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Chapter One


Roxie

March

Exhausted and wired after a crunch
week at work, I finally make it to the lobby of my building. I’m
hauling several bags of groceries, one of them filled with
expensive canned food meant for my feline overlords. Dinner is
late, and they’ll be very displeased.

I sigh when I see the elevator is
all the way up on the tenth floor. I press the button, then round
the corner. Might as well get the mail while I wait.

There’s a guy standing by the
mailboxes. The one for unit 3F is open in front of him, and I feel
a pang of nostalgia. 3F used to belong to my favorite people in the
world—Liz and Joe, traitors extraordinaire, who decided they needed
more space than a two-bedroom condo in downtown Madison, Wisconsin
for their future soccer team of children, and moved out into
suburbia.

The guy is my age, early thirties,
with auburn hair and reddish scruff. He’s dressed in dark blue,
business casual.

And he looks familiar. Very
familiar.

Wait.

My eyes go wide.

No. Fucking. Way.

Even though I only see his
profile, and even though he’s changed a lot since I last saw him,
I’m pretty sure that my new neighbor is Chris Dunn—or Dunnoying
Chris, which is what I used to call him back when he dated my
college roommate Amy over a decade ago.

While I do my best impression of a
deer in the headlights, he turns around. There is a flicker of
confusion before a broad grin spills across his face.

“Roxie? Roxie Nowak?” He opens his
arms, clearly expecting a hug. “I can’t believe it! You live here,
too?”

“Hey, Chris.” I quickly shift all
the grocery bags into my left hand, and offer him the right one to
shake. “Long time, no see.”

His face falls as he lowers his
arms, but then he grabs my hand and pumps it twice. “Seriously,
Rox? No hug for an old friend?”

“More like an old pain-the-ass,” I
say, and Chris laughs. Back in college, he teased me about my
injured knee, my giant shoes, my computer science major, and my
lack of social life. But he also stayed up with me all night while
I waited for my code to finish, and we played video games and
goofed around. For an Amy-induced nuisance, he was a welcome
one.

“So, how come you’re in Madison?”
I ask. “I thought you’d go back to the West Coast after
graduation.”

“I returned just to annoy you. Is
it working?” He waggles his eyebrows and I can’t help but
snicker.

“Seriously now.” I put on my most
somber face, the one I use to scold interns at work. “I thought
you’d moved back home.”

“I did, for a while. It’s a long
story.” He slides his hands into his pockets. “There was an opening
here for the type of job I wanted, and I was excited to come back.
I’ve always loved Madison.”

I shift the bags between my hands.
They’re getting heavy.

“Do you want help with that?”
Chris asks.

“Nah, it’s fine. So, what kind of
job did you get?”

“It’s with the University. Just
started earlier this week. I’m an intellectual property
lawyer.”

“Oh, wow! I suppose that makes
sense. You were poli-sci in college, right?”

“Yeah. Good memory! And you were
computer science?” I nod, and he continues. “So what do you do
now?”

“Medical software development. I’m
a manager at Qpik.”

His eyebrows shoot up. “Good for
you!”

I smile. “Look at us, having
grown-up jobs and everything.”

“Yeah, look at us,” he says. His
eyes focus on mine, and my stomach clenches.

What the hell was that?

I glance to the side and change
the subject. “So, do you ever hear from Amy?”

“No.” His back seems to stiffen.
“Not since we broke up. You?”

“Sometimes. Mostly on social
media. She’s got a couple of kids, rocking the entrepreneurial mom
life.”

“Good. I’m glad.” He gives a wide,
genuine smile.

“She didn’t marry Brad, you know.
That dude was such a tool.” He really was. Brad, the guy Amy left
Chris for, was full of himself and deathly boring. I was relieved
he didn’t last very long as her boyfriend.

Chris chuckles. “I didn’t know
that, but thanks for telling me.”

He looks at me fondly, mouth
quirked up in amusement. Suddenly, the back of my neck feels hot
and I am struck with a new awareness—the bob of his Adam’s apple,
the arc of his full lower lip, the gleam in his short red beard,
the lines of his jaw, neck, shoulder.

Dunnoying Chris is a man. A really
attractive one.

Wait, what?

What?

Shit.

I clear my throat and change the
subject again. “I take it you bought 3F?”

“Yeah. Did you know the
owners?”

“I did. I do. They’re the absolute
best. I miss having them around, but their new place is close to
the Capital Brewery, so all the more reason for me to visit.”

