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To Daniel James Falvey, the freest, sweetest heart.

 



 



And always, to Joe.






NICE GIRLS,

naughty sex . . .

 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



Nice, naughty, chaste, slutty, submissive, dominant, passive, commanding, straight, queer, and curious as all get-out. Every woman expresses an amazing range of flavor and nuance when it comes to who she is as a lover. She can don the “good girl” garment for as long as she wants and shuck it when it’s time to get kinky. She can be a lady in the streets and a freak in the sheets, vice versa, or none of the above. She can try on new bedroom personas; try out new positions, techniques, and lovers; and all the while stay true to both her nice and naughty sides.

Playful and incredibly sexy, this collection embraces that line between naughty and nice. Each erotic tale celebrates a woman who is pushing her own boundaries and taking a taste of something new, whether it’s a new desire, a new sexual role, a new lover, or even a new level of commitment.

The stories are classified into four different flavors. Whatever erotic mood you’re in, you’ll be able to find something tantalizing and tasty.

 



VANILLA—A classic flavor for the traditionalist in every woman. Creamy, smooth, and milky-white, with just a hint of the decadent. Vanilla offers stories with straight sex between one man and one woman. From sensual sex in a Spanish museum to a woman’s first time in the snow, these stories dance with exciting lovers in daring locations. Whether romantic or dangerous, they are all delicious.

 



DIRTY MARTINI—Somegirls just gotta do it: having sex in a car with a complete stranger, using an unconventional sex toy to spice up a marriage, or seducing a group of chiseled lovers in uniform. Grab a stool at the bar, and drink down sex with a twist . . . of exhibitionism, sex games, foursomes, or moresomes. Now that’s a good martini.

 



LICORICE WHIPS—Oh, the flavor of black licorice, so naughty, forbidden, and misunderstood. The bittersweet dance of domination and submission. Acts so daring they require ultimate trust, like taking the control you never knew you had, or relinquishing control and playing the very good pet. Dress in your best corset, and don’t forget your taste for pain.

 



OYSTERS—Bisexual and lesbian fiction with a quality all its own. Entirely feminine, supple, and sensual. The soft meeting of women’s lips, first forbidden caresses, fantasies about past girlfriends, naughty displays of affection, and sultry lovemaking with the woman of your dreams. The sweet scents and creamy textures always go down smooth.
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VANILLA





A TECHNICALITY

Sommer Marsden

 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



Garrett’s eyes were bruised the night I met him.

Was that the night of his wife’s tenth close call? Eleventh? I’m not certain anymore. I was there that night to say goodbye. My mom’s long battle with pancreatic cancer was winding down. The staff had set me in the waiting room like an object and told me that once the “team” had done their thing, they would “retrieve me”—as if I were a lost ball or a missing sock. I nodded my understanding and flipped through an ancient women’s magazine full of ideas for pleasing my man.

I didn’t have a man. I had time to kill.

After more of the same publications that could honestly be labeled as vintage, I stared at the wall-mounted TV. I could barely hear the weatherwoman as she predicted more snow and sleet for the evening.

“Oh, good. Something to look forward to,” I said to him. He was the only person in the room besides me. I was desperate. And he was gorgeous, in a tortured, life-has-beaten-me-up sort of way. His black curly hair fell over his pale, pale forehead. Bright blue eyes burned in his thin face like twin gas flames. His lips were a bright blush of color in his face, the same color you see when you bite into an overripe plum. The bottom  lip was full for a man, and for just one second, in my mind’s eye, I could see myself biting that lip and then soothing it with a kiss.

I was more bored than I had realized, apparently—well past the point of hysteria. My mother’s illness had been long and hard and had given me plenty of time to prepare for her passing. If anything, I felt a sense of impending relief. For me and for her. Garrett just looked at me, the dark stains of fatigue under his eyes accenting the freckles on his cheeks that I hadn’t noticed at first. He was what my mom would have called “black Irish.”

“I said, that’s something to look forward to,” I repeated louder, as if I thought he was deaf. He wasn’t deaf; I was just being a bitch.

To prove this point, matching blotches of red appeared on his milk-white cheeks and his eyebrows inverted disapprovingly. “I heard you. I was thinking.”

I watched that bottom lip move and had to cross my legs. A pulse had started there. Bored, tired, sad, and now . . . aroused. Or had I finally snapped? It was possible. Working full-time and caring for an infirm parent full-time left, well, no time. For anything. Some days it felt as if I forgot to breathe.

“About?” My voice was petulant, and I wanted to start over, but I didn’t. I went on: “The mysteries of life? The great unknown? Why it’s called a pair of pants when it is clearly one item of clothing?”

