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  INTRODUCTION: THE SEXUAL ALLURE OF OUTSIDERS WHO TAKE RISKS


  The first three volumes of Best Women’s Erotica of the Year didn’t have official themes, but when I was compiling Volume 4, I decided I wanted stories on the themes of Outsiders and Risk. While on the surface those may seem incongruous, both spoke to me regarding current events and seemed urgently relevant. At a time when outsiders of many kinds are being ostracized, discriminated against, and shunned, I wanted to explore what being an outsider feels like on a deeply personal level. I always want the authors I publish to turn readers on, but this time, I also want to make you think.


  The outsiders you’ll read about here sometimes grapple with navigating a new culture, as in “Aftershock,” by Jo Henny Wolf, or the constraints of their own culture, such as the tender, heartbreaking longing in “Seven Sweets and Seven Sours,” by Megan Hart. In Eliza David’s “Protest of Passion,” a community organizer finds herself swept away by a different kind of passion than the one motivating her lover.


  I left it to my authors to define what exactly an outsider means to them, and their characters. All of us have likely been outsiders at one time or another, depending on the circumstances. Outsiders may be able to learn something about themselves via insiders, and in the process enjoy some hot sex, as happens in “The Pick-Me-Up,” by Suleikha Snyder. Sometimes it’s hard to say who the outsider is, such as in Alyssa Cole’s sexy science fiction tale, “Essential Qualities.” The bisexual protagonist of Calliope Bloom’s “O Captain! My Captain!” ventures into unknown territory with her new lovers, going from outsider to insider as she takes a risk that pays off.


  Taking risks in the face of fear has certainly cropped up in past volumes, but the risks the characters take in these stories are heightened. Sometimes these risks are erotic in nature, like trying something new for the first time, for instance posing for an erotic calendar, as the heroine of “Take the Shot,” by Mica Kennedy, does, or starring in a gang bang, like Julie in “Beautiful Dirty Wonderful,” by R. M. Wood. Sometimes the risk itself is a turn-on, such as the illicit but utterly arousing behavior of the naughty narrator in “The Dressing Room,” by Alessandra Torre.


  Sometimes these risks, while sexual in nature, involve confronting aspects of these characters’ core selves that require a great amount of bravery. In “Her Invisible Prison,” by Jocelyn Dex, Eden faces a battle between her desire and her agoraphobia. Her steps out of that “prison” are hard fought and all the more exciting. And lest you think a story involving mental health can’t be scorching hot, Dex will surely prove you wrong. Similarly, in “Baby Doll,” by Sienna Saint-Cyr, Heather pursues her fetish only with the very careful reassurance of her lover.


  Many of these stories involve finding community of one sort or another, whether that’s the world of rodeo bull riders in “Eight Seconds,” by Madeline Moore, or kink club BDSM as in “Belonging,” by Tamsen Parker. While passion and desire are at the heart of these tales, there’s more happening than simple arousal.


  There’s a little something for everyone, I’d like to think, within these pages, from the woman going back to school who gets an education beyond the books in “With Honors,” by Sofia Quintero, to a divorced woman getting seduced by a learned man in “Words with Benefits,” by Tamara Lush. You’ll travel back in time with “The Invitation,” by Regina Kammer, get kinky with “Mark” by Rosie Beth Randall, explore a penchant for tickling in “Breathe,” by Patricia Elzie, and attend an orgy in “On Display,” by Louise Lagris.


  You can find out more about the series at bweoftheyear.com and follow our books and authors @BWEoftheyear on Twitter and bestwomenserotica on Instagram. You can always reach me at bweoftheyear@gmail.com to share what you want to see more of in future volumes.


  I hope, at least in some small way, this book entertains you and gives you inspiration to take the kinds of risks these characters do.


  Rachel Kramer Bussel


  Atlantic City, New Jersey


  TAKE THE SHOT


  Mica Kennedy


  I could always run away.


  Though my hand’s already on the studio door, I’m sorely tempted.


  No. You promised. Woman up. You are not a chicken.


  The quiver in my stomach says otherwise. But it’s understandable. It isn’t every day your little sister asks you to pose for a sex calendar—or that you agree to it. What was I thinking?


  Truthfully, I wasn’t. I was trying to sleep in now that the university’s spring semester was over. Naturally, this meant a phone call came at the asscrack of dawn. Only one person would dare.


