Molly is waiting for me when I enter the house, a huge smile on her face. That smile always makes me nervous; it means some plot she’s been working on has just come through. 

I sigh as I kick my shoes into a corner. “Hey, Mols. ‘Sup?” Her grin broadens.

“Nuthing.” I give her a flat look, and head towards the kitchen.

“You’re just standing at the door, grinning at nothing?”

“Maybe.”

I go to the fridge and pour myself a glass of grapefruit juice. I make a note on the grocery list that we need some more. Molly hovers behind me, eyes bright with inner laughter.

“Should I be worried about this nothing?”

“Maybe.”

Gulping down some of the bittersweet juice, I roll my eyes. “Well, as fun as this is, I need to get some reading done before seeing you off tonight. Do you think ‘nothing’ could wait until then?”

“Maybe.” Shaking my head in disgust I down the rest of my juice and go up the back stairs, Molly bouncing along behind me.

“You know, sometimes I worry about you.” To this she just laughs.

I wind my way down the hall, stepping over the mess spilling out of James’ room. It dawns on me the music I heard upon entering the house is coming from my room. I frown and turn to look at Molly.

“What’s going on?” She claps her hands behind her back and laughs again.

“Nuthing.” I want to be angry, but her idiotic expression only makes me laugh.

“Nuthing.” I imitate, and feint at poking her. She shrieks and leaps back.

“Dooooooon’t.” Now it’s my turn to laugh as I make the three more steps through my door.

My laughter dies. Molly runs into me when I stop dead, my stomach clenched.

Rick smirks at me. “Heya, Babe.”

Saving me from my sudden inability to speak, Molly shoves me forward so she can enter the room.

“Surprise!” I look at her, then Rick. Then her, then Rick again.

“What’re you doing here?” He just laughs.

“I’m on my way to visit some old friends, and Molly thought I should come say ‘hi’.”

“Molly?” She’s smiling so wide, it looks like her head is split open. “But how did you-“

“I forgot to sign you off MSN a couple weeks ago, and Rick messages. So we stated talking. He was coming through Peterborough, you’re all alone this weekend, I said he could use my room.” It’s such perfect Molly logic, I can’t even begin to argue.

“Oh, well then!” All I can do is shake my head. Rick glances at Molly and winks. I’d accuse them of keeping more secrets, but it’s such a common gesture for him I don’t even bother. Isn’t it odd, how a person’s mannerisms are familiar even after not seeing each other for eight months?

The three of us stand in silence for a few moments, and the music lyrics hit me. “You make me weightless/When I come home I float around my whole living room”

Molly clears her throat. “Well. I have to pack. Don’t worry if you hear crashes or shouting, I’m just trying to find some clean clothes.” She sweeps past me, grinning. I glower and jab her just beneath the ribs, grinning when she yelps. My face flushes red at Rick’s laughter. Molly snickers. “Have fun you two!” She winks at Rick and pulls my door closed. I scowl after her, turning to the sound of Rick sitting on my futon.

“So, how’s school?” He pats beside him, smiling. I busy myself putting away the day’s books, my mind racing.

Rick is in my bedroom! We worked together last summer and I, of course, had a huge crush on him. He’s fabulously sexy. Not much taller than myself, slim, deeply tanned. Hair dark brown, only half an inch in length, face stubbled, eyes a warm liquid brown. Infectious grin, a pair of small gold hoops in one ear. Long fingers, deep tenor voice, a great laugh. The pet names never helped. Babe and sweetheart and gorgeous. He’s just casual that way, relaxed. I managed to keep myself more or less the same over the summer, but that was in neutral territory. Here, part of me kept shouting that he was sitting on my bed. Granted, in the form of a couch right now, but still. I’m in a room, with Rick, alone, and there’s a bed!!

His laughter shatters my thoughts.

“Molly was right, you do need a break. You’ve been staring at your bed for five minutes!” I flush again.

“Just tired.” I mutter. He shrugs, slinging his arm over the back of the couch.

“Then sit! You have movies here, we’ll watch one and you can unwind.” I sit on the opposite end of the couch, glancing at my desk.

“I should really get some reading done.” He waves his hand dismissively.

“You’re probably two weeks ahead anyway. Relax!” He stands fluidly, bending over to peer at my collection of movies. “What do you want to watch?” I mutter something unintelligible, admiring his ass. God this man is hot! “Ah!” He exclaims in triumph and straightens. “Pitch Black. Molly said this was one of your favorite movies.” He glances back to see me nod, then pushes it into the VCR. “Good. Not a bad flick, actually. They did a great job on the sexual tension between Fry and Riddick.” Not trusting my voice, all I do is nod.

He resumes his seat after turning of the light and half lowering the blinds. Closer to me, this time, his arm above me on the couch. I should move, but there’s no polite way to do so. So I just try to slouch into a more comfortable position. It takes an effort, my back and shoulders are sore from a week of taking notes. Rick’s hand lowers onto my shoulder just as Vin Diesel’s baritone begins the opening monologue. A shiver runs down my spine, I don’t know if it’s my favorite actor’s voice, or Rick’s hand. But suddenly my room feels awfully close.

Rick starts absently rubbing my shoulder, then glances at me. “They should get some better chairs at this university of yours, your muscles are in terrible shape.” I struggle to keep myself from pushing into his touch, turning the movement into a shrug.

“It’s not too bad. I usually have a long, hot shower Friday and Sunday nights, get myself ready for another week.” He shakes his head and nudges me off the couch.

“Well not this weekend,” the couch becomes a bed. “This weekend you get a massage.” 

I stare at him dumbly, Vin Diesel’s voice caressing my back. Rick laughs and grabs hold of my wrist. “Don’t worry. Molly told me you don’t like overly deep massages, I promise I won’t hurt you.” Some distant part of me yells that I’m losing control of the situation. One look into Rick’s laughing eyes and I tell it to fuck off.

I lay down on my stomach, head pillowed on my arms, turned so I can keep an eye on the movie. Rick straddles my legs and begins on my shoulders. True to his word he keeps a medium strength. Absently I wonder what other tidbits of information Molly had seen fit to share, but thoughts fall away under Rick’s skilled ministrations.

For the next 20 minutes, my mind is completely empty. Rick moves steadily, shoulders to neck to spine to lower back. I’m melting under his touch, eyes closed to the movie and the rest of the world. My entire being focused on his hands and fingers. At one point there’s a crash from Molly’s room, but I only smile. That stack of books is always two breaths from collapsing.

I’m so limp beneath Rick, only my throat tightens when Molly pushes my door open.

“Kri-oh!” There’s amusement in her voice. I open one eye and glare at her.

“May I assist you in some way?” I manage to keep my voice steady, bored even. The fact that I’m so relaxed I can hardly move probably has something to do with it. Rick’s hands still, resting in the small of my back. Their slight weight feels so perfect there, it takes a moment for me to realize Molly’s speaking and that my eye has closed again.

“Mmm?” I try to care about what she’s saying, but it seems far too much effort. She must understand, since she steps closer.

“I said I’ve got to get going. The bus’ll be here soon. I’ll see you Monday.” I nod slightly and reach out blindly to find her wrist. When she catches my hand, I smile.

“Have a good weekend. Say hi to Jamie for me.”

“Okay. See you. Bye, Rick.”

“Bye.” My arm drops, right down to the floor, and I hear my door pulled closed again.

