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What you have before you is a woman of
strength and patience, a police woman, Lauren Godrey is her
name, but one of hidden desires.

“Honey, I’m at the library going over this
case.” said Lauren’s husband Luke. Luke Godrey was in the midst of
night classes to become a lawyer, one step up from his day job as a
police officer. The couple had met on the force a few years prior
to Luke pursuing his dream.

Lauren believed in Luke’s dream, but it left
her wanting for attention, she could only support him.

Lauren stood on the landing outside their
apartment door; a door closed just floors below where no one had
lived in some time. As a police woman, she kept her eyes open for
the unusual and took a step towards the rail.

From Lauren’s position, she could see a squat
man with a mess of golden hair move around a basement door.

Curiously, Lauren descended the flights of
stairs; uncertain of the stranger she would meet.

“Hello.” The man with a nest of blonde hair
struck first with a greeting.

“Hi, ah hello.” Lauren stumbled to make a
proper greeting. It was the instant that her eyes met the pale blue
eyes of this man; her hands gripped the stair rail tight for
balance. Even more so, when the man rushed towards her with his
hand out.

“Russel, Russel Keal, nice to meet you.” He
was polite, waited for Lauren to release her grip on the rail and
take his hand in greeting. If he felt the awkwardness in the
moment, he didn’t let on.

“Nice to meet you, too.” Lauren finally
spoke, a shy smile crossed her lips with a shake of his hand. She
had a hundred questions in her head, but none came out.

“Just moving in, I hope I wasn’t making too
much noise down here.’ said Russel. “I had to clean the place a
bit, part of the deal for my rent.”

Lauren stood there, that same stupid smile on
her face, lost with an unconscious nod, a bit like those bobble
head dogs on a car’s dashboard.

“Oh no, you’re fine…” she trailed off, but
caught herself.

“I live, I mean we, my husband and I live up
at the top of the stairs.” She said.

Back in her apartment, Lauren could feel the
blood in her cheeks, Luke was so busy to fulfill her desires. She
tried not to blame him or wander into someone else’s bed and cold
showers weren’t on the menu.

In the morning, Lauren made her way down the
stairs, ready for another day of fighting crime, when her new
blue-eyed neighbor erupted from his door.

“Whoa! Don’t shoot.” Russel stood a few feet
from Lauren with his hands up.

“Good morning. “giggled Lauren. “Don’t worry;
I normally handcuff the bad guys first.”

“Kinky.” said Russel with a wink. He walked
past Lauren and onto the street.

Lauren could smell Russel, she followed him
onto the street and watched his stocky body strut away. She tried
not to stare at his butt, but he caught her when he crossed the
street.

“Busted.” She whispered to herself. Her
husband was passed out in their bed; here she was ogling some
stranger who just moved in.

Later, after her shift, Lauren was walking
home, unsure what she would have for dinner, with Luke at the
library again, she decided to stop at the corner café. This was
confirmed when her new neighbor Russel, crossed the street and
entered Lulu’s café.

Lauren had no plan to sit near Russel, but
once inside and seated, she caught herself looking in his general
direction.

Russel’s waitress, Carla was known as a flirt
and talked it up with Russel. Her slim body and large boobs
distracted all interested parties. Carla could speak in riddles and
potential suitors could tell no difference to gibberish. Russel ate
up the attention, the touches on his shoulder, the way Carla leaned
her breast into his body to make room for invisible passing
customers.

It might have seemed like disgust, but Lauren
was jealous from watching this whole interaction take place. She
had never been with a woman, but she wasn’t immune to Carla’s
beauty, add in Russel’s hunky exterior and baby blues, Lauren was a
goner. A shear puddle of wanton desire, ignorant to the requests by
her own waitress, a not so desirable, frumpy woman named Olga.

Days later, Lauren was in the midst of doing
laundry, Luke her husband was away at class. She was folding a load
of clothes with the door to the laundry room partially closed.

To Lauren’s surprise, Russel suddenly swung
the door open with a basket of clothes.

“Oh my gosh!” said Lauren, surprised at
Russel’s sudden entrance.

“I’m’ sorry, I didn’t mean to scare you. “he
said.

Lauren came out of her shock and realized
Russel was only wearing gym shorts, his torso was bare. She did her
best not to stare, but she noticed his how firm and muscular he
was, not like some meat head, definitely easy on the eyes.

