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  Chapter 1




  Were the Kaamo tribesmen serious? Annie Childs, associate professor of anthropology, had never imagined her career would lead her to this.




  Life in academia was about forty percent field work, forty percent editing-while-latte-sipping, ten percent lecturing, nine percent groveling for tenure, and one percent miscellaneous. A grim truth now dawned on Annie as she stood, surrounded by glaring tribesmen on the South Pacific island of Sivu, hundreds of thousands of miles from the nearest hospital, policeman, security company, family member or friendly face.




  The truth was that miscellaneous category contained a grim possibility: excruciating death at the hands of the people one is studying.




  Annie stared at the line of faces and gulped. All around her mud-streaked men stared back. Each one held a totem stick that could easily have been used as a spear if he so chose. One stake through the heart would probably finish Annie Childs, Vampire-style. And if that didn’t, the mocha-colored biceps and fists of a Kaamo warrior would certainly do the trick.




  One hand around her neck. One twist. Then the world would turn black.




  The tribesman at the front, whose name was Niin, was dangling a silver chain between his fingers. Annie watched as he raised her necklace and looped it over the top of his totem stick, letting the pendant dangle between the feathers and the tiny rodent skull he had affixed there. He mumbled something in Kaamo that made Paulo—the expedition’s linguist—narrow his eyes into fearful slits.




  Paulo turned to her and hissed: “Annie. Their anger is moving to the wrist. That is what they say—it is their strongest expression for anger. It means they will strike!”




  Paulo sputtered the final sentence, sending a shower of spittle-flecks onto the dust with his last word: ‘strike.’ Annie Childs actually bit her lip in amusement, despite the escalating danger of the situation. I never thought I’d see him like this. Paulo the linguist was an impassive man with a hangdog face that seemed to become jowlier in the midday heat, as if he were melting. Annie had literally pulled him out of his hut that morning, fibbing that the heat wouldn’t be too bad and reminding him that his Solitaire cards would be there in the evening. Paulo translated the words of the Kaamo people—the natives of Sivu island, and the human research subjects for Annie’s present study—pretty well, despite looking half asleep all the time. Annie was impressed that his pronunciation stayed crisp even as he seemed to drift in and out of full consciousness.




  That ‘hangdog’ face was sure looking scared now. His skin color had transitioned from Irish setter-brown to Maltese terrier-white in under three seconds. “Miss Childs, leave it,” Paulo begged. “Please. Leave what you have given them and run!”




  Before Annie could protest that she needed her necklace back, thank you very much, her research colleague Rain Mistern grabbed her by the shoulder and jerked her so violently she wailed.




  “Get your hands off me, Rain!” she gasped. Ouch. A bruise was the last thing she needed. Annie gripped her throbbing shoulder, amazed by the amount of sweat that was trickling down her arm and darkening the cotton of her white tank. Paulo and Rain both had crescent-shaped patches staining their armpits, and Annie’s long hair was sticking to her skin in salty strips.




  “Miss Annie,” Paulo pleaded. “They believe the gift is preordained. That it came with the rain. You must let them keep it now.”




  “I’m not letting them keep my necklace!” Annie cried. “Paulo, it’s a family heirloom.”




  How Annie wished she had a better grasp of the Kaamo language. Then she might be able to negotiate. Unfortunately it was Paulo who had the best working understanding of Kaamo culture and language in the world.




  Annie turned to Rain, mouth open and ready to protest, but gulped and shut her mouth when she saw his expression. His lips were pursed, his jaw was tensed, and his eyes had new crinkles in their corners. Rain Mistern—the darling of the NYU anthropology department—was Annie’s favourite field collaborator for a few reasons: erudition, unflappability, heart-stopping sexiness, coolness in a crisis. This was the first time she had ever seen him looking anxious.