Uh oh. I was coming down with what I fondly referred to as exhaustion-induced snarkiness.

“Why good people die or hover near death indefinitely while rapists and murderers and foul people with no souls are allowed to wreak havoc on our world,” he hissed and nodded bluntly at the TV, where the news continued to spill forth its tales of horror and mayhem from the day.

“Oh,” I said, feeling stupid and cruel.

“I’m tired,” he said to me, and then surprised me by bursting into tears.

Score for Adriana. Bitch: one; harmless, beautiful man in the waiting room: zero.

“Hey, hey, Jesus Christ, I’m sorry,” I yelped. I jumped up and moved to him. I squatted by his chair and, without thinking, smoothed my hands over that black, black tangle of hair. “Fuck. I’m being a raging bitch. I’m sorry. It’s just, my mom is dying. I’m here to say goodbye, and they shelved me in this waiting room. . . . ”

Then the lightbulb went on, and I realized that he was sitting here, looking the way he did, in the same hospice facility I sat in. I sighed. “And I’m sure you’re familiar with this feeling, considering you are here. I’m Adriana.”

And then I panicked. He looked at me with those swollen baby blues and those tender lips, slightly parted in his sorrow, and I couldn’t help myself. His vulnerability was too much. I yanked on the back of his head and kissed him.

After a moment, I pulled back. His eyes flared, and his lips looked inflamed. I wanted to bite them. I shook my head. Clearly, I had gone insane.

“I’m sorry. Sorry. Oh jeez, I’m sorry.” Now I was babbling and I prayed for the nurse or the nun or the orderly to come and fetch me. Or a lightning bolt. A lightning bolt would work.

“No. Do it again,” he said and pulled me forward by the neck. Hard. Forceful. His long, thin fingers contained an amazing amount of strength. I had just enough time to wonder if he played piano or guitar before his lips crushed against mine and his hot tongue demanded attention.

I leaned in, clutching the fake oak chair for dear life. Buried my hands in that mess of hair. Our lips parted.

“Thank you,” he said and bit me just above the collarbone. He was releasing some of his aggression, and it felt good; releasing his stress with his lips and tongue and teeth. Those impossibly long fingers found my nipple through my sweatshirt and pinched. The kind of pinch that shoots from my chest to my cunt, the pain singing a melody along my skin.

“For what?” I asked and did my damnedest to listen. Was I really doing this? Was I touching him? I tried to focus on his words. It was hard with my hands sliding along the angular lines of his chest. He was so warm. When my fingers found his hard cock in his pants, I squeezed.

“For kissing me. And for making me cry, to be honest,” he said. “I don’t think I’ve done that for a very long time.” He pinched me again, and I hummed low in my throat. This really wasn’t my style—acting like a horny teenager in a waiting room. But here I was, and I wasn’t about to stop.

“Emotions are good,” I said dumbly and kissed down his throat. He smelled like leather and cinnamon.

“So is this,” he said and bit my bottom lip. I whimpered a little and thought I might come before he touched me any more. My mind kicked into gear. Who was he here to see? Hopefully, a grandmother or a greataunt. That was my hope. But somewhere deep down, even during that first kiss, I knew. His wife. A sudden stroke. So young to have a stroke, but it happens. And then, suddenly, his spouse is in a coma.

None of that had been confirmed the first time I kissed him. Not when I led him into the tiny kitchenette they kept stocked for visitors and locked the door. Not when I got down on my knees and unzipped  his jeans. Not when he fisted his slender hands in my hair and pulled just hard enough to make tears spring to my eyes. Certainly not when he came in my mouth and I ran my tongue over his still-seeping slit, licking up the final gems of cum.

I thought about the idea of his spouse as I leaned face forward against the counter and the edge bit into my belly. Right at that spot where the enamel was chipped. It tore the skin a bit, and I bled a little. She entered my mind as he stroked my clit with one fingertip and fucked me with three from the other hand. As he stroked my G-spot expertly, I clutched the box of assorted teas that my head rested against. And when I came, my cunt clutching around his fingers, on which I had already become fixated, he whispered, “Never fucking. Never fucking.”

I wasn’t sure if he was speaking to me or to himself. Even to this day, I’m still not sure.

After that night, it became a regular thing. Our meetings. Our time. But not fucking. There was never any actual fucking.

We snuck off to the kitchenette. We sequestered ourselves in broom closets. On more than one occasion, we hijacked newly emptied rooms or took refuge in the shadows outside on the starlit grounds of the facility. We found a way with each other—to touch, to kiss, to do anything that brought some comfort. Except that one thing. That was hers and was not for me. I accepted that.

