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“YOU’RE LATE,” SHE SAID.  “Again.”

He’d been drinking, too.  She could smell it on his breath when he made his usual round of excuses.  “Gina, baby, I’m sorry.  I was out with the guys and...”

“And you drove like this?”

His expression altered with her flat-out accusation, but she was too damn mad to pussyfoot around the issue.  For a second, she thought he’d push past her and swear under his breath.  She was truly surprised when he slouched inside the doorframe, leaning his head and shoulder against the jamb.  His hair was a dark, slick mess of strands against his forehead. She hated the way her pussy throbbed just because he had on all that leather.  How could her body betray her like this?

“I’m sorry,” he said again, and this time it seemed like a genuine apology.

Sorry wasn’t good enough.  When he reached for her fingers, she pulled them away. “You said you’d be home four hours ago, Terry.  Four hours, I’ve been waiting like this.”

When he asked, “Waiting like what?” the anger sitting in her belly burbled toward her heart.  She turned and stomped down the hall in a huff.  He really had no clue—none at all!  It wasn’t until she’d started clearing the table that he called out, “Hey, what’s that you’re wearing, there?”

Finally!

“Oh, you like it, do you?” she snapped as he kicked past the plastic toy shopping cart in the hallway.

“Guess so.”  He perched outside the dining room once he’d taken off his jacket. Now he wore just a T-shirt and those soft-as-butter leather pants.

Steeling herself against his allure, she asked, “Do you know what serendipity is, Terry?”  She didn’t wait for him to answer.  “When Caroline and Ayden both get sleepover invitations on the same day I fit back into my old school uniform, that’s serendipity.  And what do you spend the night doing?”

Terry hung his head down low.  “Drinking with my buddies,” he mumbled, plunking himself down on one of the ugly-ass dining chairs he’d insisted on buying.  Leather seats and backs with chrome bodies.  Christ, she’d let him turn her dining room into a sports bar, and why?

All for love, love, bloody-fucking-love.

Gina clattered clean cutlery onto the plates they hadn’t used because somebody didn’t come home for dinner.  Her breath hitched when she said, “You could have killed someone, drinking and driving.”

“What, on the hog?” He snorted, like it was all a big joke.  “If anybody got killed, it would have been me.”

Whipping a cloth napkin at the table, she said, “Exactly! That’s exactly the point, Terry.”

She had so much to be angry about, but God, the way those leather pants clung to the muscles of his thighs made her weak in the knees.  She’d geared herself up to get laid tonight, and she wanted it.  At the moment, she might not want him, but she still wanted it.  She wasn’t even wearing panties under this scratchy plaid skirt.  She wasn’t wearing a bra under her knotted white shirt, either.

When Terry reached for a pleat and fondled the wool between his thumb and forefinger, a growl escaped his throat. His calloused fingers rubbed the fabric, and the image mesmerized Gina.  And then he let out a big burp and the spell was broken.

“God,” Gina snarled, pulling her skirt away from him.  “You really don’t get it, do you?”

“I said I was sorry.”  He leaned back in his chair, but he didn’t roll his eyes—that surprised her.  She’d grown so accustomed to his mannerisms that the smallest changes threw her off.

When he reached for her naked thigh, she took a step back.  “Do you have any idea what kind of night I wanted going to give you?”

Her bare pussy throbbed at the thought.  She’d shaved for him—first time in years.  Fuck, she needed to get off...

“Hey, hey, baby.”  He raised a dark eyebrow.  “You can still give it to me.”

When he tried to touch her again, she swatted his hand away.  How could she reconcile her desire to rub her throbbing clit against the leather bulge of his crotch, and her current abhorrence of his touch?

The napkins she’d tossed on top of the clean plates caught her eye. She picked them up, holding both end to end like she was seeing them for the first time.  Terry slouched in that ugly-ass chair.  One hand idly cupped his dick while the other hung halfway to the floor.  She walked around him, tentatively, in the clunky Doc Martens she could never bring herself to throw away.  Falling to her knees behind the chair, she tied his wrist to the metal leg.

