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 The Good Girl







by
Kimberly Bray


At the
shop, they don’t talk much. Sometimes when shipments come in, she
watches him unloading the truck, the muscles in his arms pushing
tightly against the fabric of his shirt sleeves. She wants to walk
across the room, then. She wants to lay her arm on his bicep. She
wants to feel the muscle stretch, contract.






She is
behind the counter today, and Gavin is moving shelving. She watches
as he bends down to look through a crate of tools, she looks at the
curve of his bottom, then quickly back to the ledger she is working
on when one of the other shop girls glances her way. At work, no
one knows about them. No one knows that when the day is done, when
everyone goes home, she is Gavin’s good girl.







***






Celia
opens the door in a rush, her cheeks and chest pink, her eyes
bright and fevered. She steps back to let Gavin in out of the rain,
and with him comes the autumnal smells of wet leaves and cigarette
smoke.






She
pulls him to her, and knows from the look on his face that he can
feel the heat of her through the thin fabric of the black jersey
shift. She holds him there, hugging him hello, buries her face in
the crook of his neck, breathes him in. Celia can tell that he
wants her already.






Celia’s
house is a charming clutter of antiques and books and mementos. It
smells of incense, sandalwood, cedar and her. There are
accoutrements of comfort; soft, silky throws, lots of pillows,
candles, chocolate in bowls. It holds a sexy atmosphere that makes
Gavin’s face flush, and he shrugs off his jacket and hangs it on a
hook by the door. Then he turns to Celia and runs a hand down her
back, cups her bottom. Through the soft fabric, Gavin feels her
nakedness.






She
turns and he puts his hands on her shoulders, presses her against
the closed front door with his body, kisses her deeply. She returns
the kiss, but passively leaves her arms at her sides. Her palms are
pressed flat against the cold door behind her, and her nipples come
up against her shift from the chill and his kiss.






He
trails his hands down her shoulders running them lightly over each
breast simultaneously, feeling the hardness of the little, pointed
buds against his palms. He rubs them with his thumbs, and Celia
moans low in her throat and comes to life, wrapping her arms around
Gavin’s neck. She kisses him hard, bites his bottom lip, making him
flinch. She looks in his eyes, and staring, runs her tongue over
his bitten lip, kisses him again, slides her hands down his
body.






He is
incredibly hard, and as she is kissing him, she pushes in close
against him, coming up and down off her bare toes a few times,
causing a pleasing friction. Gavin cups Celia’s nice, round bottom
with both hands and pulls her hard against him. She leans back, and
Gavin kisses her throat.






As she
slides down, he catches the hem of her shift in both hands and it
rides up on her hips, her naked legs and bush brushing against the
front of his slacks. As he bends to push his tongue in her mouth
once again, he reaches down between her legs and feels her wetness
on his fingers. He sighs. Celia’s breath comes out in a rush, and
she moves her hips, rubbing herself against his hand.






She
whispers his name in his mouth, and he puts his lips to her ear and
says, hot and breathy, “There’s my good, good girl. My beautiful,
good girl.” And he pushes fingers up into her, curving them and
rubbing that sweet, sweet spot. Celia draws in a sharp breath,
practically climbs his body, and grasps his hair in her fingers,
her honey spilling hotly into his hand. He groans, presses against
her, and feels like he will explode.






She puts
her hand in his, then, her sweetness melting between their joined
palms. She pulls him into the room. Her front door opens to her
dining room, and she drags one of the chairs out. She bends over
the table, her rosy bottom exposed to him, and then she just says
“Please.” She breathes it almost, and Gavin cannot unzip his
trousers fast enough and he is in her. She pushes back to meet him,
and a sharp hiss issues from her lips as he slides hard and deep
into her.






Gavin
watches as he fucks her, watches his cock slide in and out of that
wet, shiny flower. Celia is saying “ Please…please…please…” and
Gavin says, “Tell me, sweetheart. Tell me what you
want.”






