They were running up and down my body, the soap making my skin slippery while the water made it warm and soft. I pressed in tighter, closing my eyes and imagining that my hands belonged to someone else.

Not him, not James.

No I'd thought about him before, played the fantasy of that little relationship through in my mind to its natural conclusion. And that conclusion ended before it even began.

Because frankly I wasn't his type, so I got over the idea of having him be interested in me in any sort of meaningful way. I gave up on that dream, pushing it down and ignoring it.

So as I pressed up against the back of the shower it wasn't him that I was thinking of, him that I was fantasizing about. It was some anonymous man who happened to be just as big as I remembered him to be. Just as strong and just as capable, broad shoulders and a tight middle with defined abs. Cute and firm little ass and a strong jaw.

No, it was some anonymous man who was coming to me in my shower, wrapping me up from behind and holding me there under the water. He was the one running his hands over my tight middle, the one pressing between my thighs with one hand while the other played over my breast and gripped it hard.

Hard enough to make me gasp as he pressed inside of me.

One finger moving within me. Curling up and drawing my wetness to the surface. Playing it up and down my sex and leaving it slicker than even water and soap could make it. Slick enough that as my other fingers found my clit and stroked gentle circles around it I felt them move so smoothly, felt the rush of pleasure force my body through waves of tight pleasure and then relaxing satisfaction.

Building it up jolt by jolt.

"I love the way you feel," he told me in my ear, "I love how soft you are, so gentle. I love the way you feel, now do you want to know how I feel?"

Shuddering, far past the ability to speak, I'd nod for him. I would feel him shift behind me, spinning me around and pressing me up against the wall with my ass bent out for him. He'd press forward, filling me with stroke after stroke. Pressing inch after inch into me, more with each thrust, until I was filled with him.

"Yes!" I cried out, my voice echoing in the bathroom as I fantasized that the unfulfilling finger pressing into me was something longer and thicker and harder.

I mumbled words about needing him. I gasped promises that he could have whatever he wanted from me. I worshipped the feel of him in me, begging for more and more with each stroke.

And when I looked back behind me the bathroom was empty, but god I could fantasize that there was a man behind me. Even if there hadn't been for such a long time I could imagine him in here with me, so big he barely even fit in the shower let alone inside of me.

My hand was rushing now, pumping in and out of me as a second finger joined the first and pressed up into me. I gasped and my eyes shot open and for a second I could almost see him standing there hard and gasping as he filled me and came in me and made me his.

I could almost see those eyes of his.

Then the world exploded into light and fireworks, my knees buckling as I moaned long and low and slid down the shower into a puddle beneath the running water. My body shaking, trembling and spasming, as the light of my climax rushed through me and left a warmth inside of me that I didn't think could be broken.

But the sound of my alarm signaling twenty minutes until he was due to arrive, that changed my tune real quickly.

I barely even hesitated as I jumped out of the shower and snapped off the water. Standing in the middle of a puddle I grabbed my towel, screaming in frustration at my stupidity as I tried to dry myself off while I ran out of the bathroom and around the corner into my bedroom.

Planning. Today was all about the planning.

That's why I was searching for not just a dress, but the one I'd already picked out. The one that I'd made sure would be cleaned and ready for today. The one that I'd even put into a washing machine all by itself on the gentlest possible cycle just to make sure nothing bad would happen to it. The one that I couldn't find in my goddamn closet as I tore through it looking and then realizing, maybe too late, that the reason for that was that the best dryer in the building was busted.

Which was why I set it out to dry instead. Upstairs. On the roof.

You see I lived in the 'penthouse' of this building which means absolutely nothing. The superintendent, when they were showing me around, kept calling it the penthouse over and over while I was increasingly skeptical until they finally just went ahead and told me that the owner insisted on calling it that because they thought it made it sound fancy and more enticing, and that it would rent for more money.

But it's nearly identical to the apartment below it. Nearly identical to most of the other apartments in the building.

So why take it? Well, there is one difference.

When I moved in I saw the blocked off door. The door that was barred and that you couldn't open. They'd done a good job of keeping people out of it, but I still managed to jimmy it open all the same.

