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      I wake up, lying on my right side, my husband Dante behind me. I feel something hard against the cleft of my butt, and I’m pretty sure I know what it is. Dante presses close to me, moves his hips—and yes, it’s exactly what I thought. I lift my head—it’s not even midnight yet.

      With a little sigh, he gets closer to me, his shaft sliding between my cheeks, my underwear in the way. He slips his left hand under my t-shirt, lightly pinching my nipple with two fingers as he uses the rest of his hand to squeeze my breast. He starts to kiss my neck.

      This isn’t an unusual position for me to wake up in—Dante loves my body, and especially loves my boobs, and wants sex a lot. I’ve awakened in this position at least once or twice a week since we’ve moved in together before we were married, although the frequency of our sex has dwindled in the eight years since our first kid came along.

      Tonight, though, his touch feels good, and he’s more aroused than usual. I’m more aroused than usual. And it’s been a while since we had sex, probably a few weeks.

      Maybe longer. I start to count the days—and yeah, it’s most definitely been longer. Almost two months.

      I sigh and a moan escapes my lips; I lean into his hand, letting him know it’s okay, and he responds with enthusiasm, rolling me on my back and pulling my shirt up at the same time. My breasts pop out of my shirt from below and both his hands are on both of my breasts, kneading them, lightly pinching first my right nipple then my left, kneading again.

      “Oh, Dante,” I breathe into his ear, “I’m really wet.”

      I know he loves it when I’m wet, and I know he loves to taste me, to play with me, to make me come with his hand. He and I don’t talk much during sex anymore, but I’ll sometimes give him a little verbal nudge in the right direction. Telling him I’m wet is kind of a code for the kind of lovemaking I want: it’s late, we’re both half-asleep, we both have shit to do in the morning, but we’re both horny and need release, and I want him to know I’m ready to go so we can both come and then go back to sleep. It might not be the most romantic thing ever, but after ten years and two kids, it works.

      And Dante understands. Pushing himself up, he kneels between my legs. I look at him in the near-darkness: his strong jawline; his Roman nose; his large, intense, dark eyes. His ferociously sexy body, almost a perfect upside-down triangle with his broad shoulders that narrow through his muscular chest to his tight stomach. He smiles, his eyes glinting mischievously, and pulls my panties off.

      And then I remember.

      “Wait,” I say, holding up my hand up.

      “What? What is it?” he asks. I look down, and his underwear is off, too; he’s positioned right in front of me, like he could slide right inside me if he stops holding himself up.

      I clear my throat. “I’m sorry, Dante, but remember, I’m seeing Dr. Williams in the morning.”

      When I was in college, I went to the health center for my annual exam, and the nurse practitioner lectured me for almost fifteen minutes on how I shouldn’t have had sex the night before because she couldn’t tell the difference between swelling from a medical issue and swelling from intercourse. I see that woman’s disgusted face in my head every time Dante tries to initiate sex the night before an exam.

      His face falls. “Oh. Sorry. I thought it was next week.” And he sighs and sits back on his heels. “Can I go down on you?” he asks hopefully.

      I shake my head, the nurse’s downturned mouth still in my mind.

      “Okay,” he says, and I can tell he’s trying to keep the disappointment out of his voice. He steps off the bed and bends down to pick up my panties.

      I smack his butt playfully.

      He pops up. “Hey, what was that for?”

      “Dirty boy,” I say. “You’re very naughty to be getting me all worked up when we need to wake up so early.”

      “Yeah, well,” Dante says. “You’re stunning. I can’t keep my hands off you.” He smiles at me, but there’s a hint of sadness in it too.

      “I’m sorry, Dante.”

      “Don’t be silly,” he says, pulling his boxers back on. “You told me you were seeing her earlier this week. I should have paid attention to the calendar.”

      “You’ve got a lot on your mind.”

      He nods.

      “You’ve got a big meeting in San Francisco tomorrow anyway. You probably need to sleep instead of getting me all worked up.”

