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Ariah

“Are you really going out in public? Looking like that?” I ask before flopping down on the couch and crossing my legs beneath me. My eyes widen as I stare at my roommate, Violet. I tilt my head at her, scrunching my face in subtle disapproval.

Violet peers at me through her mascara-clad lashes and frowns, quickly glancing down, “What’s wrong with my clothes?”

I let out an obnoxious snort, “How about the lack thereof?”

Violet wiggles her eyebrows and waffles her hand in the air, gesturing at her body. “This is trashy hot,” she says with a self-satisfied grin.

I leer at her over my glasses, not entirely convinced she achieved her goal. Her skirt is so short that if she were to lift her foot to climb a step, her entire crotch would be on display. Her lady bits are hidden in the mesh bodysuit.

For now.

The material doesn’t leave much to the imagination, not to mention the red bottom heels that look like they're about to snap beneath her weight. Trashy hot is not what I would describe what I’m seeing. It seems like everything on her body is hanging on to every last stitch to keep things together.

I shake my head and grab a scatter cushion, hugging it against my chest as I lean over. “Aren’t you a little old to be dressing like a first-year?” I ask sarcastically, her ensemble reminding me of our days in the female-only residence.

Violet chuckles and shakes her hair, the purple-black locks tumbling over her shoulders, “Aren’t you a little young to be an old lady who insists on being in bed by 9 pm?”

I glare at her but refuse to comment. “Seriously, Vi. You’re dressed like Julia Roberts in that opening scene of that one movie you like so much. You know, the one with the red dress and the broken opera glasses.”

Violet twists her body towards me, “If that’s the connection you’re making, then maybe the outfit isn’t such a bad idea. I’ll have you know she ended up with the rich businessman in the end.”

I shrug, “I wouldn’t know. I don’t do rom-coms.”

She rolls her eyes, “No, you’re more into historical pieces where people speak old-timey English and wear clothes that kill their ability to think or breathe. I swear that’s why they jump each other’s bones at every and any opportunity they get. With those outfits making every body part numb, it’s no wonder they do whatever they can to feel something. Also explains why their orgasms are one hundred times more explosive than in real life. The rush of hormones probably overstimulates their nerves after being restrained most of the day.”

My mouth drops open, and I gape at her. The argument is almost too well structured to come from Violet herself. I wouldn’t have believed she said it if I hadn’t witnessed the words leaving her mouth. “What did you say?”

“I’m just saying, those shows are the source of the unrealistic romantic expectations we see in society today.”

I shake my head, “That’s impossible. You can’t blame the chivalrous life of the 1800s for our messed-up idea of romance in the 21st century.”

She turns back to the mirror and huffs, “Oh really? Have you seen the dancing? Everyone in that time knows how to tango and ballroom and foxtrot.”

“Because that’s part of their life,” I interject.

“I mean, I’m lucky if the guy I’m dating knows how to jazz. Let alone salsa.” She continues, ignoring me completely as she turns back to the mirror. “And don’t even get me started on the courting. The whole concept breaks my brain.”

I laugh, “In modern times, we call that dating.”

She glares at me over her shoulder, “Show me a modern guy who will go out of his way to spend as much time with you as possible while a chaperone looks over his shoulder, taking you on elaborate dinners and excursions before asking to hold your hand.”

I shrug, “What’s wrong with being well-mannered and patient? Maybe they just respect the woman they’re courting.”

Violet sticks her finger in her throat and gags in response to my words.

“And besides, it’s not just about the romance. There is a true element of ‘life in the past’ built into those shows. It’s educational.” I defend, still trying to shake off the attack, which I took pretty personally, to my surprise.

“If you’re a history major, maybe.” She bites back, waving the closed tube of mascara in the air. “To the rest of us, it’s boring and unreal.”

I bite my tongue, not wanting to get into an argument with her. “I like it. It feels realistic to me.”

She chuckles as she digs through her cosmetics case, “What’s unrealistic about a rom-com? I mean, it reflects the modern-day challenges we experience. It’s much more relatable than your Barons and Dukes.”