And it led directly out onto the open part of the roof that was accessible to precisely no one in the building but me. In a city where balcony space was at a premium and having your own dedicated outdoor space a near impossibility, this was massive. It made the exorbitant rent and the premium I was paying because it was a penthouse entirely worthwhile, because it let me spend nearly as much time out on the roof as I did inside.

I didn't keep things out there, but I was out there a lot. I used it for just relaxing, for cooking on a grill, even for drying clothes.

The roof is where my dress is right now, and right now it's t-minus 17 minutes until James is going to get here.

I was barely even thinking as I rushed out of my bedroom to the door. Slamming through it and rushing up the little set of stairs that was dirty and never entered by anyone. Up through the last door where the blast of fresh air hits me just like every time and I stand there for a second, just breathing it in. My own private ritual.

My own private ritual that I usually undertake second, because first I put the jam in the door to make sure it doesn't lock behind me.

It slams shut, the bang so loud that it startles me and makes me jump before I even register it and it feels like it echoes out into the world around me, drawing eyes onto me which is about the point that I realize I'm both stuck and that I'm not wearing my towel so much as I am dragging it along behind me.

So the panic of being caught outdoors is undercut by the panic of being exposed, and I grab at the towel and gather the folds of it up around me desperately trying to wrap myself in it and cover myself in it to keep myself being exposed.

You know how they say bad things come in threes? Well that's bullshit.

Bad things snowball. Event after event piling on one after another until you've lost count and you're just tumbling and trying to figure out which way is up and which way is down. All you can feel is the rush of the world around you and the inexorable pull of tragic gravity and you're just desperately reaching out for something to hold onto to make it stop, knowing that it isn't going to stop anytime soon.

At this point I don't even know when things started to go wrong, whether it was losing his present, losing the reservation, or something even before that. But when I whip the towel around in front of me like a bullfighter and I feel the gust hit me from the back I know that I'm probably only halfway down the avalanche.

Because that wind tugs the towel from my hands and sends it flying. It sends it flying directly into the clothes drying stand that I'd set out on the roof, knocking it and letting the wind catch my dress as well. And both of them go on a journey, sailing through the skies as they float off beyond my grasp.

So I'm late now. I have no plans for how to celebrate the birthday of the person who means more to me than anyone in this world. And I'm also stark naked and trapped on the roof of my building.

Now? Now is a good time to panic.

I tried to deal with the problems one at a time, prioritizing covering up and hiding myself first and then getting back into my apartment afterwards.

So first I duck down low, trying to keep low as if making myself small might help me blend into the surroundings. Of course my immediate surroundings are grey and uniform and me not being grey at all, which means I stand out like a sore thumb.

The way the building is set up, all of the machinery is over on the one side of the roof while the rest of it is more an open space that they'd probably planned to convert to some type of rooftop patio at some point. The two parts are separated by a big blocky part of the building that you can't climb over, the part that happens to include the stairs up to the roof.

That means I'm stuck in a place with nearly no cover, stuck without any means to hide.

I duck low and press up against the wall behind me, staring up at the buildings all around and peering at the windows. A part of me knows that screaming and jumping and causing a big scene will draw attention and probably get me a rescue, but what kind of rescue would that be?

All of them watching me, staring down at me trapped on top of the building. Maybe some of them would take out their phones and start recording, because of course a naked woman in distress like this isn't something you see every day.

But one, at least, would call the fire department while the rest just enjoyed the view. They'd turn up with lights flashing and sirens blaring, roaring to the rescue with their tall ladders and their strong bodies.

And then I'd be surrounded by men. Men who were fully dressed while I was fully exposed. They'd climb up their ladder fully intent on bringing me down, but once they saw me like this? Would they be able to help themselves?

After all, I would be so vulnerable. So needy. Begging for them to save me.

Maybe they'd wait until I was down on the ground in secrecy, or maybe they wouldn't wait at all because they just couldn't help themselves.

