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ONE
 
 
He had landed Friday afternoon, flown in from Boston on a whim, staying for the weekend at a local Motel 6. Corner unit, bottom floor. 
A Mustang Convertible was his choice of a rental, the few times he got to drive the cars he longed to own but couldn’t afford.
She knew he was coming; turmoil was running through her veins. On one hand, she had wanted him to visit, to find out if he was the same in person as he was online. 
Curiosity was tickling her in sensitive places.
Her logic was fighting it, but all it came up with was a weak; what if?
They had been talking online for some time, she was a former marine, he was a writer who was on the hunt for a serial killer his next book was about. 
They both had ghosts in their closets but none they wanted to talk about, instead, they hid in their worlds.
She took it out on the weights at the gym, he on his laptop writing words of no interest.
His comments on her photos had made her interested, the way he complimented her made her confused. 
She was in a relationship, he knew that. 
He was single, old enough to be her father. Still, they enjoyed the other's company. 
Online that was.
When he had checked in he called her, she had hesitated to give him her number, but her loins had made her do it. 
Something about the situation made her lose the control she had over herself.
It was the danger of it all, the thrill of the chase, it was what she had been missing since the days with her old unit. 
She was smiling with a tear in her eye as she answered the phone.

TWO
 
 
‘Hey, it’s me. Just checked in.’
His voice took her by surprise, it was the first time she heard it, something she hadn’t even considered. 
Her knees trembled, she had to sit down, there was something about that voice that made her weak.
‘Hey, glad to hear that. I am almost ready. I’ll meet you at the bar I told you about.’
Her reply was cordial, she couldn’t let him on what she was feeling, the rush that was going through her, she was confused at herself.
‘Sounds good, half an hour?’
It sounded like a statement but was a question.
Her hesitation gave away for a low toned breath that escaped her lips, it sounded like a moan. She was hoping he wouldn’t take it wrong.
‘Yeah, half an hour. See you soon.’
She hung up before she would say something she would regret later on. 
Her body was a flaming inferno, her mind confused at her reaction to his voice. 
How would it be when she saw him in person?
Leaning back, she stared at the ceiling, wondering what she had gotten herself into.

