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"Knee-trembler (noun): 1) An act of sexual-intercourse in a standing position, based on the sensation of trembling in the knees at the moment of orgasm. 2) A fast and furious act of sex. 3) Hurried sex in an attempt to grab the moment. 4) A short story focusing on a forbidden but irresistible sexual encounter in a series by Polly J Adams."


  Forbidden Fruit

Tell me: am I a bitch? Am I a double-crossing slut?

No. On second thoughts, don't tell me. I know the answer.

I met Reuben for the first time at a dinner party at Heidi's apartment. Maybe a dozen of us were there, each with some or other connection to our host.

Katie was there. She was new, had only been at the law firm for a couple of months. She was our records manager, so I came into contact with her on a regular basis and in that short time we'd moved from nods and smiles to coffees and lunches.

I knew she was an espresso in the morning, skinny latte in the afternoon kind of a girl. I knew she liked riding, and had her own stable somewhere out of the city. I knew she'd joined the firm to try to kick-start a new beginning for her and her waste of space husband. I knew far too much about their marriage.

But until that dinner party, I'd never met the man himself. Her husband. Reuben.

I knew he liked Katie in expensive lingerie. I knew he liked risky sex – in a lift once, or outdoors, or at parties. I knew he loved Katie to go down on him, but she had never really liked it and only gave in because he got moody if she didn't.

But she'd never told me he was so hot! In his Armani suit, his tie loosened, his jaw dark with the day's stubble, and those dark, brooding eyes, all it took was a look. She'd told me what it was like to be fucked by him, the intensity, the power of his body, the passion. And when his eyes met mine I realised I knew too much already.

Was I a bitch already, just for looking? Just for imagining what it must be like?

My first fantasy image, as I was introduced to him and felt the firm shake of his hand and met that melting look: rough, uncaring sex, me against a wall, my skirt drawn up, one leg curled around him as he positioned himself and I felt hardness pressing against me, parting my lips, entering. Pumping like a piston and I'm trying not to cry out and... That was what flashed through my head.

He released my hand, said, "Hi," and smiled. "Katie's told me all about you."

I smiled back and tried to calm my racing heart. "Oh," I said, "and she's told me all about you too."

Does that make me a bitch? A slut? Just for thinking, for imagining?

Or was it what we did later that evening that tipped the balance?

§

It was a squeeze to fit all of us around Heidi's table, but we managed. Reuben sat next to me, and it was inevitable that there would be some physical contact. Was it deliberate? Did he press his thigh against mine just a bit too much? Did I allow my bare arm to brush against his one or two times more than I really had to?

Not to start with, I think.

To my left, Wendy sat with her leg pressed against mine throughout the meal with no suggestion that it was anything more than a space thing. It was just bodies, squeezed together. Unavoidable.

So when did casual touch become more?

We talked. Of course we talked. We were sitting next to each other. He was the husband of my new colleague. I'm a nice person. (And a bitch, of course.) We talked about how he loved the city, but was always glad to get away to their home a few miles up the coast. We talked about how the house had been given to them by Katie's parents and he had this work ethic thing that made him feel guilty that he hadn't earned it. We talked about how spring appeared to have come early this year and how beautiful it was up along the hill trails where he liked to hike.

His thigh against mine was solid, immovable. He was fit. He ran along the beach most mornings, and he ran those hill trails too. His body was lean, his muscles hard. And he was pressing against me and I was wondering what it would be like if there were no clothes in the way and was he pressing just a little too hard, a little too long?

I twisted in my seat so that I could move my leg away from his, but that only pressed my ass against his hip. Now he shifted, turned to say something to his wife, pressing back against my butt.

Just a small movement in my seat, squeezing my legs together, and I was suddenly intensely aware of my pussy, my clit.

I chatted to Wendy. I tried to banish from my mind any thought of Reuben.

He was hot, yes, but I knew he was a selfish lover, an arrogant pig of a man... simply not a man who would ever interest me. And he was Katie's husband.

§

Tell me, which is hornier? Which is more of a turn-on?

Sitting next to a man you can't have, a man you can't even want, and touching him. The uncertainty, not knowing when a touch is just an inadvertent thing and when it might be something more.

Or the eyes. The looks across a room. The knowing you're being checked out, studied, enjoyed. Wanted.

Which is hornier?

Or maybe... different kinds of horny. Different kinds of turn-on.

The touches... We couldn't help it. We were sitting so close together. Like I say: I pressed against Wendy on my other side just as much. And I bet Reuben was pressing against Katie to his other side.

Did his thigh press against her quite as firmly, quite as insistently, as it did against me? Did their arms meet?

Did he, late in the meal, reach under the table as if to scratch his leg but instead, lightly draw clawed fingers up her thigh, his touch surprisingly delicate and incredibly intense? Maybe he even did that to her at the same time as he did me. I didn't check what his other hand was doing. All my attention was focused on my thigh, his touch, the stabs of pleasure it was sending through my entire body.

Maybe he did. I remembered that he liked risky sex. The three of us sitting there, all innocence: how much of a turn-on was that for him?

Later, we went to the living room to drink port and bourbon. I had one end of the sofa while Reuben stood with Abe and Billy by the window with cigars and a bottle of Jim Beam between them.

The first time he looked at me I smiled back, then wondered if that had been the right thing to do to someone who had just felt me up at the dinner table. I didn't want him. I couldn't want him. He was forbidden fruit.

The next time he looked at me I pretended not to notice. His gaze lingered, wandered. It roamed my body. I wanted to raise a hand, modestly cover my cleavage. But then his gaze wandered further down, my black pencil skirt emphasising the curve of hip, the long legs in sheer black hold-ups. I pointed my toes, knowing that made my legs look even longer, then realized what I was doing and stopped, twisting in my seat to talk to Heidi
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