I shouldn't be thinking about this. Shouldn't be kneeling here on the rooftop clenching my legs together and staring up at all those windows with all those people staring down at me wondering what they would do as that firefighter helped me to my feet, gave me a little compliment, and I decided to thank him just by falling right back down to my knees.

Everyone would watch as I fully let go. They would see every inch of me and every inch of him. They would watch as I thanked him for saving me. As I waited for him to give me every last drop.

And he would be big, just like in my fantasy in the shower. He would be hard and strong and so much bigger than me.

He could do things that I could never do, give me things that I could never give, push me to the breaking edge and then thrust me over into a well of pleasure the likes of which I'd never felt before.

And oh god it would be good. It would be so damn good.

So damn good to be taken by him, not just by him but to have everyone watching me. Watching me like I'd never been watched before. Witnessing the real me. The me that was unleashed.

By the time I realized what I was doing I'd been breathing heavily for god knows how long. My whole body was shaking not just with the cold but with the feeling of all those eyes on me and those strong hands taking me and making me his.

It was craziness. Absolute insanity driving me to this point. It was far beyond the realm of what was right and into a realm far beyond that. Into a realm where I was doing things that no sensible person should do.

It wasn't me.

I was the good girl. The friend who wouldn't stray too far. The girl who blushed when all the guys went skinny dipping and walked away with her tail tucked between her legs because she was too much of a coward, because she wanted to avoid the mocking stairs and the knowledge that she was surrounded by guys who didn't want her like they wanted other girls.

I'd been embarrassed about my body because on some level I always knew that it wouldn't appeal to men like that. To men like that firefighter who talk about things like childbearing hips and to men like James who like their women quiet and soft and delicate.

And so I guess I'd internalized all of that a little too much. I wore sweat pants and a baggy shirt to the gym. I didn't own a bikini. None of my dresses had short hems or plunging necklines.

I liked my clothes baggy and my body covered, except apparently when pressed into circumstances beyond my control maybe I didn't like that quite as much as I thought I did.

Because I couldn't deny the feelings welling up in me. That potent screaming shouting for attention. That need within me, that demanded that I give in and stretch out, that I let everyone see everything.

But that wasn't me and I knew it. So still I held back.

The shadows of the people in their windows were a potent reminder of how precarious my situation was. Each passing moment the gusts of wind on my bare skin made me shudder but that shaking kept on afterwards until it was all that I was. Until goddammit there was nothing else.

I couldn't think my way out of this. I couldn't press open the door or swing down to my apartment below. I couldn't do anything, not even move, as I struggled to find my center in the midst of my overwhelming need.

From somewhere far away I heard the sound of my phone ringing, my particular ringtone unmistakable. Keeping low I moved to the edge of the roof and as I did it got louder until I was certain of it.

James was here.

Probably tried buzzing in first and then when that failed he just called me, but I wasn't about to answer. I peered over the edge of the building, thankful that it was only a few stories high so I could easily see him below me standing right outside my front door.

God this was probably a bad idea.

"James!" I called out, my voice breaking halfway through his name and then trying again a bit louder and a bit stronger, "James!"

It took me calling his name for what felt like forever. Repeating it over and over again until finally he looked up and saw my head peering down over the edge.

"Hey!" I waved my arm, "It's me!"

"Renee?" he called back up.

"Yes!" I shouted in victory, but blushed knowing what I was going to have to do next, "I'm stuck on the roof! The door closed behind me! You need to get inside and get up here, help get me out!"

"Okay?" he said, and I noticed there wasn't a lot of surprise in his voice but that he was trying to figure it out anyways.

"I'm pretty sure I forgot to lock my apartment door! You know the apartment and the door to the roof is in through my apartment! Just keep going until you get to the back of it! You'll find it!"

Just then the front door of my building opened up and James took the opportunity, slipping inside before I could tell him the rest of the plan.

Simple things, like that he should grab something from my closet to bring to me to wear. Giving me a modicum of privacy.

And that, the knowledge that at any moment he was going to burst through the door expecting to encounter a trapped but fully dressed friend just made the panic well up in me again.