      He walks around the bed to his side and gets back in. “Yeah, you’re right.” He kisses me on the lips, rather chastely. “Maybe—“

      Maybe what? I think. There are so many things he could ask right now. Sometimes, when he’s in the mood and I’m not, I’ll give him a handjob while he feels me up. Running his hands up and down my body while I run my hand up and down his cock, and he usually wants to kiss me deeply. The problem is, it often gets me in the mood, and intercourse is off limits for the evening because of my appointment tomorrow. I’m afraid I’ll end up so turned on I won’t go to sleep, and I won’t even be able to get myself off.

      For a brief moment, I consider braving my ob/gyn’s judgmental looks tomorrow if Dante and I have sex tonight. She’s probably more professional than the nurse at the university health center, so she might phrase things a little more delicately, but I think I still might die of embarrassment. Although I know a few women who simply don’t care. Amanda, my best friend since college, is one of these unembarrassable women, and she can’t understand my reluctance to have sex the night before an appointment. But I am not Amanda.

      Dante sees the look in my face and exhales. “Maybe tomorrow night,” he suggests.

      “Maybe,” I say. My mind is already racing ahead to all of the things I have to do tomorrow—organize the staff picnic, get the kids to a birthday party and pick up gifts—and Dante will be in San Francisco. I can feel myself tense.

      “I love you, Kendra,” Dante says, looking in my eyes.

      “I love you too,” I say, running my hand over his chest, his pectorals still taut and alert. I can tell he’s trying to calm himself down. And he’s still gorgeous; maybe not quite as cut as when we started dating, but still really attractive.

      I feel a little bad for him; he and I used to have sex a lot more often. But then we had kids, and Dante started his own business and it’s growing like crazy. So we don’t have a lot of time anymore. And it’s not just sex—we haven’t had a date night in a while either. Our last one was called off when our babysitter was sick; the one before that was superseded by a last-minute school play change.

      I roll onto my side, and he puts his arm over me, and starts snaking his hand up my shirt. I can feel his erection against my butt cheek.

      “What are you doing, Dante?”

      “Sleep naked tonight, baby.”

      I turn my head and look at him. “Oh sweetie,” I say, “no. We both need to sleep.”

      He looks disappointed.

      “Seriously,” I say. “You’ll be all over me if I sleep in the nude. And you have to drive to San Francisco in the morning for that meeting, and you’ll be exhausted.”

      I can see the disappointment in his eyes—I can see he’s counting the days since we last had sex, and like me, I see it dawn in his eyes that it’s been nearly a month. “I can blow the meeting off,” he says.

      “No, you can’t,” I admonish. “You’ve been at that company since the beginning, and the meeting is important. And I’m going to see Dr. Williams right after I drop the kids off. Plus, I’ve got work, too. Expense reports are due today.”

      He sighs and grabs his t-shirt and underwear. “Yes,” he admits, pulling on his boxers. “I will definitely be all over you if you’re naked.”

      I can tell by the tone in his voice he’s revved up and he’s wondering if this will be his only chance for sex in the next two or three weeks. Because, honestly, he might not be wrong—playing taxi to the kids, having my hours go up at work, and the investor meetings Dante has to go to have all taken their toll. Part of me wants to take all my clothes off, and part of me wants to have sex with him—and the bad-girl part of me doesn’t care what happens with my ob/gyn tomorrow. I’m sure I wouldn’t be the first of her patients who had sex the night before her appointment.

      And Dante’s attention does make me feel attractive and wanted. After two kids and the better part of a decade, I know my dress size has gone up a couple notches. I know my hair has darkened into a light brown from the vibrant blonde it was before. I know the laugh lines around my eyes don’t disappear like they used to. But my cheekbones are still high—“apple cheeks,” my mother calls them—and my lips are full and my eyes still sparkle when I laugh, and Dante still looks at me the way he did the night he proposed. We’re a team now, and we have an intimacy we didn’t have when we were dating. And I guess it doesn’t hurt that my bras have gone up a couple of sizes after Maggie was born.