“Not everyone ends up with the guy in the end. That’s what’s unrealistic.”

“And not every woman is courted, or her honour defended in a pistol duel. That’s just as unrealistic. Besides, they had heartbreak in the 1800s, and if that happened, you would get shunned, and you would be the talk of the entire Season if you’ve been dumped.”

I take a minute to consider her words. “I will concede on that fact. There are unrealistic elements in all depictions of romance. Ancient and modern.”

Violet’s head whips up, and she has a perplexed expression on her face as her hands freeze mid-search in the make-up box. “Did you just agree with me?”

I frown and shrug, “Of course. It was a foundationally solid inference.”

“You’re not having a post-break-up epiphany, are you? We don’t have enough alcohol in the apartment to go through a dramatic moment of self-reflection right now.”

I scrunch my nose, “Isn’t it a bit late for that?”

She hikes her shoulders up, “I don’t know. It’s only been 17 months since your break-up, and you barely talk about it. Maybe you’re having a delayed reaction to the pain. Some people need a long time to process and get over their past relationships. I know a girl who took three years to get over her first love. Even after that, she still had trouble falling in love and her hang-ups destroyed her first marriage.”

I shake my head, “Not having a post-break-up moment. Merely stating the facts.” I pause, carefully considering my words, “How is that girl now?”

Violet’s eyes drop back to her hands, and she shrugs, resuming her search in the makeup bag. “It took her a good moment to love again, but thankfully, she found her happy ending and is now happily married again.”

I nod, not saying anything. I know Violet is talking about her mother, but I don’t push. The way she structured her sentences tells me that she prefers to distance herself from her parents’ divorce. I can imagine that it is just as painful a memory for her as it is for her mother.

Violet and I are not big on delving into our family history with one another. We have the same tendency to avoid that topic as best we can. Violet has the painful divorce of her parents as her childhood trauma, and I have the proverbial daddy issues that should preferably remain under lock and key. Between the two of us, we have successfully avoided the trauma from our past. But every now and then, we have a moment like this, where one of us lets a little steam out of the pot.

“So, you’re sure you don’t want to join us?” Violet asks, turning back to the mirror and parting her lips to apply an unnaturally dark red lipstick.

I shake my head and groan inwardly. I’m not in the mood for this conversation tonight. And honestly, I’m running out of excuses to dodge the social crowds that run rampant on campus. “It’s a school night, Vi. You know I don’t go out on a school night.”

She huffs, “You’re not 15, Ariah. Take a chance for once. Do something utterly spontaneous without worrying about the consequences.”

I raise an eyebrow, “The consequences usually involve a heavy dose of regret and a hangover.” I swipe my hand to the left as if wiping the invisible cup of bad decisions off the table. “Hard pass for me, thank you.”

“What are you going to do for the rest of the night anyway?” Violet asks, not looking away from the mirror.

I shrug and twist my face, “I don’t know. I have to prepare for my upcoming practical, and I have a paper due that I haven’t finished.”

Violet gags mockingly, “Your degree sounds like slavery. You’re already a final-year student. You don’t have to be so serious about it. Uni is supposed to be a fun experience.”

I laugh, “I’m having fun.”

She rolls her eyes at me and then mutters a curse under her breath when the wet lashes touch the ridge above her eyelids. “This isn’t fun.”

“I don’t like going out. I’d much rather stay home and watch Netflix or read a book.”

She turns to me, having fixed the little black dots her lashes left on the skin above her eyes. “Speaking of that, have you listened to the audiobook I sent you?” I nod, and she looks at me suggestively, “And? What did you think?”

I feel the heat creep up my neck like an unwelcome insect and drop my gaze, focusing on my tethered denim shorts, which look like they’re one wash away from splitting in half. I’m beyond embarrassed and can’t get myself to admit that I more than just liked the book. I have listened to it numerous times, and I get turned on beyond belief every time.

“Oh, for fuck sake, Ariah, quit being so shy.”

“It was really dirty.”