  “Somebody better be dead, Caroline,” I mumbled.


  “How much do you love me?” my sister asked.


  “Oh crap. That never bodes well.”


  “You don’t even know what it is!”


  “But I know you. Spill.”


  “I need you to come model on this photo shoot,” she said. “Candace got stomach flu.”


  “What did you do to my goddaughter?”


  “It wasn’t me. I told her not to do dollar wing night.”


  “Poor kiddo.” I made a note to call her later. “So what, exactly, do you need?”


  “I need you to pose for a few tasteful, sensual pictures with another model.”


  I made a noncommittal noise.


  “Please, Nina,” she begged. “My editor’s after me like I owe her rent money.”


  “Define sensual. Not nudity?”


  “No, Prudence,” she mocked. “You’ll be covered. With makeup, no one’ll recognize you.”


  “I’m not a prude.”


  “Not since you dumped You-Know-Who, anyway.”


  “Don’t start.” My ex’s failings were her favorite topic.


  “That asshole spent five years treating you like a prop. You can be mature about it; I will hate him forever.”


  “He was just—uptight—”


  “Uptight? The man has a tree-sized stick up his ass—and not in the good way!”


  “Carly, please. I don’t want to think about my ex or his ass. It’s been a year. Let it go.”


  “I’m just saying. He’d absolutely hate this.”


  She was right. The man was a stickler for propriety. He would hate this.


  Damn. Now I had to do it.


  I breathe deeply and enter the studio. The jumble of lights, stacked backdrops, and enormous umbrella lights in the loft overwhelms me. Carly, however, is calm amid the chaos. Lens checks, shifting furniture, and screechy metal playing in the background. Nothing fazes her.


  When she sees me, I get a huge smile. My baby sis is practically my clone. We share enormous topaz-brown eyes, toothy grins, even the same curvy body (we Johnson girls are particularly blessed in the booty department). Even with our contrasting skin tones—mine deep brown, hers lighter tan—people assume we’re twins.


  “Nina, thank heaven.” She hugs me like it’s been years. “Thank you.”


  “Like I’d let you down,” I scoff. Never mind my momentary freak-out.


  “Going from professor to video vixen is a big step.”


  “What is this video vixen business?” I give her serious side eye. “I agreed to ‘tasteful, sensual pictures.’ That’s a direct quote.”


  “ ‘Tasteful’ and ‘sensual’ don’t make you blush like that.”


  “If you want to see blush, get me some makeup. Stop embarrassing me.”


  “You’re no fun.” She sticks her tongue out at me. I give her my sternest teacher face but she just laughs. My students claim I’m tough; my sister doesn’t even pretend to believe it.


  She leads me to the improvised dressing room at the back of the studio. It’s basically a curtain and rope, but it’ll do.


  “I have to do test shots on set,” Carly says. She hands me a garment bag. “Put this on. Syd will do your face in a few minutes.”


  I draw the curtain shut as best I can. I kick off my shoes, then quickly strip off my yoga pants and sweater. My bra takes longer, of course; when your size involves more numbers than a locker combination, keeping your breasts where you want them involves engineering like the Sistine Chapel. The mass of hooks and underwires takes careful attention.


  Finally, I slip it off and slide into a bustier of deep-green leather attached to a fluttery, translucent mesh skirt. I don’t know how, but the thing pushes my breasts to heights they haven’t seen since the nineties. The cups barely manage to cover my areolae. This can’t be the whole outfit.


  I check the bag. All that’s left are a tiny scrap of a thong and a pair of open-toed stilettos. I put them on, grumbling. Carly and I clearly differ on the definition of covered.


  Deep breaths. I can do this.


  Syd knocks on the curtain. She nods at the outfit.


  “That’s perfect,” she says. “Let’s get you dolled up.”


  I spend an hour in the makeup chair. Between the soft brushes and Syd’s gentle hands, I nearly fall asleep. But when she twirls me around to see the effect, I am stunned.


  The woman in the mirror is alternate universe me. Not a forty-something teacher with under-eye bags like carry-on luggage. She’s a goddess with cheekbones sharp enough to cut glass, sunset-painted eyes, and a mouth drenched in burgundy velvet.


  Syd coats my skin in shimmery lotion that makes me glow. She even weaves a golden coronet and flowers into my hair. I’ve become a buxom woodland nymph. I adore it.