“You…
you… you…” she breathes. “Hard. Hard. Please.” And Gavin pushes
into her hard and deep and violent. The table groans, and the vase
of flowers on it spills, wetting Celia’s big, soft breasts, breasts
with hard, hard nipples, and Gavin leans over her, grasps both
nipples and pinches them sharply.






Celia
screams his name, and her pretty pussy contracts around him,
squeezing and squeezing, and he unloads, grasping her hips in both
his hands so hard that his big thumbs leave faint red marks in her
flesh.






Later
they lie in her big bathtub, full of steamy water. Celia lies
between his legs, her back against his chest. His hands are wrapped
around her, lying lazily on her breasts. She is rubbing her hands
up and down his soapy legs. They just lie there and breathe. Gavin
leans in and kisses Celia’s neck, her damp hair tickling his nose.
He kisses up her neck, nuzzles her ear. “You’re so beautiful,” he
says.






Celia
closes her eyes and sighs.







***






Celia
and Gavin have a game that they play. Each time he comes to her
house, so cluttered and full of objects, books, pictures, he
chooses one thing to ask about, and she tells him a story. Today it
is a clay mask of her face, as a younger woman. It is propped on
the credenza, amidst ferns, candles and pictures of her
family.






The mask
has been raku-fired, and has a smoky, burnt look. The face is
surrounded with a rim of clay fired with a pinkish-granite glaze.
There are bright yellow marks on the face, like war paint. “Tell me
about this one, darling,” Gavin says, stroking the cheek of the
mask like he has stroked Celia’s cheek so many times.






“She was
supposed to break,” Celia says. She pulls the mask off its Lucite
stand, and shows him the reverse side of the piece, which is lumpy
and uneven. “See? The thickness of the clay is inconsistent.” Celia
takes Gavin’s hand, directs his fingers over the clay’s surface, as
if they are reading Braille.






“My
instructor told me she would not survive the first firing.” Celia
smiles a smile that does not quite reach her eyes. “But she did.
Then he told me there was no way she would survive the raku firing,
but…” Celia turns the mask over and waves her hand over it.
Voila.






“Tell me
about the glaze,” says Gavin. “The markings on the
face.”






“I
didn’t know why I did that at the time,” said Celia. “I was always
so fastidious when I was glazing — maybe it was that I was told she
would break anyway — and I was a little reckless. I just knew
tribal markings were right. Later, I realized why.” She puts the
mask back on the stand. She turns to Gavin, and he
waits.






Celia
takes Gavin’s hand and leads him to the sofa. He sinks down with
her in his lap. She lays her head on his shoulder. She is making
little circles in the palm of his hand with her finger.







“Sometimes,” she says, “You have to be a warrior, even when
you don’t want to be. Sometimes you think you are not strong
enough.” She wraps her arms around his neck. “Sometimes,” she
whispers, “People say you will break. But you don’t.”







***






Celia is
in the back room unwrapping vases when Gavin comes in, his arms
loaded with cardboard flats. He brushes past her, and she can feel
the heat of him. Her cheeks flush a little. He doesn’t say
anything. It’s been a bad day. Celia’s had to deal with some errors
at the bank, fire one of the girls, and then a whole prepaid
shipment of crockery arriving broken.






She
wanted the day to end. She wanted to go to her cozy house, to sink
into the claw-foot tub with a glass of wine. Gavin came back in
from the alley and walked past her. She could see him glancing into
the shop to see if anyone was in earshot. He turned briefly. “You
okay?” he asked. And she nodded. “But I’d like to be on my own
tonight, okay?” she said. He dipped his head and headed back to his
job.







***






That night when Celia opens the door, she admonishes him. “You know I didn’t want to see anyone
tonight.”






“Yes,” he says, stepping in and taking her in his arms.
“Except me.” He says it in her ear.






She
shivers from the cold on his coat against her skin and his warm
breath in her ear. “Yes,” she says. “Except you.” She hugs him
tight. “But you knew that, didn’t you.”






