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CHAPTER ONE
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Paul Goolsby knew right away.

It was a Saturday night just like any other Saturday night.  After he’d spent several hours at his favorite watering hole, and after he'd made several new friends, he stood up and felt his world shift ever so slightly.  A groan was followed by the uncontrolled urge to place his palm on the table to steady himself.

All around the big, round table, young men and women laughed and joked and flirted and generally ignored him.  To his right was a young man named Jeff.  Well, at least Paul thought the young man had said his name was Jeff.  

The young man turned to him.  “You alright, bro?”

Jeff was about the same age as everyone around the table, that is, in his early to middle twenties.  Jeff had a full head of brown hair and a strong face.  He wore clothing typical of his age group, that is, a button down shirt, jeans, and running shoes.  Paul believed he fit right in.  He had the same looks and the same general clothing as many of the young men.  And some of the young women he’d met in the past had told him they liked that he was over six feet tall, with broad shoulders and a wide smile.  And some of those same women had told him that they thought his eyes were his best feature.

To his left was a young woman who was about the same general age, with long brown hair streaked with blond highlights and an outfit that showed off her figure.  She turned her overly made-up brown eyes to him and regarded him with some concern.

“I think I've had just enough,” Paul said.

“Just enough beer?” Jeff asked.

“Just enough that I think I'll call it a night,” Paul replied.

The young woman to his left was named Karen.  Or at least he thought she’d said her name was Karen.  “Do you need someone to call a cab for you?”  She was almost a carbon copy of most of the women around the table.  Paul noticed that she had a strong face and a kind voice.

“No,” Paul replied, “I think I'll make it.  I don't have far to go.”

“You sure about that, bro?”  Jeff spoke with the same air of concern.

Paul waved him away, turned and ambled toward the exit.  A tiny voice in his head told him to go home and have something to eat.  Then he should drink some water, take some pain reliever, and go to bed.  As someone who sometimes acted on impulse, at that moment Paul decided he'd better listen to the tiny voice of reason in his head.

He reached the door and the muscular bouncer that stood next to it.  “Tomorrow is Sunday, right?”

“It's already Sunday,” the beefy man replied.

Paul pointed to the man in appreciation, then pushed the door open and walked out into the night.

One step later he plowed into something, or someone.

His balance left him and he tumbled onto the sidewalk.  He made an unflattering noise as he hit the concrete, then rolled onto his stomach and tried to push himself upright.

“Oh, I'm sorry.”  The voice was feminine.  “Are you alright?”

A slender hand, at the end of a long, slender arm, reached out to help him.  He clasped that hand and was quickly pulled up to vertical.  His world wobbled ever so slightly, then came back to normal.

To his relief, there was no one else on the sidewalk.  Paul hated it when people made fun of him, especially when he acted like such a drunken klutz.

“I didn't mean to run into you like that.”

His vision steadied.  His eyes scanned right, then focused on a very attractive face.

“I think I owe you the apology,” he said.  “I think I ran into you.”

Her eyes were dark brown.  Her face was slim, her skin a moderate shade of brown.  Her nose was straight and her chin had a slight point to it.  Her hair was long and permed into squiggly waves.  Paul thought she was beautiful.

“Well,” she said in a soft and gentle voice, “as long as you're alright.”  She brushed some dust from her black tank top and matching dress slacks.

He nodded, then realized she had not released his hand.  He gently pulled it back and smiled.  “Good night,” he said, then turned to go.  His right foot crossed with his left and he fell to his hands and knees.  The pain in his palms and kneecaps was excruciating, even if it was dampened by the beer.

“You better let me help you,” she said.  He felt her arm wrap around his torso as her hand gripped his shoulder.  She seemed to be able to help him regain his feet without much effort.

“You are most kind,” he said.  His equilibrium stabilized.

“I don't think it would be a good idea for you to try to drive yourself home.”

He knew he had cash in his wallet.  “Maybe I'll call a cab.”

“No need,” she said.  “I can drive you home.”

He scowled.  Over time, he had learned that, if he drank too much beer, he wasn't all that attractive to women.  On that night, he didn't feel all that drunk, but knew he’d had enough when he'd stepped away from the table.  He knew he was tipsy, but didn't feel as though he'd lost his faculties.  For him, the decision to go home was intended to prevent a drunk driving citation.  He remembered his father, ever the oracle of wisdom, who often used the phrase “better safe than sorry”.  He knew he could make it home without being stopped, but, he thought, she offered.  I can be man enough to accept.

He looked at her and was immediately entranced by those eyes.  “That would be fine,” he mumbled.

He led her to his car.  As they moved along, she kept her arm around his waist as his arm reached over her shoulders.  She held his hand as it rested on her shoulder, and that gesture helped to steady him.  He noticed that her head fit nicely against his torso.

When he tried to give her the keys, she shook her head.  “You can do it.”

He nodded, then opened the car door for her with a gentlemanly flourish.  She slid into the seat with ladylike grace.  As he came around the car to get into the driver's side, he noticed that he didn't feel quite so drunk anymore.

As he started the car, she leaned toward him.  With individual seats in the front, and a console as a divider, he knew she couldn't snuggle up next to him.  He wished he had a car with a bench seat in the front.  He liked it when a woman sat very close to him, but knew that she couldn't do so in that car.  After he put the car in gear, she took his hand and held it while he drove.

They reached his apartment building without incident.

He parked his sedan in his designated spot, then opened the car door to notice that she had already stepped out and around the front fender.  He led her to the entrance where he used his key to open the security door.  She accompanied him to his ground floor apartment, then helped him open the door.

“Don't turn on the lights,” she breathed.

He was immediately filled with arousal and anticipation.