“Oh, you’re a beer girl? We should
get a pitcher sometime.”

“Maybe.” I still feel very
squirmy. I need to get away before I say something stupid. “Chris,
it’s been really great to see you, but I have to put all this
away.” I raise my arms a bit, drawing his attention to my grocery
haul.

“I’d be happy to—” He reaches to
grab a bag, but I move it aside.

“I’m fine, thank you. I really
have to run.” I turn around and rush toward the elevator.

“Wait! What apartment are you
in?”

Mercifully, the elevator’s here.
“I’ll talk to you later,” I say loudly as I get on, since he’s
around the corner now. “Welcome to the building!”

“You didn’t even get your mail,” I
hear Chris as the doors close.

****

Scylla and Charybdis claw up my
legs, meowing at the top of their lungs.

“Sorry I’m late again, ladies,” I
say. “I’ll make it worth your while.” I always buy their favorite
on Friday because cats should look forward to the weekend, too.

I kick off my shoes, wash my hands
in the kitchen sink, then pop open two cans and scoop out the
contents. Within moments, soft licking sounds emanate from the
fuzzballs.

I lean against the kitchen counter
and my shoulders relax. When I bought this condo four years ago,
after a major promotion, it was supposed to be an investment. But
it’s become a real home, a space my body recognizes as safe to
unwind in. Two bedrooms, one of them my office, an open plan
connecting kitchen and living room. The sofa looks very inviting
right now, but I’m filled with nervous energy and should probably
go to the gym.

My thoughts drift to Chris Dunn,
and to how much his reappearance rattled me. Not only is he hot,
which for some reason I’d never imagined, but seeing him sent me
right back to sophomore year.

That was a shit year.

By the end of the fall semester,
it was clear my knee would never be 100% again. My career as a
Division 1 power forward was over, and so was my dream of playing
in the WNBA.

After weeks of anguish, I decided
to quit the team rather than forever warm the bench. To that, Coach
said I could keep the scholarship through the spring semester, but
not beyond. When seeing my former teammates every day became
unbearable, I moved out of the athletic dorms and into a sublet
with Amy, whose old roommate had left her high and dry.

Amy and I ended up living together
all the way to graduation. Even though we were never very close, I
liked and admired her. She was a business major, ambitious and
sharp, in contrast to her appearance, which was girly and soft.
People tended to underestimate Amy at their own peril.

She and Chris were already dating
when I moved in with her. He was around all spring, and then she
broke it off. I admit I never understood how they’d gotten together
in the first place. With his geeky vibe, all bedhead and lanky
limbs, Chris was very different from Amy and from her subsequent
boyfriends, who were all versions of Brad, hunky and confident.

I sometimes thought about reaching
out to see how Chris was doing, but I never did. I was just his
ex-girlfriend’s roommate. We weren’t really friends.

****

My phone vibrates in my
pocket.

Dave: You free tonight?

I sigh. Dave. Do I want to
see him tonight? It’s been a couple of weeks.

I was planning to go to the gym,
but I suppose I could get laid instead.

My whole body revs up at the
thought. Yes, getting laid is exactly what I need.

Roxie: Sure. Wanna come
over?

Dave: Yeah. Should we grab some
food first?

Roxie: I could order some
pizza

Dave: Pizza sounds perfect.
What time?

Roxie: Gimme half an hour or
so. Let’s say 8

Dave: Great! Looking forward to
it

Roxie: <thumbs up
emoji>

Ugh. Dave’s been giving me
a strange vibe lately. He used to be all business via text, but now
he sounds … enthusiastic? Needy? Something feels off, but maybe I’m
imagining it.

He and I have been doing this
whole fuck-buddy thing for about three years. We don’t have
fantastic chemistry, but he looks good and we know each other’s
likes and dislikes, so I can usually count on him for an orgasm or
two. It’s time-efficient, effective, and not messy. It’s an
arrangement I can control.

My mind wanders back to Chris, and
I decide it’s a good thing to have someone familiar in the building
now that Liz and Joe are gone. I should offer to help him get
settled. I jot down my apartment and phone numbers, put on my
Crocs, and set out to 3F. I’ll just drop this off, order pizza, and
get in a quick shower before Dave arrives.


Chapter
Two

Chris

Back at my new place, I toss the
keys and mail on the kitchen island, and plop on one of the
barstools.

Damn. Roxie Nowak, of all
people.

