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Part Eight

The moonlight shined off of CJ's bared teeth as she threw her head back in ecstasy. An instant later the vision was gone, replaced with one of her looking back over her shoulder at him. Her green eyes shone through her brown hair that hung across her face. Another heartbeat and a new memory, CJ writhing naked on the grass on his front lawn.

Each remembered image brought him closer to the edge. He was hot and felt like he was floating in a pool. He didn't know where he was or what was happening, only his need to drive himself harder. Deeper. CJ was there, somewhere, urging him on. She wanted him, wanted his release. Maybe even more than he did. He knew it. He could feel it. She was begging him.

The power of his climax broke through his semi-conscious dream. He jerked in bed, his entire body twitching from the spasm that started in his groin. His hands fell on something soft. Something that moved and let out a muffled grunt. The spell was broken but his heart kept crashing against his chest as his muscles relaxed.

"Shit!" he hissed. He'd just had a wet dream and made a mess. He jerked his eyes open and stared up at the unfamiliar ceiling. He groaned. That's right, they'd stayed over at Stephanie's house. Not only had he made a mess, he'd done it in somebody else's bed!

The wet warmth surrounding him pulled free. Evan twitched again and looked down, blinking as the blankets shifted and were pulled back. CJ's head appeared, complete with an ear to ear smile splitting her face. "I got you up, but I didn't get you awake," she teased.

Evan was at a loss for words. He watched her, relieved, confused, and amazed until a feeling of guilt began to spread through him. 

"I hoped you'd wake up before you came," she said and continued to crawl up his body. "But you didn't. That's okay, I liked doing what I did. But I liked it a little too much, if you know what I mean. Now I need you to return the favor."

Evan grunted as the medallion bumped his nose. He forgot all about the necklace as she rubbed her breasts along his face and pushed her hips against his chest. His sleep and sex addled brain had trouble making sense of why she kept climbing him. She had to grab the headboard and pulled herself away from him so she could keep moving up his body. When she picked up her right leg and swung it above his shoulder the fog cleared. The answer was right in front of his face. Literally.

CJ repositioned her other leg and lowered herself. Evan gulped. They'd never done anything like this before. What if he didn't like it? Worse, what if she didn't like it? He stared at her glistening folds and realized it was too late to worry. It was happening... now!

The long hiss that slipped through CJ's lips after his first few tentative licks encouraged him to work harder. That led to a guttural moan and his girlfriend rocking her hips back and forth while she knelt above him. Evan reached up and grabbed her hips. He steadied her and gave himself the leverage he needed to feast on her properly. It didn't take long until She was panting and crying out, and even less until her body became rigid and started to tremble.

Evan made grabbed her hips to keep her from falling off the bed after she went limp and rolled off of him. His jaw ached and his tongue felt swollen and tired. In spite of the side effects of his labor he gathered her up and held her against him so she could feel his renewed interest.

CJ twisted in his grasp and kissed him. Her nose wrinkled and then she giggled.

"What?" Evan asked, put off by her misplaced humor.

"Nothing. I understand Stephanie and Ember now, that's all."

Evan's eyes narrowed. "Because I just went down on you?"

She grinned. "No, because I kissed you after you did that."

His narrowed eyes flew open in surprise. She'd just tasted herself...on his lips...and she'd giggled! Did that mean she'd like it? His erection throbbed against her hip. "Did you, um...are you okay with that?"

"Well duh," she teased and kissed him again, taking long enough to tickle his tired tongue with her own. "I'm not leaving you for a girl, if that's what you're worried about. But it's not bad."

"Cool," he mumbled, trying to hide how turned on he was.

"More than cool, I think," she said and caressed his hardness with her hand. "Much more."

Evan grunted, admitting he agreed with her without saying the words.

"If eating me does this to you, we need to do it a lot more often!"

Evan nodded. He was growing hot again. Hot and unable to think. CJ pushed him over and held him upright while she straddled him. She plunged down without warning and let out a groan that made his bones resonate in agreement. He grabbed her hips and held her tight against him, luxuriating in the feeling.

CJ's head jerked to the side, making Evan pause in confusion. He turned to follow her gaze but didn't need to. The sound of a muffled Fall Out Boy song announced his phone ringing. Evan stared at it and then glanced up at CJ. She'd acted like she'd heard the phone go off before it even rang.

