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      A contemporary erotic short story in five parts.

      

      “Amy” (not her real name) is caught between a guy she has nothing in common with, except in the bedroom, and the boy she’s wanted for years who doesn’t seem into her at all. Will she settle for mind-blowing sex or hold out for real love?

      

      Contains: Alcohol use. Strong language. Explicit sexual content including self-pleasure and MF sex.
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      My head presses into the door.

      The date went well after all. It was dicey at first. Conversation wasn’t just awkward, it was virtually non-existent. We just didn’t gel. It’s a shame really. Marcus is unbelievably hot. But I thought, what the hell, I may as well be honest for once, and told him I didn’t see us going anywhere. I thought he’d give me that kicked puppy look; you know, the one guys pull like it’s a negotiation tactic. But he just laughed. Laughed with relief.

      “Oh, thank god,” he said. “I thought I’d be the one to have to say it.”

      Well, his honesty impressed me. So much so that I asked if he’d like to come back with me. He raised his eyebrows.

      “Back to yours?” he asked.

      “Yes, back to mine. My housemate’s out for the night. But don’t get the wrong idea. This isn’t going anywhere.”

      “Anywhere like sex?”

      “Anywhere like a relationship.” I downed the rest of my wine. “We can absolutely have sex.”

      He grabbed his coat and stood up. “When do we leave?”

      I smile. It’s dark on the porch. His lips are already on my neck and his hands under my skirt. I’m wet already from him quietly thumbing my nipple in the taxi. His fingers slip into my panties. My key slips into the lock.

      We fall into the living room. It’s empty. The place is quiet. I throw my jacket on the sofa and pull his shirt off. He’s ripped. His tongue is fighting mine while my fingers fight his belt buckle. My panties and my top end up on the floor. I walk him to my room.

      We make it as far as the hallway before he pushes me against the wall, hikes my skirt around my waist, and slides his dick into me. Slowly, taking my full attention. My breath is shaking. His hands are on my ass, squeezing it as he begins to thrust. In and out. Again and again.

      “Goddamn, Amy, your body is so hot.”

      Not my real name. But I’ll take the compliment. His cock is thick and long and rock hard. He pounds it into me like he means it. It’s a shame we’ll only have tonight, but I’ll take that too. Every inch of it. His hands squeeze me harder and it turns me on like crazy, thinking he might leave a mark. The end is building inside me. I can’t control my voice now and he fucks me harder.

      His mouth is on my neck again and it’s hot as hell in this tiny hallway. I grip him. I can feel it. The stretch as he pushes into me, the slide as he pulls away to go again. Something tugs at the fringes of my mind, but I push it away, hold it down, harder than he holds onto me, crashing my hips into his. My body starts trembling; sweat drips from my forehead.

      My orgasm rips through me. It’s a whirlpool that sucks my body in, sucks his dick inside me, clamps my thighs together while he's slamming into me. I’m wetter now and he’s still going, harder, faster. He’s close and I can feel it.

      With a final thrust, he collapses into me. He tries to take my weight, but we fall to the floor, panting, gasping, breathless.

      Across the room, his phone rings. We wait for it to stop, but it starts again. He groans and rolls over. I watch him walk to his pants and dig it out of the pocket. He studies it, then turns to me, apologetically. I don’t need to guess what happens next.

      “I’m really sorry, Amy,” he says, offering me a hand. “I have to go.”

      “Everything all right?”

      “Yeah, just something I gotta take care of. How rude of me, huh?”

      I fish his shirt from under the coffee table and hand it to him. “Second door on the right if you need a mirror.”

      He comes out fully dressed, nervous in the face, but his grin still looks a million bucks. “Sorry to run off. I’m not normally like this,” he says. “It was nice meeting you.”

      “Nice meeting you too.”

      “Maybe we can do this again.”

      I smile back. I guess I wouldn’t mind seeing him again.