Rick chuckles, pulling my arm back onto the bed. “I think I’ve done my work too well, you’re going to fall asleep on me.” As if on cue, I yawn. He laughed again. “Nice to know my company is entertaining.” I smile, stretch slowly, and roll onto my back. When I open my eyes, Rick actually looks surprised. I should probably be nervous, that he’s now directly over my crotch, but I just raise my arms over my head and stretch again.

“You chose movie and massage, what would you rather we do, Mr. Entertainment?” He stares at me in silence for a moment, then brushes hair away from my face, leans down, and kisses me.

First thought: god his lips are soft. Then, god his hands are warm. Then, Jesus his mouth is sweet. Then my brain finally wakes from it’s stupor and I realize. Rick is kissing me! And god does it feel good!

He pulls back. I gasp breathlessly. My eyes open. All I can see is the warm brown of his eyes, made darker by dilated pupils. I can feel his hands sneaking up the sides of my legs, slipping under my shirt inch by inch. This time I arch into his touch without thinking, strangely gratified by the smile in his eyes.

My shirt raises slowly, and his head ducks out of view. When I feel his lips on my stomach I can’t help but gasp. He laughs against me, his hot breath raising goose bumps along my arms. I close my eyes and lay my head back. I should say something, but have no idea what. And if I do, it might shatter this dream, so I don’t dare. Until my shirt is past my breast, and Rick flicks open the front clasp of my bra, closing his mouth around my left nipple. Then words escape me, and I can only exclaim a small “oh!” 

He pulls my nipple into his mouth, then in an act of true bilingualism, rolls his tongue against it. Such an unexpected sensation. I want to push into it and pull away at the same time. When he repeats on my right nipple, the feeling is no less exquisite. I let out a week moan.

My shirt seems to disappear and Rick’s lips return to my own. My hands, acting of their own volition, slide over the smooth skin of his back, tracing the line of his muscles. He feels tense and loose at the same time, like a jungle cat waiting to strike. For no reason other than the feel of his skin beneath my hands, I moan again.

I trace his ribs, and push against neatly defined abs. He lifts away from me once more as I claw at his shirt. I want to see him, but my hands won’t follow commands. Rick watches me with a smile curving those delicious lips, then he winks. “Let me.” My hands drop, and he pulls his shirt off.

The moment his chest is bared, my mouth fills. I need to taste him. Before he has a chance to lower his arms I lunge up and drag my tongue up the center of his chest towards his throat. He makes a sound more growl then moan, and mutters something in French.

‘I’m turning Rick on!’ The thought is a complete shock. A dual rush of pride and terror runs through me. I lean back slightly, tilt my head up to meet his gaze and run my tongue over my lips. He moans again, grasps his hands on my upper arms and pushes me back against the bed. I have only a glimpse of the sudden heat in his eyes before he’s kissing me again.

It’s hungry, now. As if he’s trying to devour me. His hands are gripping my arms so tightly it almost hurts. I should be frightened, but I just push back against him. Let me be devoured, I’ve never longed for oblivion so desperately.

It takes a moment, but eventually I clear part of my mind from the heat of his kiss and realize we’ve begun grinding against each other. My legs are still pushed together, but I’m very aware of the emptiness between them. I force my hips up to meet the growing bulge in his pants. A slight tremor runs through him and he pulls away from our kiss.

“Kristin,” at the sudden seriousness in his voice, my mind completely clears. The distant chorus of fears and second thoughts scream at me. I pull away.

He raises a hand to stroke my cheek. Not even thinking I flinch back.

“Rick,” my voice is deeper than I remember. Throatier. To my surprise the laughter returns to his expression.

“I wondered.”

“What?” I can only stare into his eyes. He smiles down at me.

“I wondered what your voice would be like, what your face would look like.” I want to ask what he’s talking about, but my tongue feels heavy, clumsy. He must see the question in my face. “I wondered what you’d be like when you finally let go.” I stare at him, the words echoing in my head. Should I be angry?

His head lowers, lips and tongue caressing my neck, beneath my jaw, along my collar bone.

Should I be fighting?

His finger tips tickle along my stomach, my sides.

Am I being too easy?

His hands reach the buttons on my jeans, and strength flows back into my limbs.

“Wait!” I shove him back and lunge to my feet. 

I shake my head, try to catch my breath. “Wait.”

He lays on his side, looking up at me. Eyes dark with lust, but sparkling with some secret joke.

“There you are.” His voice seems to flow over me. I can feel my knees start to buckle.

“You’re making fun of me.” I try to meet his gaze, but my eyes keep falling to his arms, his abs, his chest.

He laughs. “I’m not.” I try a glare.

“You’re laughing at me.” He stands up and approaches, every step liquid grace. Like mercury.

“No.” 

“You think I’m a joke.” Silently I shout at my feet to move back, but I’m rooted to the spot.

He reaches out, trailing a finger along my neck, down my spine, dragging chills behind it.

“I think you’re incredibly sexy. I’m laughing because ever since you left last summer, I’ve been wondered what you would be like when I finally got to touch you. And it’s just like I dreamed.” His hand presses against the small of my back, pulling me towards him. It’s hard to breath, my eyes close as his lips approach. But rather than meeting my own, they tug against my ear lobe. “Your body is confident, even if your mind is racing.” His tongue draws a wet line along my jaw. “You respond to my every touch, and still stay aloof enough to make it a challenge.” He unbuttons my Ricks before I can think to move, running his thumbs down the backs of my thighs. I whimper slightly, catching myself around his neck when my knees finally buckle.

I can feel his smile against my lips as he pushes himself against me. “And you fit perfectly against my skin.”

He lifts me effortlessly, carries me back to the bed. The momentary strength I’d found abandons me as soon as his lips touch my own.

“Rick,” my voice is a whisper, but somehow he hears me. He leans back slightly. I manage to open my eyes once more and stare up at him. “Take off your pants.” At that he bursts into laughter.

***

I don’t know how many hours have passed, how our clothes and the sheets ended up strewn all over my room. I barely even know which direction I’m facing. I feel boneless, utterly exhausted, filled with a warm ache. My eyes must be open because I can see my ceiling. My TV has been blasting snow, but I can’t really hear it. All I hear is Rick, murmuring in French, his breath hot against my neck and ear. The words fill my universe. For all I know he’s doing his grocery list, but I never want him to stop. His hand is circling lazily on my stomach and thighs, every so often I shudder against him. I couldn’t move if the roof began to collapse.

A finger slides along my slick nether lips. I moan, hips bucking upwards and shake my head.

“Aren’t you supposed to be snoring by now?” He laughs deep in his throat, moving upwards to my collar bone and jaw line.

“Are you kidding? We haven’t finished half the things I want to do to you.” I inhale weekly.

“Not now, you’re going to kill me.” He chuckles, props himself up on his elbow and turns my head to face him.

“Can you think of a better way to go?” I smile despite myself.

“No.”

“Right then.” He lowers to kiss me again, but I stop him with my hand flat against his chest.

“Just let me breath for a minute.” He pouts, eyes sparkling.

“God you’re beautiful.” 

I shake my head. “Sweet-talk all you want, I need a break.” He just laughs, but nods. The hand that had been slowly parting me moves upwards again, resting across my hips.

“Okay, I’ll just have to enjoy the sight of you then.” I laugh, turn on my side to face him.

“Why are you here?”

He shrugs. “I told you, I’m on my way to visit some friends.”

“No,” I shake my head. “Why are you here?”

