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 The Joy of Being a Good
Girl







by
Rebecca Milton


At the far end
of a loft space, he sat. The light in the room was mostly natural,
coming in from the huge windows that were located high on the
walls, just under the ceiling. The ceiling itself was high, about
fifteen feet above me. There was one, large, bare light bulb
hanging from the ceiling and he sat, sprawled in a red velvet
covered, wing back chair under the light. He wore jeans and a black
T-shirt. His hair was salt and pepper, his face, though not young,
still held a youthful charm and radiated a light that seemed almost
otherworldly.






To his right
was a small table. On the table was a glass, half full of amber liquid and an ashtray. To his left was another table. On that table was
a bottle of scotch, a pack of cigarettes and a pistol. I knew
nothing about guns then, but now, I can tell you that it was a
Walther PPK, the same gun that James Bond was famous for. He wore
round glasses and he spoke very softly. No one else was in the room
when I stepped in, but he seemed to be waiting for me.






I pushed the
large, paint spattered door open, stepped inside and said hello. My
voice echoed and rushed around the room, came back to me and then,
slipped by me and fled into the night. I tried not to take that as
a sign. When my eyes adjusted to the room, the dim light, the
depth, the height, that was when I saw him. I said hello again and,
using his right arm, he made a slow, long gesture for me to come
forward. I did, slowly, cautiously. I moved until I was halfway
across the room and then stopped.






“Why have you
stopped,” he asked, his voice a bit of a slur, a hint of an accent,
the rasp of a smoker and an air of casual brutality. A combination
that filled me with terror and desire. Go figure. I stood still,
frozen, frightened. He waited.






“Darling,” he
spoke again, using the word darling like the British men in films
who call everyone darling, “I asked why you stopped your approach.”
I cleared my throat and spoke.






“Because you
have a gun,” I said. He did nothing but sit and look at me. Then,
slowly, he picked up the glass and sipped. He placed it back on the
table. He then reached for the pack of cigarettes. Slowly
everything he did, he did slowly, with purpose or... lack of
purpose. I couldn’t tell, not just then. He pulled a cigarette,
placed it between his lips, returned the pack to its resting place
on the table. He stared at me.






“Match?” he
asked, one word.






“I don’t
smoke,” I replied and he closed his eyes, tilted his head to the
left and then, slowly, he removed the cigarette from between his
lips.






“Now,” he
said, “did I ask you if you smoked?” I almost answered, but he
didn’t allow me to. “I did not. I said, match, the implication
being, do you have a match? Did I offer you a cigarette? Did I ask
you to join me in a fag? Did I?”
This time he waited for an answer.






“Um... no,” I
said.






“Um... no,” he
repeated, not mocking, but slightly bitter. “Match?” he said again
and I shook my head. “I need a light,” he said, loud. Louder than
he had been speaking to me, but he kept looking at me. A second
passed and then, behind him, back wall, a door opened. I had not
seen the door as the wall looked like a paint-splattered wall. The door was hidden, but
present.






This door
opened and a woman, about my height, wearing a pair of boy shorts
and nothing else, came walking into the room. Her face was regal,
smooth, lovely. Her breasts were
pert and lovely. Her hair was short, cut in a bob and colored a
deep crimson. Her expression, not blank, but barely engaged. She
walked to the right side of his chair and handed him a match. One,
wooden match. He took the match, did not look at her, held it under
the table and gave it a quick flick. The head lit, smoke and fire
plumed and he touched his
cigarette. He shook the match, inhaled on the cigarette, exhaled,
blew on the match and handed it back to the girl. She took it
between two fingers, turned and walked back to the door and
disappeared, the door closing silently.






“I can shoot
you from here,” he then said, “I can also shoot you if you come
closer.” He inhaled, exhaled and waited for the smoke to
disperse until he could see me
clearly again to speak. “If you come closer, it will feel more
intimate, friendlier and I won’t have to shout.”