He laughed and snorted, saying, “Yeah, babe.  Kinky!”

Kink had nothing to do with it.  “Give me your other hand.”

When he pressed his wrist to the chair leg, she secured it with a tight double knot.  He was stupidly eager.

“What’s next?” he asked as she circled around front.  “You gonna suck my dick?”

His smug smile made her want to slap him. Instead, she crossed her arms in front of her braless tits. “No, Terry. I’m not gonna suck your dick.”

“You gonna fuck me?”  His eyes went wide with anticipation, and she couldn’t wait to crush his hopes.

“No.”

He cocked his head to the left, and his prick jumped beneath his tight pants.  “What’re you gonna do, then?”

Gina straddled his lap and pressed her pussy against his bulge.  His crotch was so damn hot the leather sizzled against her juices.  She gasped at the intensity.  All day she’d been gearing up to get fucked, and just speculating on the what-ifs made her pussy pulse.  Without panties, her juices had drenched her thighs as she waited...and waited...and waited...

“What’re you doing, Gina?”  He leaned forward to kiss her, but he stunk of booze.

“You know damn well what I’m doing, Terry.”

When she clutched his hair in her fist and pulled his face away from hers, he winced.  They used to play like this when they were young, before they had a place of their own.  Without any privacy at home, they’d make out at the park, on the most secluded bench they could find.  She’d crawl into his lap, fully clothed, and rub her pussy against his cock.  God, it always felt so good.  She’d come three or four times in succession.  Fucking was a let-down by comparison, but once they started down that road there was no turning back.

She was so sensitive, shaved.  Every time her slick pussy lips kissed the leather shaft climbing like snake toward Terry’s hip, she let out a little whimper.  He groaned like she was torturing him, but she didn’t care.

“God, I’ve missed this!” she moaned, stroking her swollen clit against his erection.

Riding his dick required a diagonal motion and her thighs were out of practice, but the payoff was worth the strain.  Planting her thick-soled shoes against the floor, she bucked her hips up and left, down and right, rubbing her clit against the huge swell of his balls before kissing it gently to his tip.  Nothing else felt as good as this.  She could stroke off with her fingers or her vibe or... well, just about anything, really... but it wouldn’t give her the pleasure of a hard cock throbbing beneath a pair of leather pants.

The chair jerked twice, and she realized Terry kept trying to grab her before remembering his hands were tied to the chair.  She still had a grip on his hair, and his face looked so pitiful she almost wanted to laugh.  He was desperate, poor boy, and she wouldn’t give in.  Tonight he was a tool of her pleasure, nothing more.  She stroked her pussy harder against his cock as he struggled to free himself from the pretty peach napkins.  Her mother had bought them as a gift, for special occasions.  They’d never used them until now.

Today had been its own sort of foreplay.  Shaving her mound and squeezing into this school uniform had made her pussy pulse hotly beneath her skirt.  Now, with the pressure of Terry’s dick and the smooth heat of the leather, her clit throbbed like it had its own heartbeat.  It wouldn’t take long to come.  In fact, she could feel her orgasm sitting like a trembling itch at the base of her pelvis.  She knew just what would get her there.

Releasing her grasp on Terry’s hair, she quickly unbuttoned her top.  As she shoved her tits against his face, his mouth moved like a magnet to the nearest nipple.  When he sucked it, that velvet sensation zapped all the way down to her clit.  Bolts of energy passed through her, setting off sparks in her cunt as she writhed against his cock.  She felt hazy, now, like her body was something separate from her self.  Even so, she felt every burst and blast of her orgasm.

“Oh fuck,” she heard herself say.  “Fuck, yeah!”

Grinding her pussy in tight circles against Terry’s balls, she moaned so loudly she could barely hear his grunts and pleas.  His crotch banged against hers as he bucked at her clit.