“Ah,” a corner of his lips curves upwards. “You mean why am I here, in this bed, waiting to hear you scream some more?” I roll my eyes and nod. “Well that I told you too. I needed to know what you’d be like when you stopped listening to your head for a while.”

“Surely you’ve found that out already. Ten minutes in you must have found out. But you’re still here.”

He looks down and shrugs again. “Maybe you’ve trapped me in a web of passion and desire.” I snort.

“Right, I’ve obviously done so much for you. I don’t think I’ve even looked lower than your waist.”

“You really think that matters?” I shrug awkwardly. I do, of course. Every time we come up for air, I worry that I’m not doing anything for him. Ever since I saw him in my room, I’ve just been along for the ride.

He exhales loudly and pushes me on to my back. He places a knee between my legs and pushes himself against my hips.

“You feel that?” He’s nearly hard again. I can’t believe a guy has been going for so long! I just nod. “The reason I’m not snoring right now, is because you keep causing that. Every moan, every whisper, every move you make against me. I couldn’t stop if I wanted to!” 

I shake my head. “But I haven’t done anything.” 

He groans. “For one of the smartest people I’ve ever met, you can be really slow. You don’t have to do anything. Just touching you, watching you, smelling you,” he buries himself in my hair. “Tasting you,” he sucks on the back of my neck. “Hearing you,” His knee pushes against me, I mewl like a kitten. “Everything about you. I can’t get enough. I could spend days like this. Hours, just in this little spot of your neck.” He flutters his tongue just behind my ear. The emptiness within me has begun to throb again, beating in time with my heart. “All you have to do is raise an eyebrow at me, and I ache to be inside you. So really. Don’t worry about me. If you start putting effort into it, I’ll probably lose all ability to speak English.” I laugh breathlessly.

“I love when you speak French to me. I don’t understand a word, but god it’s sexy!” His face appears in my field of view, a wicked grin lighting his expression.

“Really?” He launches into a stream of French, the words rolling off his tongue, falling over me like a liquid thing, stirring the heat between my legs. When he stops to breath I grab the back of his head and pull him down to kiss me. He groans into my mouth, hands clutching my hair, my face. Stars are blooming behind my eyelids, I wrap a leg around his back, thrusting myself against his thigh. The fog he causes in my brain begins to fall again, all I can do now is drink in his kiss and revel in every sensation around me.

When he pulls back, I whimper at the loss.

“I need to hear it again.”

Desperately I start shaking my head. “I can’t. Jesus, please. Not again.” His leg vanishes, replaced by his hand. Two fingers slide into me, curling upwards, his thumb hovering over the center of my existence.

“I have to. I have to hear it.” Before I can protest again, his thumb and fingers press into me. My back arches, eyes squeezed shut, a growling sound beginning in the back of my throat.

“Come on. Again. Let me hear it once more.” His hand begins to rotate slightly, pressing harder against me. The sound in my throat gains resonance, splitting somehow into multiple tones.

I grip the sides of the bed, unable to breath. It will burst out of my any second. The sound I never knew was in me. A sound Rick has coaxed from lips and made his own. 

“Do it. Let it out. Come on.” His urging drops into French, hand moving ever faster. Raising in volume, impossibly deepening and widening, the sound pushes against my lips. I teeter here, on the razor edge between states. For a moment everything stops, I drag in a huge breath, my vision glowing white. I can just hear Rick’s whisper, “yes”

And it bursts forward. A howl, harmonics that could never be duplicated; growling and moaning and whimpering. Waves of it crash over me. Every inch of my body fully extended, vibrating rapidly. Stars are bursting, I can hear the ocean. It’s a sweet taste on my tongue, a light pouring out of me. And I can feel Rick, riding on the edge of it with me. Rock hard against my side.

My eyes snap open, voice dropping once more. “In me.” It comes out as a snarl. He looks at me in shock. I pounce, forcing myself atop him, pressing his hands out past his shoulders. “In me now.” I lunge down, forcing him deeper. “Do it. Hard. Fuck me, you bastard. Rip me open!” His eyes flash at me, piercing me, but not enough. “Damn you, Rick. Do it!” He roars, flips me on to my back, slings my legs over his shoulders, pounding into me. I don’t even know what I’m saying, only that I’m egging him on. Demanding more, always more. We’re like two beasts, snarling and biting at each other. I score my nails down his back. He grabs my breasts, biting against them, pushing in faster and further.

The sound grows again. Almost painful in volume. Rick’s voice raises with me, we tremble against each other. Then he pinches my clit, and we erupt.

It lasts hours, years, millennia. Pure light, sound, fire. We feed from each other, locked together, I’ve lost all sense of where he stops and I begin. 

Until my voice breaks and we collapse.

I must have blacked out. After an unknown length of oblivion, awareness returns. He’s motionless atop me, muttering something in the hollow between my neck and shoulders. Every breath brings with it aftershocks. He’s still inside me. Limp, finally spent. I want to thank him, or hate him. But before I can decide which, I drop into blackness.

***

I wake to feel Rick slipping out of me. It’s a strange feeling, that sudden emptiness. I feel very aware of the fact that he’s lying atop me, his head pillowed on my chest, still breathing heavily. It’s a comfortable feeling, safe. If I weren’t so content, it might be worrying.

Rick groans as he slowly shifts off me. “You destroy me.” 

I laugh in the back of my throat. “What happened to all that energy you had?”

He raises his head, eyes beginning to glimmer once more. “Give me a few minutes.”

I shake my head. “No. Forget it. Anymore, and I’ll forget how to speak English!”

To that he laughs. “Well, give me a few minutes anyway. If I try to stand right now, you’ll have to explain to my friends why I collapsed naked in your bedroom.” He lays on his back, tugging on my waist so I curl next to him, partially over his chest.

“Mmm,” I inhale deeply his scent, welcoming his arm around me. “I guess we’ll just have to stay here then.”

“Nope,” he pinches my shoulder softly. “No sleeping.”

“Why?” 

“We have to talk.”

I straighten slightly, angling my head against his arm so I can peer up at him. “What could you possibly want to talk about that’s more important than sleep?”

“Expectations.” Now I’m well and truly confused. It must show on my face, since he continues before I have a chance to respond. “What you expect to happen after today, what I expect to happen. Where we want things to go from here.” He pauses again. To be honest, it hadn’t truly crossed my mind. I guess I’m not convinced this isn’t some crazy dream.

Stalling, I shrug. “Well, where do you expect this to go.” 

He turns away from me, his thumb beginning to stroke my upper arm. I lay back down against his chest, and begin to drift away. I thought he’d gone to sleep until he speaks up again.

“I’d like to stop in on my way back next weekend.” His voice is quiet, the first time I’ve ever heard Rick sound unsure about something. “And, I was thinking I might make reservations at that bed and breakfast down the road, when my vacation comes up this summer.” 

For a moment, my heart stops beating. Is this what I want? A . . . relationship with Rick? A man nearly 10 years older than me?

The answer is obvious. The mere thought of spending more time with Rick is enough to speed my heart. The idea of a full weekend at a bed and breakfast . . . 

“That’d be wonderful.” I whisper. I hadn’t even realized how truly nervous he was until he exhaled heavily.

“Good.” I smile, and close my eyes once more. Now that things were settled, surely we would go to sleep.

I’m nearly gone, when I feel Rick’s hand venture lower and he turns towards me. “Speaking of wonderful things,” I open my eyes in dismay. That maniacal gleam is back in his eyes. “I need to hear it again.”