This puzzled
me as, he certainly was not shouting. I thought for a moment and
then, moved forward. I walked until I was roughly three feet away
from him. He inhaled, exhaled and then, he raised his left hand and
made a gun with his thumb and forefinger. He closed one eye, aimed
his finger gun at me, pulled the trigger and said, bang. Softly.
Intimately. He then smiled.






“Sit,” he said
and I looked around. I thought of the Beatles song Norwegian
Wood, because, there wasn’t a chair. I had no desire to sit on
the floor.






“Where?” I
asked and he looked around the room. He shook his head, inhaled,
exhaled and shrugged an apology.






“I need a
sit-able,” he said and again, and the door at the back of the room
opened. Another woman came out. She carried a chair. She too wore
only a pair of boy shorts, but she was blonde. She wore a lot of
makeup, very high fashion. Her lips were outlined in red, filled in
with black. Her breasts were larger and she had a tattoo on her
back. The tattoo was ornate, detailed and it was a design that made
it look like the skin had been torn off her back. The tattoo was
bone, muscle, ripped skin. It was beautifully done. Very realistic.
I gasped when I saw it and she stopped, gave me a very, very slight
smile and then, placed the chair to my left. She turned and walked
back toward the door. She stopped at his left side and held there
for a brief moment. He made no gesture, made no acknowledgment and
she moved on to the door and vanished.






“Sit,” he said
and I did.






***






I saw the ad,
small, square, easily to be missed, bottom right-hand corner of the want ads page, three days
before. I saw it as I turned the page. I stopped and looked at it
for some time. It was very simple, very plain and yet, very
intriguing.






Muse Wanted.
1126, Ware House Row, The Kips.






That was it.
No number, no explanation. I looked at it, laughed and turned the
page. I continued circling ads that seemed right for me, for my
skills, with a red pen. After an hour or so, I stopped, put the pen
down and went to the kitchen to make some dinner. Since my husband
had left almost eight months before, I had stopped going out to
eat, stopped seeing friends, stopped being the person who I was. I did this because I didn’t really
know the person who I was. I had been Garrison’s wife. I had been
the girl on his arm. I had been
the woman who waited for him to
come home. Keep his home. Be his wife. I moved in his circles. I
did as I thought would please him. I was... his wife. That’s what I
was.






When he left
me, telling me I was dull, uninspiring, telling me he’d rather
“have a shrew than a sheep,” I was
stunned. Not just because he was leaving me, but because I realized
I did not know what to do next. I had no job because I didn’t need
one. I still didn’t need one as Garrison didn’t contest the divorce
and gave me a huge settlement, plus alimony. I also go the house,
but I sold that and got an
apartment. I didn’t need a job. I didn’t need money. I
needed... a life. I had been his wife and now, some other woman was
going to fill that job description, although he assured me he would
never marry again. I was a wife,
now, I was nothing. I decided then to find a job. Start part time.
Get out of the house for more than my yoga class. I started looking and, after closing the paper, going
to the kitchen, thinking about making dinner, giving the idea up
quickly and opening a bottle of wine, I had to admit to myself, I
had no real skills that would help me in the market place. I
drank wine and thought.






When the first
bottle was empty, I opened the second bottle. When that one was
done and I was leaning on everything to move around the apartment,
I pulled the paper open again. I flipped thru pages, snapping,
tearing them until I came to the
ad again.






“Muse wanted,”
I read it out loud, I slurred it out loud actually. “I can do
that,” I assured myself, “how hard could that possibly be?” I felt
good. I felt confident. I felt giddy. I felt drunk. I went to the
bathroom, looked in the mirror and smiled at myself. “I can muse
someone,” I told my reflection, “I can make someone... amused...” I
laughed. I then threw up, got in the tub and wept. I fell asleep in
the tub, woke feeling crooked and sick. I showered, gathered my things and went to my Yoga
class.






Then, I sat in
the steam room, then the sauna, then the whirlpool, then
did all that again. I showered, dressed and left the gym. I walked
two blocks to a small cafe, ate a tuna salad sandwich. Went to the
liquor store, bought four bottles of wine. Put two back. Went back
and got them again and then, I walked home.






