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Alone
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I pulled into the parking lot and grinned. It was Saturday morning before the big holiday and I just needed to get payroll done, then I’d have a nice long vacation. Apparently, I was not alone in wanting to get some work finished up though; Mr. Sexy’s car was the only other one there.

The investment broker from across the hall worked almost as hard as I did, at least judging by the time he put in at the office. I’d only actually seen him just a few times, but that was definitely enough to get my interest up. He had short dark hair that was never out of place, a timeless chiseled chin and sharp cheekbones. His dark expressive eyes seemed to see everything, and sometimes I worried that they could see into my mind and he would know what I was thinking.

Most of the time he wore a pressed white button up, but every-so-often, he would show up in a tee, and boy did he ever show up! His rock-hard pecs danced beneath his shirt in the most inviting way, and when he held the door for me, I couldn’t help but notice his large bicep. I ached to run my hands all over him.

I unlocked my office door and fired up the computer. Quickly, I tallied the time from the cards and input it into the payroll system, scheduled the direct deposit and figured and scheduled the payroll taxes. It didn’t take nearly as long as I thought it would and I wanted to make sure my time spent at the office amounted to something. So now, what do you do when you are all alone in a quiet office and all your work is done? Daydream of course. And if I’m going to daydream, it might as well be about the sexy stockbroker across the hall, right?

I leaned back in my chair and closed my eyes. In my mind, the hand sliding down my stomach to unbutton and unzip my jeans, became his hand as it snaked between the folds of material and made its way beneath my panties. 

His fingers glided over my clit then parted the lips of my pussy. He curved and inserted two of them inside me while his thumb kept busy on my pleasure button. I arched back in my chair allowing him better access only to have his other hand slide under my shirt and move to my back to unclip my bra.

I moaned as he tweaked one nipple then the other, all-the-while continuously sliding his other in and out of my tight, wet, cavern. I wanted to kiss him, to pull him onto the chair with me, to take his cock between my lips and to run my hand up and down his length but knew if I tried, his image would evaporate and disappear.

Instead, I enjoyed the sensations and let him take me ever closer to my breaking point. My breathing quickened, and his fingers moved faster. He lightly pinched my clit and I felt the moisture begin to pool and seep around his fingers then he stopped, not wanting me to come just yet.

His hands moved to cup my full heaving breasts. Each hand circled its respective nipple with his thumbs bringing them to taut peaks before plucking at them. He alternated, pinching hard and sharp then caressing soft and gentle with no rhyme or rhythm as to what he would do next.

He slid to the floor between my legs and parted my soft nether lips, sliding his fingers back inside me. He thumbed my clit while moving his fingers in and out at a quick, determined pace. I closed my eyes, threw back my head and moaned as the pleasure took over. 

“Come for me baby, I want to taste you,” he whispered from the other doorway across the room.

I opened my eyes in surprise. “Wait, what? Where did you come from?”

“I thought I was the only person in the building; then when I heard you moaning over my music, I figured I better investigate,” he explained. “Imagine my pleasant disbelief at finding you...like this.” He looked pointedly where my hands touched my exposed pussy.

“Well...I...I” I stuttered, at loss for words, embarrassed at being caught literally with my pants down.

“I’m here to help, any way I can; maybe I can even...um...lend a hand” he grinned sheepishly as he approached my chair.

I quickly sat up and moved my hands. “I can’t believe this is real; that you are real.”

“Oh, believe me” he pushed me back in my chair, pulled my jeans off, and spread my legs wide. “I’m definitely the real thing.”

Next, he removed my shirt and pulled my arms from my bra straps. He glanced at the open door then moved to shut and lock it. We were completely alone, and I was nervous yet excited. I still couldn’t believe he wasn’t a figment of my overactive imagination.

He returned to my desk and glanced down. “I think I might be a little overdressed.” He grinned and pulled his tight t-shirt from his waistband, over his head, and cast it aside. His hands went to his pants; my eyes followed his every move.

I licked my lips in anticipation of his unveiling. Ever so slowly he lowered his zipper until finally, it reached the end. He released the button on his fly and pushed his pants down over his hips to pool on the floor at his feet. 