THREE
 
 
They met in the parking lot where they had agreed to meet, he was in jeans a plaid shirt, she was wearing almost the same. The laughter was heartfelt when they saw each other.
A hug that lasted a few seconds longer than it should hold them together, the heat between them, the smell, it wouldn’t let them part.
It was two souls that had found one and other in a heartbeat but with two minds knowing they could not be together; they had their own life’s as it was. 
She was happy in her ways; he was miserable when back home.
Hand in hand, they walked into the bar, it was crowded, they found a table available, a cold beer each was ordered.
They sat close, they could smell the other, and they gladly did. 
He wore an expensive perfume that he had bought in London not long ago, it lingered in the air, tickling her nose the whole time. 
She was a summer blossom with a hint of arousal, the heat coming from her was immense. The rose-colored cheeks were so cute to see, he couldn’t stop looking at her.
Her brown eyes matched her hair, she was going to color it, he had told her to wait until he had seen her in person the way he had seen her the first time online. 
Everything about her oozed an attractiveness that he hadn’t seen for a long time, she was funny, she knew she was gorgeous but at the same so insecure about it. 
Her eyes were a living display of her thoughts. When she raised one of her eyebrows, wiggling it with the music, he felt sensations running through him that were new to him.
They had another beer, then another. 
A live band came on stage, playing country music and their version of rock classics.
She brought him up on the floor, he was worse than a one-legged pirate trying to dance, rhythm was something he didn’t even know how to spell. 
Her laughter was contagious. He didn’t feel bad for his lack of skills, he had other qualities that she didn’t know about.
Yet.
At the table, they had wings and fries, dripping buffalo sauce, extra spicy, the jalapeños were strong. 
He loved the food; she was happy that he did.
Telling her about the book he was writing, about the serial killer he was chasing. Eight states he had been to where murders had taken place. 
The police, the FBI, none had put together the pattern. No one believed him that it was the same killer. But he did.
She was worried, what if the killer found out, what if the killer came after him.
He just shook his shoulders, telling her life would go on. Then they had ordered a second serving of wings.
Something was vibrating in the air between them, humming, teasing, making them catch glimpses of the other’s contours.
He had seen her in a bikini in a photo, but it wasn’t a well-taken photo, he wanted to take his own of her. 
But he never put forth the question, and now when he sat next to her, he didn’t want to ask her either. It felt weird to do it, strange.
The outline of her face was perfect as if an artist had drawn her to perfection, knowing exactly what the perfect woman would look like.
When she got up and walked to the restroom, his stare lingered on her body. 
The way she was swaying side to side made him swallow air. Her behind in those jeans were gorgeous. 
He was a butt man, like many other men, he just loved the beauty of a woman’s peaches. 
His mind drifted away, wondering how she would look on all fours, with her head on the pillow, just the blooming halves in the air.
A reaction happened inside his pants, he didn’t even notice her coming back to the table, her hand on his made him tremble. 
The burning sensation of her touch had melted his wires, he smiled at her, a warm and loving smile, buffalo sauce dripped from his lips. 
He wished it was her juices.
It was past midnight when they felt they had had enough, they got up, giggling like two teenagers on their first date as they made it towards the exit. 
The place was still rocking, it wasn’t closing for another few hours.
He took her hand, their fingers intertwined, she knew she shouldn’t be doing it, she did it anyway, it felt right doing it with him.
Her huge pick-up truck was hiding his Mustang as they walked towards their vehicles, it had been a fun first date, something it shouldn’t be called, somehow it had felt like that anyway.
He was courteous, he hadn’t touched her in any improper way all night long, not even tried to kiss her. 
But now they were so close, ready to call it even and say bye.
Their eyes met, there was not a single soul in sight.

FOUR
 
 
It was time to say goodnight and go their separate ways, she with her vehicle, him back to his hotel in his car. 
Still, they stood there, hiding in the shadows from her pick-up truck, their hands fumbling between a hug or not.
‘I so want to kiss you, but I can’t.’
She whispered in a beer-filled breath, looking down on the ground as her pinky felt his touching her.
‘I know.’
He was so close, his body was hovering over her, almost pressing her into the car.
‘I got a boyfriend.’
‘I know.’
Still, their lips met, softly, gently. A pecking touch that lit the flames within them.
She tasted like freshly picked strawberries at the farm,  rinsed, and served in milk with a small pinch of sugar for the first time in the summer.
His lips were burning velvet, inviting her into his passion.
A tip of a tongue touched her lips, she opened up for him, inviting the touch.
His breathing intensified, so did hers, she sucked on his tongue, doing things she shouldn’t be doing.
Before she knew it, his hand was in her pants, searching, finding, 
She let him do it. 
His fingers found her excitement ready for him to explore it.
He pushed her back against the vehicle, his tongue creating havoc in her mouth as his fingers entered the depth of her wetness. 
She moaned in his mouth as he rubbed her fast, pleasuring her in a parking lot behind her car.
Her legs trembled, she was so close, so willing to touch him but too afraid it would take them over the edge.
Everything was there, the shivers, the cramps, her fingers clawing his back, she felt how her body gave away as the orgasm rode through her body on wave after wave of satisfaction she hadn’t felt in a long time. 
It was the danger of being caught, the way he was touching her, everything about it was making her explode on the insides. 
Her legs gave away.
He broke the kiss and smiled at her as he held her in his arms, letting her recover from the bliss she just had traveled through in a blink of an eye. 
He pulled his hand up to his mouth, licked his fingers clean, humming from the taste of her fluids.
‘I should go.’
Her broken voice croaked worse than the frogs down by the pond, she was taken back from what just had happened.
She got into her car, tried smiling at him, but her head was still spinning, the landing was taking longer than normal for her.
He just nodded at her and walked over to his car, as he sat in, he saw her drive off.
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