Racing around the rooftop I'm sure all those people watching thought that I was crazy. Crazy naked woman running frantically around a bare roof, trying to find somewhere to hide.

And I was trying to push down that little excited voice who was taunting me, pointing out that I wasn't even trying to hide anymore. Pointing out that I was on full display and that they could all see everything. That every passing moment, they were seeing more.

Imagining all the videos that would be passed around online. And cameras on phones are getting so good these days, they'd be able to capture everything in stunning detail. Every last bit of me. No privacy left.

Remember that thing about bad things happening in a snowball? Well that distraction led to the next problem, because James had never been here before.

James didn't know the door locked behind him.

Meanwhile I was panicking so much that I was running around frantic, on the complete opposite side of the roof when the door opened. I managed to spin, slamming my hands over my most sensitive places just in time to hear the telltale bang as the door slammed shut.

"Fuck," I muttered.

"Fuck that's loud," he said, turning and looking back at the door before trying the handle once and then twice, "Uhh Renee?"

"It locks," I said, "There's a wedge to keep it open but it's on the other side of the door and you need to put it in the door before it closes otherwise you're stuck."

"We're stuck?" he said, still looking at the door behind him while I shuffled sideways, my eyes darting around looking for any sort of cover.

"We're stuck," I confirmed.

"Fuck," he said, and then finally turned and for the first time noticed me standing there naked.

Now if you can't guess, James had never seen me naked before. He'd never seen me even close, because you kind of want the first time a guy ever sees you naked to elicit a sort of reaction.

Maybe his jaw will drop? That'd be good. Maybe he'll be stunned into silence or whisper out a soft and quiet swear?

Basically there is one response you want to avoid at all costs, and as luck would have it the moment his eyes fell on me he did exactly the last thing I wanted him to do.

James just started laughing.

Not just normal laughing either, though it certainly started as that. He started off chuckling and before long he was doubled over slapping his thigh laughing at me. Laughing through tears at my misfortune, at the sight of me standing there naked and barely covered up with my arms and hands. So close to being on full display for him.

"Stop laughing," I nearly shouted, "Why are you laughing at me?"

But he wouldn't answer. Honestly, I don't think he could answer. Every time he tried he'd look up and see me and just break into more laughter that was more out of his control.

"People will hear you," I said, desperately, "People will see!"

I took a few tentative steps forward, wanting more than anything to reach out and shake him but if he was laughing at me now then where would we be when I was fully naked and had my hands on him.

Fuck, this day couldn't get much worse.

At least James got his laughter under control. He managed to stand up a little straighter, catching his breath and explaining.

"I'm sorry I just..." he said, "It's hard to explain why this is so funny."

"Well it's about to get a whole lot funnier, because now we're stuck here. Grab your phone out, I guess we're calling the fire department or my super or something or... James..."

His face had gone a little guilty, a little quiet. His eyes were wider and he kicked his foot like he'd done something wrong.

"That door in your apartment really sticks. Took my bag off to get more leverage. My phone..."

I finished it for him, "Your phone is in my apartment."

James shrugged, then looked around the roof, "Not a lot of coverage around here."

"Fuck," I muttered, "Fuck. Fuck. Fuck."

I was cold. I was exposed. And this situation which hadn't been great to begin with just got a whole lot worse.

Because hiding from a bunch of anonymous strangers was one thing. Hiding right here next to my friend was something else entirely.

And the worst part was that little voice in my head that had been fantasizing about all this exposure kept on screaming out the obvious to me. Pointing out that in the years we'd been apart James had somehow gotten more excruciatingly and infuriatingly handsome.

He was still broad-shouldered and muscular. Still had that confident sort of swaggering strength to him. His arms were still amazingly strong, bulging biceps and forearms that were thick with corded muscle.

And his strong jaw was still there along with those kind eyes of his. Hell, he even felt like he'd gotten taller over the years. Impeccably dressed in a button-down shirt and jeans, which was of course far more than I could say for myself.

"Here, take this," he said, working at the buttons of his shirt and pulling it off before draping it over my shoulders.