“Yes. I knew that.” He winds his fingers in her hair, tipping
her head back, kissing her passionately. She responds, returns
everything he gives to her. He kisses down her neck, runs his hands
down her back.






Celia
moans down low in her throat.






“Do you want me?” he asks.






“Yes,” she replies. She takes his hand, leads him to the
bedroom. Gavin sits down on the edge of her bed. She leans over him
to kiss him, but he stops her, grasping her by both arms, pushes
her back. She looks at him, puzzled. Rights herself. Takes a step
back.






“Take off your clothes,” Gavin says. She cocks her head to
one side, looks a little uneasy.






“It’s okay, baby girl,” he says. Then he looks at her sternly
and she understands they will do something new tonight. “Undress.
Now.”






Slowly,
Celia unbuttons her blouse, exposing her bra, which is everyday
plain and white. She shrugs her blouse off her shoulders, watching
him watch her. She hesitates. He nods at her, and she unclasps her
bra. Her breasts fall, round and weighty, like ripe fruit. Her
nipples peak, and Gavin licks his lips. She leans then, and tries
to kiss him but he does not let her.






“I asked you,” he says softly, commanding, polite, “To take
off your clothes.” Celia stands again, facing him, and with
trembling fingers she undoes the button of her skirt and pulls down
the zipper. She lets it fall to the floor and steps out of
it.






She is
standing in her half slip and panties. Gavin reaches out, puts his
hands on her hips, slowly slides the silky slip down her legs.
Slowly, slowly, lingering on her skin with the silkiness of the
fabric. Celia leans her head forward, closes her eyes, and sighs.
She is standing there, then, in her cotton boy-cut panties. She
puts her hands on Gavin’s shoulders, leans her forehead on his.
Blows a breath out her lips.






Gavin
slides his hands up her legs, stroking the backs of her knees, and
Celia trembles. His hands slide up and up, massaging the cheeks of
her ass, grasps her hips, sliding his thumbs around her body,
simultaneously stroking her mound through the soft cotton of her
panties. Celia rolls her head against his, her cheek resting in his
hair.






“Oh….” she breathes. Gavin slides a hand between her legs,
feels her wetness on the panties. He slides his hands back to her
hips, pushing her back again, and she lets out a restless sigh. She
rolls her head back on her neck. Through slit eyelids she can see
the hardness of him pushing up through his trousers, and inside she
clenches and contracts, wanting him, but she wants to be good more.
She wants to be his good girl and please him.



Gavin
draws his damp hand to his face, breathes her in. “Very nice,” he
says. “Take off your panties,” he tells her then. “Take them off
and hand them to me.” She can tell from the look in his eyes that
she has him now, and she is caught in the moment. She is caught in
the way the tables have turned on who is in control. She feels a
snap of satisfaction settle low in her gut. Confidence fills her
and she is suddenly the coquette.






Celia
steps back, and pulls down her panties, baring her beautiful mound,
her kinky black hair curling around the softness of her. She steps
out of the panties, bends keeping eye-contact, stands, hands him
the garment, as requested, rolling her hips just a little, watching
his eyes follow her body.






He looks
at her face then, holds her eyes with his, brings the panties to
his face, and breathes them deep. “Yes,” he says. “Yes, my
girl.”






He opens
his mouth, licks the wetness in her panties, and Celia draws in a
sharp breath, a moan, and reaches up brushing her palms on her
nipples, squeezing them. His hand snakes out, meeting the soft skin
of her thigh with a snap, making her wince. Gavin strokes the pink
spot his slap leaves on her skin. “Will you be my good girl?” he
asks her.






“Yes,” she promises. “Yes.”






Celia is
staring now at the erection that is showing nicely through his
pants. Gavin watches her clenching and unclenching her fingers. She
wants to touch him, but she doesn’t. Caught up in his moment,
though, she waits for his direction. She is, after all, his good,
good girl.






“Turn around,” he says, and she does. “Bend over. Show me.”
She is rosy, wet, shining, beautiful. “Show me,” he says again,
more forcefully, she thinks, but his voice rasps, his throat has
gone dry, and Celia knows she is now the conductor of this
symphony.