“After all, we’re not cheating. I’m not cheating. But it’s only on a technicality. I know it, you know it, and if she were to ever wake up, she would know it too,” he said to me one time. Then he kissed his way down my belly and between my thighs. His tongue was hot and wet. He whispered words I couldn’t hear or understand against my skin. I came three times.

Over the holidays, I came in one night to see him sitting in the overstuffed armchair behind the door. A fluffy, sweet holiday movie was playing on the TV, the sound turned down so low it barely registered to my ears.

“Lock the door, Adriana,” he said softly. His face wore its normal gaunt, exhausted visage. Dusky undereyes, black hair too long and hanging over his forehead. He was staggeringly beautiful to me. Staring at Garrett for too long made my chest ache . . . with love and loss and hope, all rolled into one.

I locked the door, didn’t think anything of it. Over the holidays, the hospice staff was lighter, the visitors nearly nonexistent. Who wanted to spend the holidays in a care facility for stroke victims and coma patients and those doomed to die? The large majority of the residents didn’t even know if they had visitors at all. Why sully the holiday with that? The result of this thought process was a ghost town effect on the grounds.

“Come to me,” he said.

I knew his history. I knew how much he loved Julie. I knew how much he hurt over wishing that she would just die. And he did. He had confessed this to me with tears running down the hollows of his cheeks. I listened, with my head in his lap as he stroked my hair. Then I sucked his cock until he came with a sob. There was something in whatever it was that we shared—this nameless, odd connection that we had. It had no label, no compartment, and yet it offered a bizarre but peaceful comfort to us both.

I walked to him. Stopped. Brushed that mess of hair off of his forehead and waited. He would tell me what he wanted, or he would take it without words. Possibly, he would remain motionless and silent until I simply took from or gave to him. I never knew how it would work, and I liked it that way.

He stood, and I marveled again at how tall he was. Long and lanky. Garrett looked so unimposing when he sat, but when he unfolded himself from a sitting position, he towered over most. His arms and legs were long and sinewy. Not bulky, but lanky. He seemed to vibrate with unused power and energy. Potential.

“I want you over this arm, Adriana,” he said, and then he bent me. Posed me on the thick arm of the huge chair. I straddled the padded armrest, and my thighs were spread fairly wide. He kissed the back of my neck, and my skin pebbled in goose bumps. The baby hairs stood up, and my nipples peaked in sympathy. A shiver ran through me as his hands moved to my thighs and pushed them just a bit further apart.

“It’s me,” he said against my throat, and my eyes closed on their own. The pleasure of his touch on my skin always made me feel slightly sleepy and excited, all at once.

“What? I don’t understand.” I needed to focus on his words and not his touch.

“It’s me. The arm is me. I want you to ride it like it was me. Like I’m under you. It gets harder.”

At first I thought he meant that his cock gets harder. I thought he was joking. But I saw no humor in his face. “What does? What gets harder?”

“Not being with you. It gets harder, being able to only touch with my hands. Not being able to lie with you and fuck you and be inside of you. With my body. That is hard. And the after stuff. Wrapping you in my arms and just lying with you. Being in a bed and being lazy. All of it. I want it and I can’t have it. I want to watch you. See what you might look like from afar. I dream about it, you know. I dream about you.” All of this was said in his normal, soft voice. The words falling  from his full, red lips as I gaped at him. Confusion and arousal swirled around in my belly, an intoxicating brew of emotion.

“Then I need to take my pants off.” It was all I could think to say, and the swirling in my belly grew stronger. My throat threatened to close, and my heart beat so hard it hurt.

I climbed from the chair, and he did it for me. Sweet Garrett, on his knees. He undid my button fly and placed soft kisses on my hip bones, then on my belly. I shoved my hands into his hair and pulled him closer, hoping he’d push his tongue against my clit. He did, just for a second. It was enough to start a flood of warmth between my legs and a weakness in my knees. “Do it for me,” he said and yanked the denim the rest of the way down so I could kick it aside.

If I begged, would he give in? If I got down on my own knees, eye to eye with him, and begged him to fuck me? Begged him to shove into me and make me come? Just one time? I would swear it to him. Promise him. Just one time. Just this one time. I’d be lying, and we would both know it, but would he give in? I wondered. . . .

Instead, I stood and straddled the chair again. My now-swollen, wet clit rubbed against the harsh corduroy fabric. I let out a moan, the coarse fibers shooting warmth through me. A pulse started between my legs; my nipples grew painfully hard.