I bit my lip and clenched my jaw, letting him button it up on me as I slipped my arms into the sleeves and did my best not to stare.

I mean it would only be fair to look a little, right? After all he'd just seen more of me than I'd ever imagined or wanted him too, and he was so close to me now that I could see every inch of his hard chest and rigid abs.

I did my best to keep from drooling.

"Thanks," I muttered, "Not sure how we're going to get down from here."

James just shrugged like it didn't matter, "I mean you said you had a lot planned so that sucks, but I'm sure someone will notice us eventually. Maybe we can find some things to make a big SOS sign and then someone will call the fire department for us."

"Maybe," I said darkly, and he got entirely the wrong impression from my mood.

"Hey, it's okay Renee. I know it sucks to miss out on your plans but spending my birthday stuck on a roof is memorable if nothing else. I can think of worse things to do."

He smiled at me with that goofy grin of his and I sighed.

"It's not that," I said, "All of the plans fell through. The reservation got all messed up and the present got lost by the post office. I don't have anything planned for tonight."

There was a beat and I didn't know how he would take it. I mean the guy hadn't seen me for three years and all I had for him on his birthday was excuses, that had to be a disappointment.

But instead, he started laughing again.

Not as hard as last time, more like one of those laughs that you give when something worked out entirely by your own surprise.

I hit him, "I felt bad, dummy. I can't do anything right and you're all in town and we haven't seen each other for years and-"

"And I was terrified," he said, stunning me into silence.

"Terrified?" I asked him.

"You moved away," he said, "You moved away to the big city and you were always so busy and I missed you, I was proud of you but god I missed having you around. When I moved here I was excited, but you were just the big city girl and I figured you wouldn't want a big dumb slow guy like me tagging along after you. I figured the city had changed you, so this is kind of comforting."

"I'm glad one of us is comfortable," I quipped.

"Come on Renee," he said, "You try to plan a nice night out and instead wind up trapped naked on the roof of your apartment after all the plans fall through. Tell me that isn't 100% you."

I had to laugh, the man had a point, "It is. I guess. It is pretty on-brand."

"You haven't changed a bit," he smiled, "And I wouldn't ask you to."

The wind kicked up and I shuddered, shivering with the cold. James reached out and wrapped his arms around me, rubbing them on my back and breathing warmth back into me.

"How long have you been up here? Should we start thinking about exposure? Maybe start shouting to try to draw attention?"

I could barely think. All I could concentrate on was the feel of his bare chest against my hands.

James and I had always been close but I don't think we'd ever been this physically close. I don't know that I'd ever had him hold me like this. I don't know that he'd ever hugged me, not even when we said goodbye.

But he just said that he didn't want me to change, and surely that meant that he didn't want us to change either. James wanted things to stay the same, and I couldn't deal with that.

Because I could deny it over and over again. I could claim that it wasn't so, pointing out how I'd always kept my hands to myself and never tried anything. I could talk about how I knew I wasn't his type, how I knew that he wanted someone to protect and that wasn't me.

But the fact was when he wrapped me in his arms like this it felt an awful lot like protection. When he pulled me in close, it felt an awful lot like I liked it.

"You're still shaking," he said, "Are you still cold?"

"James, why did you move to town?" I asked him suddenly, "Your company has offices all over the world. They could have sent you anywhere, did they tell you that you were being sent here? Or did you ask to be sent here?"

It was the most indirect way I could ask him, the easiest way to spare my heart. I thought it wasn't obvious, but he read me like a book.

"Renee," was all that he could say in response.

"It's okay," I said suddenly, smiling briefly and trying to push away both my frown and my tears, "It's just been a long day and I-"

"I missed you, Renee," he cut me off, "I missed you a whole lot. I had a teddy bear when I was little and I loved that thing, grew up with it. Brought it with me to college and hid it in my dorm room because I was a little ashamed and I didn't want people to know that I had it and I was successful, but people got close to finding out.

"And one day when my roommate was out I realized that I'd brought it for comfort, to sleep with, but I wasn't sleeping with it anymore. It was just lying in the back of a drawer hidden. So I chucked it. Threw it in the garbage.

