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Steam





  




  I sat on the outside balcony of the Old Faithful Inn, crammed among dozens of tourists, waiting for the world famous geyser to erupt. My eyes locked on a man standing front and center talking to a group of high school students. His well-tanned arms and hands gestured toward the park's main attraction as steam rose languidly from the top of the geyser's mound. He was dressed in a Yellowstone National Park ranger's uniform.




  I lowered my sunglasses to make sure the darkened lenses weren't playing tricks with my eyes. Nope – he was breathtakingly tanned and handsome with or without the shades. At least six-feet two-inches tall, with well-defined features, dark brown eyes, intense long lashes, and an aquiline nose. His lips alone looked delectable. He caught me staring and I froze like a deer in headlights.




  His eyes lingered on mine for a moment. Caught red-handed - or red-faced in this case - I sunk in my seat at the bench and quickly pushed my sunglasses back up the bridge of my nose. Had he been able to tell I'd been undressing him with my eyes?




  Of course not, Jill, I scolded myself. Although there was a small part of me that wished he could read my mind.




  There were other tourists chattering excitedly around me in a variety of languages, so I couldn't exactly make out what Mr. Ranger was saying to the group of students clustered in front of him. But his eyes remained fixed on mine long enough to make me squirm in my seat. I had to remind myself to breathe.




  His attention turned back to the students.




  




  * * * * *




  




  I was on my way back to Minneapolis from Portland, Oregon, where I'd attended the reading of my granduncle's will. I'd only met the man a few times long ago when I was a little girl, but apparently I'd made quite an impression on him. For reasons I still haven't been able to figure out, he left me a very large sum of money. It was more than enough to buy a modest house if I so chose, take a year, even two, off of work to reflect, travel, go to school, and find a career I really liked – not the mind-numbing desk job I put up with just to pay the bills. The world, as they say, was my oyster.




  Well, at least a modest one.




  On the long, lonely drive back home, I had a hard time soaking it all in. Was I dreaming? Would I wake up tomorrow and find I was still back at my too-small apartment, broke and recently divorced, still working a crappy job?




  No. It had really happened.




  About two hundred miles out of Portland, I called work and told them they'd need to find someone else to fill out purchase orders and file receipts. I quit. It was then that I decided to make my way leisurely back to Minnesota. I was going to enjoy this drive, the scenery, and most of all, my newfound sense of freedom.




  




  * * * * *




  




  A murmur ran through the crowd on the balcony of the Old Faithful Inn. I felt myself being jostled a bit as the tourists on either side of me squirmed about for a better view of the geyser's eruption. The ranger – whom I was still unable to look away from – moved to the side.




  Out of the corner of my eye, I'm pretty sure I saw Old Faithful erupting; there seemed to be an abundance of steam and the sound of gushing water coming from that general direction. But for some strange reason, I just couldn't take my eyes away from my ranger.




  My ranger – ha!




  But the way his crisp, forest-green uniform fit, accentuating his biceps and pecs, the way his well-chiseled face looked slightly playful beneath his ranger hat – a jolt of electricity shot through me every time he looked my way.




  And he seemed to be looking my way quite a bit, even as the geyser blasted thousands of gallons of super-heated water and steam into the crisp mountain air.




  Screw the geyser, I thought, my roving eyes still hidden (thankfully) behind the sunglasses. I want to see him erupt!




  It had been little less than a year since my divorce from Kevin, and while I hadn't been completely celibate in the intervening months, the few one-night stands I'd had had been unfulfilling, to say the least. Sure, they may have scratched an urgent itch, but it had been only temporary. Afterwards, I'd felt even more empty and lonely than before. So for the last couple of months, it had been just me and Charlie.




  Yes, I admit I named my vibrator Charlie. And yes, he was packed discretely away in one of my suitcases, tucked between my panties and bras. And tonight, due to all these rather impure thoughts I was having about Mr. Ranger, I figured it was going to be another date night for Charlie and me. Although tonight, I just might have to rename it Ranger Charlie.




  Apparently, the eruption of Old Faithful Geyser had ended because I suddenly noticed the other tourists, along with the students, were all filing into the Inn, leaving me alone on my stiff, wooden bench, staring at the steam drifting from the now spent geyser.




  I sighed. Well. Maybe I could catch it erupting next time; with no distractions for my wandering eyes.




  Someone coughed behind me. Startled, I turned in my seat. I wasn't alone after all. And wouldn't you know it, there was my ranger.




  He smiled at me, a row of bright white teeth contrasting with his well-tanned skin and five-o'clock shadow. "I hope the kids weren't too distracting," he said as he meandered around the bench to stand in front of me.




  "Not at all," I said, quickly raising my eyes from his belt to meet his gaze. You were the distracting one, I almost said. "Aren't they waiting for you?" I asked.




  "Nope. That was my last tour of the day." He sat down next to me, leaned back and stretched out his legs. I caught the scent of Old Spice and wood smoke emanating from his body. I wanted to reach out and squeeze one of his muscular thighs.




  He took his ranger hat of and ran his fingers through his short, yet thick brown hair. Something about the way he did it sent a shiver through me.




  Before I could stop myself, I said, "I was hoping you had at least one more tour in you."




  He raised an eyebrow, slaying me with his smile once again. "Have you walked the geyser basin yet?"




  I nodded toward the land around Old Faithful where columns of rising steam dotted the landscape. "You mean that barren moonscape out there?" I asked.