My fingers itched to touch him, to push his boxers down to join his pants. He looked like a statue standing there as he let me look my fill. But he wasn’t marble, he was satin. Or velvet. Every inch was a hot-blooded man.

I stood and reached out, almost afraid to touch him. Almost, but not quite. I ran my hand lightly over his chest and smiled as he quivered. He was either anxious or nervous, maybe a little of both. 

I reached up and pulled his head down so that his lips met mine. They were soft and pliant at first then grew more demanding as he took over and deepened the kiss. His arms went around me, pulling me close against his hard body. I ran my hands over his shoulders and down his back.

He groaned deep in his chest as I caressed his soft skin. He reached down and pushed off his boxers allowing his cock to spring free, then pulled impatiently at the side strings of my thong. I shimmied out of it and kicked it to the side. 

His steel rod bounced against my stomach. He slanted his head and his tongue invaded my mouth, touching mine in question before tangling with it at my slight nod. 

He touched my pussy briefly, inserting a finger to test its readiness. Finding it hot and wet, he lifted me from the floor and took a couple steps to the wall. He leaned me against it and moved his hands down to support my lower body before he impaled me with his massive shaft.

I gasped, breaking our kiss as he filled me, stretching the inside of my womb. Once he was fully inside, he gave me only a moment to become accustomed to his girth before beginning to move in and out.

I arched back, thrusting my breasts in his face as he increased the rhythm. He nipped at one breast then the other before taking a nipple fully into his mouth. He sucked at it, running his tongue around it then scored it lightly with his teeth. The pleasurable pain brought me closer to the edge and he released my tit to smile and move to the other. 

I wrapped my legs around his hips, and he pumped harder and faster into me. Our breathing became ragged and I cried out as my climax burst forth, flooding him with my sweet honey.

He moved us from the wall and with a vicious swipe of his hand, cleared all the contents from the top of my desk. He set me on the edge and planting his hands on either side of my hips, he fucked me hard and deep. Sweat dripped from his brow onto my chest as he looked down at me. 

His dark eyes intensely searched mine, and I could see he was determined to make me lose control before he finished. The knowledge hit me in my very core, and I felt another wave building. I closed my eyes and threw back my head, allowing the wonder to take over when the wave crashed down.

I knew he was close too and the clenching of my inner muscles soon brought him to his peak. He grew still then pulsated deep inside me as he climaxed. I opened my eyes and for a split second saw vulnerable pleasure in his before it was again hidden in his dark stare.

We tried to catch our breath and I struggled to sit up, the hard desk becoming uncomfortable now that the moment was past. “Oh my God.” I said. “That was amazing.”

He grinned. “I’d have to say that I agree, but we aren’t done just yet.” He took my hand and led me around my desk. “You were in the middle of something when I walked in and it very much made me want to taste you before I got sidetracked.”

He gently pushed me into my chair and knelt between my thighs. He parted my labia and lowered his head. His tongue darted in and out at first as he tasted me then dove deeper into my inner recesses.

I grabbed at the armrests of my chair, biting my lip to keep from screaming out. Moments later, I gave up the fight and came for him again, this time flooding his tongue with my passion as he eagerly lapped up his prize.

Finally, he stopped and began working his way up my body. He kissed the top of my pubic bone, my stomach, each of my breasts and kissed a trail up my neck. He dropped a kiss on my forehead then captured my lips, kissing me deeply. His tongue again invaded my mouth and I tasted myself on him. 

​He broke the kiss and stood, smiling at me. “I have to go for now, but next time you’re alone and feeling lonely, come across the hall and visit. I can turn my music up and...I have a couch.” He dressed, opened the door, gave me one last lingering look and closed the door leaving me alone again.
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Accidental Trespass
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I made my way to the main ballroom and backstage. I needed to see who else had volunteered for the evenings' charity auction. I hoped there were a bunch of people, so I wouldn’t have to walk out alone. I hated the spotlight, that’s why I was on the working side of the camera.

Here I was, a photographer in a purchased gown, that arrived in a paid for taxi, and I was about to be auctioned off to a man I didn’t know. I was skeptical about the outcome.

Several people were already milling around behind the curtain. This meant we would all line up across the stage at the same time. Feeling better already, I sipped my drink and looked around. Everyone was dressed beautifully. The women in bright flashy gowns, and the men in fitted tuxedos. I wondered absently if they were serving prime rib or filet mignon tonight.