She looks great. Always did,
although I don’t think she knew or cared that she did. She is
striking, tall and athletic, with thick and wavy dark brown hair.
Today might be the first time I’ve ever seen it styled and not in
some sort of bird’s nest formation, the way she wore it in college.
She has sharp facial features, with high cheekbones and a long thin
nose, and hazel eyes that she rolls with dramatic flair. I catch
myself smiling.

There are three knocks on my door,
quick and forceful. Puzzling, because I don’t expect anyone.

It’s Roxie. Speak of the
devil.

I sometimes forget we’re the same
height, and, at 6’2”, I am not a short man. Her eyes are level with
mine and there’s an intensity to her gaze—I don’t think she means
anything by it, that’s just how she is—but being observed so
intently and so head on is not something I’ve experienced with any
other woman. It makes me feel exposed.

She’s still wearing what I assume
are her work clothes—a black top and nice jeans that accentuate her
hips and long legs.

My eyes drop to her hot-pink
plastic shoes. “Does this mean I should call you Crocsy Roxie?”

She smiles on one side of her
mouth. “If you dare.”

“You want to come in?” I move to
the side to let her pass.

“Thanks, but I didn’t plan on
staying.” She takes a single step into my apartment and hands me a
folded piece of paper. “My phone number if you need anything. And
I’m just down the hall, in 3B.”

“This is great. Thank you.”

“Sorry if I was a bit standoffish
earlier,” she says, holding my gaze. “You just caught me by
surprise. Of course I’m glad to have you around, and I’m happy to
help you get settled.”

I give her my goofiest grin. “Does
that mean we can hang out?”

“Don’t push it, Dunn,” she replies
with mock seriousness. “I’m still on the fence about whether or not
your old nickname needs to be resurrected.”

“Of course it does. You sure you
don’t want to come in?”

“I can’t; I’ve got plans. Another
time, perhaps.”

“Anytime you want.”

“See you around, Dunn,” she says
as she steps out.

“Good night, Crocsy Roxie.”

She gives me one of those
behind-the-head waves as she walks down the hallway in those
ridiculous plastic shoes.

Her ass looks magnificent.

****

It’s almost 8:00 and there’s no
way I’m cooking right now. I don’t even feel hungry. I should
probably skip dinner and head to the gym. The one in the building
is small, but will have to do for now, until I have some time to
find a proper one nearby.

I take off my work clothes and
make a mental note to find a dry-clean place and a laundry service.
College me would be shocked at all the suits and button-ups in my
closet. College me didn’t know who he was or what he wanted, and he
tried very hard not to let on how lost he was.

I met Amy my freshman year. She
was pretty and determined, and I was honored she’d plucked me from
the rubble. We cared about each other and had plenty of fun and
firsts, but I don’t think we were in love. I never felt she was
into me, more like I was someone safe she could develop her skills
on for the benefit of better men down the road.

When Roxie moved in with Amy and
opened the door for the first time, I felt like I’d been punched in
the gut. Staring head on into those eyes, I’d never felt such a
visceral pull toward someone, a kind of instant recognition, and I
think she felt something, too, because I remember her eyes
widening, quickly scanning my face, and her lips parting just a
little. All this took a fraction of a second, before we spoke and
realized who we were to Amy, but the connection was strong and
disorienting.

She made me so nervous, I didn’t
know how to behave around her. I made really stupid jokes and, if
she’d worn pigtails, I swear I would’ve pulled them. That’s when
she started calling me Dunnoying Chris, but I hope I amused more
than annoyed her.

It never would’ve occurred to me
to make a move on her. I already had a girlfriend, and it’s not
like I had any game back then. Mostly I didn’t understand what I
felt for her, but it was alien and confounding.

Roxie took the end of her
basketball career really hard. She’d dreamt of going pro in the
WNBA, but it wasn’t meant to be, and she swiftly re-dedicated
herself to her computer science major, which had been on the back
burner while she’d played. It was amazing to watch her make this
huge change in trajectory, and commit to it quickly and completely.
I admired her for it.

I loved listening to her talk
about her programming classes. I’d always liked science, but I was
also good at writing and debating, which my father had taken as
confirmation that I should follow in his footsteps—major in
political science, then become a lawyer. Only, it turned out I
really hated poli-sci courses, and I felt increasingly desperate at
the prospect of more.