"I figured I'd grown up. Figured I'd grown out of it. Figured I didn't need a teddy bear anymore and I wasn't the sentimental type.

"And that night I couldn't sleep. At first I thought it was just me being crazy but I couldn't sleep and I couldn't get it out of my mind and I walked out of the dorm crazed, searching through the garbage until I found it, washed it, and put it right back where it belonged.

"I didn't know how much I needed it until it was gone. I didn't realize how much it meant to me until I'd let it slip away."

"James," I said quietly.

"Renee I missed you," he said, "I really missed you."

And then he didn't say anymore. Because by then I was already kissing him.

I was pressing hard against him, practically threw myself into him as I pressed my lips against his. He moaned lightly, moaning my name as his arms wrapped around me became more about gripping me than they were about holding me tight. He wanted to feel me, to feel me in full. He wanted my body and I wanted his, like I'd wanted it for so long.

Wanted and needed him. Needing him to feel more and more. Needing him to need every inch of me.

"Oh James," I begged him, "Please don't let this be a dream."

He spun me and pinned me up against the wall behind him and I swear I heard him growl when he did it. His lips pressed into my neck and his hands busied themselves with my body, feeling me in full.

"God I dreamed about you when you left," he said, "No one else but you. I wanted to visit you but I was so scared you didn't want to be with me. So scared I'd come all this way only to have you be with someone else."

"It was always you James," I told him, "It was only ever you. But you were with anyone else. I didn't know you thought of me like this. I didn't know you could find me beautiful."

"So beautiful," he said, "So perfect. My best friend and I want you to be more, Renee. I want to buy you pretty things. I want to take you to beautiful places. I want you to make you happy."

"My turn first, birthday boy," I cooed, flipping the tables and slamming him up against the wall.

I didn't care that we were out there for anyone to see. I didn't give a damn that I was so exposed. The part of my body that was screaming out for joy at the prospect was screaming out a victory because it wasn't even my birthday and yet I was getting everything that I'd always wanted.

My knees hurt when I fell down onto them. My fingers were nearly numb and shaking with excitement as I worked off his belt and tugged down his zipper.

"Renee, we're outside. Anyone can see us."

"I don't care. I've got you now," I told him, "And I'm not wasting one more minute."

Now I'd seen James in bathing suits. I'd seen him dripping wet with that fabric clinging to his body. I'd even once walked in on him in the dorms when he was only wearing a pair of boxers.

So I had a rough idea of what he had for me, but I'd never seen the whole thing and I'd certainly never seen him hard.

It was big, thick and long and bulging with veins. The head of him pulsing with excitement as I stared up past it to see him glancing around at the buildings around us. He was shocked at my boldness and overwhelmed by the exposure, but he was still achingly hard.

And if that alone wasn't enough, the knowledge that he was hard for me certainly was.

For me. Every inch of this was my doing. I had been the one to make his cock this hard. I had been the one to turn him on.

God that was like a lifetime of need built up and satisfied. I could die happy knowing that I could make a man like James want me, but I didn't want to go yet. Not before I'd had my fill of him.

His attention was divided, but as I pressed my lips against the head of him it all came focused down onto me. I parted those lips as he watched, letting my tongue slip out and roll around and around that pulsing head of his.

He took a sharp breath in and I felt his body tense. I let a smile play at the corners of my mouth for a minute, just before I pressed forward to take him in.

The groan he let out as I swallowed him sent a better shiver down my spine. Both of my hands found his body, one slipping around the base of his cock to stroke while I sucked and the other holding his balls and fondling them. I moved slow but forceful, making sure to linger on him as I pulled back and pressed forward, using my tongue to slide back and forth on the underside of him.

And when I pulled back to catch my breath I found that I was panting not with a need for air but with a need for him. A need to have him in me, to connect as much of me to him as I possibly could.

I wanted his bare skin against mine, to the point where my body was itching for it. To the point where it made the movement of my mouth jerky and fast, rising in pace until I was practically pounding and gasping to take him.

