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      “Hello, lovies. Thanks for spending the night with me. You’re on with Vixen and I’m here with an ear for you to confess your sexual prowess.  Tell me all about your longings, yearnings, and desires. We all have our sexual secrets and I’m here for you.

      “Share your experiences and awaken longing, yearning, and desire in others…

      “Here we go… let’s get started with tonight’s caller.

      “Caller, you’re live with The Pothos Chronicles. Tell me your story…”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      

      It was the night of my college graduation and my boyfriend of three years had just broken up with me three days before saying that we were heading in different directions and he didn’t see a future for us. My parents had hired a limousine company to drive me around for the night to celebrate my accomplishment and I didn’t have the heart to tell them that I wasn’t in the mood to celebrate anything, so after the obligatory dinner with my family, when the limo pulled up the curb, I climbed into the back and gave them a big, fake smile.

      I’d told them that my boyfriend had to work late at the office and was going to meet me later so they assumed we would be heading to pick him up.

      My confession starts the second I climbed into the opulent back seat of the luxurious limo and the rich leather scent surrounded me.

      The partition window was down and all I could see was the back of the driver’s head. I could tell that he had dark brown hair under his chauffer’s cap and above the collar of his white shirt and black suit jacket, I could see his tanned skin. His gravelly voice asked, “Where to, ma’am,” as soon as my father closed the door behind me.

      Since I literally had no destination in mind and I was wallowing in self-misery, I said, “I honestly don’t care. I have nowhere to be and no one I’m meeting, so you can just drive wherever you want to.”

      His eyes lifted and I saw him look at me in the rearview mirror. It was getting dark so I couldn’t really make out his features beneath his dark sunglasses, but I did see his full, perfect lips as they frowned at me. “Ma’am… I was hired for the night to take you wherever you wanted to go. I can drive around aimlessly, but that’s pretty boring for you. Is there no place you’d like to go? I’m yours for the night.”

      Without thinking and because I never expected a response, I blurted out. “Anywhere you want to go is fine. The asshole I was expecting to propose to me dumped me three days ago after we’d been dating for three years saying we were heading in different directions. I just graduated from LSU with a Master’s that I have no idea what I’m going to do with. An English degree sounded like a great idea and I’m a whiz at it, but what does one actually do with an English degree?! I don’t want to teach. I don’t have the patience for it. So basically, I have a very expensive piece of pretty paper to hang up in an office I don’t even have.

      “All of my friends are celebrating their accomplishments with the people they’re involved with… and I’m alone in a fancy limousine with a man asking me what I’d like to do and where I’d like to go.

      “You want to help me celebrate my English degree, man in the front seat with the sexy voice? Drive somewhere out of the way and fuck the shit out of me until I forget about what a joke all of this is… otherwise… just freaking drive. I don’t care where. Hell, cruise the streets of Baton Rouge and let people assume the person in here is some celebrity or person celebrating something instead of some twenty-five year old with no boyfriend, no plans, and a forty- thousand dollar piece of paper to keep her warm at night.”

      Looking around, I see the bottles of bubbly, also paid for by my proud parents. Reaching out, I swipe one of them and pop the top before drinking straight from the bottle.

      The limo driver says nothing as he just pulls away from the curb and I swig champagne straight from the bottle.

      The bubbles tickle my nose and my chest burns as the fizz travels down my throat to my almost empty stomach, since I mainly pushed my dinner around my plate as everyone smiled and congratulated me at dinner while they told me how proud they were of me.

      Whoo hoo.

      Thanks y’all.

      How proud of me would you be if you realized what I fraud I am?

      Laying my head back on the opulent seat, I continued to drink from the bottle as I was driven around aimlessly. I don’t know how long we were traveling and it was hard to keep track of the distance as we were caught in the Baton Rouge traffic and I stared out of the sunroof at the stars.

      The sky was black by the time I finished the bottle and my head was hazy.

      Tossing the empty bottle to the floor, I rolled over the seat and with great effort, made my way over to the still open partition.

      I realized I was warm in the backseat, but I didn’t know if it was because I was almost drunk or if I was actually hot. I had a light jacket on over my sleeveless dress and heeled sandals were on my feet. My legs were bare and they were lightly tanned from the studying I’d done in the sun in the last semester of college.

      Unbuttoning my jacket, I shrugged it off and dropped it to the seat as well. When the air touched my bare shoulders, I shivered as I sighed in relief before leaning though the window and trying to see the driver. He asked, “More comfortable now? You know you can adjust the air conditioning from the back and get the temperature to your liking, right?”

      I grinned and touched the exposed skin of his neck with my finger. His slight jerk was the only indication he gave that he even felt my fingertips trailing over his skin. It was warm and as I leaned through the window, I could smell his cologne. It smelled like a mixture of spice and the ocean. It was intoxicating. I mumbled, “You smell amazing. What is that?” My nose was basically buried in his neck as I kneeled on the seat and leaned through the window to better smell him.

      He growled. “You need to sit back. That’s dangerous and not really allowed. If I wreck, you could be really hurt.”

      I looked out the windshield and saw the lights of the river road and the emptiness in front of us. “Where are we going? What’s down here?”

      He looked at me in the rearview and I saw that he’d removed his sunglasses in the dark. His eyes were also dark and his face was sharp and sexy. He was all angled planes and gorgeousness and my stomach clenched at his appeal. I muttered, “Holy fuck. You’re fucking sexy as shit.”

      His lips twisted but his voice was firm as he repeated, “You need to sit back down, Ma’am.”

      I muttered, “Fine,” and kneeled on the seat while still facing the partition and staring at the side of his face. “My name is Nora, not ma’am. Can you call me by my name? And what’s yours or should I just call you fuckable hottie in the front seat?”

      What am I saying? I’m drunker than I thought.

      I don’t know him. He could be married or engaged or just have a girlfriend… Hell, he’s so fine, maybe he has a boyfriend. Most dudes as fine as he is don’t even like women.

      Why would he like me anyway? I’m some drunk, pathetic stranger he was hired to drive around.

      Ugh. I’ll just tell him to take me home. I’ll take the rest of the champagne and get so drunk I hurl and then pass out and forget all about this mess… at least for now.

      Yes, going home and feeling sorry for myself is what I’ll do tonight.

      I sighed and opened my mouth to tell him to just take me home, but his voice stopped me in my tracks. “I can call you, Nora. And my name is Miguel, but you can also call me the other one if you prefer.” His voice is amused and I gasp out loud.

      “I can call you fuckable hottie in the front seat?” I repeat to make certain I’m following along.

      He chuckles and my pussy throbs at the sound. “Sure, Nora. You can call me that if you’d like.”

      I blurt out, “You know if you’re interested, which I’m sure you’re not, because you’re so fine you’re probably gay, but if you wanted to… I’m horny and I want to fuck you.”

      I need more champagne.

      He chuckles again
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