I moved around until my clit pressed firmly against the resistance of the huge chair arm. I slowly started to ride it the way I would if it were Garrett beneath me. Except that if he were under me, I would be prone as my hips moved. My mouth would be on some part of him. I would be drinking in the scent of him and the feel of him. Rough skin, stubble, silken hair, jaw, the hollow of his throat where I could drop hot kisses. I would be touching him in any way possible.

Because I could feel him watching me, I made sure to arch my  back. When I moved against the chair, I made sure my ass looked its best. But somewhere along the way, the friction triggered pleasure and the pleasure triggered amnesia. I forgot to pose for him. I closed my eyes and focused on the image in my mind: the sight of him under me, looking up into my eyes, fucking me. I grew wetter and warmer with the pleasure of it. My cunt went tighter, and then tighter still. I could hear his callused hand on his skin as he jerked off. I wanted that in me. I pictured it happening. Him coming up behind me, spreading my legs, spearing me. Fucking me. Holding my hips and ramming into me from behind. Taking me. Taking me because however you wanted to spin it, at that point, I was his.

“Adriana,” he said. His voice was closer. He had moved closer to me, and that alone pushed that tighter-than-tight feeling into the red zone. I swayed on the sofa arm, using and abusing the rigid lines of corduroy until the image was too much. The image of his head lifting and capturing my nipple in his mouth as I rode him, fucked him.

“Garrett,” I replied, and let go. No more holding on for him. I just let go, and a torrential rain coursed through me as I came. I wiped the tears away before he could see. I was still wiping my streaming eyes when his semen, hot and somehow comforting, splashed my lower back, leaving an invisible brand on me. His. In my heart, I was his. And only in my heart, it seemed.

My mother died eight days later. I didn’t stop coming to the hospice, though. My presence was accepted by the staff on two levels. One, I was still mourning my mother, and I came to feel close to her. Two, I was Garrett’s support now and there to comfort him. Both of these were true to a degree. I didn’t feel close to my mother, but after months and months of visits, I felt very comfortable at the hospice. And Garrett was there. Any chance to be near him, any venue, was acceptable to me.

He was on the sofa, feet propped up, arms tucked against himself in a defensive gesture, looking more fatigued and thinner than normal. I had the urge to straddle him and cover his face with kisses. With the staff about. With the door open. I swallowed hard and pushed back the urge.

“Can we walk?” he asked without looking up. His voice was harsh; his throat sounded clogged.

“Of course. It’s colder than cold. It’s snowing, too,” I said, trying to keep my voice light.

“That’s okay. I like the snow. I like the cold. It’s cleansing.”

I felt a heaviness take up residence in my chest. Fear too. What was this sudden shift in mood? I wanted so badly to know and yet was afraid to ask. Had something happened? Had I done something? Was I about to get the “we need to talk” routine? I wouldn’t let myself think it. Instead, I shoved my hands back into my cream-colored gloves and laughed. “Well, you will be all kinds of cleansed after a walk outside tonight.”

Then I took his hand, in case it was my last chance to touch him.

He squeezed my palm and led me out the side door mainly used by staff. Four flights down, he held my hand through the glove. We exited the building by a door that was supposed to be alarmed but that we both knew wasn’t. The smokers used this door. Luckily no one was there, but the smell of smoke lingered.

Garrett headed to the back of the grounds. Before the land had been donated to the facility, it had been a horse farm, and the length of the acre was enclosed by a rustic wooden fence. We often used the property as a reprieve, walking the perimeter of the land then heading back inside to the realm of beeping equipment, catheter bags, and crash carts.

“I’ve missed you,” he said and came up behind me. His arms circled me and yanked me back to his chest. He was warm, even with the frigid wind finding the small entrances in my clothes, the cold worming inside my coat and biting my skin. The warmth came off of him, out of him in waves.

“It’s been only two days. Normal,” I said and laughed. I laughed because the fear swelled up inside of me. What did it mean?

“I dream about you,” he said. He always did. He always told me that he dreamed about me, and it never failed to light me up inside—light me up in a place I hadn’t known existed.

“Are they dirty dreams?” I teased.

He backed me up against the rough planks of the fence and pushed at my leggings. Pushed in that greedy way that made my blood grow hot and my pulse ratchet upward. I want you, is what that gesture said. I wiggled as his fingers hooked and pushed, and my leggings lost the battle. My long sweater and my driving coat shielded me from the wind and any possible prying eyes.