She bit her lip and shook her head. "Later."

Evan was too happy to push his troubling thoughts away. He nodded and went to work, although he didn't consider making love to CJ work of any sort. With his earlier unexpected release out of the way he was able to guide CJ through a couple of orgasms before she let him roll her over and take charge. With proper leverage he was doing his best to break the bed beneath them.

"Oh my god!" CJ panted as sweat dripped from his face onto hers. "Are you close?"

Evan grinned. He shook his head. "I can go all day!"

She bit her lip and then gave him a wicked smile. "You liked it when I tasted myself earlier?

He grunted. Some of his control slipping at the memory.

"Do you want me to clean you off after you fill me?" she asked. "With my mouth, I mean?"

Evan's eyes widened. Instead of seeing more, colored spots began to fill his vision. He swelled harder than ever, earning a moan from CJ as he drove harder and deeper. Her teasing words shattered his Zen-like state and sent him hurtling over the edge. By the time he was finished his entire body was a mass of hot, sweaty, quivering flesh.

CJ kiss his ear and pushed him off of her. He slid and rolled onto his side, only to lie still and use what strength he had left to suck air. She twisted and kissed him again before rolling the other way and standing up. She let out a yelp and took a half step to catch herself.

"Holy crap, you were like a machine or something! I can't believe that."

Evan grinned. "Would have lasted longer but you had to cheat like that."

She winked at him. "I never thought I'd get too much of a good thing," she admitted.

Evan worked on catching his breath and asked, "Did you, uh, really mean that?"

"What?" she asked with rounded, innocent eyes.

"You know, about, uh, afterwards?"

CJ burst out laughing. "You're so cute! God, I love you. Do you want me to?"

Evan froze. Was she calling his bluff? Then again, was it a bluff, or just an honest question? Did he want her to do that? "Uh... I just wondered. I mean, I'm real sensitive down there now. It's cool, you don't have to.

She shrugged and smiled. "Too bad. Another time, maybe?"

Evan stared at her as she turned around and knelt down to retrieve his phone from his pants. She dug it out and handed it to him. "Looks like your dad called."

"My dad?" Evan frowned. Had something come up? He grabbed the phone and played the voicemail on speaker so CJ could hear it.

"Evan, give me a call. Something's come up. You guys should come back home, but call me first."

"What's going on?" CJ wondered.

Evan shook his head and scrolled through four missed calls and three texts they'd slept through, all from Trevor. The texts were asking where he was and wondering why he wasn't answering. "Trevor's trying to get a hold of me too."

CJ frowned. "That doesn't sound good. Call your dad, I'm going to use the bathroom across the hall."

Evan nodded and was already dialing his dad back when he saw her slip out the door of the guest room they'd shared without putting on a stitch of clothing. He stared dumbstruck at the door she shut behind her as his dad answered.

"Oh! Hi, sorry dad. Got distracted, sorry. What's up?" Evan shook his head and asked.

"Evan, you guys are ok?"

Evan frowned. "Yeah, why wouldn't we be?"

"Just making sure. There was another accident this weekend. One of your classmates, a girl named Rebecca Hammill. She's in the ICU at the hospital."

Evan stiffened. Rebecca? Green thong Rebecca?

"Ev? You there?"

"Yeah...uh...what happened? Is she okay? Oh wait, ICU, that's bad..."

"I don't know details, just heard there was another animal attack. Wasn't in the park, but they called up the rangers to try and see if we could track down what did it to her."

"Trevor's been trying to call me, I bet that's why."

Evan's dad hesitated before speaking. "He was there. He didn't see much, they got separated and he got away."

"Oh no," Evan breathed.

"It was wolves again," his dad said. "I saw the tracks myself. They're not sure if Rebecca's going to make it."

Evan pushed the chill slipping down his spine away. "Okay, um, we're getting around now. We'll leave right away. Sorry about this."

"Why are you sorry?"

"Your truck," Evan said. "I've got it and you needed it."

Sean grunted. "Just get back here safe. Don't speed."

"Yes, sir," Evan promised.

The door to the room opened and Crystal slipped back in with a wet washrag in her hand. She smiled at him and moved to stand next to him before using the rag to wipe him clean.
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