Finally, the director stepped up on a chair so that everyone could see him. “The auction is about to begin. Please let me remind you that you have volunteered your time for this evening. Be a good sport no matter who places the winning bid. If you feel uncomfortable or like you might be in a precarious situation, excuse yourself and ask for help. Otherwise, have a good evening and remember to thank your bidder for their donation.

We lined up as we were instructed, and all filed out onto the stage. I couldn’t believe how the room had filled up in such a short time. From the higher vantage point, I glanced out, looking over the faces in the crowd. I didn’t see any of them that I could picture sending a dress much less a driver, although any of them probably could have handled my bar tab. I wasn’t a heavy drinker on the worst of days.

I was scanning the faces a second time when I spotted someone that intrigued me. He was sitting in the shadows so that was probably why I missed him the first time. He was of large build and probably stood a little over six feet. I couldn’t tell what color his hair or eyes were due to the distance and limited light, but his attention seemed to be glued on me.

Then he raised his glass in a silent toast and I knew. He was the one. My anonymous benefactor. But who was he? I guess I would figure it out soon enough because the bidding had started on number one and I was number three.

Soon, number one was sold and the bidding started on number two. She was very pretty and as I figured; it was fast and furious until finally stalling out around fifteen-hundred dollars. Quite a bit of money for a few hours of her company.

Next, I stepped forward and listened to the auctioneer announce my name and a few fun facts about me that I had filled out on my questionnaire. I took a deep breath when he opened the bidding and was surprised when my benefactor stood and hollered out “Twenty-five hundred.”

“Sir.” The auctioneer started. “I’m not sure if you understand how this works. I open the bidding and people place bids until someone wins.”

“I’m not sure if you understand.” He replied with a chuckle. “You opened the bidding and I placed my bid. People are more than welcome to raise the bid; if they want to.” He looked pointedly around the room and no one moved.

“Well...” the auctioneer said nervously. “If no one wants to bid.” He brought down the gavel and just like that I was sold to the attractive man in the shadows.

I stepped down from the stage and carefully made my way to his table. He stood as I approached, and he was taller than I had guessed; more like around six-three and his large build didn’t seem to host an ounce of fat on his muscular frame.

His sandy blonde hair was mussed from wearing a hat and his eyes were creased around the edges from hours spent in the sun. I looked down and was surprised to see that he was wearing dark jeans and boots. 

He took my hand in his and raised it to his lips before saying “Glad to finally meet you in person. My name’s James.”

“James.” I nodded, trying to remember if I had heard his name before. 

“I’m sorry, I’ve gotten ahead of myself.” He said, releasing my hand. “Let me start again. I’m James and I bought several of your pieces from the gallery for my new ranch house.”

“Hang on, you’re James Ritter? The James Ritter?” I repeated.

“Yes, I am James Ritter.” He replied.

“No, you’re the James Ritter. Of Ritter Farms.”

“Oh, yeah. That’s me.” He agreed. 

“You are good looking, single, obviously intelligent, and have good taste,” I stated. “So why do you need to buy a dinner date?”

“Maybe I just haven’t found the one yet.”

“And you think maybe buying me for a night might alleviate that?” I was shocked that a man like him was still single let alone interested in me.

“To be fair, I only bought you for the evening; the rest of the night is up to you.”

“Oh really?” I said. “What exactly is up to me?”

“Let’s see how dinner goes first, then we can discuss what happens later.” He suggested as he pulled out the chair next to him.

I sat down and looked around the room, unsure of how to proceed. With the boring college professor, it was easy; eat dinner and leave. But what if I really liked my date tonight? Was it taboo to see him after the event? Would it be bad if I left with him later?

“Calm down already.” He took my hand in his again. “Your face is quite expressive, and I can see every thought that pops into your head.”

“That bad is it?” I forced a smile. 

“Oh, I wouldn’t say it’s bad per se, just obvious” he winked.

A waiter came up carrying plates with prime rib and baked potatoes. “What would you like to drink?” He asked after setting the plates down. 

“I went ahead and ordered for you, hope that’s ok,” James said then turned to the waiter. “We’ll take a couple of beers.”