“Not dirty dreams,” he breathed, pushing a finger slowly inside of me. Finding me wet, he made that noise deep in his throat that always gets to me. My cunt seized around his fingers, eager. “Beautiful dreams. I get you. All of you. I get to slide into you and stay there. I get to fuck you, Adriana. Slow. Fast. More than once. I get to have you, in my dreams. See, I never get to have you in real life. Not really. Not all of you. I get you in bits and pieces. I get you in fits and starts. But that’s the last time. . . . ”

When he said that, my body seized up all over. Not just my cunt, but my heart and my throat. Surely, it was the end. I felt the tears and squeezed my eyes hard. They found a way out anyway.

His zipper sounded like a gunshot despite the wind and the hiss  of the naked trees blowing in the gusts. I considered saying no. No, you cannot use me one last time. My heart rebelled at the thought. If I had only one more time with him, then one more time would have to be enough. I meant to turn, to offer him my back, my ass, myself in the position he seemed to favor.

“Face me,” was all he said. And then he hooked my cold and naked leg around his waist and slid into me. Not his fingers or his tongue or a cool glass bottle from the kitchenette fridge. His cock.

My eyes locked with his, and the tears didn’t dissipate, but trebled. My vision went from weak to nonexistent as I soaked in the feel of him. Warm steel, hard suede, iron flesh. He thrust into me hard and then harder still. The fence bit my ass, leaving splinters as souvenirs. I would take them and cherish them.

“The last time with my fingers. The last time with my mouth. I love the taste of you, Adriana, but I love this so much more. So much more,” he whispered. Then his face changed from serene to frantic and his rhythm turned chaotic. “I’m sorry,” he said, with a half laugh, half cry.

I surprised him. I came with him with a half laugh, half cry of my own. This meant one thing and one thing only. She was dead. He was free. He was mine. He was crushed.

I was ecstatic. He had suffered loss and we had a chance. I felt a surge of joy and then a wave of guilt. I wasn’t reveling in his loss of her but in my gain of him, and yet I felt somewhat sinister for my happiness. It would pass.

Garrett kissed me, yanked me to him, and my naked thighs pressed against his cold jeans. “Hang in there with me,” he said. “I’m confused, Adriana.”

I nodded. “I’m right there with you,” I said. I burrowed closer, and a deep chill set into me. I started to shake.

“Let’s go.” He pulled up my leggings as if I were a child. I let him.

“Where are we going?” I asked.

“I’m taking you home. To bed,” he said, and led me through the snow. I tried to walk directly in his footprints and leave just one set. For the most part, I succeeded.

I wasn’t sure whose bed we were going to, or if he would stay with me. But now the choice was there for us. And that was okay. That was something.
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The air shimmered with broiling heat, and Betsy Tamsyn Blue sat, baking herself quietly in a non-air-conditioned cell house, on a bastard day in July. She was musing on the physics of sweat, that is to say, the inherent draw of like to like, the way mercury is drawn back to itself. She was thinking about the convergence of flesh as silky beads of water and salt sluiced down between the valley of her breasts, the concave dip at the base of her spine, and the junction of her thighs.

Her hair, escaping from its rigid pins, clung to her neck and forehead in sticky ringlets. Her sight blurred when a droplet of sweat splashed down onto her eyelashes.

Betsy rubbed at it casually with the back of her hand and blinked owlishly to clear her vision. She took a breath, but it was like breathing fire, a back draft sucking down ambient heat into her lungs.

She updated the logbook slowly, hoping that the longer it took, the less time she would have to spend out on the run with the inmates, where it was even hotter under the blazing sun.

As if you could crank up the thermostat in hell.

Betsy looked up to see her sergeant, Chad Jensen, open the office door.

Well, what do you know? Think of hell and the devil presents himself in the flesh. The oh-so-delicious flesh. Her eyes rolled in an involuntary motion, but slid back to Chad. That uniform fit him so well, especially when it was damp with his sweat. The shirt clung to the width of his back and shoulders. And the military fatigue pants . . . she could only imagine what might be hidden in all of those pockets. The cut of the material seemed to have been optimized for displaying his cock. Even his duty belt seemed angled to direct her vision down to the package. A package that she’d been tempted to unwrap more than once.

“See something you like, Betsy Blue?” He arched his brow, a prelude to his knowing smirk.

“Yeah, maybe. If I didn’t already know that you’d rather be fucking yourself.”

“Who wouldn’t? Look at me.” Chad shrugged as if he couldn’t help himself.

“Isn’t that what started the conversation?” Betsy shot back.

“Your turn for a security check.”

“I’m updating the logbook.”

“We have to make fifteen-minute checks on Parsons. He’s suicidal.” Chad made finger quotes in the air and rolled his eyes.

Parsons wasn’t suicidal. He just couldn’t pay for his dope. Everyone knew that.