Then Amy broke up with me. I
wasn’t surprised, as I’d suspected for a while that she was ready
to move on, plus I’d seen Brad sniffing around when I picked her up
after class. I wasn’t even jealous. If anything, my pride was a
little hurt, but, at my core, I was mostly relieved that our anemic
relationship was finally ending.

The breakup was the kick I needed
to say “screw it” and change my major. Having witnessed how Roxie
handled her own career challenge gave me the courage to make the
leap. I told my father I’d stay on campus during the summer to
speed up graduation, but instead I took a bunch of courses in
biomedical engineering.

I hadn’t seen Roxie in years, not
since the breakup. Other than that flash of connection when we’d
first met, she always kept me at a safe distance. I figured she
didn’t consider me a friend, just Amy’s annoying boyfriend, so I
never contacted her, even though I often thought about her.

****

It takes me a little while to
locate my earbuds, but I finally do, and then I’m off to the gym,
phone in my pocket, water and towel in my hand.

The gym is in the basement, and I
will have to go past Roxie’s apartment to get to the elevator and
stairwell.

This is when I see a dude knocking
on her door. He’s in his thirties, with shaggy jet-black hair and a
thick beard, wearing jeans and a nice leather jacket, and carrying
a six-pack of beer. I can clearly see his profile, and how his face
lights up when she opens the door to let him in.

There’s a painful tightening in
the pit of my stomach. I know what it is, but I refuse this
ridiculous emotion. Of course she’s seeing someone. Why wouldn’t
she be seeing someone? I literally showed up out of nowhere
today.

I approach Roxie’s door as the guy
steps inside. They’re not paying any attention to me, so I could
easily walk past them unnoticed, but that knot in my gut is pulling
at me, so I don’t.

“Hi, Rox!” I say cheerfully and
wave as I stop at her open door.

They’re both startled. The guy
raises an eyebrow, then looks at her. She peeks out from behind the
door and gives me a small wave, accompanied by a somewhat quizzical
look. “Oh, hey, Chris.”

“I’m going to the gym,” I say,
pointing toward the stairs with finger guns like an idiot, as if
it’s not obvious from my getup what I plan on doing.

She smiles. “Okay. Enjoy your
workout. The gym downstairs is decent.” The guy’s eyes are drilling
a hole in the side of her head.

“You two kids have fun,” I say
with a fake grin and walk away.

I hear the guy asking who I am. He
sounds irritated. Roxie answers that I’m a new neighbor from down
the hall, and there’s a hint of exasperation in her voice. Then she
closes the door, and I hear nothing else.

I pass by the elevator and the
doors open. It’s a pizza delivery guy. I bet I know where he’s
going. My mood instantly darkens.

At the gym, I work out much harder
than I intended to, and I pretend, not very successfully, that I
don’t know why that is.



Chapter Three

Roxie

As I close the door, Dave’s face
is all scrunched up. I don’t think I’d seen him this angry
before.

“Who was that?” he asks.

“That’s Chris, my new neighbor. He
just moved in.”

“You two seem pretty
friendly.”

“Well, you know me. I’m a friendly
person.”

He shoots me a furious look. “Did
you sleep with him?”

“Excuse me?”

“Answer me. Did you sleep with
him?” He takes a step toward me. I’ve had Dave in my personal space
many times before. This is different. Menacing.

I take a step back. “No, I didn’t
sleep with him. He dated my college roommate. Happy?”

He sighs and nods, some of the
tension leaving his shoulders.

“What the fuck, Dave? What’s with
this Neanderthal shit? You know you’re not my boyfriend, right?
It’s none of your business who I sleep with.”

His eyes are fixed on me. He
doesn’t answer.

“What?” I ask.

“Nothing.” He smiles. “You look
good.”

“Thanks,” I manage to respond,
irritation simmering beneath my skin. I take the six-pack into the
kitchen and put it on the island.

There are several knocks on the
door in rapid succession. Dave tenses up.

“Is that him?” he snarls.

“I don’t know,” I reply flatly. “I
guess you could open and see.”

It’s the pizza delivery guy. I’ve
paid online, so Dave just needs to give the kid a tip. I leave two
beers out and put the rest in the fridge. Dave sets the pizza,
plates, and napkins next to the beer.

I grab a bottle and sit in one of
the two armchairs in the living-room area. I don’t sit on the sofa,
where I normally would, because I don’t want him sitting next to
me. My body vibrates with aggravation.

“Don’t you want to eat?” he asks
from the kitchen.