When I got
home, I waited to open the first bottle of wine. I turned on some
music, looked out the window, watched my neighbor, a lovely red
haired woman, bring her trash to the dumpster and then, wait. I
watched as a man pulled up in a
Mercedes, got out, went to my neighbor, kissed her, slid his hand
up her leg and under her skirt. I watched as he pinned her to the
wood fence that surrounded the dumpster and fingered her hastily. I
watched as she pounded his chest and had an orgasm.






Then he pulled
his hand from under her skirt, wiped it on her blouse and she
slapped his face. He walked back to the car, she followed. He
stopped, reached in the car, came out with a bag of something
green, handed it to her, got in his car and drove off. She opened
the bag, smelled it, smiled and then went back inside. I stayed at
the window for a moment, then opened the wine, drank a glass, went
into the bathroom, turned on the shower, got in and masturbated
until I screamed with orgasm.






Then, I sank
to the shower floor and I cried. I drank only one bottle of wine
that night. In the morning, I dressed, went to yoga, came home,
showered, spent three hours picking an outfit, called a cab and
went to the address. I stood at the bottom of the iron flight of
stairs. I looked around the deserted alleys around me. I saw no
one. I thought about stopping the cab, but then I watched as it
turned the corner and vanished. I checked my cell phone, I was
getting a strong signal so I figured I was safe. I started up the
stairs.






***






“What’s your
name,” he asked me, snubbing his
cigarette out in the ashtray on
the table to his right.






“Claire,” I
told him, my voice sounding small and unsure in the room.






“Hello
Claire,” he said and sipped his scotch, “have you come to be my
muse?” I nodded. “I’m sorry,” he said, turning his head slightly
and putting his left hand to his ear.






“Yes,” I said,
again sounding timid and lost. He said nothing for a long time and
then he stood, put his hands in his pockets, turned and walked out
the door at the back of the room. He vanished. I sat for about
fifteen minutes and then, I got up and left. When I got outside,
the cab was already there. The girl with the crimson hair was
standing beside it. She had on a long, London fog style coat. She
opened the door of the cab for me, handed me an envelope and smiled
at me. Her teeth were incredibly white.






“Come back tomorrow,” she said.






“What time,” I
asked.






“When you feel
like it,” she said and walked away. I got in the cab, checked the
envelope, there were three one hundred dollar bills in it. I closed
the envelope, put it in my purse and went home. I drank no wine
that night. I felt edgy, restless. I ordered a pizza and ate the
whole thing. I went to bed and slept very deeply, very soundly. I
woke late, went to yoga, came home, dressed and went back to the
warehouse district.






I pushed open
the large door and walked into the room. His chair with the two
tables was still there and so was the chair I had sat in. He was
not in the room. I walked to my chair, sat down and waited. After a
few moments, from behind me, I heard him.






“Claire,” he
said, like he was seeing a friend he hadn’t seen in a while. He
didn’t shout or make a fuss, he simply sighed my name. There was
such controlled joy under his voice it made me smile. I turned in
the chair and saw him leaning a large, blank canvas against
the wall. He then went to his
chair, sat down, pulled a cigarette, put it between his lips and
waited. A moment, the door opened and the crimson haired girl came
back in. She was wearing red panties and nothing else. She went to
him and handed him one, single wooden match. He lit it off the
underside of the table to the right, lit his cigarette and handed
the match back to the girl.






“Hello,
Claire,” the girl said to me and then, left.






“Look at
that,” he said, “part of the family.” He smoked slowly, looking at
me all the time. He poured scotch into a
glass, took a long sip, placed the glass back on the table.
“I’m going to ask you a question, Claire,” he said hitting my name
just a touch, “don’t feel you have to answer. Not... right away, at
least.”






“All right,” I
said and adjusted myself in the chair, trying to at least appear to
be comfortable.