More time has passed. We’re now lying sideways across the bed, facing opposite directions. Rick’s tickling my toes lightly, I’m too tired to pull away, and the sensation is keeping me from sleep. I’m not too proud to beg him to stop, I just can’t get my mouth to work. All I can do is whimper half-heartedly, to which Rick just laughs. He takes pride in the fact that I can’t operate anymore, and that no matter how violently I drive myself against him, he always recovers before I do. The bastard. I try to hate him, god how I want to hate him. If I he would only stop touching me, if he gave me time to think. As much as I want him to pass out soon, I find myself praying just as hard that this never stops.

“How are you doing up there?” His tongue darts out, running up the arch of my foot. I shudder in response, a small orgasm running through me. There’s not enough air for me to moan, I can just sigh weakly. He laughs. “I love watching you do that.” He sits up, runs his hand along my inner thigh. My eyes roll back in my head. “The way your skin feels, the way you smell. And the way you taste . . .” My voice returns when his tongue runs along my slit. “Mmmmm,” his voice vibrates against me. 

“Please,” I feel like I’m going to start crying. Rick laughs.

“Aww. You okay?” he places a soft kiss against either cheek.

“Sleep. I need to sleep.” My voice is weak, breathy. Rick grins.

“What’ll you give me for it?” His hand begins to sneak up my thigh, preparing to curl upwards.

“No. God no. Just let me rest.” He hovers against me for a moment, teasing against me. Before he even has to sneak inwards, I’m convulsing. 

He holds me through it, then pulls away to watch me float on the edge of consciousness. He strokes my hair and kisses me gently. “You’re no fun like this, there’s no challenge.” He sighs. “I suppose we’ll have to break for a while.” I go limp with relief.

“Thank you, god. Thank you.” 

He pushes himself off the bed and goes towards my closet. Carefully I roll onto my side, trying to keep my legs separated as much as possible. One more orgasm, and I’ll be gone.

Rick returns, carrying my bathrobe, a deep blue satin. I tremble against him as he wraps me in the robe, and lifts me off the bed. “I don’t know about you, but I’m starving. You must have some food in this house.” 

I hang in his arms, resting my head against his chest. Rick carries me down the stairs, muttering beneath his breath, I can feel it in his chest. 

“Actually, you lasted longer than I expected. I’m surprised you have any voice left at all, let alone the breath to use it. As soon as I get some food in you, and you catch your breath . . .” I moan beneath his laughter. “We have a whole day left before anyone’s coming back in your house, I plan to make full use of the time.” I can’t believe it, but I’m actually starting to ache again in expectation.

Rick sets me onto one of the kitchen chairs, the one with arms so I can slouch against them. Then he opens the fridge and peers inside. It strikes me as odd that he’s standing there naked, surely he must be cold, but he doesn’t seem to mind.

“So,” he muses. “What do we have to eat?” I watch as he shuffles through the contents of our fridge, following the liquid movement of his muscles. He’s still talking, but I’ve tuned him out. My own thoughts, finally given time to be heard, begin to sound.

How long has Rick been here? How many times have I come against him, clutching his body, screaming his name?

The blinds are open. Anyone walking by could see in . . . No we’re in the kitchen. Backyard. The kids from the house behind us? They have a hockey tournament this weekend, right?

God I’m tired.

How does Rick know when people are coming home? There are five people living in this house, I thought he’d only spoken with Molly. Does everyone else know about this too? How long has Molly been planning this?

Jesus, Rick is sexy. Look at him. No tan lines, defined muscles. Look at those hands. God they feel good touching me. And his lips, and his tongue, and his . . . 

How can I possibly be horny again?! What has he done to me?

“What have you done to me?” I repeat the question aloud. Rick turns, his face lighting up when he sees me squirming against my chair. He places a collection of fruit on the counter and rifles through the drawers for a knife.

“Whatever do you mean?”

I glower at him, shifting slightly so my robe falls open and he can see a thin line of my flesh. Christ, I’m trying to seduce him? “What’s wrong with me?”

He shrugs, slicing apples, oranges and pears; arranging them on a plate. “Nothing’s wrong with you.” He sits at the table, just out of my reach. He selects a piece of apple and feeds it to me. I catch his finger in my mouth, caressing it with my tongue. Is there heat in his eyes? He shifts to conceal his lower half from me. Heat indeed!

I swallow the apple. “I should be passed out, or sore, or have a headache or something.”

He grins, sucking some orange into his mouth. “And instead?”

I can feel a familiar throb begin within me. He grants me some pear, keeping his hands out of my mouth.

“I’m hungry again.” 

He laughs. “Then eat!”

“You bastard! You know what I mean.”

He makes a sound deep in his throat, pushes some orange into my mouth. I let the juice fall onto my lips, licking it up slowly.

“How have you made me like this?” There’s fear in my voice. There’s always been a part of me afraid of losing control.

Rick sighs, feeding me another slice of pear. “That’s just it. I didn’t make you like this. All I did was let another part of you out. That . . . beast that’s always been simmering under your skin.” He trails a hand along my jaw line. My robe falls open further, bearing me completely to his searching gaze.

“But,” I try to protest. “This was never in me before. Not with other guys. Not with,” I blush hotly, “toys. I’ve never been so . . . so needy before.”

He grins, placing orange in my mouth. “I don’t think you realize what a compliment that was.”

I try to catch his fingers with my mouth but he’s too quick.

“You’re changing the subject,” I mutter.

He laughs. “Well, I don’t know what to say. This feeling, this need, it’s always been in you. I saw it the first day we met, and I’ve wanted to unleash it ever since. As to why you’ve never felt it before,” he shrugs, places his hands on my knees. “You keep yourself on a pretty short leash. If you’re with someone who can’t keep up, can’t get you past that point of exhaustion, then your mind won’t let go.” I arch towards him as his thumbs start to circle my skin. “Lucky for us you get me so excited.”

I manage to smile. Shivers are running through me, circling outwards from his hands. “You’ll run out of energy eventually.” I barely even recognize my own voice.

He winks. “That remains to be seen. Now, we were speaking of hunger.” He pushes my legs apart gently and kneels. My breath catches in my throat as he pulls me forward on the chair, resting my legs over his shoulders. “Before I can help relieve that, I’m going to have to do something about my thirst.” He winks again and lowers his head to nuzzle the sensitive skin just before my legs meet. I drop my head back, eyes closed, sighing contentedly.

He takes his time. Exploring my thighs and stomach before carefully spreading me apart. I begin the painfully slow ascent, trying desperately to push him faster, guide him to the throbbing center of my need. But his hands are like vices, keeping my hips still. I try to push his head inwards, but my arms are too weak to force him. 

I start to beg, then demand. Promise him any amount of favors if he’ll just touch that one spot. I keep climbing higher, every part of me rigid. Every worry, every fear, every doubt about the intelligence of the situation is forgotten. I’m nothing but need, every inch of me screaming for release.

Rick pulls back for a heartbeat, “behold your beast.” He buries his face against me, rolling his tongue against my center.

I explode.

It’s lightning, it’s nuclear, it’s volcanic eruptions, it’s the center of the sun.

I don’t even know how I ended up on top of him, pounding him against the kitchen floor, devouring his mouth, clenching him within me. A part of me realizes he’s helpless, lost within me, aching for his own release. That realization brings with it a rush of satisfaction. I straighten, and completely still.

He stares up at me, all laughter and confidence gone from his expression. This time, it’s my hands keeping him from movement. I’m the one laughing.