  The sapphire was dangling under Niin’s rodent skull. That has to be the most blinged-out dead rat in the whole Pacific, if not the world. What a mockery they were making of her grandmother’s gem; Annie’s blood spiked at the thought. She opened her mouth one last time to plead, but Rain was too quick. He seized her by the wrist and pulled her down the mud bank, running so quickly mud flecks covered her calves in itchy brown streaks.




  “Annie, shut up,” Rain ordered as the shouts of the Kaamo followed them down the bank. Annie was flying, barely keeping up with Rain’s longer, more powerful strides. Her hair whipped back from her face—all but one itchy strand that managed to lodge itself in her eye—and she was in danger of toppling over. The slippery ground and Rain’s relentless wrist-pulling was too much. As they passed the cyathea ferns on the bank she collapsed, wheezing.




  “They’re not following. Rain. They’re not following.”




  “Never, ever, do anything like that again!” Rain let her drop to the ground with a carelessness that stung Annie a little. “That was beyond stupid. If a dozen Kaamo warriors are certain that your necklace belongs to them, it bloody well does!”




  “Oh, how fitting,” Annie said, still gasping. Rain was famous for the way he described primitive tribespeople in journals. He wrote from their point of view, as if their beliefs were scientific FACT. The fasting between midday and sunset makes the sun come up extra brightly the next day, he had written in the South Pacific Review, as if it were actually true. Annie could not believe they had actually published that. Rain was famous for his efforts to really get in the heads of tribal people, but to Annie that tone was definitely bordering on daft—cultural relativism had its limits.




  Rain stood above her, examining her as she panted. “I’ll get the necklace back for you.”




  “Oh, will you really?” She felt the energy between them shift as Rain watched her, taking in her wheezy pants and exhilarated face. When he leaned down and touched her shoulder, Annie understood. It reminded him of all those other times she had gone down on her knees for him.




  Their intimacy—whatever they had of it—returned for a second. “Annie, I’ll get it for you. I know how to do it. You need to speak to them on their own terms.”




  “Oh yeah? Like how? Tell them the gemstone shines like the fire that will burn through their huts if they don’t give it back?” Annie was only half-joking. The venom in her own voice astonished her.




  How dare they?




  She gulped as Rain whipped a lock of sandy hair from his eye and squeezed her hand. His bicep tensed Kaamo-style and his eyes warmed. He seemed to feel her frustration for the first time.




  Rain…stop being yummy. She loved it when he felt her passion. How could this man lock in on her feelings so well? He was especially good at responding to Annie’s fiery streak, her anger, and her deepest emotions: those feelings that sound almost infantile when you express them.




  God, he made her feel so alive.




  “I’ll get it back,” he said. “Before I leave. I know you have to go tomorrow but…Annie, just leave it to me. You’ll have your sapphire necklace in New York. And if they don’t give it back…” He stood with one pump of his strong thighs.




  “Yes?”




  “I’ll steal it.”




  With that, Rain bounded back around the ferns. Annie listened to his feet squelching in the mud as he raced up the bank, and dropped her head in her hands.




  * * * *




  Annie was adding sugar to her cold tea and listening to the warbling of a Sivu bird later that evening when, without warning, a tear gathered in her eye, sharp and stinging as an insect bite, and fell in the cup.




  I am a fool. She had come to Sivu Island because she hoped it would be the experience of a lifetime. Sivu was the home of the Kaamo, a tribe who had had almost no historical contact with outside cultures.




  An undocumented tribe, tucked away on an undiscovered island halfway between Hawaii and New Caledonia. How could she resist?! Anthropologists dream of such things: a people untouched by European influence, just waiting for a researcher to run her eyes over them.




  Since arriving on Sivu, Annie had developed a suspicion that Christian missionaries may have visited in the 1800s—some of the bamboo art and the male coming-of-age rituals used motifs and symbolism that looked distinctly Christian—but still! Sivu was about as untouched as you could get in the modern world, where monster-cruisers had sailed to every shore and isolated isles were sold off to billionaires like Virgin’s Richard Branson. The island was a researcher’s dream come true: somehow, through some mystery or oversight, it had stayed unexplored.