"I think people are watching," he said to me, "I think they can see you."

I let him fall out of me, moaning and stroking him, turning my eyes up to him and letting him see that they were hazy with need.

"Let them watch," I said with full honesty, "Let's get as many of them to watch as we can and then let's give them something to really watch. Let's make it so hard for them to look away."

I went back to licking him, working the head of him with my mouth while I used both hands to stroke his shaft. I pumped hard, squeezing tight enough that his breath caught in his throat and he moaned and pumped forward.

He was meeting my mouth with each stroke now, plunging deeper and deeper as I did my best to take him. Both of us working together to his mutual pleasure and though god a part of me wanted to stay there on my knees forever I knew how wet I was. I knew what I really wanted.

So I stumbled back, falling down literally onto my ass as I laughed, giggling loud enough that I'm sure people could hear me. Staring up at him as he looked down at me in astonishment.

I was getting all the looks I needed now. No more laughing from my James, who after tonight would truly be my James.

And when he couldn't look away from me I gave him another reason to keep staring, taking my time with the buttons on his shirt that I was wearing until they were fully opened and you could a line of my skin between the two halves.

I shrugged out of it, letting it fall to the ground and letting him see me for the first time. Witnessing every inch of me.

"God you're beautiful," he said and I blushed, "I don't know how I missed it all those years. I don't know how I ever resisted you."

"Don't resist me anymore," I told him as I beckoned him to me, "I want you inside of me."

James might be big but he can certainly move fast when he wants to. He had me up and in his arms, crushed against me as he spun and moved me back to the wall.

My legs parted and wrapped around him as his hands gripped my ass and propped me up so that his cock was just pressing at the entrance to my sex. When he thrust forward into me it propelled me backward so that I was pinned between him and the wall, held there by the force of him and the force of the many thrusts that were yet to come.

"Yes!" I cried out, and he silenced me with a kiss.

I knew that he was worried about all the people watching us but I didn't give a damn. I wanted to scream out to the heavens that I'd finally got my man. And I wanted there to be witnesses.

This was a change for me, a whole new era. It was a whole new me embracing a whole new side of myself, a side that loved who I was.

And who wasn't afraid to show it, to have people see every inch of me. When I was done taking him up here I'd need a whole new wardrobe cut low and high on my dresses, bikinis instead of one-pieces, heels to make my legs look long and make me ooze sex and sexuality.

James loved me for who I was. He loved every inch of me. It's stupid and simple to let the affections of a man define you and validate you, sure, but there can be something freeing about knowing that you can have your cake and eat it too.

I was wrong, for all those years I was so wrong. I didn't need to change who I was because James was in love with who I was. I didn't need to hide a body that wasn't voluptuous, because all those people watching found me desirable just as I was.

I was in love with myself at this moment. And in love with the feel of his thick cock pressing up inside of me. The feel of the force of his body and his harsh and ragged breath as he pounded into me from below.

I clenched onto him, riding out every inch of his thrusts as he filled me up better than I'd ever been filled before. As his cock throbbed deep within me and I knew it, I could trace every inch of him when he buried every last inch in me.

"Fuck me, James," I begged him, "Fuck me like I've always wanted to be fucked. Fuck me and let everyone see me the way you do. You see me now, don't you?"

"Beautiful," he confessed, "Perfect. I want you now, Renee. And now that I have you I'm never going to let you go."

We stumbled back and I pressed on him, pushing him to his knees and then to his back as I rose up above him. Riding him with my body stretched out long above him, every inch of me but the space our bodies met on full display.

As I worked on him, grinding back and forth and bouncing up and down, his hands ran worshipfully over my body. Over my hips I'd always thought weren't voluptuous enough for him, over my tummy that I'd always dreamed was too tight and too firm, over my breasts that I never thought were big enough.

But they were big enough that they spilled out of his hands.

And bending low he took them into his mouth and feasted on them. One and then the other as his hands held and squeezed them for him. His teeth even came out to nip at my nipples lightly and when they were wet with the memory of his tongue his hands slid down my sides and gripped my ass, squeezing as I tensed while I rode him.