She snorts, “Yeah, it was. But that’s sort of the point of an erotic novel. And that voice...” She trails off, slamming a hand over her chest. “Matthew and his magical vocal cords. He can read to me any day of the week, preferably from between my thighs.”

I let out a howl of laughter before smacking my hand over my mouth. “Violet Carstens, watch yourself.” I bite my lip, “Although I have to admit, he sounded really hot. It’s the first time I’ve heard depth like that. It was almost unnatural. But it did confirm that I prefer a man with a good bass voice.”

She scoffs, “It’s definitely a vagina magnet.” She thrusts mockingly in front of me and wiggles her eyebrows, and I sprawl on the couch in laughter.

This is how it’s been between the two of us. She’s the weird, eccentric friend, and I’m the quiet introvert.

We met on our first day at university and bonded over our mutual dislike of the structured and scheduled life in an all-girls residence. After enduring a year of it, she decided to ditch the structured life, but I couldn’t leave. I was studying on a scholarship, and my room in the residence had already been paid for. If I chose to leave, I’d have to pay for my own accommodation, and there was no way I’d put my single mother through an unnecessary extra expense. Even if I got a part-time job, it wouldn’t even cover a quarter of the monthly rent people charge for student accommodation. So, I stayed. But halfway through my second year, she called me up and asked if I’d like to move in with her at no expense to me. Naturally, I protested my pride, refusing to let myself give in to my desire to get out of there. I endured the 2 years stay in residence, but when I got the marks to join the final year focus class called the Alpha program, I knew I’d go mad if I didn’t leave. So, I called Violet, and a week before classes started, I hauled my suitcases into her apartment.

It’s nearing the end of my degree, and I have become painfully aware that my time with her is coming to an end. I have chosen to start working first before I dive into my honours. Violet has a job offer at a major publishing company. So, after graduation, we will go our separate ways. She promised we’d stay in touch, but I can’t keep up with her lifestyle.

Violet comes from an uber-rich family, which translates to French cuisine in Paris if the mood strikes. I, on the other hand, have to check my wallet at least three times before I walk into a grocery store to get the basics. Violet never lets me feel guilty for not contributing much to our living expenses, but that doesn’t mean I don’t feel some type of way about it.

My phone dings with an all-too-familiar custom notification, and I tense immediately, glancing anxiously at the device resting on the kitchen island. My need to maintain privacy flares up in me and I leap up from the couch. As subtly as I can, I walk over to the island, quickly flicking my eyes over the screen. My blood heats, and I grab the phone and flip it over, hiding the notification that has my nerves buzzing.

“Where are you going anyway?” I ask Violet as I walk to the fridge, leaving the phone face down on the island.

“I’m going trolling.” She answers matter-of-factly, and I scowl.

“I thought you had that thing with Tim. Why are you going out in search of tail?”

She rolls her eyes, “I need a distraction. Tim gave me a migraine.”

I pop out from inside the fridge and twist my face, “And you want to flush it out with what? Orgasms?”

She nods vigorously, making her purple-black curls bounce, “It’s a natural painkiller.”

I chuckle, “And who the fuck fed you that rubbish?”

“I read it in one of your sciency textbooks. Something about oxytocin and sex and relief of frequent pains such as headaches.”

“Hell, aspirin can do that for you too.” I roll my eyes, trying very hard not to gape at her. I’m more shocked that she actually read and retained knowledge from one of my textbooks than by her candour. This is probably where her earlier retaliation also came from.

She grabs her handbag off the couch and flings it over her shoulder, “I’m off. Don’t wait up for me.”

“Do you have your key?”

She pats her handbag, “Yes, Mom.” She answers sarcastically before strutting out of the apartment. I can’t help the smile that forms on my face as I watch her leave.

The suddenly quiet apartment makes me feel a sting of loneliness, and for a moment, I reconsider Violet’s offer to join her. It wouldn’t be so bad if I just let my hair down for one night, right?

Wrong.