  Syd steps back and nods decisively. “That’s hot.”


  “Not just hot,” Carly agrees. “Bangable.” I snort.


  The set has been transformed into a forest. Tree stumps draped with moss, vines overhead, blue and purple lights. Carly’s plan finally clicks.


  “You’re doing A Midsummer Night’s Dream,” I say. “Why didn’t you tell me?”


  “Because I’m doing dirty Midsummer,” she replies. “You know how you get.” She gestures at the prop table. It’s covered in BDSM gear.


  Holy cat-o’-nine-tails, Batman.


  Carly’s smirk merely reinforces my resolve.


  “I’m not the prude you think I am,” I say in my most bored tone. “This is fine.”


  “All right, Titania,” she says dryly. “I’m holding you to that.”


  “So. Where’s my Oberon?”


  Carly looks over my shoulder. “Behind you.”


  I’m smiling as I turn, eager to meet my partner in this mad adventure.


  Instead, my face drops as I recognize my teaching assistant, Josh Medina.


  Shit.


  I’ve been obsessively imagining him half-dressed for the last year. The reality is far better than any of my fantasies.


  His golden-brown limbs and chiseled chest could make a sculptor cry. And those raven-dark eyes rimmed with lashes so lush you’d swear he was wearing makeup. He’s the perfect Oberon.


  His eyes light up when he sees me, and his slow smile turns my knees to butter. I pull my sister aside.


  “Carly, I can’t do this.”


  “Why not? Weren’t you just bragging about how much of a prude you aren’t?”


  “This is different. I’m his boss.” I want to shake her, but I’m too busy covering my boobs with my arms. I’d kill for a robe right about now. “How’d you even find him?”


  “That day I helped you move into your office,” she replies. “We were talking, and you glanced over my shoulder. You got this goofy look on your face, like all your dreams had come true at once.”


  I remember that day instantly. We were carting boxes up the three flights of stairs, getting completely sweaty and gross, when Josh strolled by my open door. He’d been wearing that tight blue Henley and jeans that made his ass look like a perfectly ripe peach. I wanted to bite it.


  He’d waved and smiled, polite as always. Something had to be wrong with me if even basic manners made me want to do unspeakably filthy things to him. I thought I’d kept my cool, but Carly had seen right through me.


  “I had to see who could put that expression on your face,” she says. “When I did . . . how could I not cast him? He’s so striking.”


  Striking doesn’t come close. Hot as balls, my goddaughter would say. My twenty-two-year-old goddaughter who, I remind myself, is much closer to his age than I am.


  “You’re both adults,” Carly says. “He’s not in your class, neither of you is pressuring the other, and it has nothing to do with your work. I fail to see the problem.”


  “Of course you don’t see it. But this is my job. How can I maintain my authority when my TA has examined my T&A all up close and personal?”


  “Um, Professor Johnson?” Josh’s soft voice catches my attention. I turn to him.


  “Yes, Mr. Medina?” I say, slipping into my professional register. A little lower and firmer than my usual tone. It’s probably ineffective, since I’m standing here with all my worldly goods on display, but it makes me feel calmer.


  He swallows hard, stands up straighter. I appreciate the chance to take in every glorious, sculpted inch of him.


  “Wow,” he finally says.


  “You look . . . amazing.” “Thank you,” I say. I deliberately don’t return the sentiment. I don’t trust what might come out of my mouth.


  “You’re the last person I expected to see here,” he says. “I wouldn’t think this was your scene.”


  “Spent a lot of time thinking about that, have you?” I ask, arching an eyebrow. He blushes. It’s adorable.


  “Nah, I just—I mean—not a lot.” He laughs, in that it’s-a-joke-but-not-really way. Oh god. What if it isn’t? Is he flirting? I don’t know what to do with that.


  “Caroline—Carly—is my sister. She needed a model, so I’m here.”


  “Cool. That’s sweet of you.”


  “Foolish, more like, but I’ll take sweet.”


  “Nah. It’s badass.” His face turns serious. “I overheard you and your sister talking. I know this is a little weird, but I’m okay with it. If you are.”


  “You work for me, Joshua. It wouldn’t be right.”


  “But I don’t. Not anymore,” he says quickly. “I found a job in my department.”


  He’d been admitted too late to get a TA position in the physics lab, but we’d been thrilled to have him. We needed someone who could help our ESL students with scientific jargon.


