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I woke to find myself in unfamiliar surroundings, feeling a little groggy as my eyes opened and struggled momentarily for recognition. The bed that I was lying in was a warm and cosy haven that held me comfortably in its embrace. Lifting my head, I saw the tangle of discarded clothing laying on the dark grey carpet in a haphazard, yet logical, tableau that formed a distinct trail from the bedroom door across the floor to the bedside, with the final garment, a minuscule black lace thong, resting like a misshapen dream on top of my dark blue chinos.

I  realised quite quickly that I was alone in Heather’s bed, the room dimly lit by the hazy light of day as it permeated the spaces afforded though the blinds that were drawn across the window. I smiled as assorted images from the previous evening and night played through my mind. The first proper kiss we shared, the smile in her eyes as we spoke, the first sight I had of her breasts and how she blushed as I touched them softly. Her little whimpers as I sucked on her nipples. The feeling of her tongue in my mouth and my erection as she brought me to heaven with a lightness of touch that had been bestowed by the angels.

I recalled her taste and her sultry, musky scent as she became aroused, the feeling of warmth and security as we held each other close, her naked skin against mine offering an intimacy that was beyond my comprehension. I recalled the sensation I felt as I removed her thong slowly, her hips lifting in desire and need, slowly pulling it down over her hips as she sighed and reached for me, lifting her feet so I could remove it completely whilst offering me my first view of her wondrous vagina, a perfect vison of her latent femininity.

I reached my arm out of the bed and lifted her thong from the floor allowing my hands to wallow in its softness and sultriness. I brought it to my nose hoping for a memory of her heady aroma. I wasn’t disappointed. Still slightly damp, it retained the signs and scents of her arousal. I became lost in the memory and closed my eyes to savour it, lying there with it covering my face in the morning light.

“Having fun?” Heather’s voice floated across from the doorway, where she stood leaning against the inside of the frame, clutching two steaming mugs of coffee.

“It’s a structural survey, my dear. I’m simply making sure that you are safe at all times,” I said,  “now put those mugs down and come back to bed. I need a hug in the worst possible way.”

She wore a man’s shirt as she sauntered in and placed the mugs carefully on the nightstand, then jumped into the bed and shivered as she pulled the covers over her and snuggled into me. I kissed her as she gazed into my eyes.

“What time is it, love?” I asked.

“Almost ten o’clock,” she said.

“What day is it?”

“The day after yesterday.”

“Funny,” I said. “Are you awake long?”

“Not too long, I needed a shower. Someone got me all steamed up last night and I smelled of sweat and come, male and female,” she said.

“Sounds interesting, tell me more,” I said.

“That wouldn’t be very ladylike, little boy,” she said, “would it?”

“Maybe not,” I said, “but it’d work for me. Less of the word little, by the way, a man has insecurities you know.”

“Oh you have nothing to feel insecure about,” she said.

“So I’m told,” I said with a smile.

“By whom?” she asked.

“You just told me there a second ago,” I offered. “Don’t you remember?”

“I suppose you win that one on a technicality,” she said.

We burst out laughing and I pulled her to me. We lay entangled together there for a short, delicious few minutes. The coffee on the nightstand called to us so I slid my body upright in the bed and grabbed both mugs, handed one to her and treated myself to a large thirsty draft from mine.

“You have great coffee, Heather,” I said, sipping the next drop.

“It’s all in how it’s made.”

“Well, may I offer you my sincere contrafibularities, Goddess of Caffeine.”

“There you go with the words again,” she said.

She snuggled close against me. I felt a sense of peace that was alien to me and I kissed the top of her head.

“You smell nice,” I said.

“So do you,” she whispered.

“I need a shower in the worst possible way,” I said.

“Not as much as I did. Seriously, I was a mess.”

She pulled back the covers and pointed at the sheets.

“Look!”

It was pretty bad.

“You know, it wouldn’t kill you to wash these sheets occasionally,” I said and then had to dodge the playful blow that she aimed at my head.

“I’ll have you know that I only changed these sheets yesterday.”

When my mug was drained of coffee, I pulled her into my arms again.

“You fit in there nicely,” I said.

“Mmm, I know.”

“What have you got going on today?” I asked.

“Oh, nothing really. I need to do a grocery shop, that’s about it. You?”

“I need to go home and change my clothes first, I think.”

“Ok,” she said, sounding a bit deflated.

“Then, I might go grocery shopping too, I hate grocery shopping on my own. If only I had someone to accompany me.”

“Oh alright then, you can come with me,” she said.

“Deja vu,” I grinned.

“I did come with you, didn’t I?” she said, her body squirming in my arms. “It was wonderful, but I was talking about the shopping.”

“How long does grocery shopping usually take?” I asked.

“It all depends. It’s a half hour drive to the Mall, maybe another hour, or an hour and a half in the shops and a half hour drive back home.”

“Can you not get groceries in town here?” I asked.

“Yes, but I’ve got to get stuff for Colleen and a few other bits and pieces that they don’t sell around here.”

“Grand. Is it okay if I use your shower really quick?” I asked.

“Of course, but what’s the hurry?” she said, as she reached across and stroked the head of my penis with her thumb.

“Well, now that you mention it, there’s no hurry at all, but you need to lose that shirt first.”

She opened it slowly, her lips smiling brightly and her eyes shining. Her hand teased me to a hard erection as she kissed me deeply.

“It’s awake,” she whispered into my mouth before she disappeared from sight.

“It never went to sleep,” I said.

The next thing I felt was her hand around my shaft followed by a warm, wet heat enveloping the entire head as she slowly turned me inside out, making my legs perform all kinds of movements as she teased and lapped at my engorged head, all the while manipulating the shaft with her hand. I had no chance. She was an expert.

“I’m gonna come, Heather,” I breathed as I felt myself begin to envelope me.

“Mmm,” was the sound she made in implicit instruction.

She seemed to strengthen her grip on my penis. She took charge as a sharp tingling sensation ripped through me just before I lost control of all function and released a stream of my seed into her mouth that took about ten pulses to end. She held me in her mouth and stroked the head of my penis with her tongue as she brought me back down again and tenderly laid me on her bed. It was wonderful. She was wonderful. I placed my hand on the back of her head as she held me in her mouth until I softened. She licked me clean, sat up, smiled at me, and said,

“You can have your shower now, love.”

I pulled her to me, and we snuggled together, enjoying our nakedness.

“That was off the charts, Heather. Thank you,” I said.

“You owed me that. Remember?”

“Yes I do,” I could only laugh.
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She kissed me and said, “You go and take a shower while I get dressed and tidy this room up a little.”

When I finished showering, I wrapped a towel around my waist and went to retrieve my clothes from the bedroom floor. They were nowhere to be found, and the room had been put back together again. I heard the sound of country music coming from the kitchen, so I followed the noise and found Heather, her hips swaying as she ironed my clothes.

“You Americans and your weird music,” I said, “what are you doing?”

“I’m just giving your clothes a quick going over,” she smiled. “Your underwear and socks are in the machine. I’ll have them for you in a jiffy and there’s coffee in the pot if you want it.”

“You’re an angel,” I said and went to get some.

I took it into the living room and fetched my phone to check if I had any messages. There were many, along with about ten missed calls. The most important notice was of a lodgement to my bank account. I clicked it open. A €5,000 bonus and €3,800 in salary and expenses had been lodged into my account by Cadden Architectural. I scratched my head. There was a message marked JC, so I opened it. It read,

Tony, I transferred some funds to you. You might not recognise it because it’s a part bonus for your work on getting the North Dublin project
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