She led him to the bedroom, which surprised Paul.  How did she know?  Clothes and shoes soon littered the floor.  She pushed him onto the bed, then straddled him.  Within seconds they moved in rhythm that pleased them both.  The climax was spectacular, at least for him.  After he emptied completely into her, he lost most of his strength and his eyesight.

He felt her lay down on him, then felt the weight of her breasts on his chest.  He felt her stroke his cheek, then gently turn his head to one side.  A moment later he felt her breathe on his neck.  In his addled state, he thought she might give him a hicky.  Then he felt a slight sting of pain.

“What the—”

He suddenly, spectacularly climaxed again.  And again.  And again.  And again.

His mind clouded over and his vision blurred.  And yet he continued to climax over and over and over again.  After what felt like hours, she licked his neck and raised herself up on her arms.  She stared at him as he turned his face back to her.  Through his slitted, fogged eyes, he thought he saw a red glow in her eyes.  He dismissed it as a hallucination brought on by the beer and her terrific body.

“That was good,” she purred.  “Excellent.”

She made a deft move with her pelvis and he climaxed yet again.

He couldn't help but groan, then lost all consciousness.

“You'll do nicely,” she whispered.

When he awoke, she there next to him.

Still on his back, he turned his face to look at her.

“Good morning,” she whispered.

“Uh.”

He tried to sit up but could not.  His stomach muscles would not obey, and his balance wavered the moment his lifted his head off the pillow.

“I didn't think you were still here.”  He huffed.  “And good morning to you, too.”  He struggled, then was finally able to sit upright.  “I need coffee.”  He moaned.

“I woke up early,” she said, “and found the coffeemaker.”

“Bless you,” he murmured.

Still naked, he turned in the bed and set his feet onto the carpet.  He hesitated for a moment to see if his equilibrium would change.  It did not.

“Everything in good working order?” she asked.

She's sarcastic, he thought.  That's good.  “Working on it.”  He levered himself upright.  The room didn't spin, which pleased him.

“I borrowed your bathrobe,” she said.  He slowly turned to look at her.  As she remained on the bed, he saw that she had, indeed, donned his dark blue terrycloth robe.  As he stared at her, she rolled on one side, then propped herself up on an elbow.

He grinned, then scanned the floor for his briefs.  When he didn't find them right away, he shuffled over to the dresser and found a clean pair.  After he managed to pull them on, he got out a clean t-shirt and pulled that over his head.  He pointed to the kitchen.  “Going for coffee.”

His feet shuffled on the carpet, then found the tile of the kitchen.  A cup had already been set out for him next to the drip coffee maker.  He poured himself a cup and found the small dining set in a tiny alcove of the kitchen.  As he settled, gently, into one of the cheap plastic chairs, he decided he wanted better chairs.  The ones he had were the plastic folding kind that were cold enough to make him jerk when he sat down.  The backs of his thighs were bare and vulnerable to the cold of the plastic seats.

A moment later she came into the kitchen and sat across the table from him.

He grinned at her.  “Let me have a cup or two, then I can drive you home.”

She smiled.  “What?  You don't want me to stick around awhile?”

He chuckled.  Damn, she's eager, too, he thought.  “Well, I don't even know your name.”

She extended her hand to him. “Gisele Franklin.”
They shook.  “Paul Goolsby.”
Their eyes met and Paul smiled.  “If you really want to hang around, I think we could find something fun to do.”

She beamed, then wrinkled her nose as though he’d told a naughty joke.

They had a morning of more fun and games.

She slipped out of his robe easily as he dropped his briefs and flung his t-shirt aside.  She let him lay her down and climb on top, then sighed and moaned and clutched him at the right times as he peaked several times.

Finally, as he lay on her, his mind drifted into a light sleep.

“This is fun,” she whispered to him.

He couldn't find the strength to respond.  And when he woke up again, he was on his back and she was next to him.  They were both naked, her hand on his chest.  The blanket and top sheet were on the floor beyond the foot of the bed.

“I need your help,” she said.

The mist in his mind cleared and allowed him to focus on her.

“My landlord sent me an eviction notice.”

He frowned.

“The rent is paid, but the owners of the building have sold it to a developer.  They're going to knock down the entire building and put up those cheap and ugly apartment buildings you see all over town.”

He scowled.

“I'm locked out of my own home.”

“Oh no.”

“Can I stay here until I figure something out?”  She stroked his chest, stomach, groin.

He couldn't help but respond.  “Sure.”

They had more fun and games throughout the day.  Hours later he lapsed into a black and dreamless sleep.

Gisele laid next to him, her arm around his middle, and knew she'd found someone to sustain her.  She smiled and felt satisfied that the seduction was complete.
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CHAPTER TWO
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The next day surprised him.

Or, he thought, I surprised myself.  Paul awoke minutes before the alarm, then went through his morning routine with practiced efficiency.  He'd heard it called “morning autopilot” by his co-workers, and believed the term to be correct.  He heard the shower run on his way out and grinned.  Perhaps she will stick around, he thought.

He went through the day with boundless energy.  Every task assigned to him was completed in record time.  Every regular duty was handled correctly.  He felt as though he could act like the famous superhero and vault over buildings in the proverbial single bound.

When he returned home, she was there.

To his astonishment, she had dinner waiting for him.  The steak was medium rare.  The potatoes were mashed and delicious.  Also on the plate was a serving of spinach.  He didn't much like spinach, but ate it just to please her.

As he ate, they chatted about his day.  Then he noticed that, while she sat at the table with him, she didn't touch the food on her plate.  She had a tiny portion of potato, a small chunk of beef and a tiny dollop of spinach.  Her tiny glass was filled with water.  His tall glass contained a white, milky substance that he thought tasted like milk.  Again, he consumed it to please her.

They sat on the couch and watched the evening news, rerun sitcoms, a drama show he liked.  She leaned against him as he draped
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