Betsy snorted. “He can wait. I’m going up to the counselor’s office to see if I can reset the AC.”

“The night shift will just run it too hard and too cold. We’ll be out of luck again tomorrow.”

“Nah, we’ll turn it off before we leave.”

“That’s pretty shitty. But fuck ’em. They broke it. You’re still doing the next check.”

“Is that an order?” She curled her lip, daring him to say it was.

“Would you like it to be?”

“Oh please, Jensen. I’m not one of your groupie pincushions. Not every word out of your mouth is manna from heaven.”

“Could have fooled me.” Chad closed the distance between them. But he didn’t have to; his presence seemed to suck all of the oxygen out of the space.

“Just because I window-shop doesn’t mean I want to buy anything.”

“Who’s talking about buying?” He leaned in closer to her. “And window-shopping implies that you just don’t have the funds to get what you want. I never knew you were so low on self-esteem.”

“No, doll-face. Low self-esteem would be if I spent too much on something I didn’t really want, but just liked to look at every so often.”

“Oh, Betsy. Did I hit a nerve?”

“That would be the only thing you’ve hit. According to Peterson. She says you’re the worst lay she’s ever had.”

“Talk about a pincushion! She’s been stuck more times than I can count. So, I won’t feel bad if out of the thousands of needles, she wasn’t impressed with mine.”

“She said you were dumb too, couldn’t count without your fingers.” She tapped his chest for emphasis and had to resist the urge to keep touching it.

“Okay, Blue. I give; that was harsh.”

“I know.”

“Are you going to check that AC or what?” Chad drawled.

“I’m going.”

Betsy folded the logbook closed and took a drink of water, which seemed to be an exercise in futility. It would have been easier if she’d dumped it on the floor, cut out the middle man. She hated sweating.

Betsy was sure she looked like sixty-two kinds of mess. It wasn’t fair that the heat only made him look better, what with that dark hair curling across his forehead, making him look like a surly angel.

She cringed inwardly at her own description. Surly angel? Where had that tripe come from? She’d never know. She had bigger problems to deal with. Like the fact that he was unwilling to move his delicious self out of her way.

He was still blocking the door. Betsy tried to move past him, but he was like a brick wall. Solid and immutable, barricading the exit.

“You have to move if you want me to go upstairs.”

“Make me,” he smirked.

There were a lot of things she’d like to make him do, if he was asking.

She pursed her lips and shoved him as hard as she could. Betsy was pretty sure he only moved because it amused him to do so. Not to mention that it trapped them together in the doorway. She was flush against that broad wall of a chest, and her face flamed; she tried to look anywhere but up at him. If she looked into his eyes, she’d be caught like a bear in a trap.

Betsy tried everything, up to and including thinking of her grandmother naked, to erase the lust-filled images that burned her sexcrazed brain.

The touch of skin on skin was impossible to ignore, especially in the heat. Their flesh seemed to meld together where they touched under that silky sheen of sweat.

Damn him. He even smelled good. On the other hand, she was sure that she smelled like a sack full of donkey balls. It should be illegal for him to look so good, smell so good, and be such an asshat.

“It’s too hot for this, Jensen. Move.”

“Is that an order?”

“You’re the sergeant. You tell me.” She wanted to wipe that smirk off of his face, but she couldn’t decide if she wanted to do it with her lips or with the open palm of her hand.

“If it’s too hot, why are you still lobbing them back across the net?”

“It’s never too anything for me to not have the last word.”

Chad seemed to chew this over and, in the end, stepped aside. Betsy couldn’t help but feel that she hadn’t won that round. There was an unholy light in his eyes.

She shrugged it off as she trudged up the stairs, trying not to shake her ass and trying harder still not to check to see if he was looking.

The counselor’s office was surprisingly cool. Her nipples tightened instantly, almost painfully. Betsy had been sure that if they’d gotten any harder rubbing up against Chad in that doorway, she would have been able to dial a phone with them. Now, she was sure she could cut glass.

She pulled out two of the filing cabinets and found the reset button for the air conditioner. Betsy had to reach over the cabinets, as she couldn’t pull them out any farther. They were getting stuck on the corner of the rug. She could have gone down to ask Chad for help, but she wasn’t up for any more banter.

Truth be told, she wouldn’t have minded being one of his pincushions. Just once. She didn’t want to date him; she didn’t envision long walks on the beach or sunset picnics. She just wanted to ride him like a mechanical bull at the rodeo. Once.

