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Natasha Moore


Chapter One

 

 

I stroll down the well-worn path from my cottage to the lake, trying not to break into a run. My pulse races for no real reason except for the hope that rises within me. The tall grasses brush against my bare legs, reminding me of his fingers trailing along my skin. The setting sun throws streaks of pink and yellow across the horizon and the beauty of it stops me in my tracks. I left my easel in the garden. Maybe I should have carried it with me tonight. Or at least my camera to capture the colors.

But my heart has been scrambling in my chest all day long and I don’t want to bring anything but myself to the beach tonight. Perhaps it is only wishful thinking. Perhaps he‘s never coming back. It’s been weeks since he last met me on the beach. Weeks since his expert hands played my body like his private instrument. 

I tell myself I’m here for the sunset, but my body recognizes the lie. I start walking again and my breasts feel heavy as they move with each step I take. I tied on his favorite bikini top tonight – the skinny blue one. I didn’t bother with the bottoms, simply wrapping a short pareo bursting with tropical flowers around my hips. My pussy throbs with anticipation. The flesh swells and moistens as I remember the joy his mouth and hands can bring.

The breeze picks up, tearing at my hair and pulling strands of it free from the clip that holds it away from my face. The beach is deserted, as it usually is this late in the day. No, there are a few teenagers down at the other end, laughing and drinking beer. They won’t pay attention to a woman at least twice their age, walking by herself. If they notice me at all, they’ll probably feel sorry for me, walking the beach alone.

I take my sandals off when I reach the sand. The grains sift between my toes and I wiggle them in delight. The sand is still warm, like the breeze blowing across my heated skin, drying up the beads of sweat that roll down my chest. I make my way slowly down to the water, the sandal straps dangling from my fingers. 

I won’t look for him. If he appears out of the gathering darkness, he won’t catch me frantically searching the shadows for his wide shoulders and long-legged stride. He won’t see the need in my eyes, the desperation in the set of my mouth. 

I keep my gaze fixed over the lake, the water reflecting the streaks of color.  The sun is now reaching the horizon and, as always, I’m amazed at the speed with which it sinks into the water. Does the earth really revolve that quickly? 

Why does time sometimes fly like that? The hours we spend in each other’s arms are over in an instant. Yet the last six weeks have crawled by. How slow will the rest of my life move if he doesn’t come back this time?

I catch his scent first, that sharp, musky scent that fills my nostrils, and I breathe him in with relief. I still focus my gaze on that spot of water where the sun disappeared and hold my breath, keeping that part of him with me for as long as I can. When he touches my shoulders from behind, my breath leaves me on a sigh.

“You’re here,” I murmur, leaning back into his hard body. The pink and yellow have left the horizon. The water and sky are blending together.

He steps forward, pressing into my back. I can feel his arousal hard in the cleft of my ass. His long fingers knead my shoulders where he knows the tension builds. “I’ve missed you.” His deep voice is low and rumbles through my body like the buzz of arousal. 

I turn into his arms because I can’t wait any longer to see him again. I cup his face in my hands and brush my lips across his. “How was the tour?” 

He sighs. “Exhausting. I’m glad to be back.”

Are those shadows under his eyes? It’s hard to tell in the growing darkness. Soon I won’t be able to see him at all. I take his hand and lead him over to a bench at the corner of the park, where the edge of a street light beam barely reaches. We’ll head for our private darkness soon enough, where my mouth and skin and sex will be aroused and satisfied. My eyes haven’t had enough of him yet. Not nearly enough.

He raises his eyebrows in that sardonic expression that almost makes me come right then and there. “Into the light, Caroline? That’s not like you.”

He’s right, of course. Part of the appeal of our trysts has always been sneaking away into the shadows, as we did the first night we met. He appeared out of nowhere that night as I walked the beach. Within moments we were crazy with lust, touching and tasting each other. We shed our clothes and our inhibitions behind the long boat house. No one ever goes down there after dark, but there’s always the chance that someone else, like us, will be looking for a little privacy.

Perhaps that was part of the appeal as well.

He sits on the bench and pulls me between his legs. The light is at my back. I can see him, but I know I’m in the shadows. The way I like it. It seems much longer than six weeks that he’s been away. 

“You cut your hair.” I comb my fingers through his short, dark strands. We’ve joked once in a while about the gray showing up at his temples, but I like it. 

He shrugs and pulls the clip from my hair. The heavy weight settles over my shoulders and down my back. The breeze picks up the strands and blows them across my face. He gathers my hair in his hands and pulls my head to him. His kiss is hard, bruising, punishing even. I know why and wish I could give him what he wants. 

At first his lips are dry, but as we crush our lips together, they quickly moisten, slip and slide against each other. Our whole mouths are soon involved. Tongues. Teeth. Taste. No one else kisses me the way he does. As if he would devour me if he could. As if my taste is the only thing that can sustain him through the days to come.

Or is that the way I kiss him? 

I lick his lips with my tongue, drinking him in. I’ve been thirsting for weeks. 

“God how I’ve missed you,” he says. His cultured, British tones slide over me. He clutches my shoulders. “Come home with me tonight.”

I try to pull away, but he doesn’t let me go. He slides one hand through my hair and holds onto the back of my head. His firm grip forces me to look him in the face as I fight against the panic scrambling in my stomach. A slight smile lifts his lips as he lowers his other hand to the back of my bare thigh. A delightful curl of arousal replaces the panic. I shift between his legs, moving closer to him, my hands resting on his legs. The cooling grass tickles my bare feet. 

His eyes seem to darken as he slides his hand up beneath my pareo to cup the cheek of my bare ass. The breeze coming off the lake follows his hand along my skin, blowing against the wet flesh between my legs. I vaguely wonder if anyone, like those teenagers over there, can see my bare curves, but I don’t care enough to stop him or move out of the light or do anything but press into his hand. 

His fingers play with my ass for a moment, teasing me with their nearness to that sensitive spot between my legs. I rock my hips, trying to get him closer, although he doesn’t need a reminder that I want those fingers deep inside me. He knows. But he’s not happy with me now.

Still pinning me with his gaze, he begins to stroke my ass with his long, calloused fingers and I melt as I always do, relaxing into the erotic caress. When the slap comes, I jump. I gasp and stare at him, but his expression hasn’t changed. We’ve tried nearly every sexual position imaginable, but he’s never spanked me before. The sharp sound seems loud in the quiet surrounding us. He gives me a couple of more gentle strokes before the next slap. Harder this time. 

I shouldn’t like it, but illicit excitement dances along my skin. Does he mean it as a punishment, a harsh reminder that he wants to take our relationship to a new level and I won’t agree? Punishment or not, the quick slaps are incredibly arousing. He spanks me again. And again. 

I can’t stop myself from bending over, tucking my face into the crook of his neck, pressing my ass harder into his hand. Moisture runs down my leg and my heart races as he continues to spank me over and over again. His other hand is still buried in my hair, holding my head against his shoulder. 

We’re both panting. My ass is on fire. My whole body burns for him. My pussy’s throbbing and I’m so close I can almost feel the first waves of an orgasm.

But as if he can tell I’m that close, the slaps begin to lessen. His hand strokes me again, lightly, gently. My skin prickles with the burn and I almost beg him to continue. But I won’t beg.

He drops a kiss on my head and I slowly straighten and look him in the face. His lust is clear in the darkness of his eyes, the tense set of his jaw. His mouth is set in a thin line, but then I know I’m not smiling either. We’re both still breathing heavily. His fingers begin to wander, sliding between the cheeks of
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