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Shameless

Fire Investigator Emery Pearson doesn’t have time for
a relationship. Her career is everything, so the rest of her life
is put on hold until she reaches her professional goals. Sex is
always on the table, though. Finding the perfect woman who only
wants a quick hookup seems like a fantasy, but when she meets Lily
online, the fantasy turns to reality when they agree to meet. Their
tête-à-tête at the museum is more than Emery could
imagine—satisfying, exciting, and passionate. Can Emery walk away
from sex this good with no strings attached? Or will the lure of
lust keep her going back for more?
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Chapter One

I told her I don’t smoke. The tip of my cigarette
glows as I inhale. I watch the wispy smoke, a snarling dragon,
float up and disappear into the night. I indulge from time to time
when I’m nervous or stressed. Tonight I’m both. This one cigarette
is warranted—I justify—even though I already know I will smoke
another. I tell people I don’t smoke because of my job and I know
the dangers of fire. The truth is that I don’t smoke every day
because I don’t like wrinkles. I’m thirty-five years old and I look
like I’m in my twenties. I’d like to look ten years younger than I
am for the rest of my life.

Tomorrow afternoon, I’m meeting her for the first
time. Not the best decision I’ve ever made, but her schedule is
demanding, as is mine, and tomorrow is the only day in the near
future that either of us can get away. I have a meeting first thing
in the morning with my boss to review the case I’m testifying for
this week, as well as discuss my findings about the city’s latest
warehouse fire. After lunch, I have a walk-through in a building
with new inspectors. I somehow think I can get everything done in
time to meet her at the Caldwell Museum by four thirty.

I met Lily online about two weeks ago. I saw her
profile on a dating site, one that isn’t for finding a long term
relationship, but more of a no-strings-attached hook up. I’ve tried
my hand at a girlfriend. We dated for a year. She was beautiful,
smart, sweet, and doted on me. She was perfect, but for someone
else. I can’t afford the time. Nobody wants to date somebody who
can be called away at the flick of a careless cigarette. My
girlfriend wanted me home every night by six for dinner and no
working on weekends. I slept most of the day and worked a lot of
nights. She’s with an acquaintance from my old softball league. She
deserves happiness.

I deserve somebody who wants nothing from me but sex.
I haven’t gotten laid in almost two months, but that’s my fault. I
tend to burn bridges after I’ve fucked somebody because I never
call them. I’m starting to get a reputation in the lesbian
community and that’s not a good thing, so I decided to go off grid
and online. One woman caught my eye. Lily. No last name, none
required. Long brown hair, tight body, late twenties or early
thirties from what I can tell. She doesn’t want a relationship
either. She’s a lawyer and works seventy hours a week. I hit her up
on a whim and she surprised me by flirting back. Not too many
people are chatting on dating sites at two in the morning. We were
and the last two weeks have been a mixture of playful banter and
intense sexual innuendos. Last weekend we crossed a line because I
gave her my phone number, something I never do. We had incredible
phone sex. She likes my raspy voice. I like her submissive
attitude. She wants to please me. I want to let her. We decided to
meet tomorrow afternoon at the museum downtown. Not too many people
are going to be there during the afternoon and I plan to fuck her
somewhere between Monet and Seurat. I almost fell to my knees when
she asked me to wear a strap-on. I ran out the very next day and
picked up a new harness and a dildo. I asked her what she would be
comfortable with and she told me she would leave it up to me. I was
there the minute the store opened. I have cocks at home, but I
wanted a new one for Lily. Maybe because this online thing is new
to me, or because she’s the first girl to give it to me straight.
She wants me to fuck her, nothing else, and maybe only one time. I
was tempted to put it on and send her a pic, but we decided to keep
it casual, no pictures, no texts. Now that I think about it, she
only called me that one time. I’ve touched myself almost every
night before bed thinking about her. Her online pics aren’t the
clearest. One picture is her with three friends in Mexico taken
from a distance, another is her wearing only a red bikini and dark
sunglasses that cover her entire face. The third photo is a fuzzy,
profile shot of her in a courtroom that somebody snapped. Probably
an intern or her associate at the law firm. I’m not confident on
the features on her face so I can’t picture her lips or her eyes
when I masturbate. I use the bikini pic instead. My online photo is
a headshot that my best friend took. I look relaxed, yet confident.
My dark hair is perfectly messed up, the hair product keeping it in
place. My gray eyes are actually twinkling. I love my picture. I
put it on hoping that others would, too. As soon as Lily responded
to me, I stopped talking to the other women on the site.

I light the second cigarette and take a swig of my
beer. The mosquitoes will be here soon, but I’m damn sure going to
finish my smoke and my beer before I head inside. My phone lights
up with a text message.

I’m so ready for you to fuck me tomorrow.

My stomach jumps and gets stuck in my throat. I take
another drink of beer and put the bottle on the table, my hands
shaking with a mixture of fear and excitement. This is the first
time she’s texted me. I take a deep drag on cigarette number two
before I answer her.

I’ve been thinking about pounding your pussy with
my cock for days now. I don’t think that’s too harsh. She
doesn’t respond for a minute and for a moment I think I’ve scared
her off, but I see her typing and wait for her message back.

I want you deep inside of me. I want you to make
me scream. I shiver. I have no idea how on earth we are going
to have sex at the museum, but I will make it happen.

I am going to be inside of you so deep and so
fast. I envision her up against the wall, clutching me, her
legs wrapped around my waist. I’m almost six feet tall and have
been working out every week since I turned fifteen. Holding her up
won’t be a problem. Staying on my feet is going to be the trick. I
already know I just want to sink into her, top her, yet give her
anything she wants at the same time. She doesn’t want me to
compromise though. She wants me to be one hundred percent in
control of her.

I came hard last night just thinking about you. I
pictured your full lips on me, your fingers deep inside of me,
getting me ready for you. Okay, that does it. I gently snuff
out the tip of my cigarette, saving it for later
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