“So,” I grin down at him. “You wanted to see the beast unleashed?” He shakes his head desperately. I flutter my inner muscles, his moan breaks over me like the sun. “Let’s see what kinds of sounds you make.”

I don’t know how long I kept him there, reveling in my new found control. It wasn’t long before he started babbling in a mix of French and English. I kept him on that razor edge, dragging inhuman sounds from his throat until tears spilled from his eyes and he could no longer speak.

At that moment, when he fully resigned himself to my control, I let him go.

Good god it was sweet.

How he howled, clutching my hips down so hard it nearly hurt, exploding into me again and again, his eyes filled with such . . . gratitude.

I didn’t even realize how close I was until I followed him into oblivion. Waves crashed over me, then doubled back and began to rebound off each other. My voice rose with his until I was sure someone would call an ambulance for us.

When it finally stopped, it felt like someone had cut my strings. I collapsed atop Rick, our chests heaving with exertion, slick with sweat. He was thanking me. Thanking me! I’d never felt so powerful before.

Eventually I caught my breath enough to sit up. I placed my hands on his chest and arched my back in a slow stretch. I could feel him twitch, still inside me. I smiled down at him.

“Nice view from up here.” I shifted slightly, beginning to coax him back to life.

He stares at me in awe. “I’ve created a monster.”

I laugh. “I thought you just let out what was already there?”

He moans, his hips pushing up against me. “Obviously I had no idea what I was letting out.”

I give him a mocking pout. “Well, if you’re having second thoughts,” I make to stand, but his hands grab my waist.

“Forget it, I’ve just found a new part of you to play with. You’re not leaving until we find out all the sounds this one makes, and how we can trigger them.”

“Oh really?” I lean down to kiss him, stopping a hair’s breadth away. “I don’t think you get to control this one.” The grin on his face turns to surprise when I flutter my muscles again. “I think this one is about controlling you.”
I wink, and begin leading him upwards again.

***

The next time I come up for air, we’re on the landing of the front stairs. Rick is curled against me, head cradled between my breasts, snoring softly. For the first time since he got here, I finally feel like I’ve gained my thoughts. I was in control again. I had ridden Rick to exhaustion, won this battle.

He shifts in his sleep, pulling me closer towards him. I stroke the back of his neck and try to decide which side of the “beast” I like better.

This one, the controlling one, is a part of myself I had never imagined. I was responsible for every sensation, every touch, every taste Rick had. It was . . . exhilarating. To have him completely at my mercy like that. TO learn his sounds and to make them my own. Whenever I let him go, it hit me twice as hard. Every twitch, every groan, it was as if I was experiencing his side as well as my own. 

But . . . there was comfort in surrendering as well. A certain peace in relinquishing control. I didn’t have to think as hard, needed no awareness of what he was feeling or what was coming next. I was just in the moment, embracing every touch he granted me, singing like an instrument beneath his hands.

Which side did I like better? I couldn’t say. They were so different. And each . . . wonderful.

So I wouldn’t decide then. Let the beast fight itself. It could chose whether to submit or dominate.

A small part of me wondered what else might be hiding further down.

Rick moaned softly in his sleep. I lean down to kiss his brow, the movement causing my breast to slip into his mouth. Reacting on some long buried instinct, Rick starts to suckle.
At first I laughed, it was such an odd sight to watch a grown man suckle in his sleep. Then I wondered if this was healthy, what was he dreaming, should I be disturbed? Then he made a sound of contentment, the sound trembling against me, and the beast perked up.

“Rick,” I try to pull his head away, but his arms wrap around my waist and he burrows against me, sucking more of my breast into his mouth. He moans again. I hiss at the sensation, unconsciously rubbing myself against the leg that rests atop me.

“Rick, wake up.” I shake him, but nothing seems to happen. My breast is getting a little sore. With a great deal of effort I manage to move his mouth to the other side.

Now I’m pinned. He’s lying diagonally across me, arms wrapped around me back, pulling me towards him. How he’s so strong in his sleep, I have no idea.

“Rick,” I push down on his head once more, manage to get him off my nipple but now his attentions are focused on the sensitive underside of my breasts.

I sigh with a mix of pleasure and annoyance. “Wake up, damnit.” I slap his head lightly. Jesus, this man sleeps deeply! It crosses my mind he might be playing, but something in the weight of his limbs makes me doubt it.

“Jesus, Rick. Stop it.” I try to pull myself from under him, but he’s too heavy.

Tired from the effort, I lay flat against the landing for a while, shifting occasionally to keep him from one spot for too long.
It’s an odd feeling. Somehow soothing. Not sexual in any way, just comforting. It strikes me, how in just a day I’ve become completely at ease with a man who occupied my every fantasy for an entire summer.

After I yelled at her for bringing Rick to the house without telling me, I’d have to thank Molly.

With a smile on my lips, I fall into a warm sleep.

***

The first thing that strikes me when I wake, I’m back on my bed. Rick’s weight is gone and, “I can’t see.”

“Ah, you’re awake!” Rick’s voice is some distance away, but in the same room. I lift my arms to my face, or try to. But they’re trapped above me. I test my legs as well, no luck. I’m spread-eagle on my bed, blindfolded.

Is it bad that the realization causes a flood between my legs?

“Why can’t I move?” I try to keep my voice calm. Rick laughs.

“You looked so peaceful asleep, I didn’t want to wake you. There’s some pretty interesting stuff in this house of yours. Especially in that closet at the top of the stairs.” My face heats. 

“That closet’s locked.”

I can hear the grin in his voice. “Molly’s so kind, she left me her key.”

“Dear god,” I curse under my breath. Rick’s laughter is pure evil.

“Well, after the kitchen I realized you might be a little much for me to handle. So, rather than pass out again under your tender ministrations, I thought we’d try a new game.”

“I’m not going to like this game, am I?”

“Oh, I don’t know. Molly seemed to think you would.” He dips a finger into the wetness between my legs. “I have to say, I’m inclined to believe her.”

I mewl in disappointment when his hand pulls away. “Is there anything she didn’t tell you?”

He brushes a kiss against my temple. “I doubt it.”

I struggle against my bonds, testing for slack. The leather cuffs are actually Molly’s, but she’s long been aware that one of my greatest fantasies is being tied up. Rick certainly seems to know what he’s doing. There’s enough give that I’m not painfully stretched, but that’s about it. I can only move an inch in any direction, my hands are well apart so I can’t work the buckles on the cuffs. My legs are spread so I can’t even touch my thighs together. I’m completely exposed, and god it’s a turn on.

Still, I have to keep up appearances. “Where’d the blindfold come from?”

Rick answers from across the room. “As luck would have it, I had a tie in my suitcase.”

I shake my head. “You certainly came here with high expectations.”

He chuckles. “Good thing I’ve yet to be disappointed.”

I grimace, and go back to pulling against the cuffs. Rick seems to ignore my struggles and continues to speak. “Of course, there’s a bit more in that closet of yours. I can see why it’s kept locked.”

Dread begins to creep over me. “A lot of that stuff is Molly’s. We don’t share.”

“Fortunately she left a list of what was yours.”

I growl under my breath. “I really need to talk with her when she gets back.”

Rick laughs again. “Which isn’t until tomorrow. In fact, only Will was due back today and, wouldn’t you know it, he decided to stay home a bit longer.” My breath catches. Shit. I can just picture the grin on Rick’s face. “So we have until tomorrow morning to see what all these toys of yours do.”