“Are you a...
good girl, Claire?” He drew the words ‘good girl’ out. He filled
them with an amazing amount of sexuality. He sullied them. He
tarnished them. He made them seem forbidden, naughty. Titillating.
He smoked and looked at me. I had no idea how to respond. He sensed
this. Sensed my discomfort. This made him smile. “We’ll leave that
for a moment, Claire,” he said and
sat forward in his chair. “Did you come here to be my muse,
Claire?” I nodded. He thought for a moment, got up and left. I sat
for a few minutes and then, I too left. Outside the cab was there,
the girl was there, the envelope was there, I got in the car and
then, I was gone. This time, the envelope had five one hundred
dollar bills.






At home, I
took my trash down to the dumpster. My neighbor was just tossing
her bag of trash in when I arrived. I said hello, she said hello.
She walked away. I threw the bag in, closed the lid, turned and she
was there again.






“Do you want
to get high, Claire,” she asked and I was surprised. I was
surprised because, even though we were neighbors, I was new to the
apartment complex and I had no idea she knew my name. Second, I was
surprised because, without missing a beat, I said yes. We went to
her place. I sat quietly on the couch and watched as she cleaned a
small pile of pot on a black tray and then, she rolled a fat,
impressively perfect joint. She handed it to me and then, handed me
a lighter. I hesitated. I smoked some in college and a few times
when I was married, my husband and I had gone to some parties and
we had smoked. I didn’t think I knew enough to start the joint. I
didn’t want to look unhip. Uncool.






“Would you
like me to start, Claire,” she asked and I told her I would,
handing the joint and lighter back to her. She took both, lit the
joint took a long hit, held it and passed the joint to me. I
followed suit and, surprisingly, didn’t break out in a coughing
fit. We smoked for a while, silently passing the joint back and
forth. When it was almost gone, when she had pulled a clip out and
we were barely able to even see the roach, we stopped. I was extremely high, happy, relaxed.
She was as well. We sat looking at each other, smiling.






“Who’s the
guy...” I started to say, but she
finished the sentence, as if reading my mind.






“The one that
finger bangs me by the dumpster, the guy in the Mercedes,” she said
and I nodded. “He’s the man who
brings me this delightful weed,” she said.






“Well, praise
be to him,” I said and we laughed. “Why the... um... how come
he...”






“Finger bangs
me,” she said, again, I nodded, she was oddly in tune with me and
was finishing my sentences with ease. “He does it because he likes
it and I like it and we like it so, he does and I do.” That made
sense. We were silent a little longer.






“I had a man
ask me something today and I want your take on it,” I said to her, sitting up, leaning my
elbows on my knees, getting serious. She agreed to listen, give her
opinion. “I went for a job interview... of sorts... and the guy
doing the interview, the guy I believe I am now working for...” I
stopped, suddenly feeling very self-conscious, hearing myself talk
about the situation. Was it a job interview? Was I working for him?
I mean, he had given me eight hundred dollars, but what had I done
to earn that money, what would I have to do to earn that money
again?






“Claire,” she
said and snapped me out of my reverie, I looked at her, “you just
stopped talking. You zoned out.”






“What is your
name,” I asked her and she laughed, which, of course, made me laugh.






“Elizabeth,”
she said, “you didn’t know my name?” I told her I didn’t and that
made us laugh more. “Ask me, Claire.”






“Right,” I regained my line of thought. “So, this man I
am interviewing with, working for whatever it is that’s going on,
said to me - are you a good girl?” Elizabeth smiled and sat
back on the couch. Her smile was knowing, penetrating, kind of sexy. “What?” I said.






“Are you,
Claire,” she asked, “are you a good girl?” She said it with the
same tone that he had. The words good girl were now dripping with sex and
wonder and... I have no idea what else, but it was there.






“There,” I
said, standing, pointing at her like she was the embodiment of my
confusion, “that’s exactly how he said it... What does it mean?”
She laughed.