  “That’s great,” I tell him. “Our loss, but congratulations. I’m sure you’ll be brilliant over there.”


  “I’ll still volunteer sometimes, when I can,” he says. “But since I don’t officially work for you anymore, this is okay, right?”


  “Really? You don’t think it’s weird, taking sexy pictures with me? I mean, I don’t normally do this, but I’ve heard it can be . . . intense.”


  “I am all for intensity,” he says, with another devastating smile. “There’s no one else I’d want here.”


  Eek. Definitely flirting. My head’s spinning a little.


  Try to focus. Carly needs me here. Josh wants me here. And I? I want to be brave.


  He holds out a hand. Trembling, I take it.


  “All right,” I tell him. “Let’s make some magic.”


  The photo shoot is a blur. The heat from the lights, the awkwardness of holding poses, of being watched—none of it matters. I’m captivated by how beautiful he looks bound to that tree, ropes taut against his pecs, ball gag in his mouth.


  I lean against him, eyes closed, bejeweled hands lifting my breasts as if offering them up. His breath grazes my lips, hot and fast. I want to close the gap and devour him.


  Then he’s on his knees, jeweled collar around his neck. Holding the lead in one hand and a whip in the other is intoxicating. It’s too easy to imagine this is real, that he’s mine to do with as I please.


  When Carly seats me on an ornate chaise lounge, one hand taut in his hair, one stiletto-clad foot draped over his shoulder, I am instantly wet and throbbing. Josh leans back, nestles his head between my breasts. It’s all I can do to stop myself from reaching for his cock.


  Somehow, I make it through the rest of the shoot without embarrassing myself. In the dressing room, I don my street clothes again, carefully rehanging the bustier and skirt. I tuck the soaked thong into my purse. When I emerge, Josh and Syd are watching Carly download the images.


  “Wow,” Josh says.


  I have to agree. The pictures are perfect. The fairy queen as Dominatrix, her trickster king tamed, in her thrall. It’s hot as hell.


  “Mercy,” Carly tells me. “I should have made you my model ages ago. Sister, you are really fucking hot.”


  “Hush,” I say, very carefully not looking at Josh. My ears are hot.


  Syd agrees. “If I didn’t know better about you two . . . ”


  She doesn’t finish the thought. Josh and I share an awkward laugh. Whatever magic existed between us, the spell’s broken now. I don’t examine why that saddens me.


  He was just playing a part, I remind myself. Stop obsessing. He’s gorgeous but off-limits. There should be nothing more than a distant friendship between us.


  “Your editor will be glad, I’m sure,” I say. “Does the calendar have a title yet?”


  “Fat Girls Who Like to Fuck.”


  “Carly!”


  “Oh, calm down,” she says, flicking through the images. “It’ll be fine.”


  “Really?”


  She shrugs. “We’re substituting an asterisk for the u.”


  I shake my head. Only my sister.


  A post-performance high has me restless. Or maybe it’s having been half dazed with lust for the last six hours. Either way, I’m not ready to go home. I ask Syd if she’s up for a drink, but she’s helping Carly select the final shots. I leave them to their edits.


  Outside, a breeze off the lake soothes me. It’ll make for a pleasant ride home. Halfway to the parking lot, I hear Josh’s voice.


  “Professor!” He’s breathing heavily, like he ran to catch up.


  “I think you ought to call me Nina by now, considering?”


  “Okay. Nina.” He blushes again. “Do you still want to get that drink?”


  I look up at him. Even in the twilight, his darkly lashed eyes and sharp cheekbones stand out. His face is . . . sweet. Fresh. Far too young. I can’t do this.


  “I don’t think so.” His face falls. A twinge of regret lances through me. I crush it.


  “That’s too bad. I thought—I hoped you wanted company. My company, specifically.”


  “You sweet, sweet boy. You have no idea what I want.”


  I turn away but he grabs my hand. His thumb strokes lazy figure eights across my palm, reigniting the fire in my core. I watch our joined hands, mesmerized. He tips my chin up so that I’m forced to meet his eyes.


  “Show me,” he whispers. “Please?”


  It’s his please that gets to me. So full of longing and need. The heat I see blazing in his eyes burns away any hesitation I feel.


  My lips are on his almost before I know it. He leans in, threads his hands through my locks, and pulls me so close that every part of him is touching every part of me.


