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This summer has been killer for my boyfriend Chris and I in our stuffy little non-air-conditioned one-bedroom apartment.  The heat and humidity got me feeling so cranky that I really thought I was going to rip Chris’s head off at times... until he came up with a fail-safe way to keep me cool.

I’d heard of couples playing with ice before, but it never occurred to me that Chris and I might do it.  Now that we’ve started, boy, I wish we’d started sooner.  Nothing else cools me down quite like an ice cube between Chris’s fingers melting all down the front of my body.

He starts by covering the old chair in our living room with towels and sits me down on it.  Then he goes to the kitchen and fills a bowl with an entire tray of ice cubes.  At first, we thought one or two would do the trick, but we quickly discovered that... well, ice melts.  You need plenty of cubes.

Sitting on the sturdy old footrest by the chair, Chris takes one piece of ice between his fingers.  Or, more accurately, he claws into the ice with his short fingernails.  Remember, ice is cold.  He sets the cube on my neck and it melts in an instant.  He follows the droplets down my chest, but when the water streams between my naked breasts, he takes a different route.

Chris circles the ice across my breasts, back and forth, until he reaches one of my nipples.  Once he gets to that sensitive spot, he circles the ice around that soft pinkish flesh until my nipple really feels the cold.  It’s an amazing thing to watch.  He goes around and around, and as he does my flesh tightens into a hard bud.  My nipples never get so hard as when they’re subjected to Chris’s wonderful ice torture.

When the first nipple’s hard, Chris moves on to the next.  By this time, the cube has melted down to a drizzling nub and he usually pulls another from the bowl.  As he gets my tit all firm and erect, the ice melts down along my belly.  Little droplets stream down into my into my pubic hair, and I always get a moment of thrill the first time a bit of cold water hits my clit.

As wonderful as the ice feels against my breasts, it’s a whole different story between my legs.  When I gasp my approval, Chris knows what I want.  He slides the ice down my belly and I tremble as cold water streams between my pussy lips.  Instead of darting straight at my clit, he takes a little detour and circles around my thighs.  My pussy gets really happy at this point, because it knows what comes next.

Strangely, the ice doesn’t feel terribly cold against my skin.  That’s what surprised me the most, when we first tried it: I thought the ice would freeze my flesh and I’d be in pain.  It’s really not that way at all, except when Chris draws the melting cube up my thigh and runs it against my clit.  That’s the only time I really feel the cold.  He rubs me with the ice, up and down against my clit, and it melts down my lower lips.  In less than a minute it’s colder than I can handle.

I tell Chris my clit can’t stand any more cold, and now comes the moment that excites us both the most: he slides the ice down between my pussy lips and presses it inside me.

How can I describe the feeling?  It’s like my pussy is so damn hot not even the coldest substance in our freezer can contend with it.  Okay, I admit, sometimes if Chris presses a particularly large ice cube up my snatch and I’m not quite ready, my pussy goes on auto-pilot and immediately ejects it.  But that doesn’t happen very often, and when it does we both get a good laugh out of it.  Imagine an ice cube shooting out from between my thighs and whacking my boyfriend straight in the chest!

Even if we have an escapee, Chris just presses it right back in, and by then my pussy’s acclimated and ready to accept more.  And more is exactly what it gets!  Chris pushes cube after melting cube into my pussy.  As the old ones melt, sometimes Chris gets splashed when he pushes new ones in, but that’s all part of the fun.  Usually, we can fit six ice cubes inside my pussy.  That seems excessive, I know, but you give it a try and you’ll see how surprisingly easy it is to fill your pussy with ice!

There’s nothing like a little ice play on a hot afternoon.  I like doing it because it seems out of the ordinary and a little naughty.  Chris says he loves playing with ice because I end up sparkling with the small droplets of water he leaves all over my body.  It’s worth doing just for the way he looks at me when I’m all wet and full of melting ice.
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They’d tried everything.  

They’d bought everything, every lotion, every toy—and still no luck.  

Anisha sometimes wondered if they were doing it wrong.  Everything seemed so easy for other couples, like the pleasure bled from their sexy minds to their sexy bodies.  Maybe marrying your best friend wasn’t as brilliant an idea as she and Kyle had led each other to believe.

“That little garden centre is closing at the end of the month,” she told him as he helped unload supplies from the trunk.  “They can’t compete with the big box mall in Westbrook.”

“Damn.”  Kyle shook his head.  “We moved out to the middle of nowhere to get away from all that bullshit.”

They’d had this conversation before, and more than just once.  They’d probably discussed their mutual dislike of big box stores hundreds of times since the one in Westbrook went up—not so much because the disappearance of Main Street was the primary focus of their energies and attentions, but because they had very little contact with other human beings.  They lived alone together in this fixed-up farmhouse, operating several online businesses between them. No neighbours for miles around.  Nobody nearby to talk to.  Just each other.

Barely thirty-five years old, and already they’d run out of things to say.  They recycled stories like old newspapers, holding back from saying, “You’ve told me that a million times!”  They were polite about it, but every day the repetition grew more irritating. Every time Kyle started into that stupid story about seeing Donny Osmond at the airport, Anisha had to sit on her hands to keep from smacking him.

They were too young to be this old.

“See what I picked up?”  Anisha pulled bamboo rods from the trunk.  “The garden centre was throwing them away.  Got some twine, too.  Thought we could tie up the sweet peas.”

“Sure, why not?”  Kyle closed the trunk and headed around the house.  “Let’s do it.”

Anisha felt silly for being so excited, but it was nice to break from routine.  She followed Kyle like a puppy as he headed down the hill and through the lightly wooded pathway, carrying bamboo rods and the mallet he’d picked up from shed.  They didn’t talk, and she was glad for that.  It gave them a chance to appreciate the birdsongs.

Beyond the pathway was a clearing that looked out over rolling farmlands, long disused.  They couldn’t see their house from here, or anybody else’s house, for that matter.  The old jackleg fence marking the property line was overrun with a thick cascade of sweet peas.

In sunny silence, they hammered bamboo stakes into the soft earth.  Kyle used the twine to tie on bamboo crossbeams at the knee level and up near his shoulders for the more ambitious peas.  Meanwhile, Anisha wove growing plants up the rods, tying them in place here and there.  She couldn’t stop smiling, and she didn’t know why.

“Looks pretty sturdy,” Kyle said, stepping back to admire their accomplishment.

Anisha nodded, gazing at those vibrant little flowers—pink, purple, white.  She imagined their softness against her skin, those delicate petals brushing her knees, her bum, her thighs.  Before she knew it, she was staring at Kyle.

“What?” he asked.  His grin was at once amused and perplexed.

She imagined Kyle as part of that bamboo structure. Wild peas would wind up his thighs, covering his chest with flowers, growing in his hair.

“What?” he asked again, but by then Anisha was turning him around, pushing him against the bamboo grid, kissing his surprised lips and touching him all over.

“Put your hands up,” she told him.  When he stuck them straight over his head she said, “No, more like... Jesus.”

“Like a scarecrow?”  He gave her an odd look, but when he lowered his arms he really did resemble Christ on a bamboo cross.  “What’s gotten into you?”

“Sunstroke?”  Smirking, she bound his wrists to the rods at shoulder level and then secured his ankles to the ones jutting vertically from the ground.

And he let her.

“What now?” he asked when she stepped back to appreciate her handiwork.  He looked good strung up against a backdrop of naked nature, but he’d look even better without clothes.

“Buttons,” she mumbled, undoing his shirt, letting it hang open in the afternoon breeze.  “And we’ll drop these.”  She unzipped his cargo shorts
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