Betsy had a veritable stock of fantasies when it came to Sergeant Chad Jensen. Unfortunately, he’d hit on one of them earlier when he’d asked her if she wanted it to be an order. Betsy had a thing for law enforcement.

She’d been thinking it would be okay if he wanted to pat her down, strip-search her, then bend her over the desk and . . .

Perhaps not the desk in the officers’ station, because the inmates could see through the glass. But maybe up here, in the counselor’s office. Yeah, right here, bent over the filing cabinets. He wouldn’t have to say anything. In fact, it would be better if he didn’t talk. She really didn’t like much of what he had to say, anyway. At least that’s what she told herself. That beautifully sculpted mouth would be more suited to other activities, such as studying to be a cunning linguist. She giggled at that one.

Better yet, what if it were him that was bent over these filing cabinets instead of her? She could see it now. She’d bend him over the cabinets, naked and hard and wanting. She’d prop her leg up on the cabinet next to him and push his mouth into her slit and . . .

She was so wet and ready. Her clit ached. Betsy wondered if she could get away with jilling off before heading back down to the workstation.

Damn! She still hadn’t hit the reset button. Betsy reached a little farther and found that one of the handles on the filing cabinet was rubbing against her clit. She couldn’t resist squirming a bit more before pressing and holding that reset button in.

It was then that she felt the heat of a male body behind her and hands on her hips.

For one horrible moment, she thought it was an inmate. She bucked back, but the two hands held her firm.

“It’s me.”

Chad! For another moment, she didn’t know if she should continue to fight. She didn’t know if she wanted to. That was a lie, of course, she knew. But was she supposed to struggle? Was that part of the chase?

Betsy was hyperaware of everything about him, the thrumming heat of his body on hers, the way her skin burned everywhere he touched her, the stubble on his cheek that scraped against her softness. The sweet caramel scent of his breath.

She wanted and dreaded the culmination of this moment. She’d fantasized about him for months, but she had seen how he treated them when he was done, his women. Now here he was, his thighs pressing her into the filing cabinets like she’d fantasized he would, his knee between her legs, holding them wide, his cock hard and thick, ready to be deep inside of her. Betsy’s innocent white knickers were clinging to her, soaked with her desire.

“It’s okay. The whole house is locked down. Even the front door to the cell house. We’ve got an hour.” His hands slid from her hips to her waist as he kissed her cheek softly, moving down to her jawline and then to her throat. “If this is what you want.”

There was nothing between them. Nothing but flesh and blood and bone. Nothing but a moment out of time, here in this place, in this jail that was so full of brutality. This coming together was merely the effect of mercury, a mindless convergence of skin to skin.

She arched against him in invitation, but he wanted more than that.

“Tell me this is what you want. Right here, right now. Me.” His breath was harsh and ragged in her ear, and it sent chills through her body.

“I want this.” Her voice was a whisper, a traitor to her mind, but a slave to her body.

He exhaled heavily, pressed his lips against the tender and vulnerable part of her neck. His teeth grazed her skin lightly, but marked her all the same. That bit of pain coiled like pleasure in her very core, radiating out like lightning.

Chad’s fingers made short work of her fatigues, pulling them down her legs and exposing the white boy-short underwear beneath. If she’d known that she’d be showing them to Chad oh-my-god Jensen, she would have worn the red ones.

He knelt behind her. His hands cupped the toned globes of her ass before tugging her panties down her thighs. And then she felt his mouth again, his tongue sliding from the small of her back, down, and along that most dark and secret crevice. She squealed and tried to pull away, but his hands were like iron anchors, holding her in place.

It was a naughty sensation, something that she didn’t think she should be allowed to enjoy. Betsy wanted to tell him to stop, to be outraged by the decadent feel of his tongue thrusting inside of her, past that tightly clenched ring of muscle. But all she could do was gasp breathlessly as his tongue continued the assault.

His fingers traveled her inner thighs and roamed to her pussy, where they teased and taunted the engorged flesh. She was slick and wet, ready to be entered.

Chad pushed two fingers up inside of her and pressed his thumb against her clit. He moved slowly, keeping time with the strokes of his tongue. Betsy couldn’t get enough; she pushed herself against his mouth and tried not to cry out. His fingers and tongue both moved faster in and out of her in an erotic synchronicity.

He pulled away, the thumb on his other hand replacing his tongue. “You like that, Betsy? Tell me what you like.”

Betsy couldn’t speak, was afraid that if she did, it would break the spell.

“Tell me, or I’ll stop.”

“What you were doing. More!” She ground herself against his ministrations.

“More what?”

His tone surprised her. He wasn’t trying to make her beg. He truly wanted to know. He wanted to please her.