      He pulls his shirt on, bends over me and kisses me on the lips. “Good night, beautiful.”

      “Good night, horndog.” I smirk at him.

      He turns out the light, and with both of us in tee shirts and underwear, he envelops me in his arms as we both drift off to sleep.
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      The next morning, after Dante leaves early for San Francisco and I get the kids off to school, I head to Dr. Williams’ office.

      Dr. Williams says she’s going to ask me some questions after the exam, mostly about the birth control I’m on. Even though Dante was snipped after our daughter was born, I’m still on the pill to regulate my cycle.

      “So,” Dr. Williams begins, “you’ve been on the Ortho Prevanique for about six months now. How do you like it?”

      I look down. “To be honest, I don’t. The physical side effects are better than the last one I was on—”

      “The Novador, right?”

      “That sounds right,” I reply. “And there isn’t any nausea this time, either, but I feel kind of blah.”

      “How often do you feel blah?”

      “Uh… all the time. Unless it’s the week of the placebo. Then it’s better.” Since the birth of our youngest—six years ago, as she’s in first grade now (really, where does the time go?), I’ve struggled to find a pill that works.

      “Are you still taking it?”

      “The Ortho Prevanique?” I scrunch up my face. “Actually—no. It was time to go on the placebo about six weeks ago, and I didn’t take it again.”

      “Do you want to go back to Kerristrin?” Ah, Kerristrin, my go-to pill before Dante and I were trying to have kids—the reliable one I’d been on since college. Sadly, after Maggie was born, it made me nauseated—like can’t keep anything down nauseated.

      So Dr. Williams and I have been doing this dance every year or so. We try another pill, and I don’t like the side effects. A couple of years ago, the pill Dr. Williams prescribed made me retain so much water I felt like I was sloshing around, and it completely hit the off switch on my sex drive. Honestly, that might have been the genesis of Dante and I going from every couple of days before we had kids to every couple of weeks. Or longer.

      At any rate, my answers lead Dr. Williams to talk to me about a new pill that came on the market a couple of months ago.

      “Maybe you’ve seen the commercials?”

      “I don’t know,” I laugh, “have they run on the cartoon channels? Because that’s pretty much all I watch now.”

      She laughs too. “I remember those days. Staring glassy-eyed at SpongeBob. Now it’s staring glassy-eyed at Instagram.” She takes a few tear sheets from the counter and starts to flip through them. “So, it’s interesting—the new pill has a different type of synthetic estrogen in it than other brands, and it also has an ingredient to prevent the inhibition of the production of testosterone.”

      “Wait—testosterone?”

      Dr. Williams nods. “Yes—women produce it too, but in smaller amounts than men.” She taps her temple. “Remember when we had you on Destrostep a couple of years ago? You reported a significantly decreased libido, right?”

      “Yeah. And water retention.”

      “Well, I don’t know how this pill will affect water retention, but Destrostep inhibited your production of testosterone.” She cleared her throat. “In fact, from what I’ve continued to read, I wouldn’t be surprised if it’s just getting back to your normal levels now.”

      “Wait—for two years?”

      “I can’t say definitively if it’s happened to you, but yes, Destrostep can stay in your system a long time.”

      “Holy crap.”

      “Believe me,” Dr. Williams says, “I was on it for a couple of years myself. Anyway—I’ve tried this new pill with some of my other patients who had similar side effects with Destrostep. The results have been pretty good.”

      “‘Pretty good’? What does that mean?”

      Dr. Williams smiled. “Some of my patients have reported an improvement in their sex drives to pre-Destrostep levels. Of course, everybody’s different.”

      We move on to a recap of my medical history; since I’m not allergic to anything, she feels confident that at the very worst, it won’t be as bad as what I’m on now. She throws in the standard warnings: it might make me more or less tired; it might raise or lower my libido; it might make me gain weight, it might make me lose weight; it might make my boobs grow or shrink; it might give me migraines; it might make my skin blotchy—and of course she gives me the whole warning about nausea and water retention.