  We kiss each other, slowly, thoroughly, lips and tongues dancing together so perfectly it feels like we must have done this before. In another time, or another life, maybe. I don’t know. The only thing I’m sure of is that I never want to stop.


  When we come up for air, we’re both shaking. I take a few deep breaths, but my pulse is still racing.


  “Nina,” he whispers into my skin. “Beautiful, beautiful Nina. I’ve wanted to do that for so long.”


  “Hush,” I say. “It’s just the rush from the shoot. We were in a very . . . stimulating situation. That energy just spilled over.”


  “You haven’t ever thought about this?” His tongue flicks that spot just below my earlobe. I moan. “Thought about us?”


  “It would have been completely inappropriate, Josh.”


  “But you felt something, right?” He looks me in the eye. I nod.


  “Shit. If I’d known that, I’d have quit months ago.”


  “No, no,” I argue. “I wouldn’t have wanted that. I liked seeing you every day.”


  “Are you willing to see me now?” he asks between kisses. “Is that something you want?”


  “Right this moment?” I laugh, though his lips on my neck give me shivers. “I want you to be about five years older, and me to be about ten younger. So we could meet in the middle.”


  “Do you really care about that?” He rests his forehead on mine. “’Cause I don’t. All I care about is that the most amazing woman I know is letting me kiss her, and I can’t believe how damn lucky I am.”


  This man and his silver tongue will be the death of me. I can’t wait.


  We kiss some more, tangling together until we bump against the side of an ancient Dodge van. It’s white, with thin burgundy stripes—a ’70s classic.


  “We should be careful of the van,” I say, reluctantly breaking away. “The owner might not like it.”


  “The owner likes it very much,” he says, dangling the keys.


  “Oh, my lord. Who sold you a shaggin’ wagon?” I laugh.


  “I bought it from—wait, hold on, what did you call it?”


  “A shaggin’ wagon. A van that you—you know, you—” I’m intrigued. “You mean you’ve never—?”


  “Never what?”


  “Give me the keys.”


  “Why?”


  “Because you asked me what I wanted,” I say boldly. “Right now, I want you to get in this van and fuck me senseless.”


  He hands over the keys at once, and we climb in. It’s dark, but the streetlights over the lot are just enough. He pulls the curtains separating the front seats from the rest of the interior, and we’re in shadow again. I take his hand, and we sit down on the wine-colored carpet.


  His lips graze mine. I’m already addicted to his sweetness, the faint hint of cinnamon on his breath. When my nails scrape his back, something fierce ignites between us. Then it’s all popping buttons and sliding belt buckles and shoes that end up who knows where until I’m writhing on the floor in just my bra, aching for his touch.


  “Wait, wait,” Josh says.


  “Seriously?” I’m groaning in frustration.


  “I know, I know,” he says, soothing me with another kiss. “I don’t want to rush this. Let me take my time, hmm?”


  I pout; he kisses it away, sucking and nibbling at my bottom lip. The sensation goes straight to my clit. He is so careful not to touch me as he removes my bra.


  “Beautiful,” he repeats. He stares at me with heat and tenderness in his eyes. I’m desperate to get his hands on me.


  Finally, he trails a cool fingertip across my collarbone. I suck in a breath when he follows it with his tongue. I need this so much. He continues, swirling cool and hot across one breast then the other. I can’t hold back a moan when he flicks my nipples.


  “Ah,” he says, satisfied, as if he solved a puzzle. “You like that.”


  The needy noises I make encourage him. He does it again and again until I think I might come from this alone.


  “Can—can I touch you back?”


  “Soon,” he promises. “Right now I need to concentrate.”


  His hands and mouth glide over my belly, hips, thighs. Between the licks and touches I’m almost out of my mind. I prop myself up on my elbows, watch him part my knees with strong, sure hands. He strokes slowly, so slowly, making his way toward my aching pussy.


  His mouth follows his hands. My breaths come so fast, I’m almost dizzy when he licks the juncture of my thighs.


  He looks up, his gorgeous eyes shining in the filtered light. “Can I . . . ?”


  “Oh, please,” I reply, and his tongue is on me, inside me in a flash. He alternates long, slow strokes with quick flicks against my clit until I’m gripping his hair and arching off the carpet like I’m electrified.