I nodded and looked down at the slab of medium rare prime rib. It was just how I liked it. I nodded and accepted the beer. “So, what inspired you to purchase my prints?” 

“You mean besides that fact that they were taken on my ranch?” He raised an eyebrow, daring me to argue.

“To be fair, I didn’t know I was on your property when I took them.” I replied, taking a bite of the succulent beef on my plate.

“And the ‘No Trespassing’ signs weren’t a big enough hint?” he laughed.

“I actually had permission to be on the Wright Ranch. I just didn’t realize I had crossed over onto yours.” I explained. “Did your hands ever get your fences repaired?”

He knew I had him there. Where I had crossed onto his property, the fence had been cut and the wire was pulled away. I had thought the property owner had opened up the fields and never realized I was going from one ranch to another.

“As a matter of fact, yes, the fences were repaired. I take care of what I own, Ms. Martin.” 

I looked up and met his steely gaze. Instinctively, I knew we weren’t just talking about the ranch anymore and unless I missed my guess, he planned to add me to his list of possessions.

“So back to the original question.” He relaxed his posture and warmth returned to his eyes. “I loved the way your pictures captured the beauty of my ranch. The calves exploring the pasture, the old barn down near the river, the wildflowers up in the meadow. I had to meet the person that saw what I saw every time I rode out across my property.”

“I just thought it was beautiful. I never really thought about it all belonging to someone.” I replied.

“And what about you? Have you ever thought about belonging to someone?” Lust began to fill his eyes. And to think he just lectured me on my expressions.

“I’d be lying if I said I haven’t.” I looked down, surprised to see that I had all but cleaned my plate as we talked.

He downed his beer and signaled for the check, then asked, “Would you be interested in coming out to the ranch for the evening?”

Knowing I would only have one chance at this, I nodded my head and stood. He looked at the receipt, then threw some money on the table. After grabbing his hat, he put it on and curled a possessive arm around my waist, then guided me to the parking lot where he opened the door to a fancy truck and helped me in.

A short time later, we were pulling up out front of a sprawling ranch house. While the exterior looked rustic, I knew the interior would be amazing. He opened the door and helped me out, then led me up the stairs and into the house.

I looked around in awe. The warm wooden walls and ceilings gleamed. To the right, was a large living area with a stone fireplace. The head of a longhorn hung above it on the wall. The furniture looked comfortable and inviting. 

“Go ahead, have a seat and I’ll grab us a couple of beers if you’d like.” He motioned me into the living room.

“Sure, sounds good.” I agreed as I ran my hand over the back of a large sofa. The buttery soft texture of the leather intrigued me, and I stepped around and took a seat. It was firm enough to support yet soft enough to be comfortable.

James returned with a couple of bottles and set them on a coffee table in front of me then moved to light the fireplace. I looked around the room and gasped. There on the wall were all my photos; they looked perfect!

“Oh, you noticed them.” He grinned. “I told you they went to a good home.”

“They look exquisite on your rustic walls. I love them!” I exclaimed. 

James picked up his beer and sat down next to me, reclining back as he slipped an arm across my shoulders. “What do you think of the place so far? Can you picture yourself living here?”

I spun my head around to look at him. “Living here? James, we just met.”

“I realize that, but I fell in love with the woman I researched and now, meeting you...” He paused and looked into my eyes earnestly. “You’re a dream come true.”

I shook my head. “No way. This is all so fast. I mean, what do you really know about me? And what do I know about you?” I looked desperately around the room, anywhere to avoid his eyes. “You are obviously a lonely, rich rancher that is grasping at straws.”

“Are you saying that you don’t feel the spark?” He touched me then. Running the tips of his fingers down the side of my face. “You can’t deny the attraction between us.” He stated boldly.

Chill bumps ran the length of my arms and my nipples pebbled in response to both his words as well as his touch. “You’re right. I do feel a strong attraction; but is that enough to build an entire life on?”

“People have started with a lot less and been successful,” he replied. “Think about arranged marriages. Most of them never meet until the day of the wedding.”

I sat there for a moment, stunned. What was he thinking? Living together, married, I gasped again. Kids? And to think I just met him. 

“Ok, how about this...” he began. “How about you give me a week? A trial run to see if we suit. If you are still against the idea in a week, you are free to go. Or, if you decide you can’t live without me, we marry. Next Friday.”