“It’s sex,
Claire,” she told me and I sat back down, “it conjures up all kinds
of naughty, yummy images. The good girl who can be corrupted. The
good girl who cannot be corrupted. The good girl suddenly wanting
to shed her good-girl ways and
live the way the other half does. How wonderful when she breaks the
rules and tastes the forbidden fruit. How sexy when she steps into
the dark side. It’s pure sex, Claire. It’s undressing the virgin
and finding she is wearing black, lace panties and has a pierced
clit. Men love the idea of a good girl. Men crave the good girl.
Some women too. The thing is, Claire, you can’t really be that kind
of good girl, unless you know how to be bad. You have to understand
the power of good girl. You have to understand the magic in a pair
of plain, white, cotton panties.”






She sat back
and watched me for a reaction. I was hypnotized by her words and,
wonderfully, I understood. I thanked her for the pot, the advice
and said I needed to get home. She walked me to the door.






“So, Claire,”
she said before I left, “are you a good girl?” I kissed her cheek
and told her that the next time she took her trash out to remember
that I was watching.






***






The next time
I went to the warehouse, he was standing in front of a blank
canvas. Just standing. Just being in front of it. Looking at it.
The door in the back opened and the
girls, three of them now, all wearing only bra and panties, came
in, set a table with food on it down for him, looked at me, smiled
and left. He just looked at the canvas.






“This is my
nightmare,” he said at last, not looking at me, “this is what keeps
me from sleeping. This is what turns my brain and burns my skull
and fills me with the dread.” He said nothing else. He left the
room after about twenty more minutes and I left shortly thereafter.
Outside, by the cab, I took the
envelope and before I got in the cab, I stopped.






“What am I
doing here?” I asked the crimson haired girl, “Am I really doing
anything?”






“You’re his
muse,” she told me, her voice, lyrical, light, beautiful.






“Should I take
my clothes off, I... I mean you are all so beautiful and...
naked...” She laughed.






“Do what you
think... What you feel would make him... inspired,” she told me,
“don’t worry about the rest of us, we all have a job, we all
fulfill a need. Obviously, there is something he needs from you.” I
got in the cab and went home.






***






That evening,
as dusk was approaching, I looked out the window and saw Elizabeth
heading to the dumpster. I pulled a chair up to the window, sat
with my glass of wine and watched. She threw the bag in the
dumpster and waited. The Mercedes pulled up, the man got out and
pushed her against the fence. He moved his hand up her legs and
under her skirt. As he began to move his hand in and out she looked
up and looked right at me. I went warm, she smiled and then, she
gave over. Closed her eyes and let herself be brought to orgasm. I
was amazed how turned on I was.






I watched it
all, start to finish. The car pulled away and she headed back
toward her apartment. Before she disappeared inside, she turned and
blew me a kiss. She, I thought, was a good girl. I thought to
myself, perhaps I need to wear skirts more. I stepped into the hot
shower, ran my hands over my body, slipped two fingers between my
legs and gave myself pleasure. Was I a good girl, I wondered as my
body shook and rippled with a delightful orgasm.






***






“What shall we
do, Claire,” he asked when I pushed open the door and stepped into
the loft. Three girls were in the room with him, all of them
dressed casual, jeans, T-shirts, sneakers. He had the canvas
against the wall, its blankness highlighted because of all the
paint splatters on the wall behind it. He was facing it from a
distance, like a gunfighter
waiting for his nemesis to twitch.






“Shall we
smoke some crack? Shall we strip down one of the girls and do a few
lines of coke off her smooth, tight ass? Shall we get drunk and sit
up on dais, watch these three ladies fuck each other, finger each
other, eat each other’s pussy? Shall we do that, Claire?” He then
turned to me and his eyes were dark. He was angry. Lost, tormented.
I noticed he had the Walther in his hand. I looked at the girls and
their regular, distant, removed demeanor had been speckled with
fear. He started to pace the room like a caged animal.