“Show me. Show me,” he says, and Celia reaches around, grasps
her own bottom, pulls her cheeks apart, exposes her glistening
pussy, her rosebud asshole, and Gavin sighs. Reaches out. Pulls his
hand back.






“Touch me,” she says. “Please.” Her voice is breathy, needy,
the way she knows he likes it, but he says, “No.” She smiles a
little to herself, at his restraint.






“You,” he tells her. “I want to watch you. ” Celia does not
hesitate, slides a hand between her legs, and she can feel him
watching her as she lays a finger vertically in her pink folds, and
silkily rub up and down, her knuckle contacting again and again
with her swollen clit.






She
knows that Gavin watches as her muscles contract, showing the
opening that wants so desperately to be filled. Celia strokes and
strokes, she takes her time the way she likes to, her milky wetness
covering her folds, her fingers, creeping onto her
thigh.






“One finger, baby girl,” he says then, his breath coming
heavier. “Just one.” Celia slips her long middle finger in, the
palm of her hand pressing, rubbing against her mound. She is
breathing fast, hard. Pulls out, two fingers poised, and Gavin’s
hand snaps out and grasps her wrist.






“I said one,” he admonishes her. “One for you,” he says,
guiding her hand gently back to her pussy, and she slides her
finger back in. “And one for me.” He pushes a finger suddenly into
her, and she gasps, grabbing for the wall, their fingers pushed
against one another, inside her, stroking. Celia shudders. Comes.
Leans shaking against the wall. Gavin takes her hand, licks her
fingers, and licks his own. Kisses her palm. She starts to cry. It
happens sometimes, when she comes.






“Oh, my sweet, sweet girl.” Gavin pulls her onto the bed with
him, curling around her. “You taste so good. So sweet. So good,
honey girl.” He strokes her hair. She is openly sobbing now, and
she sits up in the curl of him so she can breathe in big gulps of
air, his arms around her. He lets her cry. She is ugly and
beautiful. Her sobs hoarse and strangling. She cries, not
apologizing, lets it all leak out of her.






When she
starts to quiet, Gavin pulls her down again, tucks the blankets
around her, and pads to the bathroom for a warm wash cloth. He sits
on the bed beside her, wiping mascara and snot from her face. Gets
up, rinses. Comes back with a cool cloth this time for her swollen
eyes. Celia lies on her back, and Gavin places the cool cloth on
her eyes, slides over her back into bed, snuggling under the
blankets with her.






He puts
a hand on her stomach, feeling her hitching breath as she calms
herself. He rubs soothing circles on her soft belly until her
breathing is calm. Celia reaches up then to remove the cloth, but
Gavin puts a hand on her wrist.






“Leave it,” he says, “Be still.” His hand slides back down to
her belly, circling, circling. He is hard against her thigh, and he
slides his hand down, cupping her, and she sighs.






“You still have your clothes on,” she says.






“Do you want to undress me?” he asks her, and she says,
“Yes.”






She
pulls the cloth from her face, dropping it over the side of the
bed. She straddles him, unbuttons his shirt. He can feel the
tropical heat of her through his clothes, and under her his cock
starts to dance and hitch with impatience.






Celia
pulls his shirt off, slides down and undoes his belt and pants. She
slides them off his hips kissing his chest, belly, thighs. She
slides off the end of the bed, throws his pants on the floor, then
she is kissing up his legs. Kissing, licking, biting.






And then
her mouth is around him, her hand cupping his balls, and she is
stroking, licking, sucking. Her tongue is silky, sliding up and
down his shaft, swirling. She wraps her hand around his cock,
stroking, licking, swirling. He lets her. He lets her do it the way
she wants to. He doesn’t touch her, doesn’t grasp her head,
pushing, doesn’t say anything. He just lets her do it the way she
wants to.