I thought long and hard. The only sound was the crackling of the logs in the fire. I felt like I was one of them. I was hot, on fire, and the only alternative was to burn up into smoke. Finally, I sighed “Ok, one week.”

He turned, pulled me to him, and captured my lips with his. It was a warm pleasant kiss that sealed the deal. My heart rate escalated as one hand moved to cup my face and the other my breast. He deepened the kiss and my hands went up and around his neck. My fingers laced through his thick, soft hair.

He slid his tongue into my mouth and it danced with mine before becoming more insistent, mimicking a more intimate action. I moaned, encouraging him further. His hands moved to the back of my strapless gown and unzipped it, lowering the front to expose my chest. 

With practiced ease, he unclipped my bra and tossed it away. He leaned back and stared down at my full pert breasts and caressed them first with his hands then lowered his mouth suckling first one, then the other. 

I leaned back, thrusting myself further forward to enjoy his attention. As his mouth would leave one nipple, his hands would take over, rolling it between his finger and thumb before pinching it lightly. 

Heat pooled between my thighs. I pulled his face up and kissed him again, leaving his hands to continue their quest. Soon, they were helping me to shimmy out of the dress, leaving me only in my garter belt, stockings, and heels.

“You Sir, are overdressed.” I told him as I straddled him and grabbed his pressed shirt in my hands. A sharp tug and I smiled. Snaps. So much easier than buttons, and I loved them. I pulled the shirt open then tugged the hem from the waistband of his jeans. 

He pulled his arms from the sleeves and tossed the shirt to the side. My hands went to his hard, muscled chest. Ranch work kept this man in shape. I bent and licked one of his flat nipples then nipped it, causing him to shudder in response. 

“Oh God Katie!” He groaned. “It’s been so long since I’ve been with a woman that matched my desires so well.”

I could feel his thick, hard cock pulsating between us through the fabric of his jeans. They were so tight that it had to be almost painful, being restrained that way. I reached down and unbuttoned his pants, only for his hands to cover mine. 

“Are you sure this is what you want?” He asked. “Once we start, I’m not sure I will be able to stop.”

“I’m sure. I want you. I want to see if this whole relationship thing will work, but intimacy is a big thing. If we aren’t compatible sexually, I don’t think the rest will fall into place.” I told him.

He released my hands and as I lowered the zipper, he raised up and pulled his pants off. Settling back down on the sofa, his throbbing cock now rested against my damp pussy. I bent and kissed him again.

His hands plucked at my nipples as our tongues tangled. I ground against him, wanting him inside me. I raised up to take him inside me, and he stopped me. “Wait, let me put on a condom.” He said.

“And if we get married next Friday?” I asked, knowing I would hate the feel of the latex between us. “I’m on the pill and don’t have any STD’s.”

In answer to that, he picked me up and fully impaled me, settling me firmly on his dick. I was slick with longing and moved up and down as I stretched to accommodate his size inside me. His hands cupped my breasts again, pinching my nipples, encouraging me to ride him like the stallion he was. 

“Oh God James!” I cried out as I got close. “It feels so good.”

His hands went to my hips, picking me up and slamming me down again on his quivering rod. I arched back, increasing the friction. “Come for me, Katie. I want to see your eyes glaze over with ultimate pleasure.” He told me.

“I’m so close!” I answered, my breathing harsh as stars began to erupt in my head. “I want you to come too James. Come with me.” 

I could hold back no longer, and the waves started. My inner muscles contracted, pulling at his cock even as I flooded him with my climax. With a smirk, I licked and nipped his nipple again, causing him to shudder inside me before erupting. I came again hard as I felt each and every pulsation of his cock until I collapsed against him on his chest.

His arms came around me, holding me there like I was a cherished princess. His lips brushed the top of my head and I heard him whisper, “I’m so glad you accidentally trespassed on my ranch. You’re going to be a perfect fit.” 

BASHED

I walked out of the bookstore and turned the corner headed to the park just like every day; and just like every day, I stared straight down at the words on paper right under my nose.  I could contemplate why my parents hated me enough to name me Gertrude or I could curse the fates of the universe that caused me to be a whopping 5’ 3”, on a good day.  