“What shall we do now, Claire,” he said
again, hitting my name hard. “What shall we do to get the juices
flowing, get the paint moving and get these fucking canvases
filled?!” The girls all took a step back when he shouted.
They looked at the floor, at their feet and tensed.






“I don’t know,
sir,” I said, softly, “I don’t know anything about crack or coke. I
don’t know if watching these lovely women do... do what you said is
going to help. I’m sorry.”






“Sorry,” he
said and laughed at its weakness, “well, that’s just wonderful,
Claire, wonderful. You really are one hell of a muse.” He turned to go the girls fell in line,
they all moved toward the back wall, towards the door.






“I’m sorry,
sir,” I said, “I don’t know about any of that stuff, you see... I’m
just a good girl.”






He
stopped.






The girls
stopped.






They all
turned and looked at me. We were all still. Then, slowly he began
to move back into the room, back to his chair. He moved very
slowly, keeping his eyes on me. He sat. He placed the gun on the
table. He slowly took a cigarette from the pack. He put it in his
mouth and placed the pack back on the table. One of the girls
stepped forward and gave him the single wooden match. He lit it off
the table to his right, lit a
cigarette, shook the match out and handed it back to her. He
inhaled, exhaled and looked at me through the cloud of smoke.
“Sit down, Claire,” he said,
giving the honey to my name that he had when I first showed up.






“Thank you,
sir,” I said and sat in my chair. I made a little show of tugging
my skirt down. He smiled at that. I crossed my ankles, folded my
hands and placed them in my lap and waited. He smoked, slowly,
deliberately.






“You’re a good
girl, Claire,” he asked.






“I am, sir,” I
said, “I really am.” He thought about this and it made him smile
wide. He finished his cigarette and he snubbed it out in the
ashtray.






“Well, Claire,
being a good girl is all right,” he said. “I promise, we are not
going to ask you to do anything that would go against your...
morals.”






“Thank you,
sir,” I said, each time I spoke, my voice sounded more like a
little girl, more innocent. He liked this. I could tell. “I will
try to make you happy... try to inspire you but... I just don’t
know much about... well... things like this.” He sat forward in his
chair and looked intently at me.






“What things,
Claire?”






“Oh, you know,
like art and... and drugs and...sex.” I whispered sex and he giggled. “I mean...
your friends, these women are so beautiful and when they walk
around wearing just their... panties... I don’t... I mean they are
so lovely. The panties, I mean. Well, the women too. But...” I
stopped, playing flustered.






“Don’t you
wear panties like they do, Claire,” he asked and I dropped my eyes
to the floor, tried to blush.






“Oh no, sir,”
I said, “I’m a very plain, good girl.” Then I raised my eyes
slowly, looked into his eyes, took a breath, “I just wear simple,
white, cotton panties.” He sprang up from his chair, clapped his
hands and did a little dance in front of his chair.






“Claire,” he
said, releasing my name on a sigh. Then, he left the room. The
girls followed. I waited a few minutes and left as well. Outside,
the crimson-haired girl gave me
the envelope, opened the cab door
and before I stepped in, she took my face in her hands and kissed
me. I gave it a second and then, I kissed her back. We kissed for a
long moment and then, she broke it.






“Hmmm,” she
said to me, “you are a good girl.”






***






For the next
month, I sat in my chair and told him about simple things, cleaning
the house, going to yoga. I also “confessed” to my bad things -
pleasuring myself when I took a shower. I told him about Elizabeth
and her Mercedes man, how I liked watching them but wondered what kind of woman did that sort of
thing. Nights I would drink wine, smoke with Elizabeth. I joined a
dating site, but none of the men really interested me. After
a month, he had six canvases
filled and ready to add to the twelve that he had done before
me, before I showed up, before I became his muse. I took Elizabeth
to the showing and introduced her.






“Your
neighbor,” he said and smiled, taking her hand and kissing it
lightly, “how lovely.”