“Not right now,” I say and take a
swig.

He grabs a couple of slices of
pizza, and brings them and his beer into the living room. He sits
on the sofa, where he always does. There’s plenty of room for me
next to him and he gives me a pointed look, letting me know he’s
noticed I’m not where I should be.

“What the hell is going on,
Dave?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean you acting like a
possessive jerk because I said ‘hi’ to a neighbor. I’ve known you
for years. That’s never been you, never been us. What’s going
on?”

“Maybe I want it to be us.”

A moment passes before I can
respond. “What exactly does that mean?”

“Have you ever thought about us
being serious?”

I lean forward, my elbows resting
on my knees. “Where is this coming from?”

“Maybe I’ve just been thinking,
and I finally see what’s been before me all along.”

I scoff. “That’s bullshit, not to
mention cliché. What brought on these sudden thoughts of
seriousness? And please don’t tell me you suddenly fell in love
with me, three years in.”

He looks away. “I’ve just been
thinking about my life, and about what I want, and how I see my
future, and now that my younger brother is getting married, I
realized I didn’t want to spend my life alone.”

I burst into laughter. Jesus.
This is way too ridiculous.

“What’s so funny?”

“Your brother’s getting married.
You’re thinking about your future. Next, you’ll ask me to be your
date at the wedding.”

“Would that be so terrible? Going
to the wedding with me?”

“Yes, it would be terrible! I’ve
never met your brother.”

“You could meet him at the
wedding.”

“You’re missing the point. I’m not
part of your life. And you’re not part of mine. Him getting married
is making you re-examine your choices—and kudos for that,
seriously—but it has fuck-all to do with me, or my role in your
life.”

He looks me in the eye. “Maybe I
want you to play a bigger role in it.”

For a moment, I’m caught off
guard. This isn’t something I ever expected to hear him say, but
it’s a bad idea.

“Dave, how many siblings do I
have?” I ask. “Where do my parents live?”

He doesn’t answer.

“You don’t know because you were
never interested enough to ask,” I say. “And that’s fine. It has
suited us both perfectly until now, but please don’t pretend that
whatever personal epiphany you’re having has anything to do with
me.”

He sits there with a paper plate
full of pizza balanced on one knee and a beer in his hand for what
feels like a very long time.

“You’re the longest relationship
I’ve ever had,” he finally says. “Doesn’t that count for
something?”

I sigh and lean forward to place
the beer on the coffee table. Time to get serious.

“How many times have you paused
our fuck-buddy arrangement so you could date other women?”

He blinks. “Um, I don’t know.”

“Ballpark it.”

His eyes move around as he tries
to remember. “Uh. Three. Four?”

“That’s correct. Four. Four
women you wanted to explore a serious relationship with, all of
whom you liked more than me for that.”

He looks uncomfortable. “I’m
sorry.”

I put my hand up. “Oh, no, don’t
be sorry. I’m just reminding you that there are a bunch of girls
you should probably ask to be your plus one before you ask me.”

“You never paused our little
arrangement.”

“I didn’t, because I didn’t want
to date anyone in the intervening years.”

“Roxie…”

“However,” I continue, “that
doesn’t mean I didn’t sleep with anyone else.”

He stiffens. “You never told me
that.”

“You never asked. You just assumed
I wouldn’t, even though you and I have always been casual.” I raise
my bottle like I’m giving a toast. “You also never asked me what
kind of beer I like. You just buy whatever you drink.”

He sits up, his back ramrod
straight, and keeps blinking.

“Is all this blowing your mind a
little?” I ask as I press the bottle to my lips and take a sip.

He smiles weakly and nods.

“Let me guess. You thought I’ve
been secretly pining after you all this time, that you could
basically decide to pick me at any point and I would be happy to
have you?”

He frowns. “That makes me sound
like an asshole.”

“Yes, it does.”

Dave sets down his beer and pizza
and walks through the narrow space between the sofa and the coffee
table toward my armchair. He takes the beer from my hands and
places it on the table, too.

Then he kneels down beside me,
takes my head in his hands and kisses me softly. It is filled with
more emotion than I’ve ever received from him, and it’s confusing
and alarming. I don’t know what to do with Dave’s feelings. I’ve
never had to deal with them. This is new territory, and my mind
spins with panic, as he alternates between lightly sucking each lip
and teasing them both with the tip of his tongue. Then his grasp on
me tightens, and he moves one hand from my cheek onto my jawline,
the other to the back of my head. He pulls me closer, his tongue
parting my lips, demanding that I open my mouth and let him inside,
and I do. All of this, from Dave, is surprising.