  Annie gulped her tea and collapsed on her bamboo bed, listening to the yells of Kaamo boys playing outside and the lapping of the river at the front of the dwelling. On either side of the hut (a clay-and-bamboo thing cobbled together by some linguists who had scoped the place out before she and Rain arrived) the river stretched as far as the eye could see. The mud banks were wet and oxide-red, and lush fringing forests were stuffed with species of insects no naturalist had yet catalogued. Annie had seen birds of a long-legged shape and gait she felt certain you could not find anywhere else, and heard birdsongs so strange she gasped, thinking it was a child’s eerie song.




  She was writing everything she could think of in her notebooks and even sketching interesting totems and jewelry and artifacts. Very polite of her, in retrospect–the Kaamo had simply stolen her necklace when they took a liking to it.




  Annie listened to the rhythms of their language, observed their moves, tried to feel the subtleties of the way men treated their women. Since Rain arrived–a representative from a different team at NYU–she had felt like she could see more cruelty in the treatment. Suddenly, almost overnight, the Kaamo men struck her as brutes. Pigs. She saw dismissiveness, rough-handling, failures to acknowledge a Kaamo woman who came through a door or asked for a child.




  Could it be the weather? More likely it was a serious case of projection. Annie’s eyes stung with a new set of tears and she pushed her teacup away, eager not to pollute the liquid again with a drop from her mud-caked eyelashes.




  Definitely projection. Rain Mistern had given her maybe an ounce of affection since he arrived. His smile haunted her in the field, beaming so yummily she lost her concentration and left her notebook on the bank. A Kaamo child had found it and handed it back, with new fingerprint smudges and a big mud seal on the front.




  At least they didn’t want to keep that. It’s probably useless anyway. Her notebooks were filling with accounts that could definitely not be trusted. A title change was warranted: Science Hath No Enemy Like A Woman Scorned.




  What about a subtitle? Maybe Rain, Rain, Go Away.




  Annie whipped a fly from her face and took a sip of her icy, sweet drink. Why-oh-why, did her feelings for Rain Mistern persist? He had treated her so poorly, even bragging to his friends–their colleagues–every time the two of them slept together.




  * * * *




  The sun was setting. A parrot finch with a brilliant red breast sat on the windowsill of Annie’s hut and started to sing.




  The sound soothed her as she compiled her notes in her leather binders, which were so stained with mud and sap and raggedy from water flecks, that her friends exclaimed whenever she brought them home.




  “They actually look beautiful,” her best friend Lily had said, gazing at Annie’s journals on the polished kitchen table, where they lay between a crystal vase and a Laura Ashley decanter. A Monet print hung on the wall behind them, adding to the atmosphere of quiet, clean comfort.




  “They really do,” Lily had continued, running a palm over the spotted binder. “You can tell they have been to another world.”




  Annie sighed, enjoying the sound of her emptying lungs over the parrot finch’s song, and feeling soothed by those thoughts of home as well. No matter how bad Rain was making her feel, it would not last. Civilized breakfasts and soft bedding were on their way. Just a plane trip back to Australia, and modern comforts would be hers. And after that: she would see her friends again. Annie tried to tell herself that the appeal of Rain Mistern would fade after she stepped out of Arrivals and back into the bosom of the world she knew.




  Maybe it wouldn’t even matter if I slept with him again. She laughed at that thought, causing the parrot finch to warble so brilliantly it seemed like confirmation.




  “You agree, hey, friend?” The sky had turned orange behind the friendly crimson-breasted bird. Annie dreamed as the finch trilled and warbled. She felt happy for the undemanding company: another soul in the room.




  When the sun was low in the sky, burning the horizon a brilliant reddish-orange, there was a knock on the door. Startled, Annie covered herself with a kaftan and swept the mosquito netting aside, knowing this could only be one person. The Kaamo never knocked. If they saw a halo of sun around the hut, or if the walk to Annie’s door was pleasant and without incident, they took it as a sign that they should just barge in.