I shake the thought out of my head and recite my mantra aloud: “I am a product of my decisions.” Stephen Covey has never been more spot-on. And right now, I choose to stay in the apartment. I wasn’t fibbing when I said I have a bunch of schoolwork to finish, but my motivation to get into it is dissipating by the second.

My eyes flick to where my phone is lying dead still on the kitchen island, and a rush of anticipation roars inside me.

Screw the assignments.

With unnatural speed, I grab the device and bolt into my room, locking the door. Quickly, I open the incognito web browser and type in the name of the forbidden website I have become obsessed with. After Violet introduced me to the world of sexy audiobooks, I found myself scrolling on the internet for more sexy-sounding men to whisper into my ears. At first, it felt a little desperate, and very wrong, as if I was committing some deathly crime that I would be locked up for if I was caught. I was so paranoid; any siren I heard, I would quiver in fear that my time had come. But as I became more comfortable, I stopped feeling guilty and started enjoying it. And then I came across him.

Asher Hudson.

The man who brought every dirty fantasy I’ve ever had, and ones I didn’t even know existed, into my ears. It’s not just his voice. It’s his ability to activate every sexual nerve ending in my body and elicit some of the best orgasms I’ve ever experienced. The fact that he had no idea I existed or that I was a hard-core junkie for his audios mattered little to me.

I dig through my bag for my Bluetooth earbuds and connect them so fast it’s comical. I tap on the new audio and wait impatiently for the file to finish buffering. Holy fuck, it’s a 17-minute-long audio. I whimper, instinctively knowing that it’s going to be so damn good. His longer audios are some of his best because he takes his time building the setting and the scene, pushing all the right buttons to get me riled up.

Impatiently, I strip off my clothes, chucking my denim shorts and the loose t-shirt I wore into the laundry basket. My eyes watch the screen like a hawk as the web page loads at a snail's pace. Usually, I’d follow his cues, removing my clothes as the story developed. But the anticipation I’m feeling can only be described as an addiction, as the urge fuels my actions. I remove my glasses and place them in the holster on my nightstand. I won’t need them for this activity. I sit on my bed in only my underwear and watch the screen intensely.

When the play button appears, I can’t tap it fast enough. Before the damn thing has started, I can already feel the moisture gathering between my legs, making my panties damp. I groan, needing to get myself under control, or else I won’t enjoy the audio. Sure, I’ll have a mind-blowing orgasm, but it will be over before it has even begun. I want to make it through the story without having an untimely orgasm. I don’t doubt he can conjure more than one from my body, as he has done so many times before, but the build-up to the first one is deliciously torturous, and I want to savour it.

His voice starts to flood my ears, and I moan, falling back on my pillow. The man is a mechanic who specialises in getting me turned on to the point of insanity. Every word he breathes filters into my mind like a fire, setting my neurons alight and leaving them to burn red hot.

Asher starts to build his scene. There’s a rainstorm, and the sound effects of the thunder rolling and rain clattering make it so much more real. He’s musing to himself, asking why I’m sitting outside in the middle of a storm. From his musings, I realise I’m his neighbour, and he hasn’t seen me in a while because I work in the city. The sound of boots crunching against stone becomes louder before it stops, suddenly drowned out by another loud crash of thunder.

Hey.

He pauses, and this is usually where I’d respond if this were a real scenario. But I can’t help myself and respond in my mind, returning his greeting.

What are you doing out in the rain?

He pauses for a moment before he hums.

Locked yourself out, huh? That’s a shitty one.

Boots crunch against stone, and I imagine him shifting his weight as he pauses for me to answer.

Well, look, I doubt a locksmith will come out in this weather, so why don’t you come over? You can stay the night if you want and sort this out in the morning. By then, the storm should have passed. It’s not safe outside at night, and with the raging weather, you could catch a cold or pneumonia.

His deep voice makes shivers run down my spine. Not the imaginary spine. The real spine. The spine that is pressed into the soft linen on my bed. I breathe in deeply, not wanting to break my focus. I don’t want to miss a single detail. Not only have I been listening for less than 2 minutes, but I’m already hot and bothered.