I slide down the armchair and onto
the floor, next to him. We’re both kneeling now, front to front,
and I put my arms around him, palms flat on his back, feeling the
familiar movement of his muscles beneath the clothes.

He lowers his hand and settles it
on my waist. He presses me to him, and I can feel his dick against
my crotch. He licks and nibbles on my lips, and my nipples tingle
as heat pools between my legs. I move my hand to the front, slide
it into his pants, and stroke his dick through his boxers. I’m not
very gentle, because that’s what he likes.

Despite the thickening haze, there
are alarms going off in my mind. I realize he’s asking things of
me, things that I cannot give him, even though, somewhere deep
within, a tiny piece of me wishes I could. But what I can do
is fuck him because he’s Dave and I know his body.

I feel his lips stretch into a
smile when I slide my hands down his back and onto his ass and give
it a full, double-handed squeeze. My left hand slips into his back
pocket, where he usually keeps some condoms. I pull them out and
toss them onto the armchair to my left. He breaks the kiss for a
second and looks me in the eye, asking silently if this will
continue, and I nod. It is a small nod, but big enough for him to
plunge back into my mouth, grasping me with an intensity that’s new
and disorienting.

One of his hands holds me tight by
the back of the neck, like he can’t give me a fraction of an inch
lest I flee. His other hand is under my shirt, squeezing and
twisting my breast through the bra. It is a bit painful but
delightful, and little surges of arousal shoot directly to my
pussy.

I unbutton his shirt and slide it
down his arms, then pull away because I want to look at him. He has
a nice body, strong and toned, with a little padding, the kind of
body you get from going to the gym and playing sports with friends,
but also enjoying beer and pizza. He is hairier than average, which
some women don’t like, but I really do. I run my hands up and down
his torso, its topography familiar, but today I feel like I should
really try to commit the details to memory. His chest rises and
falls rapidly as he briefly lets me explore him, but it’s clear he
wants to keep going.

I move my hands from his chest
down to his jeans, unzip them, then continue into his boxers. I
pull them down a bit, expose much of his hard cock, curl my fingers
around it, and give it a couple of pumps. I can hear his breath
catch, and I know what I want to do.

I lean forward and whisper into
his ear, “I wanna suck you off.”

He grabs my wrist to stop me. “But
I really wanna fuck you.” His voice is low and raspy, with a small
whine of disappointment. “I’ve been thinking about it all
week.”

I grin. “No reason not to do
both.” I slide both my hands beneath the elastic band of his
boxers, and push both his jeans and his underwear down at the same
time, first over his tight delicious hairy ass, then down the
front, freeing his dick and balls, and then I shove everything down
to his knees. He has a nice-looking dick. I will miss that
dick.

We are trapped between the
armchair on my left, the coffee table on my right, and the sofa
behind Dave. He shuffles awkwardly, pants and underwear still
around his knees, and sits down, his back against the lower part of
the sofa. He stretches his legs toward me, which allows me to pull
off his pants all the way.

He is completely naked before me,
whereas I am still fully clothed. This strikes me as odd, yet
somehow completely fitting. It also makes me a little sad.

I kneel between his stretched-out
legs and take his cock into my mouth. I tease the head with my
tongue and use my hand to gently pump close to the base. I lick the
underside a couple of times, base to tip, then take as much of his
dick as I can into my mouth. In unison, the hand slides up and down
with a twisting motion while my mouth bobs on top, tongue swirling,
its tip hitting that sensitive notch below the head.

Dave holds my hair back, so he can
watch my face. When I look up at him, his pupils are dilated, his
breath uneven.

“Wait. Stop,” he says. I keep
going, but he tugs at my hair. “Enough.”

I sit back on my heels and wipe my
mouth with the back of my hand. I’d never felt this incensed with
Dave before.

“Take off your clothes. I wanna
see you,” he says.

I get to my feet and start to
undress, while Dave pushes the armchair and coffee table further
apart to give us more room. I take off my top and slide the pants
down my legs. By the time I am done with my bra and panties, he’s
back in the same position and has already put on a condom.

I straddle him and grab his cock,
about to guide it inside me, when he places both hands on my waist
and stops my descent. He holds me up, my pussy hovering half an
inch above his
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