  I’m close, so close. When he eases my clit into his mouth and gives it the tiniest suck, my brain short-circuits. I come so hard I see stars.


  Josh murmurs sweet words in my ear as I return to earth. He kisses me, and the taste of us on his lips makes me even hotter than before.


  “Tell me you have a condom,” I growl.


  He laughs. “So serious, Nina.”


  I flip over and straddle him. Grinding against the hard length of his cock. Now it’s his turn to suck in a breath.


  “Damn right I’m serious. Condom. Now.”


  Miracle of miracles, he produces one. Greedily, I snatch it from his grasp. He laughs again at my eagerness.


  “I thought you wanted to—” he starts, but it turns into a hiss when I slide the condom on him with my mouth. His cock is thick and perfect, and I can’t help lingering over it, eagerly slurping him into my mouth again and again, until he pulls me back up with a growl of his own.


  “Woman,” he breathes, “you’re killing me.”


  “Is there a better way to go?” I tease. He doesn’t answer, just smiles and sets me back on his lap.


  I lift up, hovering over him for a moment before I slowly take him inside me. Sweet mercy. Inch by delicious inch, he fills me up until I’m stretched and breathless.


  “You good?” he asks.


  “Mmm. Oh, yes.”


  I ride him at a slow, easy pace, adjusting to the feel of him. He rolls my nipples between thumbs and fingertips, pinching them just enough that lightning zooms through me. I’m halfway to a second orgasm when he grabs my hips and takes over. He goes deeper, harder, fucking me so thoroughly that I can only whisper “Yes” and “More” and “Oh my god” and “Yes fuck fuck yes” as I come.


  His orgasm is moments behind mine, and the wild abandon on his face when he comes is the most magnificent thing I’ve ever seen.


  We kiss again, sweet and languid. He turns away to deal with the condom, then I’m nestled on his chest soon after. I will this moment of peace to last. Listen to his heart. Wonder what this means for my own.


  I want to stay in this bubble, but the real world’s already on my mind. He no longer works for me, but there are a thousand reasons this night can only be a lovely memory. “Where did you go, just now?” Joshua asks me.


  “I’m here,” I say. His face tells me he knows better.


  “I’m serious about seeing each other. This isn’t casual for me. You know that, right?”


  “I don’t know anything, really,” I say. We scrounge around for clothes, dressing as fast as we’d undressed. We step out of the van, and I’m tongue-tied. I want to say everything and nothing at once.


  “So. I have a speech. Want to hear it?”


  “A speech?”


  “I’m in communications,” he shrugs. “We always have a speech.”


  “What about physics?”


  “Double major.”


  “I didn’t know that.” I sigh. “I should know that.” “I’ll tell you all about me. Next time.”


  He wants a next time. My breath races at the thought.


  “Short version,” he says, “you’re scared of this. Of us.” “Terrified.”


  “If today hadn’t happened, would you have said anything?”


  I shake my head.


  “So we’d have kept wanting each other. Being too scared to admit it.” He strokes my cheek. “I’m done being scared, Nina. I hope you are, too.”


  I don’t understand how he’s this brave. I’m terrified. But I also wasted years being what someone else wanted, and it made me miserable. I might be the teacher, but clearly, I still have something to learn.


  “We have to go slow,” I say.


  “Like snails,” he replies.


  “That is utterly unsexy.”


  “Come here then. I’ll show you sexy.”


  I do, and he does. Over and over and over again.


  THE DRESSING ROOM


  Alessandra Torre


  I am halfway into the dress when I get stuck. The sort of stuck where your arms are up, hands flailing through the sleeves, bodice tight around your face, and there just isn’t enough room to get your elbows past your ears and through the armholes. I need to abort this, ASAP. I blow out a frustrated breath, a wave of claustrophobia swelling as the hot wool sucks into my mouth. I lean forward and try to wiggle out. Thank god no one is in here with me. No one to see this spectacle of uncoordinated proportions. Then again, had someone been in here with me, they could be helping to yank this thing off me. I lean against the thin changing room divider and slide sideways, hoping the dress will snag on its hook and work its way over my head. I am about to succeed when I hear the noise. I pause, my wool-covered head bumping painfully against the hook, and stifle a squeal of pain.


  The sound comes again, and I lean closer to the wall, pressing my ear against it. A moan. I think it was a moan.