Gavin is
propped up on the pillows watching her. Her swollen lips wrapped
around the head of his cock, her pink tongue darting out, her black
eyelashes brushing her cheeks. Then, suddenly, she opens her eyes,
looks directly into his as she runs her mouth up and down his hard
cock, watching him watch, and she can tell he is nearly
undone.






She
kisses her way up his belly, his chest, licking nibbling, biting
his nipples. He is leaking onto her thighs. She is moaning,
sighing, whispering her poetry on his skin. She kisses her way up
his neck, his face, buries her mouth in his, and he tastes himself
on her lips. “Oh, my good, good girl,” he whispers
raggedly.






He rolls
with her till he is lying on her; he kisses her deeply,
passionately. “Mmmm, Celia…” he says. “Love you, honey
girl.”






“I love you, too,” she whispers in his mouth, taking him in,
sucking his tongue like it is his cock, drinking him. He is
suddenly crazy for her. He works his way down her neck. Kissing,
sucking, licking slowly, working his way toward her
breasts.






He takes
a nipple in his mouth, sucking, then biting softly. He reaches up
with his hand, pinches her other nipple hard. Celia feels the heat,
driving straight down through her, a rod of heat running from her
nipples to the core of her. She bucks under him, and he is so hard
she thinks he will rip apart. She is moaning louder now. “You like
this?” he asks her, his breath coming just as fast as hers.
“Yes?”






“Yes. Yes. Yes.” Her hips coming up against him, her legs
opening desperately, and he slides his hand down, plunging his
fingers in her.






“No!” she cries, slapping ineffectually at his hand. “You! I
want you inside me! Please!”






Gavin
grasps her hand and pulls it to his fevered cock, and she moans as
she runs her hand up the shaft. “Please, please, please,” she says,
stroking, cajoling, begging him. She wonders how long they can do
this, how long they can wait. Every time, it’s a little longer, a
little longer, the anticipation making both of them
burn.






Gavin
puts a hand under her chin, tips her face up to him, makes her
watch him as he licks her honey from his own fingertips. Celia
bites her lip. Gives him the puppy eyes. “Don’t you want… don’t
you? Honey, honey, please?” she whispers quickly.






He
smiles at her. “Oh, little sweetheart.” Gavin brushes her lips with
his fingers. She flicks her tongue out, licking them. “Not yet.” he
says, and she hits his shoulders with the heels of her hands. Gavin
grabs her wrists and pins them over her head, finds the sensitive
spot at the base of her neck, kisses, bites, licks, and she is
bucking under him. He puts a knee between her legs and she pumps
against it, until his leg is slick with her cum.






Holding
her wrists, he leans over her, bites one nipple then the other, and
she is moaning and begging unintelligibly now. Gavin continues
downward, down her stomach, belly until he is in position. He stops
suddenly, holds his head over her mound and his sudden halt causes
Celia to quiet instantly, waiting, a bundle of ragged nerve
endings. Gavin leans down and blows hot breath on her bush, and
Celia nearly comes unglued.






Then
Gavin’s mouth is on her, hot, wet, and probing. His tongue is
buried in her, pushing, licking, sucking. Her hands are buried in
his hair, pulling him to her, her hips moving under him, smearing
her wetness over his face. He runs his tongue down the length of
her, the tip swirling around her pink puckered ass, and she is
saying his name, saying his name, saying his name, and he wraps his
lips around her clit, sucks, nips and she screams and comes and he
drinks her in.






“Oh, beauty, beauty,” he says, his voice vibrating against
her sensitive bud, making her pant. “You are so, so good.” He
kisses her softly, up and up her belly, to her neck, nuzzles her
ear. “Are you ready for me now?” he asks her.






“Oh!” She cries as Gavin slips his cock into her wet warmth,
burying himself deep, and she comes again, immediately, her pussy
pulsing around his shaft.