      She hands me a sample pack and a prescription for the new pill. In the waiting room, I walk to the drinking fountain, break open the blister pack and take one of the pills. I look at the clock in the office: it’s not even ten o’clock, and I don’t have to be at work until noon. I decide to go get the prescription filled.
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      I can’t help but notice the little girl when I pass the Temple Coffee at the corner of 25th and h on the way to the pharmacy. She looks like she’s only six or seven, but small for her age, and she’s sitting criss-cross-applesauce with her father at a metal bistro table. I assume it’s her father, anyway; both of them have alabaster skin and bright green eyes, the color you think the spark will be when you bite into a wintergreen Life Saver in the dark. There are only two tables outside, and the second one is occupied by a woman in nurse scrubs who’s looking at the father and the daughter. I wonder briefly if they know each other.

      The little girl has on the craziest dress I’ve ever seen: long brushstrokes of burgundy, blue, silver, and forest green in a mishmash of shiny textures, with full sleeves and lace cuffs covering part of her hands, and a hem long enough to graze the ground when she walks. The dress is much too warm for the beautiful spring day, and if I were her father I’d worry about her tripping. She has a mop of curly black hair that touches her shoulders and hangs in her eyes. I smile at her and her green eyes get big, and her father looks at me and nods, and I keep walking around the corner and go into the drugstore.

      The line at the pharmacy counter is short and it doesn’t take very long to fill the prescription. I look at the trashy women’s magazines; one of them loudly shouts “the sex issue!” and I start flipping through it to pass the time. I stop at an article on ten ways to surprise my man in bed tonight; six of the ways sound like surprises, but not the good kind. There’s one on role-playing—a police officer, a naughty nurse, a Catholic schoolgirl—which seems relatively unimaginative, but it’s not something Dante and I have tried in quite a while. I think back—it was definitely before we had kids; it might have even been before we were married.

      I smile as I remember the Halloween after we first started dating: we’d only been going out about six weeks, our first Halloween party as a couple. He went as a sexy firefighter and I went as a sexy cop. He’d been reticent to go to the party in the fireman’s jacket without a shirt underneath, but I really liked the shape of his muscular-but-not-too-muscular arms, and the way his torso and shoulders looked like a v when he stood against the light. I’d convinced him to go without a shirt by promising to do naughty things to him that night—I did want to show him off a little, to be honest.

      I asked if I could take his jacket off, and he agreed, and every woman’s eyes at the whole party were on him—his beautiful dark eyes, his slightly curly dark hair, his soft facial features and their contrast with his hard body—abs and pecs and biceps. I took my jacket off too; the high boots, the faux nightstick, the cheap plastic handcuffs painted to look like metal, the black booty shorts stretched tight across my generous ass, the badge pinned next to the lapel of the shirt but the buttons undone halfway, showing the cleavage created by my most uncomfortable yet most flattering bra.

      I introduced him to my friends; they all gave Dante a less-than-subtle look up and down. Their boyfriends might have been jealous that their girlfriends checked Dante out, but I don’t think any of them noticed—they were all staring at my tits. I remember feeling quite warm, seeing both of us get that kind of attention—even if I didn’t have the skinny model body of some of the other girls at the party. I went up to Dante and kissed him (with tongue), his hands sliding down to cup my ass cheeks—yes, in front of all of those people.

      We turned to stand in line at the bar.

      “So you brought me here just to show me off?” Dante whispered in my ear.

      “Not just to show you off,” I whispered back.

      “To show yourself off too?” His grin was infectious, and his hand squeezed my ass again.

      “Okay—maybe a little of both.” I smiled.

      “I don’t know how I feel about being used,” he said, and one of his fingers crept up the shorts leg of my cop outfit.

      “Hmm, let’s see how you feel about this.” I turned my body so the room couldn’t see the front of his fireman trousers, and I put my hand on his dick, over his pants. Or—I should say, I put my hand on where I thought his dick would be.