“Fuck me,” he was saying.  “Oh God, baby, ride my cock.”

Her nipple had fallen from his mouth, and she shoved the other one between his lips, stifling his cries.

When he sucked her tit, the pressure resounded in her pussy.  It felt so hot she just had to see it.  Pulling her skirt over her hips, she leaned to the side and watched her baby-smooth outer lips splay as she rubbed the hot red inner ones against Terry’s cock.  The sight of her throbbing clit gliding against that supple leather, her body and his crotch both wet with her juices, sent her hurdling tits-first into orgasm.

Gina rode the waves, one after another, screaming, “Fuck, yeah! Fuck, yeah!”

She rubbed her pussy against Terry’s dick, feeling it surge and pulse beneath her body.  Whenever he tried to speak, to plead with her, “Let me get inside you,” she shoved a boob back in his mouth to shut him up.  He had his chance.  He chose to go out with the guys.  Gina was calling the shots now, and she liked to work the outside.

The silver heart-shaped pendant Terry gave her long ago jumped and bounced against her sweat-glistened chest with every buck and thrust.  He tried to stand, but she wouldn’t move from his lap.

She came in rollicking waves. An oceanic hum boomed in her ears as she gasped for breath.  Her thighs trembled, strained and shook, but her hips moved of their own volition.  She couldn’t stop them if she tried.

“Fuck!” she roared, hugging his head to her chest, fisting his dark, oily hair.  One more round of circles with her clit against the fat head of his cock and that was all she could stand.  Her pussy lips felt huge now, not just swollen but inflated.  Her clit was so tender the pressure started to hurt.  She climbed out of his lap, stumbling sideways on Jell-o legs, until the table caught her hip.

He was saying something, probably begging for release, for relief, but her ears were still buzzing with orgasm.  She didn’t want to hear it right now.  She got hers.  If he managed to get loose, he could bloody well fuck himself.

Her pussy juice glistened against his black leather.  Why did they call this dry humping when it made her—and, by extension, him—so goddamn wet?  The laughter that had been sitting in her chest like deadweight since he’d arrived home finally burbled out and, wow, did it feel good!

She laughed all the way to the bedroom, after clearing the table and turning out the lights.  She laughed while she stripped out of her old school uniform and her clunky Doc Martens.  She laughed even after she’d forgotten what she was laughing about.

In bed, she listening to him calling out, “Gina, baby, you want to fuck now?  Why’d you turn out the lights?  Gina...?”

She rolled over, stretching her arms and legs across the entire landscape of their mattress.  It felt freeing to have the whole thing to herself, if only for a while.  Too bad Terry had to go off drinking instead of coming straight home like he promised.  If he hadn’t spent the night boozing he’d probably have figured a way to wriggle out of those makeshift bonds by now.

His loss.  

She’d have to untie him eventually, of course.  Maybe when he was dying for a piss and she was craving a good hard fuck. That’s when she’d let him free.

Pressing her silver heart-shaped pendant to her lips, she kissed it and said goodnight.
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TOO MANY ENCOUNTERS began this way. Susan anticipated her husband’s desire and quickly slipped into the bathroom.  She’d have to bite the bullet eventually, she knew, but claiming “I have to pee” would at least buy her some time.  

Sex shouldn’t be this complicated.  It never was before.  So, what happened?  What had changed since they got married?  Nothing.  She hadn’t really changed, and Anthony hadn’t really changed... so why was everything different now?

Age.

Goddamn it, what a total cop-out of an answer, if undeniably true.  Susan faced herself in the bathroom mirror.  Even bathed in the soft light of those wall-mounted sconces, her skin looked faded.  Naked, her body was a sagging, withering shell of its former self.  She hated the way her nipples drooped.  They would plummet straight down to earth if they weren’t attached to her chest.  Her tits would never be perky again, not without a boob job, and fat chance of that happening.  She wasn’t the type to have work done.