“I want you to come for me, Betsy. Tell me what you need to come on my face.”

He moved deftly around in front of her, and his tongue pushed between her thighs again, but this time he licked her labia and took her clit into his mouth. He reached up with his free hand and pushed two fingers between her lips and onto her tongue. She groaned with the intensity of the pleasure coupled with the realization of her fantasy.

His tongue flicked faster and harder; all the while she bucked and whimpered, needing more. He took the index finger she’d been sucking on from her mouth and slipped it inside her forbidden place, the place he’d tongued before. The sensation pushed her over the edge.

Betsy gritted her teeth against her orgasm, still fighting it even as the rush of pleasure shook her to her core. Even as the tremors were raging through her body and she was fighting for breath, he pulled away from her. Her arms wrapped around the top of the filing cabinet, keeping her from collapsing onto the floor.

She could hear the condom package tear, and then she felt his hand on her ass. He stood up behind her. His cock was thick and heavy against her opening, the head just rubbing lightly. Chad entered her carefully, his grip marking half-moons on her hips where he held her anchored for their joining.

They couldn’t risk her shrieking echoing throughout the cell house—he covered her mouth with his free hand. She could smell her own musky femininity on his fingers, and when she opened her lips he pushed those sex-soaked fingers inside.

It was a bit kinky to taste herself on him; she felt as if she had marked him, and that thought only made her hotter. She licked up the length of his index finger, swirling her tongue on the tip just as she would his cock.

The walls of her cunt were still spasming, gripping and releasing only to pull him deeper inside of her. He moved against Betsy now, slamming into her still-needing body again and again. Chad filled her, stretched her, and demanded more.

She continued to arch and buck against him, to tilt her ass so that he was buried to the hilt with each stroke. They rocked against the file cabinet, their bodies banging into the metal. He covered her like an animal taking its mate; his mouth was brutal in the taking. He bit the back of her neck, and then removed his fingers from her mouth and turned her head to the side, claiming her lips; Chad gave her no chance to refuse his kiss.

Betsy tasted herself again, her mouth opening for him amid his onslaught. But she tasted him too; that caramel scent that always seemed to cling to him was now a flavor on her tongue.

“Can you come again?” he whispered against her lips even as his other hand moved around so that he could get to her clit again. In moments, he had her coming so hard that she was biting down on her lip to keep from screaming and he was jerking inside her as he found his own release.

He moved away from her as soon he’d finished, but Betsy was still trying to find her breath.

Which was just as well in her mind, because she had no idea what to say.

“Hand me an evidence bag, will you?” Chad asked casually.

Betsy turned to the box of new evidence bags that had been  opened on the other cabinet. She grabbed a few and handed them to him, watching him quizzically.

“Well, I can’t exactly leave the thing in here.” He shook the used condom for emphasis. “And I’m not shoving it in my pocket like this.”

“I suppose not,” Betsy managed.

He flashed his perfect teeth in a smile. “Now that we have that out of the way, what do you say to dinner?”

“No thanks.” Betsy was finally able to get up and straighten her uniform.

“What?” Chad was genuinely confused.

“Look, I know what this was. You don’t have to act like you want more from me. We can still work together.”

“And what was it?”

“Besides great sex? Another tally on your headboard.” She said this with no rancor. She wasn’t having a pity party, but she wasn’t naive either.

“Betsy, you’re beautiful and smart,” he began.

“Well, I know that.” She was back in hard-ass mode. “But just because I’m a great catch doesn’t mean that you’re fishing.”

“That’s true. But as it happens, I am. I know I’ve got a terrible track record. So, I thought that if we could just get the fucking out of the way, you’d know that I was after more.”

“Such honesty. What if I was just after this once?” Betsy grinned.

“I guess I’ll just have to live with it.” Chad let out an overdramatic sigh. “But I think I’ll be able to convince you.”

“How?” she dared.

“Maybe I’ll call you.”

“And just maybe I’ll let you. But you’ll have to do better than that.”

Then the buzzer sounded to the outer door of the cell house. It was time for a post check by their shift commander.

“I guess we’ll just have to finish this later.”

“I guess,” Betsy shrugged on their way out of the counselor’s office.

“See, I told you I’d get you for another round.” He smacked her lightly on the ass as she dashed down the stairs to unlock the door.
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Annabella darts down the Metro station stairs, black bangs dripping into her dark eyes like ink. The rainstorm caught her off guard, and now her skirt clings to her legs. Cold rivulets run into her boots, sopping her socks. She steps onto the train, not caring that a red-lipped woman, clad entirely in leather, stares at Annabella as if she were completely nude.
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