But what would that solve?  Instead, I chose to lose myself in an everyday fantasy.  Books were my life, literally.  I loved to read so it made sense that I’d work in a bookstore.  Actually, I own it; and live just upstairs in the tiny apartment above.  It’s fine for me and I haven’t heard any complaints from Rupert, my eighteen-pound black cat that prowls the building day and night.

My apartment overlooks a beautiful park that I visit almost daily.  From my window, I can see kids in the playground, men on the grass throwing around a football or kicking a soccer ball, and women on benches either together talking or alone caught up in a book like I normally am.  Next to my window seat, the park is my idea of heaven on Earth.

I continued on my short walk, occasionally looking up to make sure I was still on the right track but never paying real close attention to my surroundings.  As I approached the park, I turned the corner sharply and ran head on into a solid moving wall.

I looked up from my book at the same time he looked up from his phone, only his mass of moving muscle didn’t stop near as fast as I did.  We collided and fell into a heap there on the sidewalk in front of everyone.  The cup of soda he held in his other hand sailed into the air, upending itself right above me.

My glasses flew from my face and a cold sticky liquid ran from my soaked hair down my back as well as down my front.  It pooled in the bottom of my bra, leaving my boobs to sit in some kind of nasty marinade.  

“What in the...”  I started at the same time he said.

“Don’t you watch where...”

We made eye contact.  Thank goodness for short distances because if we had been any further from each other, all he’d have been was a big blurry lump.  As it was, I was able to greedily take in a visual feast of his manly attributes before he clumsily helped me from the ground; and stepped on my glasses.

His green eyes flashed with irritation as well as mirth at the situation we were in, and I couldn’t help but notice the way his forearm muscles bulged as he picked me up and set me on my feet, right before I heard the tell-tale crack of metal and plastic.  He had a large build that appealed to me, and his messy, sandy blonde hair begged me to sink my fingers in it.

“Huh?  What?”  I asked.  He had obviously asked me something while I had been ogling his physique.  

“I asked if you are ok.”  He said, an easy grin that reached his eyes spread across his face.  He bent down and picked up my mangled glasses.  “I don’t think they are going to make it.  We might have to put them down.”

I pushed dripping cords of hair from my face as I groaned at the sight of my eyewear.  “I think so.”  I replied, squeezing liquid from my hair.  “Ew, soda.”  I announced, having discovered what it was that I was covered in.  

“I’ve really got to be going.”  He looked ashamed at my bedraggled condition.  “Is there...Is there anything I can do to help before I go?”

I grabbed my broken glasses from his hand and attempted to put them on only to have them totally fall apart and crash to the sidewalk again.  I bent to retrieve them only to collide head to head with the hottie I was coming to think of as ‘Bash.’

“If you could help me get back to my store, that would be great.  Without my glasses, I don’t see very well.”  I mumbled quietly, ashamed of my infirmity.

“Well that’s nothing.”  He grinned.  “I’m normally so shy that I can’t speak.  But you’re different.”

“Yeah I’m different alright.  I’m standing in the middle of a sidewalk with coke running down the inside of my bra while discussing our shortcomings.”  I pushed another string of my mousy brown hair from my face, only to have a rivulet of soda stream into my eyes.

“Come on.”  He said taking my arm.  “Where’s this store at?”

He walked at an easy pace, but I struggled to keep up with my short legs.  Seeing the trouble I was having, he shortened his stride to match mine closer.  ‘What a considerate guy.’ I thought to myself as he steered me around something disgusting laying on the ground.

“It’s around the corner and down the street about a block or so away.”  I replied, looking up into his kind eyes.  It was like the old cliché, ‘Lust at First Sight.’  I wanted him like I hadn’t wanted a man in quite some time, but what would he want with a troll like me.  

He didn’t say much as he helped me avoid the cracks in the street as we crossed and within minutes, we were standing in front of my shop.  “Thank you for...well, for your guide service.”  I giggled like I hadn’t done since high school.  

He blushed sheepishly.  “Sorry about your glasses.  It was the least I could do.”  He said, kicking at a concrete blemish in the sidewalk.  “Well, I better be going.”  He turned to go.

“Well, thanks again ‘Bash,’” I said.  “It would have been a tough trip back without you.”  I opened the door and stepped into the shop without a backwards glance.