I renew my struggles. “You’re going to get awfully bored.” 

He laughs. I can hear him approaching. “Unlikely. Just watching you on that bed,” his hardness brushes against my thigh. “Besides, I’m sure I’ll find something to keep me entertained. Now, what shall we start with?”

I hear the flick of a switch, and a low buzz sounds beside my ear. I jump, try desperately to shut my legs. Rick is laughing again.

“This is a pretty one, seems to have a number of options. Why don’t you try to guess which is which.”

Before I can catch my breath to reply, to buzzing is inside me.

Time loses all meaning. Rick must have brought some toys with him, I felt sensations completely different from my own selection. Throughout his game, Rick continued talking. Describing what I looked like, what he imagined I was thinking. And he got me to talk as well. I detailed each and every sensation, words flowing unchecked about what I wanted, what I loved, what I felt. Somehow he gained complete control of my body, my very thoughts. Eventually all he had to do was say what he’d do next and I could already feel it. Even if he was saying one thing while doing another, I couldn’t doubt a word. Every fiber of my being was his to take, and take he did.

How I howled. He pulled sounds and words and emotions from me I’d never even imagined. He composed a symphony from my skin, played it beginning to end until he barely even needed to touch me, then he’d start again.

It was, without a doubt, the most amazing time of my life. I came so long and so hard, it felt like I’d never be able to stop. Even after he’d left, even as I approached death’s door, I’d still be coming and aching for more.

But the human body can only take so much. Eventually the mind overloads and shuts down. And so, with my voice still screaming his song, begging him never to stop, I passed out.

***

When I finally woke, I was laying in a nest of blankets and pillows. Rick’s presence was only a scent on my skin. For a terrifying moment I thought he’d just left without a word, but then I heard his voice down the hall. Relief flooded me. Distantly I recognized he was speaking French, he sounded somewhat annoyed, but I didn’t care. Let him be angry, as long as he’s still here.

I dozed for a while until he appeared in my field of vision, his expression so tender it brought a lump to my throat.

“Hey there,” he spoke softly. Just the sound of my voice caused a jolt of pleasure to run through me. I smiled at him, tried to reach for his face but my arm was weak. He caught my hand and lifted it to his lips. “You are incredible.”

I laugh. “You killed me. I can’t even move.”

He smirks. “I’m not surprised. I’ve never seen a woman with your stamina. Good thing I tied you down, or else neither of us would be able to move. As it is, I don’t think I’ll be able to even breath on myself for the next week.”

I blush, warmed by his words. “So now what, if you’re out of commission?”

“Now,” he stands and swings me into his arms. “We’re taking a bath. Because, I don’t know about you, but I am aching all over.”

“Mmm,” I want to agree, but the pain in my muscles is overwhelmed by the peace of resting in his arms, against his chest. He carries me down the hall and into the bathroom where a steaming tub stands waiting. It doesn’t even surprise me that there’s no bubbles. Of course he knows I prefer only water.

He lowers me down carefully. I moan at the heat, god it feels nice. He climbs in behind me, so my head is leaning back against his chest and his arms are wrapped around my waist.
“Now, don’t move. You’ve exerted yourself enough for today. Just let me worry about everything.” I only sigh. I couldn’t move if I wanted to.

I’d never had someone bathe me before, at least not since infancy. It is quite possibly the most soothing thing I have ever experienced.

It was a soapy massage. Rick’s hands, which had been tightening me for countless hours, finally worked to help me unwind. He shampooed my hair, gently working it into my scalp, then cradled my head under the tap to rinse the shampoo out. He even lathered my legs in shaving cream and carefully drew the razor across my skin.

Once he finishes, he empties nearly all the water then sets the taps to fill again. He rubbed some water-proof lotion over my limbs as the water begins to rise. Now, wherever he touches, I begin to regain my energy. Finally, once the tub is full again, I feel at the same time completely relaxed and completely awake.

Rick buries his face in the braid he’s woven into my hair and inhales deeply. “God you’re beautiful.” I tilt my head back so I can plant a kiss on his forehead.

“Well, whatever I am right now, you made it happen. So thank you.”

He looks at me in surprise, a smile spreading his lips. “You’re welcome.”

I kiss him again, our tongues caressing gently. No hunger this time, just peace.

I turn in his arms so I can face him, grabbing the soap as I do so. Still kissing him, I begin to bathe his chest.

He pulls back slowly, speaking with his eyes still closed. “I thought you were letting me do all the work?”

I kiss him again, smiling against his lips. “You did the work, and now it’s my turn. Just relax. You’ve exerted yourself a bit these past few hours as well.”

“Mmm,” he settles back, grinning up at me. “Yes, ma’am.”

I work the soap over his body gently, taking pains not to touch too hard any area that might be sore. It surprises me to find bruises forming around his waist, where I would have locked my legs, and nail marks all down his back. He hisses slightly when I reach these, but I counter the sting by drawing my mouth along his neck.

His head and face I shampoo, remember Jamie and Will mentioning it makes the hair softer and easier to shave. Since his hair is so short, I’m able to rinse it by pouring water from cupped hands.

Carefully, I lather his face and shave the stubble that’s grown during our time together. I worry that I might nick him, but it seems such a natural thing to do. For his part, Rick completely submits himself to me, a vague smile on his face.

Once again the tub empties and I rub the lotion into his muscles, after-shave onto his face and neck.

Finishing, I inhale deeply his scent, and kiss his collar bone gently.

He raises his hands and pulls me back. “Unbelievable.”

I look at him in confusion. “What?”

He lifts my hips, then lowers me onto him. Relishing in the feeling, I arch against his hands. He pulls me towards his lips. “Unbelievable.”

This is soft. Careful. Every movement slow and languid. The focus seems to be the joining our lips as our hands roam each other gently. The only sound is gently lapping water and our sighs. When we come it’s together, and the most gentle climax I’ve ever imagined.

He caresses my face. “You are amazing.” I close my eyes, lean into his hand.

“You kept up with me. Got me past that ‘point of exhaustion’.” 

He laughs deep in his throat. “Yes I did. And now I’m taking you out.”

***
We dress each other. It’s remarkably different from undressing, especially since we picked out each other’s clothes. Obviously, he had more to choose for me, but that’s fine. I was far too relaxed to actually care. Not that I had to worry. He actually has remarkable taste. Possibly a bit more revealing than I usually wear out, but considering the situation . . .

A black skirt, falling just above my knees with a slit on either side nearly to my hips. A translucent black shirt with a rose pattern, beneath which he only grants me a black satin bra. Completing the ensemble was a fair sized cross made from black and red beads, falling in the hollow of my throat; and a pair of ‘Harley Davidson’ black leather boots that reached two-thirds of the way up my calves with a five inch heel. It actually brings me just taller than him. My hair still somewhat damp is jelled and left to dry in tight ringlets falling just beneath my shoulders. A touch of red on my lips, some darkening over my eyes. When he had me stand in front of the mirror, I was shocked.

I looked fantastic.

Selections for him were fairly easy. Of course, he’d look incredible no matter what I chose, so I wasn’t too concerned. Still, there was a bit to work with. Eventually I settled on a pair of black suit pants and a crimson shirt, with the top button open and a pair of patent leather shoes. I ran a brush over his head, placed some cologne on his neck. He stood back, grinned at me and winked. The bastard, my knees went weak.

“Alright,” he held out his arm. “Where do your friends hang out?”