      “It’s over a little,” he said.

      I moved my hand to the left, and sure enough, it was snaking down at an angle, almost down his leg. I rubbed the shaft with my palm, and then around and moved my ass up and down against his cock. It’s a good thing I’m tall—five-ten without heels, and the boots were giving me another three or four inches. Amanda, all five-foot-nothing of her, could have never rubbed her ass on Dante’s dick while standing up; she’d have gotten a buttful of knee.

      “Is that too awkward of an angle?” I looked into Dante’s dark, sparkling eyes; he was looking like he had already had too much to drink, and we were still in line for our first.

      “You might need to rearrange me a little.”

      I looked behind me, eyes down, and slid his manhood over a little more; I could see his ab muscles tense up. “Better?”

      “Yeah, I like this.”

      I bent forward and whispered in his ear. “You like the way my big ass feels grinding on your huge, throbbing cock?”

      He exhaled out and murmured something like a yes.

      “You going to fuck me good when we get home?”

      A smile spread out over his face. “You keep doing that, I’m not going to make it home.”

      I laughed and turned around, draping my arms around his shoulders. I licked his neck from his collarbone to his chin and he shuddered. “You’re a dirty boy, Dante. You’re a dirty boy who wants me to do dirty things.” I started to dance a little with him so it didn’t look like we were just grinding on each other, although I wasn’t sure how convincing we were.

      He closed his eyes. “What are you going to do?”

      “I’m going to put you under arrest, Dante.”

      “For what?”

      “For arson. I’m hot for you and you’re the reason why.”

      He wrapped his arms around my back. “Once I’m under arrest, are you going to take me to the station?”

      “Uh huh. And then I’m going to interrogate you.”

      “Interrogate me?”

      “That’s right. I’m going to make you talk. I’m going to handcuff you to the bed so you can’t get away, and then I’m going to make you confess it’s all your fault.”

      The line moved and we broke from our embrace, and, a little flustered, took a couple of steps forward. Dante grabbed my hips and moved me in front of his cock.

      “What are you doing?”

      “I’ve got a raging boner,” he said, “and you’re going to hide it from everyone at the party.”

      “I am not.” I smiled wickedly and stepped out of his grasp. Then I looked down and gasped. The trousers were tight on him, and the outline of his cock was not only visible but almost obscene. I looked around—Amanda and all my friends were watching us, wide-eyed.

      Dante grinned, took a step toward me, and whispered in my ear, “I don’t think I’m the one who’s going to get interrogated tonight.”

      About fifteen minutes later, Amanda pulled me aside, Britney Spears flight attendant outfit tight on her petite frame. “You are such a bitch,” she said, half-laughing and half-angry.

      “I know,” I said, half-apologetic and half-gloating.

      “Whatever you did to give him such a hard-on was totally unfair. Now none of us can take our eyes off him, and our boyfriends are all sulking.” She shook her head, “And to top it off, he can’t take his eyes off you. And you love it.” She looked at my costume. “I seem to remember last year, I suggested we both go as sexy cops, and you said you didn’t think you could pull that outfit off.”

      “Dante will be pulling this outfit off in about an hour,” I purred.

      Amanda rolled her eyes. “At his place or ours?”

      “What, I need to put a sock on the doorknob?”

      Amanda laughed. “Fine. I’ll go over to Ben’s tonight. I’m sure after watching you show off your tits all night, he’s going to be especially horny.”

      “I aim to please.” I curtsied.

      We didn’t stay at the party very long afterward, and I told Dante to leave his jacket off as we left. We walked down the street, holding hands, and he opened the passenger door for me of his car, parked next to the curb.

      I got in, and as soon as he closed it, I undid another two buttons of my shirt—almost to my navel. Then I undid the clasp of my bra in back, and had it off through my sleeve and in my purse before Dante had unlocked his door. Checking myself in the mirror of the sun visor, I saw a slightly tousled but sexy bombshell: my blonde hair in a full-bodied wave, my red lipstick accentuating my full lips, my tits falling out of the police shirt.