“That’s all right,” he says in her ear. “That’s what I want.”
He begins pumping into her again and she is crying, “Oh, honey… Oh,
honey….” Celia is crazy with him, her hands in her hair, pulling,
and she is grunting, moaning, animal-like as he pumps and pumps
into her, asking her over and over, her breasts moving heavily as
he thrusts. “Is that what you wanted is that what you wanted is
that what you wanted…”, and simultaneously she is crying, “Yes!
Yes! Yes!” Then Gavin is spurting, hot, creamy, flowing, as if he
will never stop.







***






Later,
they are lying in Celia’s big bed. She is lying in the crook of his
arm with her head on his chest. Gavin’s eyes were closed, but she
knew from his breathing that he was not asleep. “I’ve been
thinking, “she says, and she hears him sigh. She smiles.






“Yes?” He doesn’t move. He waits.






“It’s kind of silly,” she says then. “Us being a secret.
Isn’t it?”






He rolls
over then, curls an arm around her. “Is it?” He looks in her face.
She is trying to read what’s in his, but oddly, she can’t. This
disturbs her a bit. They’ve gotten so used to communicating at the
shop with a glance, a gesture, a nod. His hazel eyes are
clouded.






Under
his gaze, she shrugs. “There’s something a little exciting about
it, isn’t there?” he says then.






Celia
wraps her arm around him, snuggles in. “Maybe, “she
says.







***






Celia
has her eye on the bulletin board in the back room where every
other Friday she thumb-tacks everyone’s pay envelopes to the cork
surface. She watches as Gavin comes in the back door, prompt as
always, and shrugs out of his jacket.






He
removes the envelope from the board, but Celia frowns as he doesn’t
open it, just folds it into quarters and pushes it into his back
pocket. Inside, between the check and the pay stub, she’s left a
note. It didn’t occur to her that he wouldn’t open it directly as
she’d seen all the shop girls do. She sighs and goes back to the
computer.






After
lunch she is out on the floor attending a customer. Gavin comes in
from the back and glances her way. He nods. The set of his mouth
tells her he’s read the note and has agreed, and as she hands the
customer the crystal vase she can already feel the heat in her
belly, the moisture on her panties. She smiles. The customer thinks
the smile is for her.







***






She
hears the key in the lock. He has taken it from under the mat, just
like she told him, and she imagines the key sliding home in the
lock the way his cock slides home inside her. She is sitting on the
coffee table, facing the door, her legs spread wide in the sheer
belly dancer pants. She found them at a second hand shop, sheer,
red, silky.






After
putting them on, she’d turned round and round in the mirror, the
flared bottoms fanning out. She sat on the edge of the bed, in
front of the long mirror in her room, watched as she spread her
legs. She could see her vulva beneath, the fabric painting her
folds and slit bright red.






Gavin
opens the door, and sucks in his breath when he sees her. His eyes
go immediately to her open legs, lingering on her mons. It is as if
his eyes are lasers, burning her. She arches her back, her breasts
taut against the openwork brassier, her areolae, her nipples poking
through. She had rouged them, the way she’s read concubines would,
and they are like ripe plums hanging from the tree.






He opens
his mouth to speak, but she stands suddenly and points at him.
“Close the door,” she says quietly, her voice low and demanding.
She watches his eyebrow go up, and she points again, commandingly,
at the door. He holds her gaze steady, but closes it softly behind
him.






“Lock it.”






He does.
He starts forward.






“Stop,” she commands him, and he stops. He drops the keys on
the side table by the door.






They
look at each other. Celia resumes her seat on the coffee table,
holding his gaze. She leans back, her hands gripping the edge of
the coffee table behind her, thrusting her nipples out once again.
She slowly parts his legs, watches his gaze fall. “Up. Here,” she
says, and his eyes travel back up to hers.






“Are you going to be my good, good boy?” She watches him
watching her. She knows what he is feeling, because she’s felt it.
She knows she is right because she sees his erection pushing
against the zipper of his pants, as if it has a life of its own, as
if it wants to spring out and devour her. “Yes,” he
whispers.