  This had to be him. Rain.




  Her hand trembled on the door. Annie blamed her next impulse on the two shots of malt whiskey she had downed as she scribbled in her notebooks, and cursed herself for giving in to her last duty-free purchase. $50 AUD for a bottle of exceptionally fine double-malt as she flew out of Sydney to Fiji was just too good.




  Duty free, you will kill me. She pushed the door open, beaming her finest grin. “Hey, baby.”




  The look of happy surprise on his face made Annie’s pulse race. She gulped. She had forgotten how tender he could be, sometimes, and how much fun he was to flirt with.




  “Mmm.” His eyes flashed naughtily, registering her flirtation. “Well, hello to you, too. I decided I was a bit harsh earlier. I came to see if you were enjoying this extra-hot evening.”




  He strolled in, wiping streaks from his brow with a sleeve still drenched from swimming. Annie regretted dropping that ‘baby’ when he opened the door. She had derailed her chance to connect with him.




  It didn’t come often. I always, always do that. It’s the way of the slut. She stayed poker-faced as Rain dropped into a chair, panting from the exercise, and warbled back at the parrot finch. The air was so heavy and humid, it felt like you were walking through a lake.




  “Well, we may as well go for a swim together, then,” Rain said when she voiced the thought. “I already did. Care to join me?”




  He was silhouetted against the window, the backlight throwing the angles of his massive chest into focus. Annie felt the blaze building between her thighs, hot as if the scorch of the tropics was concentrating in that point between her legs. Rain watched her with a soaking lock hanging over one eye. His blue eyes were shining and satisfied in the evening light, and he held his body with a tensed power she knew well.




  Annie gulped as the energy changed between them for the second time. This time it was her looking down on that poised body. She had felt what it could do. Rain was a man who held a lot inside him–his body had been built over years of releasing his aggression through sports. He was the sort of person who would burn up inside if he didn’t get it out.




  He smiled with such knowing sexiness that Annie’s heart fluttered. The muscle in his thigh changed shape, its hard planes rearranging, as he raised a knee. Annie had a wonderful suspicion that his loins were stirring too.




  “I need to fuck you,” he had hissed once, on top of her, with such aggression and need she gripped her own feet and came with an open-mouthed tremble. Starbursts filled her vision until it was white light, like the sky after an atomic bomb explosion.




  Do you need me now? Annie’s own voice spoke in her head. Rain was staring at her, wrists hanging over the arms of the chair, the planes of his gorgeous arms tanned and smooth above the winding bamboo. She knew what to expect from this man.




  He needs to fuck me. It doesn’t mean he wants ME.




  “Sure, Rain. Let’s go for a swim.”




  * * * *




  Annie was hungry for it. She ached for a return to something she knew, for the shot of rage and pain that came along with sex with Rain Mistern.




  They walked side by side on the riverbank, examining the oxbow lakes. Annie stole any chance she could to examine his face too. The stream system was definitely interesting, and worth journalling about, but her eyes couldn’t stop darting up to Rain Mistern’s lips and strong jaw.




  Sex with him is going to destroy my career for good. If the slutty rep doesn’t finish me, this inability to focus will. Annie couldn’t control it–the emotions she had for this man were too strong. Desire and rage and hate and love mixed together in a dangerous blend.




  Sex with Rain Mistern—which she had been having on and off for two years now—was painful. And not just because Rain was one of those men who changed the moment it was over, cooling like a hot stone dropped in a swimming pool.




  “He has…a sadistic streak,” she had explained to Lily, then cringed when a barrage of questions flooded in. People were way too interested in Rain, and any details of their trysts.




  Maybe that’s because he’s so gorgeous. His brows angled thoughtfully as he turned a rock over in his hands. Annie watched his lips murmuring as he examined the patterns in the sedimentary rock, and caught a few words: Clastic. Planar Splitting. Gondwana. Permian Period.