“What happened to you?”  Dory, my assistant exclaimed as she hurried over.  “Did you happen to at least get the plate number from the truck that hit you?”

“No. But he was fine.”  I grinned dreamily and made my way to the stairs, leaving her to stare after me.  

I trudged up the stairs and stopped briefly in my room to grab something to change into after I cleaned up.  Without even thinking, I picked up a pair of worn-out old jeans and a tight, figure hugging tee.  Comfort clothes.  In the bathroom, I peeled off my sodden clothes and tossed them into the hamper then trod across the plush carpet to turn on the faucet in the shower to get the hot water upstairs.

I set a couple of towels on the stand near the shower and stuck my arm in to test the water.  ‘Perfect.’ I decided as I stepped in under the hot stream of pin pricks.  I adjusted the shower head to more of a pulsating massage and leaned back against the wall.  

The hot steamy water ran through my hair to my shoulders and then down into the valley between my breasts.  From there, it trickled across my belly and into the soft short hair between my legs.

My fingers moved as if of their own accord, following the torrent of water down my body.  They lightly skimmed my collarbone moving downward and rested briefly on my right breast.  The tickle of them across my nipple as they continued, intrigued me.  

I cupped both my breasts in my hands and ran my thumbs over my nipples, making my body quiver in delight.  I grabbed my poof and body wash and added a dollop then made it foam up.  Running the poof across my nipples feeling the rough texture almost like the callouses on ‘Bash’s’ hands.  

I could picture him, here in the shower with me; his hands exploring my body, cupping my breasts and tweaking my nipples before sliding down my ribs to my hips.  I could feel him, pulling me back against him; the hard iron shaft of his cock bouncing excitedly against my ass.  

His hands slide down further to investigate my throbbing clit before slipping a finger and then two into my wet, aching pussy.  He slides his fingers in and out, slightly curling them to hit all the right places.  

I arch back as he continues his sweet torture.  I reach up and thread my fingers through his shaggy blonde hair and tug his head down to kiss me.  His hand stops briefly but starts again as our lips touch and lock into a deep soul shattering kiss.  Our tongues play as his fingers continue their quest for my completion.

My insides tighten, squeezing and milking his fingers and he quickens the pace, pushing me ever closer.  I gasp into his mouth and scream out as my body quakes and finally hits climax in an eruption of stars in my head and a flood of come from my core.  I open my eyes and realize that the water is cooling, and I haven’t finished rinsing the coke from my hair.  

Quickly, I scrub every inch of my ultra-sensitive body, rinse my hair and shut off the water.  I reach outside the shower for my towel and drag it into the stall with me to dry off before opening the curtain and stepping out.  The cool air shocks me fully back to consciousness.  “Wow, was that realistic.”  I say to myself as I take the deodorant and body spray from the medicine cabinet and apply them.  

I get my clothes on and grab the blow dryer, drying my hair, then pull it into a messy pony.  As an afterthought, I snatch my make-up bag from under the sink and apply a quick basic job to my face.  Fumbling in the medicine cabinet again, this time at the back of the cabinet, I find my old contact boxes and opening them, I am lucky to find both boxes full.  I struggle briefly but finally manage to get both contacts in place in the corresponding eyes.  I blink several times, trying to get them to focus.  

Finally, I can see the person in the mirror looking back at me.  My blown dry hair is lighter and more wispy than normal.  My contacts emphasize my eyes making them stand out while the shadow and mascara make them look larger and brighter.  My complexion glows in the mirror while my lips make kissy faces.  I look like a totally different person.  Maybe I will have to keep a bottle of coke around to wash my hair in, more often.  

On a whim, I step into my suede boots that have for me, a whopping three inch heel; and then make my way back down stairs.  A glance at the clock tells me I’m right on time.  “You can go to lunch now, Dory.”  I say, startling my employee almost out of her chair.

“Wow!  You clean up good Boss.”  She exclaimed merrily as she grabbed her sweater and hurried out the door to her boyfriend’s waiting car.

I smiled to myself, feeling good about things in general as I went to work stocking the shelves with the newest book releases.  I was whistling, totally off key I’m sure, when I heard the bell from the door.  I look up and find ‘Bash’ standing there uncomfortable, looking all around the store.