She
stretches out one bare foot. She has painted her toenails red to
match the harem pants and slid gold rings on her toes. She places
the arch of her foot against his cock. She feels it move against
her skin, separated by the fabric of his slacks. She rubs her foot
up and down the shaft, the rings on her toes, the zipper making a
delicious friction. He swallows. Her foot trails down his leg.
“Take off your clothes, “she says. “Take off your clothes, good
boy.”






She is
surprised watching him, at his demeanor. He is almost shy, like a
woman. He drops his jacket on the floor, his shirt. She likes his
chest, so smooth and brown. She has always liked it, the way his
nipples rise when he is excited, just like hers.






She sits
up then, cups her breasts, amuses herself while she watches him
strip. She rolls her nipples between her thumb and forefinger of
each hand. He undoes his belt. His zipper. He slides his slacks
down his legs and steps out of them. His cock has sprung out
through the opening in his shorts. He reaches for the waistband to
remove them.






“Stop,” she says, and he stops. She crooks a finger at him
and he comes forward until he is standing before her. The head of
his cock is just inches away. “Turn around,” Celia tells him. He
turns. His firm buttocks are slightly flushed. She cups one in her
hand, rubs its smooth surface. She reaches up and takes a scarf
from her hair. She grabs his wrists, pulls them back, ties them in
place with the scarf and tells him to turn around again.






His cock
is engorged, the head almost purple. She crooks a finger again,
drawing him closer, closer, until it is lying on her lips, salty
cum seeping out on her skin. She licks it and Gavin shivers. She
takes only the head in her mouth, swirls it with her tongue, blows
her breath on it, and runs the tip of her tongue around the
shaft.






She sees
his thigh tremble slightly. She smiles. She stops. She can see the
tension in him, in the muscles of his legs, his torso. She swings
around, away from him and gets up. She walks toward the dining
room. “Come,” she says, without looking back at him, and can hear
the soft pad of his feet behind her.






In the
dining room she boosts herself up on the edge of this table. She
has turned on the light over the table and it shines down brightly
on the table top. The rest of the room is dark. She lies back and
spreads her legs under the concentrated light of the table, the
flower of her opening beneath the wispy, red fabric. It is wet with
her juice and made even sheerer. Gavin stands over her, staring,
staring into her, between her folds and wetness.






At the
end of the table, he stands with his hands bound behind him, his
eyes burning, and his mouth dry. She knows this because he licks at
his lips several times, like he is parched or starving.






So, she
asks him, “Are you hungry?” She whispers it, breathy, low. “Are you
hungry, my good boy?” And she spreads her legs wider. He lunges
forward, his mouth open, wide, starving, his whole mouth covering
her cunt. He is lapping and panting against the fabric that covers
her, her heat, her good smell coming up; even she can smell its
headiness.






His
tongue is hot against her pussy, she feels it moving, pushing,
frustrated against the gauze trying to get at the slickness of her
silkiness. His wide shoulders bear down, pushing her legs wider
than she thought they could go.






Suddenly
he growls and bites at the fabric, tearing it, his tongue plunging
in her and she cries out at the shock of it, that hot, thick tongue
plunging inside her like a cock and she melts, raising her hips
toward him, spilling inside his mouth, inside the mouth of her
good, good boy.

 


***
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The
moment Erin woke up she knew it was going to be one of those days.
She woke up with her cat standing on her face. This wouldn’t be a
problem if her cat was a tiny, cuddly thing but her version was a
big, surly full grown cat. As soon as her eyes were open, the cat
spied something outside the window, and using Erin’s face as a
springboard, leapt onto the windowsill.






Erin
examined the scratch on her face in the mirror. It wasn’t too bad;
maybe today wouldn’t be such a bad day. After all, things could
only go up from here, right? No one ever jumped right up and into
the perfect day.







***






Aaron
was the kind of person who woke up in a good mood. He was proud of
himself for maintaining his family’s tradition of farming, at least
on some level. It was a struggle. He couldn’t rely solely on the
income of his farm, but he was able to work the land and keep a
limited amount of livestock.