  “You know what they say about people who move their lips when they think,” Annie teased.




  Rain looked back as if he was startled she was still there. “Oh,” he said after a moment. His grin was so hot, Annie’s cheeks flushed. “I think it’s people who move their lips when they read. They’re the dumb ones.”




  “Ah yes. Correct, Mr. Mistern. You are even dumber, I suppose. You can’t even have a thought without moving that mouth.” He moved as if to throw the rock at her, giving her a great view of rippled triceps spreading like a wing, then tossed it in the air instead, catching the rock back in a tanned hand.




  “I’m taking this one back to New York,” he said.” The geologists will examine it. I’ll get someone to date it—the lines are really clear and curved.”




  He showed her, tracing a finger over the lines that bounded the sedimentary layers.




  “Clear indeed,” Annie gulped. Their bodies were so close she could smell the salty male skin under his silt-drenched clothes. Power and a touch of viciousness seemed to ooze from Rain, who always held his body a little tense. He was constantly poised, constantly ready to strike or react or make a move. It was as if there was so much force and power within him he struggled to contain it. Annie knew a secret about his body: that he ripped his body with weights and pushups and lifts just so he could sleep at night.




  He was a man on fire. It drove her crazy.




  She knew more than one secret, actually. Rain liked to release his fury and fire—his incredible energy—through sex. Sadistic, erotic, animal sex: it was another way to get him sleeping like a baby.




  “Sure is. I was trying to remember that Oxford lecture about Permian volcanic activity. If you made out any of my mumbling tell me later,” he winked. “Because I’ll probably forget.” His whispering was sounding more and more sensual. Annie pulled closer, relishing the power of her body to overwhelm this man, though he was made of stone and had a mind like a steel trap. The curve of her breast was right in his eye line. She watched his hand holding the rock, and saw the pulse in his wrist quicken.




  One time, after he came, she had seen his heart doing the same thing: his skin had pulsed as if a creature in his chest was trying to escape.




  “How have you been feeling?” asked Annie when his leer became so obvious there was really no denying it. She shifted, trying to get a look at his face–longing to see desire sparking in those blue eyes–and got a shock instead: her own body was so ready. The space between her thighs was slick. Pleasure rippled around her clitoris when she so much as shuffled her feet.




  Rain stepped forth. He charged, really–with all the ruthlessness she knew he possessed. Annie loved that about him: he knew what he wanted. He knew when he was wanted.




  Chapter 2




  Rain couldn’t take it anymore. Annie’s nipples were pricking through her kaftan, teasing him, daring him to come closer even as both their voices droned on about sedimentary rock. His head was filling with all the things he had done to those nipples, and wanted to do again: roll his tongue over them. Finger them as she moaned. Bite just hard enough that she screamed.




  He felt his erection growing. The heat pooled at the base of his abs–it was a hunger under his stomach that nothing else could feed. How does she do it?




  He had sworn that he would not do this with Annie again.




  Sex between them was like paper tearing. Sharp, furious, destructive. And the sounds from her were agonized as often as they were ecstatic. These sessions always happened despite his best efforts, taking them both to peaks of pleasure and dropping them–especially her–right back down.




  A cold feeling always filled his heart in the days after. Hard as he tried he could not summon any tenderness for this woman. This pained him, because he respected her so much as a scientist.




  Oh, but the sex. It was always better with slightly rough women. He examined Annie’s tattoo under her sleeve, licking his lips, and let his eyes climb up her arms to the corded, slender neck that was just begging for his hands around it.




  Our sex life is good; you have to admit, she had said once. Oh yeah! A little bit nasty, just the way he liked it. He was fond of Annie as a person and respected her, but Jesus–there was nothing better than that moment when he slid between her legs. He broke through her boundaries and her face sort of looked…fuller, for a moment. It opened, like a bloom: lips parting, cheeks flushing, and hot fragrant breath rising. Every pump of his dick was written on that face.