"You're perfect to me," he confessed, "God Renee every inch of you is perfect."

"I never thought you saw me like that," I told him.

"Because I was a fool who couldn't see what was right in front of me. But now that I have you I'm never letting go."

I gasped, moaning as I felt him pulse within me. I stared down at him, wanting him to say it and needing to hear it as I stared into his eyes. As I felt him inside of me.

"I'm sorry it took me so long," he said, "I'm sorry it took losing you to realize what you meant to me. But I'm willing to work a lifetime to make up for that Renee. I'm willing to do whatever it takes to be with you."

"Oh, James!" I cried, falling onto him and kissing him hard as I felt him thrust up to meet me, "Oh James! James!"

And I could think of no better place to feel my whole world explode.

Held by James, pulling me in tight. Holding me to his body while I shook, while I felt the heat of my climax rushing through my veins.

I heard screaming and moans and realized that they were coming from me. My body went tense, spasming as I felt him throb deep within me.

A long and slow and shaky breath escaped me and finally I relaxed in his arms, letting the warmth of him hold me and make me feel safe.

"You didn't cum yet," I mewled regretfully.

"Oh Renee," he said, "I wasn't lying when I said that I wasn't going to let you go. You've got a lifetime to make me cum."

There was the sound of someone cheering and we both turned to look, seeing a man on his balcony laughing and clapping for us. A few others had come out onto their balconies as well.

James only chuckled, "Should we ask them to call for help?"

"In a bit," I told him, wiggling my ass and dragging him over on top of me, "First let's give them another show."

END
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Wet In The Woods

Staring down at that beach. All those people. A nudist resort and me, a wife who hasn’t been satisfied in so long.

This vacation was meant to rekindle things for us, it was meant to be a new start for our relationship. But even here in the woods with nothing to distract us my husband has no interest in me. This is the final straw. Now I know we’re done.

When the stranger catches me watching he knows what I’m looking for. When he offers me the chance I can’t help but indulge. I’ve needed it for so long.

Hitting the trail through these woods to clear my head. Running and putting the path behind me. Lost in the woods I find this resort, and on these grounds I find far more than I could have ever imagined.

Out here and exposed while the rain washes my past clean. Out here in the wilds with my wild man whose name I don’t even know. Out here I am free.

Free to cheat.

Click here to buy this story or to read an excerpt!


My Cuckold Fantasy

I kept it secret, locked away. Real men aren’t supposed to want this. Real men aren’t supposed to need it.

Successful in business and a paragon of power in the world at large, I am everything I was told a man should be. I have wealth and influence, I have a beautiful wife and a beautiful life. But beneath it all I have my secret.

My wife coaxed it out of me, my secret confession. I scared her with it and she retreated from me. She knows me now and I don’t know if she loves me anymore.

On my birthday I get home and she blindfolds me with the promise of a surprise. She takes me upstairs and she ties me to a chair and when she pulls away the blindfold I see we’re not alone.

He is there, her best friend. He is the picture of what a real man should be, hard and powerful. She tells me the truth. She tells me that he’s here for my fantasy.

I want this to happen but it scares me. Can I survive the intensity of seeing my hearts true desire played out in front of me? Can my marriage survive this powerful and fearsome man?

Click here to buy this story or to read an excerpt!


My Boyfriend Can't Satisfy Me!

He drove me to this. It’s his denial, his weakness. It’s my boyfriend’s fault that any of this is happening.

My boyfriend is a disappointment. Starting off promising when we met in college but became a layabout while I thrived. He never goes out. He never shows any interest in anything but ticking away the seconds of the day in front of the television.

I don’t need to know his name. All I need to know is that he wants me, that he needs me. That he can satisfy me.

My boyfriend is home and I’m out here. All eyes are on me as I dance with anyone who will have me. But I want more than dancing and the man watching from the corner knows it.

Fast and urgent. Pressed into the back of this club. So many people around me. All of them watching.

Watching me cheat.

Click here to buy this story or to read an excerpt!
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