“Can I help you?”  I asked.

“I’m looking for the girl that works here.  He said nervously.  “The other girl.”

My heart did a crazy flip-flop.  “You’re here to see Dory?” 

“Is that her name?”  He looked puzzled.  “It doesn’t fit her.” He added almost to himself.

“Dory left for lunch with her boyfriend.  She’ll be back in about an hour.” I said then dejectedly went back to sorting and stocking books.  ‘How does he know her?  How does she know him?’ I wondered.

“I’ll be back in a while.”  He said, reminding me that he was still in the store.  He opened and closed the door and left me wondering why I was always coming in second.

My good mood broken, I finished with the books and grabbed the boom, angrily sweeping the floor, causing the dust to billow and in return, making me sneeze and cough.  Finally, I opened the door and stepped outside.  The sun was shining, and the little sparrows hopped happily around eating whatever morsel they could find.

I dropped to one of the patio chairs and sat there in the sun, enjoying its warmth for a few moments and began watching the birds.  There were three of them hopping all over, fighting with each other for tidbits.  Before long one flew off and the other s followed.  I was left alone again with my thoughts.

I must have sat there for about an hour, because Dory’s boyfriend pulled up and opened the door for her to climb out.  I waited til after they had kissed, and he drove away before asking her “Do you know that guy that helped me back after I fell?”

“No, why?”  She asked in bewilderment.  

“He came back with roses, asking for you.”

“For me?”  Her face clearly showed her confusion.  “I don’t know that guy from Adam.  Who is he?”

“I was hoping you could tell me.”  I replied.  “I just call him ‘Bash’ because we seem to keep bashing into each other.”  I laughed at my own joke.  

“Well don’t look now but here ‘Bash’ comes again.”  She told me.

He walked in and looked around the shop again.  He looked right at Dory then kept looking further.  He stepped up to me “I thought you said she would be back.”

I looked back at him in confusion.  “She is, you looked right at her.  That’s Dory.”

“That’s not the girl I was looking for.”  He stated.  “The girl I was looking for had long, soft brown hair and warm golden eyes.  She was about this tall.”  He held his hand up to the height I would have been without my heels.  

“You don’t know her name?”  I asked, suddenly happy again.

“No, we just met today, I think.  She seems to know my name, but I regret that I never got hers.”  He toed the carpet while looking everywhere but at her.

“My name is Gertie.  I don’t know yours, and the reason you don’t recognize me is I lost my glasses when some great oaf stepped on them earlier today.”  I grinned.

His head shot up and he looked straight at me.  “Gertie?”  He said.

“Gertie.”  I nodded.

“But...but.”  He gestured up and down with his hands.  “You’re like a totally different person.”

“Well, after my Coca-Cola bath, I did have to change.”  I laughed.

“Wow...I...I don’t know what to say.  Oh, these are for you.”  He absently handed me the bedraggled bouquet of roses he had been carrying.  “I...I um...That is; will you go out with me this evening?  Nothing fancy.”  He rushed to add.  

I looked up at the clock on the wall.  Quarter to two.  “What time were you thinking?”  I asked.

“I could come by and get you when you close up, if that’s ok?”  He asked, his eyes looking hopeful.

“Come by here at five-thirty.”  I told him.  “What should I wear?”

He looked confused for a moment.  “What you have on is fine.  Just make sure you have a coat.”  He added with a smile of relief.  

“Five-thirty then.”  I laughed as he bounded towards the door.  

“Five-thirty.” He called back over his shoulder.  

***

[image: ]


AT FIVE-THIRTY ON THE dot, I heard the bell jingle on the door.  I grabbed my coat from its hook and stepped out from behind the counter as he came up.

“Ready to go?”  He asked, helping me get my arms into the sleeves.

“Where are we going?”  I asked, and he offered me his arm.

“It’s a surprise.”  He replied with a grin.  Shaking his messy hair, he reminded me briefly of Keanu Reeves in Bill and Ted.  

“Well, lead on then my prince.”  I laughed, thoroughly enjoying his easy-going nature.

We walked down the sidewalk a couple blocks, then around the corner.  In a matter of minutes, we were right back at the same place we had collided earlier in the day.  “What are we doing here?”  I laughed, somewhat nervously.
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