  He leaned in and covered her mouth with his, feeling her hands sliding to the back of his neck. The tent in his pants grew as she yielded, and the secret beast inside him gloried at the kill.




  Kill. More than one colleague had warned him that he was using Annie Childs as a chew toy.




  She quivered, pressing her breasts against his chest and twirling the curl at the nape of his neck with that girlish anxiousness that drove him crazy. Rain tried to start slow, parting her lips with his own and exploring the sweet hot pockets of her mouth. But it was no good. It was she who was eager–her hand moved down to cup his dick and a low moan issued from her throat, so lusty and ready, he almost started to grind right there.




  She always did it. She encouraged him to force his way in–she showed him that she was keen to play the same old game.




  Rain felt his penis climbing to a whole new level of hard as she worked him through the fabric with her slender digits. “Oh babe,” she whispered.




  Rain didn’t reply. He stared into her eyes as she caressed him, sliding a hand up and down. Annie’s eyes were full of warm submission: trusting hazel pools. Rain’s bicep tensed involuntarily, pulling her closer, so abruptly that she whimpered. The sight of those eyes made him greedy for the moment when they widened in shock, taking the fullness of him.




  “I need to get in,” he hissed.




  Annie squeaked. The small noise came involuntarily this time–he could tell. It was born somewhere in a deep pocket in her throat. As her head fell backward Rain got another look at that neck, stretching luxuriously. The skin was covered with a smattering of freckles that he knew well.




  I need to get in.




  Rain swore quietly and brushed Annie’s hand away, seizing his zip. She covered his hand with her own as the gold teeth ripped down. And then…Oh boy. Her wink was one of the sexiest he’d ever seen. She bit her own tongue, showing it to him between her teeth, then pressing just a little too hard so her nose wrinkled up in shock. What a naughty girl she was. Rain allowed the display, letting her fingers linger over his.




  The first sea breeze of the evening rushed over the sand that very moment, heading in from the cool center of the lake. Rain watched Annie’s hair move in the gust. She closed her eyes as the wind whistled around her head, lulling her with a gentler caress than she would ever get from him.




  He smirked.




  Rain popped his button through its hole and watched her head fly down. “Suck it.” His hiss was demonic.




  Annie took him all the way to her throat as he worked her head, alternating a massage with fist-locked twists of her strands that were just a little too hard. He heard her squeak with every tightening of his hand on her locks and gag with every quick pump of his erection.




  His sense of power was almost too great. The wide muddy river stretched out ahead of him and the sun was burning the sky with the last brilliant orange shades of the day. The sphere was disappearing over the ferns on the horizon, just a tiny segment now–as low in the sky as Annie’s eager, slobbering head.




  Her tongue swept along the underside of his shaft and he moaned. The sound was so urgent the whole soundscape of the lake area rose around it–the lapping of the waves and songs of the parrot finches. Rain noticed them for the first time. When Annie squeaked again, more shrill and animal than the wildest bird or mammal, he started to pump harder.




  “You love it.” It came from somewhere beyond reason, deep in his chest and out of his mouth before he knew it. She swept her tongue in response, cleaning the underside of his penis with wet, smooth strokes. Rain lost it–his next pumps were so vicious Annie withdrew, gagging. He cursed himself for missing the view.




  “Oh, man.” He panted over the lap, lap, lap of the lake. Annie was gasping, too, her face red, breathing deep gulps of the salty air that was–he could only imagine–tinged with the scent of his dick.




  “You’re so hot.” He touched the top of her head, suddenly warm for this woman and her efforts and the sublime experience she had just afforded him.




  “I had to stop.” She forced a meek giggle that was pained as well–a testament to the size and power of his cock. Her blonde head was bobbing against the backdrop of the foamy, shell-covered shore. His hand rested on top of it.




  Rain kicked his trousers away. By the time he looked back she had raised her face–it was adorned with a smile and bisected by his pulsing, rock-hard cock.