Susan fingered the bowl of potpourri on the counter, cursing the thick layer of dust coating those faded rose petals.  Dead things.  What better complement to the harvest gold fixtures and outdated furniture?  Everything in this house was past its prime.  Last week she found a can of soup that expired in 1991.  Since when was she old enough to have twenty-year-old soup in the pantry, let alone a twenty-year-old child in college?  And Kyle was the youngest of them.  Jesus... where had she been all those years?

Leaning over the sink, she met herself straight on, eye to eye.  She was her own most fearsome competitor, and she would not be defeated by unfounded anxieties.  What was she so afraid of, anyway?  Her looks weren’t the big concern, if she was honest.  She always had lovely eyes, huge as a dairy cow’s, with thick curling lashes.  Her cheeks were thin without appearing sallow, and her lips bee-stung, plump and deep pink even without lipstick.  She would always have a pretty face.  The thought made her smile, briefly.

If she was brutally honest, she knew what she feared.  She was scared that she’d lost her libido and it would never come back again.

And the real kicker was that it had been an all-at-once loss.  Her sex drive didn’t drain from her body over a period of months or years, like honey slowly dripping from an overturned jar.  It was there, and then—poof!  Gone.  Her body had betrayed her in the most horrendous way possible.  It had forgotten how to love.

The worst of it was that she remembered what it was like to be young.  God, did the juices ever flow back then!  All she had to do was glance at the bulge in any random guy’s jeans and her whole body would flush.  She’d spent her late teens and early twenties perpetually red in the face.  Her little brother called her Tomato until their dad told him to knock it off.

When she was younger, the very thought of sex, the passing whisper of its possibility, made her weak in the knees.  And wet.  Oh boy, did she ever get wet back then.  Wet was her constant state of being.  In college, every professor was “the handsome professor”—even the ugly ones—and she’d sit in those lecture halls daydreaming about what it would be like to kiss them, fuck them, suck their cocks.  She had a dirty mind back then, and her actions were almost as bad.

Before she met Anthony, Susan screwed everything in pants.  She did.  And when she wasn’t drinking and smoking and nailing guys at parties, she was teasing her clit beneath the covers or in the shower or on the can between classes.  Her pussy was always so hot and ready, so dripping with the nectar of her arousal, that she couldn’t help herself.  It was a compulsion.  

Those were the halcyon days of female sexuality.  She’d felt empowered back then, and no less so when Anthony came along.  He wasn’t just drop-dead gorgeous—he was actually supportive of her goals!  And, as attractive as he’d been back then, he was even more handsome now.  Men were lucky that way: like fine wine, they improved with age.

Women were more like fruit: they withered in the bowl if you didn’t sink your teeth in fast enough.  Sure, Susan had had plenty of teeth in her, so to speak, but she just couldn’t come to terms with her dry core.  No juice left in her.  Still, if she didn’t pretend to be interested in sex, Anthony would go looking for it elsewhere.  And he was so darn handsome he’d surely to find it.

She’d been stalling far too long, now.  Anthony would wonder what was wrong, and she didn’t want him to know.  She could tell him anything else, but she couldn’t tell him this one shameful secret.  If he suspected there was anything was wrong, he’d try to fix the problem, and that would only make matters worse.  These things always sorted themselves out in time.

Unless they didn’t.

With a woeful sigh, Susan rested her shoulder against the door and turned the knob.  It swung open faster than she expected.  She fell into the bedroom, nearly tumbling into the armoire, but recovering her footing just in time.  She felt like a fool until she realized Anthony wasn’t in the room.  So, where had he gone?  She thought he’d be waiting in bed with that expectant come-hither glint in his eye.

“Guess not,” she said out loud, wandering naked into the hallway.  “Anthony?  Where’d you go?”

The house was eerily quiet.  Usually, they had the radio on and at least one TV blaring.  Now all she could hear was the hum of the fridge
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