She and I
drank wine, looked at the works and watched the people. A few hours
into the evening, he found me and asked me if I would come meet
some people. He took me to a small group of about fifteen people,
men and women, who were standing in front of one of the canvases
that I had been muse on. They were praising it. He stood in front
of them and presented me.






“Friends,” he
said, “my inspiration, my muse, please say hello to Claire.” They
welcomed me, seemed slightly distant, eyed me with a mix of
curiosity and slight disdain. Who, after all, was I to be so close
to the artist? He watched their reactions, watched their
expressions for a moment and then he thanked me for saying hello
and told me I could go back to the party.






“I will see
you in the warehouse tomorrow, Claire,” he said, “much work to be
done.” As I walked away, I heard a
few of them comment on me, ask how he knew me, who was I to
him.






“Claire,” I
heard him say, “oh, she’s just... a good girl.”

 


***













 The
Competition







by

Linda Wiggins


Catherine
scrolled through her husband's text messages one more time, just to
make sure that she had read it all correctly. The bastard had been
seeing a girl in his office for
months. The pictures she had sent were bad enough, her tight, young
body looked perfect in everything, or nothing as the case may be.
What her husband said in response was worse. For the girl, it was
nothing but romantic dinners and a pocket full of Viagra - for
Catherine it had been the back of his head while he watched TV and
slept on the couch.






The tears were
there but what she really wanted was revenge. Her other half was a
very rich man, she'd be quite comfortable after the dust settled -
but Mark deserved something more humiliating. He'd gotten away with
so much over the years, demanded so much and given so little in
return.






She held her
tongue and let it all simmer when he walked in, only acknowledging
her presence when he asked, “Have you seen my phone?”






Catherine
never looked up and lied when she said, “No.”






***






The dinner was
mandatory and Catherine prepared herself for a long night of
handshakes and small talk, watching Mark text the girl from the
other side of the room. In the car, neither spoke and she wondered
how much longer she could keep up the charade before she broke.






Through the
crowd of people, the boy appeared, looking as uneasy as Catherine
felt in his tuxedo. The blond waves of
his hair looked like he would be more at home on the beach and she
pictured him shirtless, on the sand, imagining the washboard abs
underneath the starched shirt and the broad, well-muscled shoulders
hidden under the jacket. When his eyes met hers, his smile
was alarming and she found herself breathing harder as she walked
toward him, her feet deciding it for her.






“Hello, I'm
Catherine,” she forced herself to extend her hand in the socially
acceptable gesture rather than run her palm down his chest, which
was what she desperately wanted to do.






They touched
and his hand around hers sent a longing through her body that she
had grown unfamiliar with. “Brandon,” he said, smiling and never
taking his eyes off of hers. Catherine felt her face flush, Brandon
was young enough to be her son. She had no business holding his
hand for so long or entertaining thoughts she would have had twenty
years ago.






“Brandon, you
look like you need a drink.” In fact, she thought they both
did.






“Yeah, I do but if my Dad sees me drinking, he'll be
pissed,” Brandon spoke while studying her cleavage, which was on
display in the low-cut blue dress she had chosen for
tonight. It had been a waste on Mark, but more than worth
every penny to watch the boy drink in every inch of her exposed
flesh. “I'm underage and already got in trouble for partying at
school,” he finished his explanation.






“Well then,”
Catherine pulled her shoulders back confidently, her nipples had
become hard under the sheath and rubbed in the lace cups of her bra
just looking at the gorgeous boy. “That's where I come in. I can
get our booze.”






“Awesome,” he
looked down and they both realized that they had continued the
handshake, which had become an embrace a minute ago.






When she
returned with a bottle of champagne and two glasses, he looked
impressed - when she found them a quiet place to sit far away from
probing eyes, his stare became much more heated.






They drank and
their faces moved closer together, drawn to each other and the
chemistry between them palpable. She
found it incredibly sexy that he spoke while staring at her breasts
and that the closer she drew, the tips of her hair brushing against
his chest now when she laughed, that the wide bulge that was
clearly visible in his pants pulsed in her presence.
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