“You look so different without your uniform
on.” said Russel. He realized the way his words came out and
started to correct himself.

“No, I get what you mean.” said Lauren. She
understood what he meant, she was in such a habit of wearing her
sports bra, boy shorts and tying her hair back, she had forgotten
she didn’t have free reign over the laundry room.

“I’ll be out of your way in just a minute.”
Lauren said.

“No hurry.” Russel said with a smile. He
leaned against the utility sink and watched Lauren finish up.

The one light bulb, which hung down the
center of the small room, flashed out. The two new neighbors stood
motionless for a split second. Light from the entry way and
staircase crept in.

“I have a bulb in my apartment. Can you stay
here for a second and I’ll go grab what we need to change it?”
Russel asked. Before Lauren could give a real answer, Russel
brushed softly against her body and to his apartment.

A minute later, Russel, was back with a
folding chair, bulb and lit tapered candle.

“Here, if you can hold this.” He handed
Lauren the lit candle, then went about unfolding the chair to get
up and change the bulb.

Russel faced Lauren’s direction, out of
reflex she put her free hand on his outer thigh. He looked down and
nodded.

“I don’t want you to fall.” She said.

“There we go.” said Russel. Light bulb
changed, he looked down at Lauren, but she was glazed over, eyes
locked on Russel’s crotch.

Lauren couldn’t help herself, here she was at
eye level to a man’s crotch, the curve of his cock so perfectly
outlined, but it wasn’t the slight twitch of the bulge that brought
her out of her daze, it was Russel’s stare from atop the chair. He
stood over her, his eyes caught the candle light and he had a huge
grin on his face.

“Oh, I’m so embarrassed. I should go.” Lauren
said.

“Wait, look at your hand. Doesn’t that hurt?”
he asked. Lauren had held the tapered candle at such na angle, that
wax had dripped onto her forearm.

Lauren dropped her eyes, at first she wasn’t
sure what to say, but spoke after a long pause.

“I kind of like the pain.” She said
sheepishly.

Russel hopped down from the chair, folded it
and leaned it against the wall. He could see Lauren’s hesitation,
he could tell she wasn’t sure what to do. Russel leaned forward and
blew out the candle, took it from her hand and set it aside. They
were so close, Russel stood far enough to give Lauren space, but it
was she who made the next move.

Lauren stepped into Russel and gave his lips
a quick peck, backed away only to sway back into his chest. The two
kissed passionately, Russel took a step back and lifted Lauren onto
the washer. He leaned in to kiss her again, his hands tugged at her
boy shorts until they fell to the floor.

Russel pulled Lauren’s hips closer to him,
her legs rested over his broad shoulders and he started licking the
tiny pearl under the hood.

Lauren moaned, her discomfort from reclining
against the sharp edges of the machine only added to her pleasure.
Both of her hands tangled in Russel’s golden hair, each flick of
his tongue brought her closer.

Out in the hall, Luke opened the door to the
stairwell and walked the heavy wooden steps. Lauren never heard a
thing, she got completely lost in the pleasure Russel brought her.
Lauren’s heavy pants grew louder, instinctively her hand covered
her mouth.

From the top of the third floor landing, Luke
called out for his wife.

“Honey, are you down there?” there was no
answer, Luke walked down a flight and tried again.

“Honey, are you in the laundry room?”

The door to the laundry room was at such an
angle, that nobody could see inside.

Luke started down the stairs to close the
gap, when Lauren heard his steps.

“Honey?” Luke called out.

One final flick of Russel’s tongue did Lauren
in, she hadn’t pushed him away, in fact she had tightened her legs
around his head. Her thighs shook uncontrollably.

“I’m coming!” cried Lauren.

“Okay, I’ll see you upstairs. I’ve had a long
day.” replied Luke.

Panting, Lauren’s reality came to and she
hurried to regain her bearing. She pushed Russel back, patted his
chest with her open palm, a sign of uncertainty. She pulled her
shorts back on, grabbed her clothes basket, took two steps and
stopped.

“I’m sorry…” Lauren spoke to Russel’s bulging
crotch, grabbed the candle and run up the stairs.

In her apartment, Lauren tucked the candle in
a kitchen junk drawer and had begun to put the clothes away, when
Luke walked in.

Luke wrapped an arm around his wife’s waist,
pecked her cheek and plopped down on the bed. Lauren crawled up
Luke’s body and kissed him on the mouth, her hands moved
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