      He got in the car and looked at me, and his eyes widened. “Holy shit,” he muttered, taking me in, my boobs half on display, the look of wanton lust on my face.

      I leaned over the seat, feeling one of my boobs dangerously and deliciously close to popping out, and I kissed his lips, then traced his jawline with my tongue, kissed his bare chest, ran my tongue around his nipple, then gave him sweet kisses from his sternum to his stomach as I unfastened the cheap fly of his fireman pants.

      “Oh my god, Kendra,” he said, taking a deep breath as he felt my hand wrap around his cock.

      “I’m on fire, Dante,” I said. “I need your big cock inside me now. We’re going to my place.”

      He started the engine.

      “Careful when you drive.” I used my left hand to free his huge cock from the tight trousers. “This gorgeous dick is going to be in my mouth.”

      I nestled my face into his lap and kissed the head of his dick. A spot of red lipstick stayed, and I used my thumb to wipe it.

      I felt the shifting of the transmission and the motion of the car as we pulled out into the street.

      His cock throbbed once, almost escaping my right hand. I licked him at the base of his shaft, then my tongue traced the large vein on the underside of the shaft all the way to the corona, where I put the very tip of my tongue along the ridge, just below the head of his cock, and I felt the fingers of his left hand gently run through my hair.

      “You are under arrest for teasing my pussy without a license.” I opened my lips and took the first two or three inches in, sucking the head of his cock gently, and then with an audible pop, which I’m sure he could hear above the engine, I pulled the big, angry, dark magenta head of his cock out of my mouth.

      We made a left turn, but I wasn’t paying attention to the road.

      “You have the right to remain sexy.” I ran my right hand up and down his shaft again, then, when we straightened out, I encircled his cock with my mouth again, trying to get a little more in.

      A little drool trickled from my lips and slowly slid down his shaft, and my right hand rose up to meet my mouth, getting slick from my spit, and I felt less resistance moving up and down over the taut skin of his dick.

      Hearing the turn signal go on, I reluctantly pulled his cock from my mouth again and gasped as a little more drool escaped, landing on the head of his dick. “Anything you penetrate can and will be used against you in the court of pussy.”

      I heard a noise from Dante, halfway between a laugh and a groan, and we made another turn.

      “You have the right to an erection.” I quickly sucked him up and down, up and down, up and down, and pulled him out of my mouth again. “If you cannot afford an erection, one will be provided to you by a hot girl with big boobs giving you a blow job.”

      I glanced up; we were only a block away from my apartment.

      “Do you understand these rights, Dante?” I whispered, kissing the head of his cock again, then his stomach. He pulled along the side of the street, next to the curb, stopped, and threw it in park.

      “Upstairs, now,” he growled.

      I pushed myself up with my hands. “But you haven’t agreed—”

      He pulled me into a deep kiss, his right hand unbuttoning the last two buttons on my top. He roughly puts his hand inside my shirt and fondles my breast, then breaks from the kiss. “Get upstairs,” he repeated.

      With my shirt open and my breasts on display, I grabbed my purse and open the door. I see one of my boots left a black mark on the door of his glove compartment, but I think it will wipe off. I use one hand to hold my shirt closed and I get out of the car as Dante is trying to stuff himself back into his trousers in vain.

      I walked around the car to him and let go of the front of my shirt, then I grab the back of his head and kiss him deeply, my other hand going right to his cock, now wet and covered with my spit. “Fuck it,” I said. “My apartment is right there. I’m so fucking horny for you, Dante. Let’s just get there—no one will see us.”

      He nodded, although I’m not sure he knew what he was agreeing to, and he locked the car with the remote, and we walked together, hand in hand again, me with my open shirt, my breasts barely covered, and Dante, shirtless, with his hard, angry erection sticking out of the top of his trousers.