  My change in position helps, and the dress slides over my head, my response to the fresh air and its cool greeting almost orgasmic. And . . . speaking of orgasmic . . . I press my ear to the wall, its fabric-covered surface scratchy against my lobe.


  “Yeah. Right there.” A woman’s voice, thick with arousal. I hold my breath and can barely hear the soft sound of panting, her controlled bursts of air.


  “Look at me.” The man’s voice is rugged, his words an order, delivered with the hint of an accent. I need more of his words, need to follow his directive and see him. I crouch, as quickly as I can, and peek underneath the divider.


  A foot of access, but it’s all I need to paint the picture. Her feet bare, toes painted a bright teal that is chipped along the edges. Her feet are strong and shoulder-width apart, not the delicate feet of a model but the sort that belong to a girl like me. It gives me hope, makes me think that I could be in there, could be looking at him, could be merrily panting my way toward an orgasm. At a right angle to her, he stands. New tennis shoes, dark jeans. I take pleasure in examining the neat tie of his laces, the clean surface of his shoes. This man takes care of himself. He probably picks his clothes up off the floor, flosses before bed, and pays his bills on time.


  The heel of one of her feet lifts, her toes splaying, and she groans, a long, sweet sound of pure, unadulterated pleasure. The way they are standing, he must be next to her, his hand in between her legs, his fingers busy. There is the slick sound of flesh, and my own fingers inch toward my panties, the cotton boy shorts the only thing standing between me and pure nudity.


  “Jesus, you’re wet.” He growls out the words, and I close my eyes, pushing to my feet, and pretend that he’s speaking to me. The thick catch of the words . . . he must be staring into her eyes, his fingers sliding in and out, the palm of his hand tapping out a metronome of pleasure against her clit. I sit on the chair, my thighs parting, and work my panties over my hips, my own hand sliding in between my legs, two fingers pushing inside of me. He’s right. I am wet. I picture his face, and he is handsome, his features rugged like his voice, his jaw covered in a faint beard, his eyes drifting down my naked body, drawn to my open legs. I spread my fingers, opening up the slick lips of my body, and then push the fingers back inside.


  The woman moans, and I risk a small moan of my own, letting my eyes half close, wanting nothing more than to have him before me, those dark jeans moving closer, their stiff fabric brushing against my bare legs.


  I roll my fingers over my clit and picture him pushing my hand aside, his replacing my own. His fingers are thicker than mine, slightly rough, and when they push in between my folds, his eyes darken.


  Jesus, you’re wet. His voice had scraped over the words, the memory of it causing my thighs to tighten and my hips to buck.


  Fingers quickening, my clit coming to life under my touch—my body tightening, pleasure building.


  She pants, he whispers something, and there is the scrape of hangers against their metal rod. I envision her hands wildly sweeping out, scrambling for balance, her legs weakening from the pleasure.


  I straighten my own legs, my socks sliding across the linoleum floor, and picture him kneeling between my knees, his fingers working in and out, his eyes flitting up to meet mine.


  “Oh my god, you’re so hard.” She can barely get the words out, her voice louder than before, and I wonder where the dressing room attendant is, how many others are hearing this. I keep one ear tuned for the sound of the buzzer—the ding-dong that indicates someone’s entrance into the dressing room. Nothing. No footsteps, no rustles of fabric, no words of indignation. Just me and them. Me. My fingers now deep inside of me, curved and pressing on my G-spot, my eyes clenched shut, my fantasies running wild. Them. Her thighs trembling, his cock hanging out, his fingers busy, wet from her juices, his eyes tight on her face.


  She moans, and a curl of pleasure unfurls inside of me.


  “Wrap your hand around it,” he growls, and I groan in response, hoping the sound is covered by her whimper. I imagine the stiff feel of him, my palm wrapping around his shaft, the hiss of his voice as I grip him tightly, sliding my hand along his length. I bet he’s gorgeous—a thick, meaty stick of arousal and possibilities. I picture the head of him, swollen and stiff, jutting out from his hand, and lined up to me, the press of it against my opening, the look on his face as he pushes inside of me.


  I’d want it quickly—one hard thrust that takes away my recent bouts of loneliness. One hard thrust that cracks open my pleasure, almost painful in its strength, almost rough in its invasion. I want him to grip my shoulders, pin me back against the wall and thrust those hips forward, his cock into me, his knees shifting against the floor, my gasps silenced by his mouth, by his deep kiss that tastes of hard work and security, his thrusts shallower as our kiss deepens. I increase the tease of my clit, my legs straightening out, toes flexing.