  The ranger laughed. "There's a lot more to see out there than Old Faithful."




  "If you're willing to take me," I said, "I'm willing to be taken."




  Again, he raised an eyebrow. I blushed. I really hadn't meant it to come out that way. Honestly.




  "I tell you what," he said. "I still have a few duties to attend to. But if you want to experience something really cool, meet me down on the boardwalk at eleven-thirty." He nodded at the boardwalk below that formed a wide semi-circle around Old Faithful where most of the tourists stand four and five people deep to get a good view of the geyser.




  "Tonight?" I asked.




  He chuckled. "Yes, tonight. But first – " he paused and leaned in close " – I need to know your name."




  "Oh," I said. "It's Jill."




  "Jill," he repeated, as if tasting my name.




  He stood and offered a hand. "Nice to meet you, Jill." His firm, strong fingers wrapped around mine. He squeezed my hand just firmly enough to send goose bumps shooting up my arm.




  He let go and started to turn away.




  "Wait," I said, reaching out and brushing my hand against his hip. "What's your name?"




  He tipped his hat. "Charlie," he said.




  "Ch - Charlie?" I stammered, feeling the heat rise in my cheeks.




  "Tonight. Eleven-thirty. See you then."




  I watched his backside retreat into the shadows of the Inn. The sun was on the verge of setting, bathing the geyser basin in a fiery golden sheath. It was cool out – mid-sixties I guessed. But why did I feel so flush with heat?




  




  * * * * *




  




  I ate a quick dinner and decided I'd better shower. As I stood under the spray of hot water, rinsing the soap off my body, my hands lingered lightly on my thighs. I raised one hand up to my breasts, imagining what Charlie – ranger Charlie, not vibrating Charlie – might look like stripped out of his uniform. From my brief encounter with him, it was obvious I'd like what I'd see.




  I squeezed one nipple, then the other as I parted my legs slightly. I ran my other hand slowly down my belly, imagining Charlie leaning in to kiss me, the scent of him (Old Spice, wood smoke) filling my nostrils.




  My fingers gently stroked my lips, parting them, and then sliding one finger inside of me, then the other. I moved my other hand down to rub my clitoris.




  The Charlie of my imagination cupped a breast in each of his hands, leaned his head down to suck at my nipples.




  My fingers moved faster over my pussy, one finger flicking back and forth over my clit as the other fingers dipped in and out of my vagina. I wanted to come. I'd meant to come, meant to cool my jets a little before meeting with ranger Charlie, meant to relieve some of my pent-up horniness. I didn't want to make a fool of myself by jumping his bones the moment I saw him.




  But the water in the shower suddenly turned ice cold. I quickly turned the water off and jumped out of the shower, wrapping myself in a towel. While the outside of my body may have received a cold shock, my insides remained moist, hot and hungry.




  Okay, I told myself as I looked at the clock. I could handle this. Just because I’d brought myself almost to the brink without being able to finish myself off – a little self-control wouldn't hurt, would it?




  




  * * * * *




  




  There were only a handful of people on the boardwalk as I stood there waiting. I soon felt a tap on my shoulder, and I spun around to see that Ranger Charlie had changed into a flannel shirt and a pair of jeans. A brown cowboy hat had replaced his ranger hat.




  "Recognize me?" he asked.




  "Barely," I kidded. I raised an eyebrow. "So what, exactly, are you going to show me?"




  "Follow me and you'll see."




  I took the arm he offered, the heat I'd conjured earlier in the shower still there, burning just below my belly, begging to be quenched. I tried not to show it, but my legs tingled delightfully with each step.




  I hoped it wasn't too obvious that I was as horny as he was handsome.




  As we left the lights of the Inn and the other buildings, the stillness and silence seemed to swallow us. Thousands of stars shined down while a sliver of moon glinted like a silver charm detached from its bracelet. I'd never seen so many stars.




  We were alone now, our footsteps echoing softly on the boardwalk.




  Charlie tugged gently at my arm. "This way," he said, leading me onto yet another boardwalk.




  Finally, we stopped. The boardwalk here widened significantly, and as my eyes adjusted, I noticed an array of empty benches. Charlie turned on his flashlight and pointed it at a spot just off the boardwalk.




  "Grand Geyser," he said. "Not quite as frequent or predictable as Old Faithful, but when it goes, it puts on one hell of a show." He shined his light onto what looked like a small pool. "Good," he said. "We haven't missed it."




  He motioned for me to sit on one of the benches. As I did so, his lips brushed against my ear. "Once this pool fills up, it won't be long," he said. It took me a moment to realize he was still talking about the geyser.




  As we sat on the bench, he began to massage the back of my neck with one of his rough, strong hands. I didn't object. His hand moved to one of my shoulders, then to the other. A soft moan escaped my lips. Had he heard it? My thighs still hadn't stopped yearning, and I felt myself growing moist.




  I turned to face him, turned to tell him that I'd had enough one-night stands, that I didn't know if this was really such a good idea, that we should probably stop before it was too late. But before I could get the words out, his lips were on mine, pressing, pressing, and as his tongue tangled with mine, I decided this was a good idea.




  This was a very good idea.




  With one hand on my back, he gently laid me down on the bench so that I was looking up at him, looking into his deep, dark eyes that seemed to catch just a hint of the thousands of stars above.




  One of his hands found the button of my jeans and unfastened it. Then there was the sound of my zipper being slowly undone. He set his hat down on the boardwalk.
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