I apparently take him up on his offer because he chuckles.

All right, let’s get out of the rain.

I listen intently as two sets of boots grind against the stone. It sounds like we’re running, trying to escape Mother Nature's onslaught. Thunder rumbles loudly just as the sound of crunching stones is replaced with wooden echoes. I hear keys clattering, a door opening, and a squelching sound.

Shit, we’re dripping all over the floor.

The sound of rustling clothes heightens my senses.

Hey, why don’t you jump in the shower and warm up? I’ll see what I can find for you to wear, though I have to apologise since it will probably be too big a fit. Besides, I might need a shower too. 

He chuckles, and I want to whimper into my bedroom. There’s another pause.

You want me to join you?

There is another small break before he speaks again.

No, it’s not a problem. It will certainly save time and water.

Footsteps thump in my ears, and a second later, clothes rustle and fall into a wet puddle against what sounds like a tiled floor. His audios' ability to create a vivid image in my mind is fascinating. There is a little echo, and by the sound of it, we have now entered the bathroom. The storm sounds like distant background noise.

Fuck, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to stare. You’re just so beautiful.

There’s silence for a moment before I hear the twisting squeak of a tap, followed by running water.

My hand slides down my warm skin, pebbled in goosebumps as my body rears to alertness for what’s about to come.

Hey, watch it. If you keep rubbing against me like that, you’re going to turn me on.

He groans, and the sound reverberates through my body.

Stop, please don’t.

His words are husky, and his breathing is laboured.

Fuck, angel, if you’re going to rub against me, then you better be ready for me to fuck you.

The sound of slicked skin sliding makes my back arch off the bed. Shit, I’m always amazed at how he can make this feel so real.

I’m not fucking you in the shower. If we’re going to do this, we’re doing it in the bedroom.

The sound of water disappears, and I hear wet feet against the floor.

I’m going to kiss you now.

I hear material rustling again and the wet sounds of kissing.

My mouth drops open at the imagined visual of his naked body towering over me. I quickly strip off my panties, irritated by the fabric restricting my movement.

Oh, I want to get you ready for me, but I’m too damn desperate for you. Hmm, or you’re already prepared for me. You’re so wet and warm. I need to be inside you.

My legs fly open, and my hand finds my clit, circling the hard button.

Oh fuck, yes, angel, spread your legs. Let me see that pretty pussy.

The little endearment is so contradicting. If I were an angel, I wouldn’t be getting myself off to the words of a stranger. But my body has a mind of its own, and there is no time to micro-analyse his words and my deeds. My legs widen as if he is commanding my body right here, right now. His groans, followed by the wet sounds of sex drive me wild.

Fuck you’re tight. I’ve never felt anything like this. It’s as if you’re drawing me in deeper into this little hot wet pussy. I need to get deeper. Just a little deeper.

My other hand slides into my drenched channel, and I’m lost, listening to his hard breathing and his dirty words. I try to mimic his descriptions, moving my fingers in and out at the rhythm of slapping skin in my ears.

I know you’re close. I can feel it. Not yet, angel. I want to feel that pussy tighten around me before I come so deep inside you.

I groan, frustrated with his denial of my orgasm. I’m past the point of sanity, slipping in and out of awareness, missing half of what he’s saying as I focus on my clit.

I can feel that pussy start to pulse around me. Just a little longer, angel.

I want to scream at the phone, my wrists burning. I’m tethering on the edge, brought here by Asher’s hard breaths in my ear. It feels so damn real. His sexy groaning makes small waves wreck my body.

I’ll count you down, and then you’ll give me that sweet orgasm.

“No.” I moan aloud, my head thrashing against the pillow. I kick my legs against the bed in sweet agony. Fuck, the countdown is my kryptonite. I never make it to the end. As he starts from ten, I feel the tide rising in me.

Five. Just a little more angel. Almost there.

“I can’t.” I whimper, clenching my core muscles so tight it hurts. I can barely get air into my lungs.