  “It’s probably for the best,” he told the hazel puppy eyes. She was smoking. “I was about to come your brains out.”




  “With that, he pulled her to her feet and peeled her kaftan over her head, throwing it on the sand. Her breasts were as full as he remembered, tanned to a delicious caramel through topless mornings by the river.




  “We’re going to finish this. Out there.” Rain gestured to the waves. He took Annie’s hand, and they were off.




  * * * *




  Annie’s skin puckered as she waded in. The frothy water around her ankles was freezing.




  “No looking back now.” Rain was behind her. His shirt was off and that erection was still high and mighty under his abs. She poked her tongue out defiantly after she snuck her peek. I’ll look back if I feel like it.




  And with a body like that, I’ll probably have the impulse.




  She placed thigh after thigh, pushing ahead against the resistance of the water, aware of Rain’s eyes trained on her ass. She could feel them. A squeeze of her cheek as the water reached knee level assuaged any doubts.




  “I can’t wait to take this,” he whispered. Suddenly there were lips on Annie’s ear and wet fingers groping at her neck. She collapsed back into him, closing her eyes and sucking on the finger that Rain slid in her mouth. She relished his hot breath and the atmosphere of wind and Rain for a moment, then strode on, heart pounding and nose still full of the manly scent of him.




  The water spiked up in tiny waves, licking at her hips and sending flecks up her abdomen and chest. I cannot believe I’m doing this. Again. The thought came through her horniness and shocked her, just as the water was about to reach the hot space between her thighs.




  Oh God. I will regret this. Annie would have reached down and touched herself if he hadn’t chosen that moment to do the same.




  “Don’t go in any further. I want to feel how wet you are.”




  Before she could protest that the waves were smaller ahead, there was a hand between her legs.




  “Oh.” Annie moaned as the pleasure finally surged from that spot where it had been pooling for the last hour. Her vision starred up. Warmth flooded up her back, down her arms, and into the ecstatic, horny skull that had lost all power of thought, and sight, and wanted this man more than anything.




  Rain’s fingers moved in slow circles around her clitoris and his tongue licked at Annie’s ear. His arm locked around her waist and she gave in, letting another starburst fill her vision as a new hot tsunami rushed up through her body.




  “I’ve got you,” he whispered. The hiss of the waves and the whisper of this god made the orgasm sublime. Cosmic. Annie arched her back, guiding his hand to her nipples.




  He obliged, teasing the fine points, finessing all the pleasure out of the nerves. Annie cried out.




  After a new orgasm had simmered through her, she wriggled out from under his bicep and twisted to see Rain’s face. His eyes were sparkling and slitted in the wind. His lips were pursed in that way she loved, thoughtful and stubborn at once, and his jaw had never looked firmer, stronger, or more covered with sexy stubble. She had felt it grazing her cheek as he worked her clitoris.




  They both leaned in at once to kiss, making Annie’s heart leap with joy. They were in sync. His tongue played as his hands groped her ass. With a final firm squeeze–almost painful–and a final sweep of his tongue over hers, Rain pulled off.




  “Are you sure we can do the choke out here?” Annie asked. The vulnerability in her voice startled her. “If I black out…Rain, I’ll drown.”




  “You know I’ll hold you.”




  She did. She trusted him with that.




  The waves crashed harder, as if in sadistic excitement, as Rain’s hands finally encircled Annie’s throat. She saw his ecstasy. His handsome face twisted in a look of rapt eagerness.




  He began to apply pressure.




  “Ucch.” The water battered Annie’s back as pain started to fill her skull. Her throat and voice locked up. Just like that the hot pleasure was gone from her loins–her focus was urgently on her neck, on the glee in Rain’s face, and on the horrible feeling in her head. It was a dull agony–her brain felt like it was shrinking, blocked off from the blood pooling out of her heart, nourishing the rest of her body.




  Her whole body started to feel light. A final sharp pain pierced her forehead as she watched Rain lick his lips.