      “Oh my god,” I said, when I turned to walk up the stairs to the second floor, “I’m so horny. I can’t believe we’re walking almost naked up these stairs.”

      I pulled the keys out of my purse and opened the door, and Dante almost immediately turned me around and kissed me hungrily, me barely getting the door closed behind him, his cock rigid against my stomach. He wrapped his left arm around my back, dropped it to below my hips, and picked me up like I was the five-foot, size-two Amanda and not the five-ten, size-ten me. I squeaked.

      “I’m responding to an emergency call,” he said.

      My legs were wrapped around Dante’s hips as he carried me down the hall, pushing open the door to my bedroom, and laying me down on the bed. My shirt fell completely to the sides, my hard nipples staring up at Dante.

      “Those shorts are a fire hazard,” he said. “Take them off now.”

      I looked at him in the eyes, and the playful glint, while still there, had a layer of intense lust I hadn’t seen in the first six weeks we were dating. I grabbed the sides of my shorts, my right hand landing on the plastic handcuffs, and as I pulled the tight shorts past my hips, showing Dante how wet I was, I pulled the release tab and the handcuffs came free.

      I smiled as I pulled off the shorts down over my boots, and Dante didn’t know where to look: my face, my tits, or my pussy. I sat up, the handcuffs in my right hand, as he knelt on the bed. I wrapped my left arm around his back, kissing him gently from his chest to his chin—and then I drove my body up and over his. He was stronger than I was, but I was no weakling, and I caught him off guard as he landed on his back, his arms going back above his head, and I quickly snapped one of the cuffs on his wrist, and fed the chain through the metalwork footboard.

      “Oh, you think you’re clever?” Dante said.

      “I know I’m clever,” I said mischievously, and before he could move, I snapped the other cuff on his other wrist.

      He looked above him at the closed plastic handcuffs and then looked me in the face. “Kendra,” he said, “I was going to do some amazing stuff with my fingers.”

      “Tough luck,” I said. “Now you can get creative with your mouth instead.” I turned around, facing his feet, and I looked behind me as I put a knee just above his shoulders, and I leaned forward and slid my ass back.

      Bulls-eye.

      My drenched pussy landed in the middle of his face, and his tongue snaked out and started licking me, first on each side, sending shockwaves through my body. I closed my eyes and started rocking my hips back and forth. Holy shit, I was ready. I ground myself against his mouth and nose and chin, and my juices were all over his face, his tongue darting out every time my pussy passed above his mouth. I thought I was close, and I thought I might change positions—and then before I could even act on it, Dante moved his head. He put his lips above and below my clit and raced his tongue right over it, slow and hard, five, six, seven, eight times, then an orgasm rocketed through me and I couldn’t keep still—shaking, screaming, my juices flooding Dante’s face. And then I opened my eyes and Dante’s huge, rock hard cock was staring right at me.

      “Um,” I said, and I couldn’t get anymore words out. I feebly reached out with one hand and put my hand on his shaft.

      Panic suddenly flooded my mind: a couple of my previous boyfriends didn’t like going down on me, much less me grinding my sex into their faces, and Dante and I hadn’t really talked about cunnilingus very much. I rocked up on my knees, taking myself off his face, and looked behind me with a little trepidation.

      His face was covered in my juices from his cheeks to his chin. Had I been too wet? Had I gotten his face too messy? Had he not liked me coming on his face? Had it been too much?

      But then I saw the look in his eyes. I didn’t need to worry. It looked like I had taken him to a place he hadn’t gone before—and he’d loved it.

      Yeah. Damn.

      Why didn’t we dress up any more?

      I open my eyes and I’m still standing in the magazine aisle at the drugstore. My name is being called over the loudspeaker. I feel the color rise to my cheeks as I put the sex issue back—crap, not there—okay, it goes there instead—and hurry over to the pharmacy counter, a little embarrassed at the electricity between my legs.

      The pharmacist drones on a bit about side effects and taking the pill with water and waiting seven days before relying on this
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