I shake my head. “Why don’t we just go to a nice restaurant?”

He laughs, slides his arm around my waist and steers me towards the stairs. “That’s no fun. I want to hear some stories about you, and those I won’t hear in some nice restaurant. Now I know there’s a club, and if I call Molly I guarantee she’ll tell me. So why don’t you just save us some time?”

I glower at him. He pouts back, then darts forward and catches my bottom lip with his teeth. A jolt runs through me again. I growl at him, nudging him with my knee. He backs away quickly, eyes flashing, and shifts away. 

I have to laugh. “Looks like we could just stay here.” He gives me a wry smile, shaking his head.

“Don’t even try it. Now we’re getting into my car, and you’re going to introduce me to your friends and we’re going to have a great time.”

I roll my eyes at him. “Yeah, yeah. C’mon.” I make my way down the stairs, trying to ignore his hand playing with my skirt as it sways back and forth.

He had a great car, of course. Some sort of convertible, metallic blue with black leather seats. He holds my door for me, then tears out of the driveway and down the street at break-neck speed. The wind whips at my skirt. I have to use both hands to hold it down, so I have no way to keep him from tickling along my legs and side.

I don’t remember telling him how to get to the Junction, but within five minutes we’re walking up the stairs.

When I do go out, which is rarely, I spend the bulk of my time in the jazz room. Rick, of course wants to go immediately to the dance floor. So we compromise on the bar. Molly had spoken with him about this, of course. I don’t even have to tell him I only want a coke.

Should I be surprised that so many people are out on a Sunday night? It was starting to feel like Molly had spoken with everyone but me.

So I introduce him. The girls look at me with knowing eyes, the guys see what I’m wearing and nudge Rick in the ribs. To his credit, Rick is at his most charming. He smiles, speaks calmly, turns aside suggestive questions and diverts attention from my obvious embarrassment. All the while keeping a steadying hand on the small of my back, only occasionally dropping a finger lower.

So I stand tall. I don’t have to pretend confidence, he’s given it to me. Within a short ten minutes, he has them eating out of the palm of his hand.

Then we go to dance. And, the strangest thing. With him I’m comfortable, relaxed. I move gracefully. Everything we’ve learned about each other since he got here sparks between us and we dance brilliantly.

God it’s hot.

Women stare at him, swaying their hips. Guys watch my hips, my expression, drawing their hands over their partners. For one of the first times in my life, I couldn’t care less what other people think. The heat, that crackling energy between me and him, that’s all that matters.

Eventually, bodily concerns have to be addressed. So I kiss Rick hard on the lips, ignoring the shocked stares of my friends, and excuse myself to the bathroom.

A number of the girls follow. Why we go to the bathroom in groups, I honestly don’t know, but there’s no stopping it. Weaving through the crowd and standing in line, I answer any number of questions about Rick. 

Worked with him last summer; yes he speaks French; yes it’s incredibly sexy; he’s going to his friends’; might be back next weekend; I don’t know what we are together.

Finally I make it to a stall. Wash my hands, extricate myself from the girl party and return to the dance floor.

Where I see Rick. His arms around some twig-like blonde, saying something into her ear.

It hits me like a blow to my chest.

I’ve always been possessive of my friends, but this is something entirely new. The beast roars. Dominant and submissive screaming in a single voice, “Mine”.

What do I do? Grab the nearest guy, make sure we’re in view of Rick, and start rubbing myself against this stranger.

I don’t know what his name is, who he’s with, or even what he looks like. If Rick can find another woman, I can certainly find another man. My movements are raw, blatantly sexual. The anger burns inside me, some primal flame turning my vision red. Grinding against my new partner, I can feel him hardening. The dominant in me cackles with glee. Who needs Rick, I can control any man here.

I feel a sudden presence at my back, hot breath against my neck. My hips are yanked back, pressed against a harden that hits just below my hips. I gasp, the submissive instantly ready to plead.

“Get lost,” a voice growls in my ear. It’s Rick, snarling at the stranger in front of me. He babbles something in reply, hurrying away.

I make to turn, but Rick locks his grip. “What the hell are you doing?” Unable to help myself, I grind against him. Fury suddenly battles with animal lust.

“I saw you with that blonde-“

Rick spins us around so I can see the same blonde dancing with another woman. “Friend of a friend.”

Fury melts away, leaving me weak-kneed with desire. “I thought . . .” I can barely get the words out. His grip tightens. I cry out; pain, pleasure, need.

“You seriously thought I was that stupid?” I’ve never heard him angry before. Shame joins my swirling emotions.

“I didn’t think. I mean . . . I saw you talking with her, touching her. I just . . . reacted.”

He’s silent for a moment, rock hard against me, somehow managing to angle himself so my desire grows.

“You were jealous?” He asks eventually. I nod, unable to speak. He turns me to face him, pulling my hips closer. “You were jealous of someone talking to me?”

I try to read his expression, heat rising in me again. “I wanted to kill her.”

He laughs thickly. “God, I must be sick. But that’s the sexiest thing I’ve ever heard.” Unable to speak, I fuse my mouth with his.

Our tongues battle. His hands are busy holding my hips, so I take the opportunity to untuck his shirt and slide my hands against his skin. We both shudder at the contact, the electric current between us. He begins walking me backwards, probing deeper into my mouth, until I’m pressed into a corner.
He pulls back slightly, we’re both panting. “Jesus you’re hot.” His lips trail fire down my neck. I press my nails against his back, then one hand moves to grasp at his crotch. His hands are beneath my skirt. It hits me: he didn’t give me any underwear. Then he’s parting me.

He must have felt the cry coming, he smothers it with his lips before it erupts. Yes, good god yes! Without even realizing it I’ve lowered his zipper and I’m guiding him towards me.

The once ruling voice of my mind screams. ‘You’re on the dance floor, everyone can see you. What the hell is happening?’

The thought burns through me, sparking every nerve ending. I surge forward, burying him home. We don’t even pause.

He moves with the pulsating music. A strobe light has started, the whole scene is surreal. I drive against him. We’re moaning into each other’s mouths, racing towards the cliff. Fire like this can’t last long. Within seconds we’re falling, crashing against each other, into each other. I can’t help but cry out. Thank god the music here is so loud.

He collapses against me, both of us supported by the wall. 

How we recovered, I’m not entirely sure. Rick slipped out of me quickly, tucking in his shirt and doing up his zipper. I was afraid to move, horribly aware of the damp between my legs. Rick must have had a handkerchief or something, because I felt cloth wiping me dry. He straightened my skirt, then pulled back slightly and grinned.

“Seems the beast is an exhibitionist as well.”

I laugh, lightly slapping his chest. “Sometimes I think you know exactly what you’re doing. But you’re just along for the ride, same as me.” 

He shrugs. “Where’d the fun be if I knew what would happen next.” 

I snicker. “Well I can tell you. In the next five minutes, you’re gong to buy me another coke and we’re going to sit down. This whole jealousy thing takes a lot out of a girl.” He barks a laugh, slides his arm around my waist and heads us towards the bar. 

On the way we’re interrupted by a number of my friends. Things seem to be winding down for the Junction and they’re heading to a 24-hour diner, so they invite us along. Not able to remember the last time I ate, I immediately accept. Rick simply grins and follows along.

The group of us pile into a booth, sharing nachos, potato skins and other greasy delights. True to his word, Rick asks nothing but questions about me, drawing out all my embarrassing stories. I’m happy to say there aren’t too many, and I was too distracted by his hand on my thigh to really care.