      When Marcus is gone, I lock the door and freshen up. I pluck my jacket off the sofa and notice your shirt is underneath, crumpled, tucked next to a cushion. I look around the living room. Still just me, all by myself. Well, when can you be honest if not when you’re alone? I pick up your shirt and hold it to my face. It smells of you. I flutter and I’m wet again.

      Then I hear a jangle of keys outside. It’s probably Craig. He’s talking. Probably with you. I grab the rest of my things and head for my room. As silently as I can manage, I slip into bed, one hand reaching for the light switch, the other between my legs.
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      It’s Sunday. I can tell by the strip of sunlight that creeps between the blinds and settles on your pecs. There’s gold highlights in your chest hair. I never noticed it before. You open your eyes and I look away.

      “Oh, hey,” you mumble.

      You frown, at the drool-soaked cushion under your cheek, at the too-warm couch beneath you, at the sour tang in your mouth and the roaring headache pressing down on you. I smile at you. We’ve all been there.

      “Morning, Travis.” I’m eyeing Craig by the front door. He’s lying facedown by a spatter of shoes in the foyer. “Good night then?”

      “What time is it?”

      You’re still slurring. Maybe still drunk from last night. I’d know. You were three sheets to the wind by the time you exploded through the front door with my housemate passing out behind you.

      When you grabbed my waist and waltzed me around the dining table, you were too far gone to feel my heart going great guns in my chest. You complained about the heat and staged a grand escape from your clothes, then collapsed on the couch. A hot mess. Neither of you noticed me bringing buckets. But lucky you noticed them in time.

      The whole room smells like vinegar and brewery. But still, I can’t help staring at the flex in your shoulders as you bring a hand to your face and try to rub the hangover away. I can’t help but notice the body part that woke before you did. It’s in the corner of my eye, but front and centre in my mind. You don’t seem to notice. I open a window.

      Behind you, Craig wakes up and slithers onto the couch. You exchange a look, an inside joke, and laugh. You punch him in the arm.

      “Fuck me, what a night,” he marvels, punching you back. “That chick was fucking insane.”

      “Craig, man,” you say, rubbing your face again, “I’m gonna need coffee, bro.”

      “Yeah, yeah right.” My housemate turns to me. “We got any coffee?”

      “Sorry, we’re out,” I say and wave my takeaway cup. “Didn’t realise you’d be up so early, else I woulda gotten you some too.”

      Your phone lights up on the table. Max, it says. Craig laughs again, asks if you want to head over, then gets up to get changed. You rinse your bucket in the laundry sink and come back to find your clothes. I’ve left them on the footrest and I’m sitting at the dining table, sipping my joe.

      “What d’ya get up to last night?” you ask.

      “Nothing,” I shrug, “watched a bit of Netflix.” Wondered what you were up to.

      “No date?”

      “Nah.”

      “What about that guy you saw last week? How’s that going?”

      “Who, Marcus? Yeah, that’s going OK.” My memory jogs. I tell you to hold on. I run to my room and return with your shirt. “Found this in my washbasket the other day,” I say. “Must have picked it up by mistake.”

      It’s a lie. But you believe it. Your face lights up the room and, hand outstretched, you stumble forward. You lose your footing in the leg of your pants and we fall into the hallway wall. Your body’s like a bar heater and I start to sweat. Your hand catches my shoulder. My breath follows you as you pull away.

      “Oops, sorry,” you say. We laugh and the shirt slips over your head. It’s clean, smells fresh. No longer of you. Or of me.

      Craig is ready. You slap my back and leave. And I’m home alone.

      The shirt you wore last night lies forgotten on the floor. I pick it up and set it on the sofa. I sit beside it, ready to turn the TV on, but something stops me.

      Between my legs, I’m wet, I know it. I’m sliding over myself in my seat. The thought of you sleeping here in just your boxers lingers with me. I lift my legs onto the seat and lay back. My fingers creep past the band of my shorts, into my panties. The fabric is damp to the touch and when I draw them away, they come back cold on my skin. I peel them off, peel every layer off. A breeze comes in through the open window and tickles me.
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