Most of
his needs were met by working the land. The only problem was that
he was too busy working to meet anyone. He had tried online dating,
but once women heard that he was a farmer, they lost interest. No
one ever stuck around long enough to discover that he could devote
as much time to a woman as he could to his farm.







***






Erin
thought she would wear her favorite outfit to work today. Most
people wouldn’t call what she did work, exactly. She was working
towards an internship with a veterinarian and, since she had no
experience in this field, she needed to spend some time
volunteering at an animal hospital. She was very lucky that she had
the financial support of her family so that she could spend the
time doing what she needed to do to ensure her future. One of the
advantages to her lifestyle was that she could wear what she wanted
almost every day.






She
pulled on her favorite faded jeans and a plain t-shirt. She noticed
she was running late so she thought she would grab breakfast closer
to work. She zipped into the parking lot and quickly grabbed her
order.






As she
was pulling back on to the main street, a battered pick-up truck
backed right into the side of her car, causing her to spill her
coffee all over herself. She yelped in pain and surprise. She tried
to open the door, but the damage to the side of her car prevented
her from opening it.






A very
handsome man approached the car window. She rolled it down and he
began to let loose a flood of apologies. He hadn’t seen her trying
to pull out of the parking lot and had run right into her. He fully
acknowledged that he was at fault.






Erin
leaned out of the open window.






“I
appreciate the effort but I’m running really late to work and I’m
trapped in my car.”






“Are you
hurt?”






“No, I
didn’t mean that. I can’t open my door and I’m soaked in coffee. I
haven’t even had a chance to take a bite of my
doughnut.”






She
looked like she was going to cry. This touched Aaron’s heart and he
felt like a heel for causing this situation. Well, he couldn’t fix
her car immediately, but he could help her.






“Push
your seat all the way back.”






“I beg
your pardon?”






“Your
car seat, push it all the way back.”






She
complied and her reached right through the window and lifted her
out. She was so shocked she just went limp. He sat her down on the
sidewalk next to him. She looked up at him and his sparkling blue
eyes beamed into her deep brown eyes. When he realized that he was
staring, he looked away. He looked at her forehead with a worried
look.






“I
thought you said you weren’t hurt.”






“I can’t
hold you responsible for my cat.”







“Oh.”






Aaron
was relieved and he gave her a dazzling smile.






Erin was
momentarily stunned by this handsome man with the great smile.
Normally she didn’t fall for the aw-shucks charm of the locals, but
there was definitely something about this guy, no — this man. He
was a man. She stepped back and held out her hand.







“Erin.”







“What?”






“My name
is Erin.”






He
grinned that beautiful grin at her.






“My name
is Aaron.”






“You’re
kidding.”






“I
absolutely am not. I can show you my driver’s license. I probably
should do that anyway.”






They
quickly went through the procedure of exchanging information. Aaron
assured her that his insurance would pay for everything, including
the tow truck which arrived surprisingly quickly.






“I guess
I should give you a ride to work. It’s the least I can
do.”






She
climbed into the cab of his truck. He couldn’t help but notice that
she had a trim, tight hour glass figure. Aaron couldn’t remember
the last time he had seen someone who was exactly his type. When
she told him where she worked, he almost laughed out loud with
delight. She was perfect.






Erin
felt an immediate connection to Aaron. His smile was genuine and
she felt incredibly comfortable with him. He seemed very real. She
couldn’t think of a better way to explain it. He looked exactly
like what he was; a handsome and nice man. That combination was
extremely hard to come by.






Aaron
pulled into the driveway of the Animal Hospital. Before Erin could
open the door, Aaron had appeared to open it for her. He held out
his hand and helped her down. She walked towards the door, looking
over her shoulder at him and thanking him.






“What
time do you get off?”






“Um,
what?”






“When
are you done for the day?”






“Around
six. I’m low man on the totem pole, so I have to close up and do
the evening feed.”






“I will
be back by to pick you up.”






“You
don’t have to do that.”






“Yes, I
do, you don’t have a car.”
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