It’s nearing two in the morning when we finally take our leave. Jan receives a number of embraces, the girls all blushing hotly when he grips their waists. I know it’s harmless, but that damnable beast growls angrily.

Something must have shown in my stance, Rick drew me away before I could bid any length farewells to the guys.

He’d only had a single beer early in the evening, so I wasn’t worried about him driving. I just lean back in the still warm seat, unconcerned with the fluttering of my skirt, trying instead to bat Rick’s hand away.

We didn’t return to the house immediately, driving instead to the darkened roads on the outskirts of Peterborough, racing along under the moon. Rick brought us to a stop at the bend in the road, on a rise overlooking the river.

I glance sidelong at his profile. “Don’t tell me we’ve run out of gas.”

He laughs, lifting me effortlessly into his lap. “I think a fuel shortage could be arranged.”

“Oh really?” I murmur against his lips. He grips my hair, guiding my lips against his. I rest my hands on his shoulders, content for the moment just to kiss.

“Mmm,” he runs his tongue along my lower lip. “You taste sweet. That cherry soda was a good idea.”

I grin, my thumbs stroking his collar bone. “I had fun tonight.”

“Good.”

We sit for a moment, gazing at each other. His eyes are nearly black in the dark, slowly pulling me into them. He leans forward and we kiss; slow and wet.

“So,” he murmurs between kisses. “I can . . come back next . . . weekend?”

My heart clenches. “I . . . guess so. If you . . . want.”

“What do . . . you want?”

I grasp either side of his head, tasting him thoroughly. He moans into my mouth, fingers trailing down my spine.

“What do you think I want?” I whisper against his lips.

He’s panting slightly. “Why don’t you tell me?”

I laugh breathlessly, my tongue darting into his mouth. “You just want to hear me say it.”

He grips my hips, thumbs pressing down between my legs. “Absolutely.”

I push towards him, drawing his lower lip into my mouth. “I want you. Tonight. Tomorrow. Next weekend. As often as I can have you.”

He moans softly, shifting me so he can rub that spot between my legs. “Good,” his pants are open again. “Because you have me.” He slides inside, we groan in unison. “And you’ll never be rid of me.”

I ride him slowly, massaging him with my inner muscles, tasting his mouth, his face, his throat. He keeps me set so every movement rubs me against his thumbs. It jolts up and down my body, pure heaven. My head lolls back, I come with a weeping moan, the moon swimming in my vision. 

Rick lets me down carefully, nibbling gently on my earlobe. “Molly said you howled at the moon.”

Laughter brings with it a second climax. “God bless that woman.”

He chuckles, bringing me forward so I’m collapsed against his chest, my head resting on his shoulder.

“Oui.”

The car rumbles awake and we drive home, locked together the entire way.

I come again before we reach the house, the vibrations of the car’s engine reverberating through Rick and into me. My climax brings him back to life, so that when we return home he lifts me with his hands, cupping my behind, somehow opening the door with one hand while I lock my legs around him. He stays rock hard inside me, lowers me onto my bed and he tears off our clothes, never once parting. I’m hovering between sleep and wake, my body reacting to his touch without thought. When we launch together, I’m consumed by blackness.

I wake only briefly sometime later, warm beneath my blankets. Rick is wrapped against my back, one arm beneath my pillow, the other across my stomach. I feel so safe, so perfectly content, I fall back into a dreamless sleep.

***

It’s Molly that wakes me, her laughter carrying up the stairs to shatter my sleep. I groan in protest, burrowing deeper beneath the blankets. I’ve turned during the night so I’m facing Rick now, inhaling his scent, his arms around my back.

He sighs deeply. “It’s morning.”

I groan again. “No. Make it go away.”

He stretches, rubbing my back. “If I could . . .”

I hug him closer, burying my face against his chest. “You don’t really have to go.”

He hugs me tight, then rolls onto his back. “You have class. My friends are waiting.”

I whimper. “I don’t wanna go to class.”

He laughs. “Well that’s too bad.”

I slap his stomach and force myself to sit up. Yawn, stretch, push the hair out of my face. He smiles up at me. “You’re beautiful in the morning.”

I glare. “If you expect me to get out of this bed, you’d better stop sweet-talking me.”

He grins. “In that case, you’re a goddess.”

I laugh, push myself off the bed. “Smart ass.”

I turn towards the dresser, yelp when he pinches my behind. I glower at his innocent expression. “I couldn’t help myself!”

I roll my eyes, rummaging for clothes. He watches me pull on a pair of jeans; lying on his side, propping his head on his arm. I struggle with the clasp of my bra and he jumps up. “Let me.” I drop my arms, watching with amusement as he attaches the two sides deftly, hissing when he plants a kiss between my breasts.

I swat at his head. “You’re the one who said we needed to get up.”

He grins. “Who says I’m not?” I groan at his pun, struggling half-heartedly as he pulls me back towards the bed. 

Dressed in jeans and a bra, I lay back gratefully, all my thoughts focused on kissing him.

“Mmm,” he trails his lips down the hollow of my throat. “We really need to get out of bed.”

I sigh, rest a hand on the back of his neck. “Okay.”

He kisses his way down my stomach. “You need to get ready for class.”

I arch into him. “I will.”

His hands hover on the waist of my jeans, then he rolls off me with a heartfelt groan.

“Put a shirt on already, you’re killing me.”

I laugh, grope blindly on the floor, my hand comes in contact with a heavy cotton T-shirt. I pull it over my head, grinning at the smell of his cologne.

“There,” I struggle to stand once more. “I’m dressed.” The T-shirt is big on me, the sleeves falling past my elbows.

He looks up at me. “That’s mine.”

I grin and shake my head. “Not anymore.”

He chuckles, rubbing a hand over his hair. “Looks better on you anyway.”

I nod and toss some clothes at him. “Now you get dressed. I’m gunna see about breakfast.” Before I give into the pleading of the beast, I hurry out the door.

Molly’s in the kitchen, sitting at the table with a bowl of cereal. She glances up at me, her face conspicuously blank. “Hey, how was your weekend?”

I shrug, pouring myself a bowl. “Okay. Yours?” 

She shrugs in return. “Can’t complain.”

I nod, return to milk to the fridge, and take a seat across from her. “That’s good. You drop Jamie off at class?”

She nods. “Will’s coming back this afternoon.”

I nod. “So I hear.” 

We sit in silence. I can feel the impatience coming off her in waves. Finally she throws her spoon down.

“Well?”

I look at her in careful surprise. “Well what?”

She snorts and shakes her head. “Bitch.”

I only grin. She’d probably have demanded I tell her every detail right then, but Rick chose that moment to appear.

“Hey, Molly.” He plants a kiss on my lips and pulls a chair over so he can sit beside me. “How was your weekend?”

She stares at the two of us and scowls. “You’re disgusting.”
Rick and I both laugh. Molly eventually joins in. Rick sighs and squeezes the back of my neck. “Well, I’d better get going.”

I nod. “I’ll walk you out.”

He drops his duffle back into the passenger seat of his car, then turns to face me. “So.”

My hands are in my pockets, curled into fists. “So.”

He smiles and winks. “I’ll be back next weekend.”

A weight lifts from my chest. “See you then.”

He nods, climbs into his car, and drives off.

Molly appears at my shoulder. “Am I forgiven?”

I watch his car disappear, throw an arm around her shoulder, and start walking back to the house. “You have no idea.”