  “I’m close,” she pants out. Me too.


  “Don’t stop jacking me off,” he grits. “Keep going.”


  If I were her, I wouldn’t stop. I would prolong my own pleasure and focus on him, dropping to my knees and working my hand up and down his shaft. I’d look up into his face and watch his eyes grow hooded, his jaw clench, his features tighten as he gets close. He would groan my name, reach down and cup my face, would watch me with need as I tease him with my tongue before taking him into my mouth.


  It’s been so long since I experienced the full press of a cock against my tongue—since I felt the flex, the twitch, the swell. I miss hands tugging my hair, thighs flexing under my hands, the control and power of reducing a grown man to his barest animal needs.


  I picture it, picture me before him, his mouth dropping open, a calloused hand reaching down to grip at my breast, his thumb brushing over my nipple.


  “Oh, fuck,” he growls, and I come undone, my back curling, thigh trembling, my fingers slick and quick, the orgasm sharp and intense. I come and listen to her do the same, his words gruff and soft, urging her on, urging me on, each filthy word stretching out my pleasure, my body limp and languid by the time the intensity ebbs.


  My legs are lazy when I reach for my jeans, slowly pulling them on as I listen to the muffled rattle of a belt buckle in its clasp. I reach down for my tennis shoes and see her knees against the floor, her body shifting as she takes care of him. I listen for the sound of slurps and gags but don’t hear them. She must be using her hand. I pull on my bra, then my shirt, and abandon the wool dress, leaving it off its hanger, trying—rather unsuccessfully—to sneak by their stall without my tennis shoes slapping along the floor. When I reach the entrance to the dressing area, I flee, moving through the almost-empty store, my cheeks burning, my body still tingling with postorgasmic joy.


  I can’t believe I did that. Can’t believe I eavesdropped on them, pulled down my panties, and brought myself to orgasm. I can’t believe I pictured his cock, wanted his touch, and spread my legs open in that tiny little stall. What if they heard me? What if they did hear me?


  I yank open the car door and step in, stuffing my purse onto the floorboard and reaching for the seat belt, suddenly filled with the panicked thought of them coming outside, seeing me, and somehow knowing everything.


  “Well, that took forever.” My husband fumbles with the bottom of his seat, the back of it slowly rising, his mouth stretching into a yawn. “You didn’t find anything?”


  I shake my head. “No. Nothing that fit.”


  “Well, that sucks.” He reaches for his own belt. Sucks. I think of my lips wrapped around the stranger’s cock, the taste of him, the sounds rumbling from his throat. “Talk about a waste of a trip.”


  I swallow a smile. “Seriously.”


  I sit back, my head resting against the seat, and close my eyes, my body fully relaxed for the first time in weeks. As he shifts the car into drive, I cross my legs, enjoying the damp feel of my panties, my clit still tender from the attention.


  A waste of a trip? Well. Not exactly . . .


  MARK


  Rosie Beth Randall


  Before letting go of our good-bye, he pulled me close one last time and inhaled deeply. With his nose in my hair, he dropped his voice so only I could hear and said, “If I ever catch you doing that again, Diana, there will be consequences.”


  It was dark where we were standing, out of reach from the amber streetlamps. The wintry night was cloaked in a smooth layer of fresh snow, but his breath was warm against my ear. The woody smell of his cologne mixed with the power in his words made me want him right then and there, up against the wall beside my building’s stoop. It had been so long since I’d felt free enough to want anything like that—since I’d felt desired enough to let myself want that—but being with Mark had changed me, helped me come out of the shell I’d kept around myself all those years. He didn’t mind the four-inch scar across the right side of my face, like everyone else seemed to. If anything, he’d taught me to accept it.


  I slipped my hand inside his open coat and went straight for his cock, unable to resist.


  “Catch me doing what?” I whipped my voice to a taunt at the end just to fuck with him, hoping it would rile him up enough to be unable to resist me too. Our contract plainly stated he had to initiate activity like this; public sex was a rare occasion for Mark. He only wanted it for certain reasons, when it really meant something—but I figured a bit of goading was worth a try. I just wanted to taste his mouth against my own once more, with his cock pushed into me at the same time.
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