  “Stop. Stop.” They had both expected her to say that. Rain did not–his fingers kept pressing, locking tighter and pushing up towards her chin at the same time, to cut off the delicate passage that was hidden up there. An epic choke sound blasted from Annie’s throat as her whole body collapsed.




  The world went black.




  Annie was limp. She had gotten one last look at his open-mouthed ecstasy before she lost consciousness.




  * * * *




  Annie awoke to the sound of the lapping river, a more persistent breeze and the lock of the same strong arm around her waist.




  “How long?” she moaned. “How long was I gone?”




  “Just thirty seconds.” Rain replied. His heart pumped on her back. “Let’s do it.”




  Annie gasped as he entered from behind, bringing all the feeling back like a storm to her loins. His penis pounded in and out, brushing the sweetest spots in her most secret space–the part that she worked with her fingers at night, knowing exactly how to curve the digits and where to press. Rain’s shaft pressed her g-spot with every thrust, working it blissfully. After all that neglect. Her g-spot–her hungriest part of all–had been waiting there, positively pulsing for the touch of Rain’s penis. Annie screamed as her entire body came back to life–just a moment ago the world had been black.




  “Rain. Rain.” She called as the water churned around them. Rain kept thrusting, hands on her breasts. With every slam of his penis a new wave of pleasure was released. Her body was like a slow blooming flower, taking its time yielding scents and colors.




  Annie threw her head back as a final orgasm rocked her. She felt Rain explode too. He grunted in that familiar way she loved–she had taken him to the top. A million sensations had passed through him and now they were all connecting, land sliding gloriously into that final release.




  She felt him withdraw.




  Then there was just the pounding of the waves, the call of a lyrebird on the shore, the bubbles around her thighs, and a sky that was darkening rapidly. Grey, shot through with red, Annie thought peering at the horizon. The sun was just a slit now.




  Grey and red is such an amazing combination.




  “Rain. Look.” She pointed. That sky was like as the sex they enjoyed together–soft pink spaces were shot through with streaks of brutal black.




  She let Rain carry her back to the shore and giggled as he tossed her on the sand, like a fisherman’s catch.




  Chapter 3




  “Why don’t people want to admit that it feels good?”




  Rain was spread next to her on the bed, legs so long his feet stuck out of the end of the quilt and scraped the dirt-packed floor of Annie’s hut. He grinned lazily, spent after the sex and the day of thrashing around in rivers.




  “Safety liability,” he murmured, taking a handful of soy crackers from the plate Annie had placed by the bamboo bed frame. She watched his hand enter the candlelight. The fingers were lit suddenly, all the creases and the lines of the knuckles defined. On the wall behind his fiddling fingers a shadow appeared, each hair defined so the hand looked like a monstrous spider.




  Annie’s eyebrows shot up. “People could just admit that it’s a guilty pleasure though. Like drinking and driving.” She nuzzled into him, both to drink up his yummy smell and to banish that sinister spider-hand from her sight.




  “Well, it’s easier just to not talk about it at all. Keep it taboo. Can you imagine how many divorces would go AWOL for the man if the wife claimed she was mentally disturbed? And that she got that way because he strangled her for both their pleasure?”




  “Ah. It’s another way to protect men in the courts. I should have guessed.” Annie giggled, giving his chest a lick. Rain twitched.




  “Stop that.” She laughed at his pec shifting like a tectonic plate before an earthquake. It always amused her that he was so ticklish.




  “So it really feels amazing, hey?” he asked, crunching nuts and soy crackers in his mouth. His eyes met Annie’s in the candlelight, relaxed and gently intrigued. She knew this would last until tomorrow, and she was determined to enjoy it.




  “Yes.” Annie rested her chin under his pec, feeling his eyes on her face as she thought. “It’s like… your whole body is tenderized. Your body goes weak, and the whole world is black. Then when sensation returns to you, it’s twice as strong.”
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