Three. God, you’re gonna break my cock with that hold. Easy angel, slow down. I’m not done yet.

My body starts to quiver, and I try my best to suppress it as my awareness heightens and my senses become hyper-focused.

One. Fuck, oh, come for me, baby. Let me feel that wet pussy clamp down on me. Let me fuck my orgasm into you.

The words are like a gunshot in my ears, and I lose focus. My vision shorts out, and I clamp my eyes shut, biting my lip as I groan through the violent waves that ravage my body over and over again. The sound of him roaring and squirting lengthens my own release, and my muscles tense up as my back bows off the bed. My toes curl, and my head slams into the pillow as I release my lip and scream through the rest of my orgasm.

I take longer than usual to catch my breath, listening to the aftercare as the audio winds down. With effort, I stick my arm out, grab a tissue from the nightstand, and clean up my release from my hands. As I pop the earbuds out, I place a hand over my chest, trying to calm my racing heart. I groan when I feel the evidence of my orgasms start to dry on my hands despite me cleaning up most of it.

“Fuck that was intense,” I whisper into the quiet room. I look down and groan loudly, knowing that I’ll need to shower to clean up the mess between my thighs. I hop off the bed and stand wide-legged. I grab my towel and my vanity case before waddling into the bathroom, my legs still wobbly.

I quickly fiddle with the taps and make a mental note to tell Violet that they have to fix the airlock before we move out. We’ve become used to it, but the next tenants might not know how to work it. It’s also really annoying. As I shower quickly, I think back to what the hell I just experienced, and I shake my head, chasing the thoughts away. The point of the shower was to get cleaned up, not to get turned on again.

After shutting the water off, I dry myself and hurry into my room. I grab a bottle from my nightstand and massage my favourite body lotion into my skin.

The fragrance makes me smile delightfully, but my trans is broken when I hear a knock on the front door. I frown. We hardly receive guests, aside from Violet’s friends, and to my knowledge, they’re all out. So, it has to be Vi. She probably forgot something, like her keys, which I hadn’t actually seen before she left.

I groan in frustration and throw on a robe, ignoring the black mane of wet hair on my head. I’ll dry it when I come back. Glancing at my nightstand, I shake my head and leave my glasses. I doubt I’ll need to see anything further than the door. My shortsight is excellent, but my far sight is a mess. As I patter over to the front door, bare feet, I get ready to yell at her. I yank the door open, and my mouth goes dry instantly, the berating I reserved for Violet disappearing into thin air. My eyes flick up and down, my brain struggling to process what I see. It’s not Violet standing in the hallway. It is the most edible male specimen I have ever seen. I groan inwardly.

Fuck, I’ll need another shower.
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Chapter 2
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Paul

I climb the stairs one by one, feeling the exhaustion in every muscle in my body. I don’t know why I did this to myself.

Because if you’re going to make the trip, you might as well make sure it is worthwhile.

My mind chatters away, and I can’t argue with the logic. That doesn’t mean I don’t regret the decision to pack my schedule to the max. A full day at work, a 2-hour long overnight flight which turned into five due to the weather delays, followed by 7 hours of interviews for the new fellowship program, and four conference calls during my drive here, have drained me of all of my energy, and that includes my reserves. The miracle of the day is how I managed to get to the university without falling asleep behind the wheel. I am one of those phenomenon people who can’t sleep in a moving vehicle. That means I’ve been awake since 5 AM yesterday. The only breaks I’ve had were before and after my flight. And those moments of reprieve were to eat in peace and freshen up.

I pull on my tie. I am in desperate need of a shower and a bed. Being this tired should be classified as a danger to the public. It is quite a miracle that I managed to reach my destination in one piece. Fortunately, the worst of it has passed. Now I only have to focus on the moderation, the actual reason why I came back to my alma mater in the first place.

When I reach the top stair of the 6th floor, I debate whether I really need that shower or if I’m going to collapse on a bed. I fish the little note from my pocket and check the address. The words swim before my eyes, and I push my glasses up my face.
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