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“Ma’am are you trying to seduce me?” I raised
my eyebrow at the attractive older woman beside me at the bar, who
had her hand on my arm. She had a firm grip, the warmth of it
making me think of her hands all over my body, images and
sensations flashing into my mind.

A good-looking blonde, she was about 5’7,
with a fair complexion, the most gorgeous grey eyes, and full red
lips. A black low-cut singlet, blue skinny jeans and black high
heels complemented a great figure.

A piercing look in her eyes gave me a sense
of the seduction that lay within her. She started to stroke my
right arm, then used the nail on her index finger to make a mark on
my skin. I sat up straighter, alerted by the subtle pain.

“Maybe,” she said as she took another drink
from her glass of wine.

I smoothed over the surface of my arm to get
the claw mark off. Another thought of her hands all over me
embedded into my mind. I turned my head to the left, to see a group
of guys giggling and whispering to each other at the table beside
us.

She appeared to be in her early forties. The
ravages of time had not taken its full course with this woman, or
perhaps it was the meticulous way she applied her makeup. She had
fine lines around her eyes that made her uniquely sexy and sensual.
Something about the mysterious way she imprinted that energy
attracted me to her.

“Dinner would have been a nice start, you
know,” I said in a playful tone.

“I’m cutting to the chase, I want you as
dessert,” she murmured.

She was definitely stroking my ego. My mouth
tightened as she edged closer to me, but she didn’t flinch at all,
her steel-grey eyes drawing me knee deep into the world of her
desire. Yet oddly, I could feel a sense of sadness that lay behind
her mask of sexual assertiveness.

I hit back with a deep gaze of my own, trying
to peel away the layers, to figure her out, and I remembered that I
had seen her before.

She took another drink from her wine glass
and placed it on the bar as she engaged my gaze, slightly widening
her striking grey eyes. “What are you thinking about, young man?”
She licked her lips and crossed her legs, catching me glancing at
the toned calves.

“I’m thinking how a woman so pretty, could be
so sad.”

She paused, definitely taken aback by my
comment.

“Sad? You don’t know me, she sneered. How the
fuck would you know?”

“I know your name is Sherry, for one,” I
said, frowning at her unladylike profanity.

“Are you a stalker?”

“No, I’m not a stalker, but I have seen you
before.”

“Seen me where?” she asked.

The barman came around and filled my glass
with whiskey, topping it up with dry ginger ale. The ice cubes were
half melted; the condensation on the glass beaded down.

“I was at the bar in the casino across the
road," I said, "having a quiet drink while you were talking to your
friend Natalie, about some gigolo you were sleeping with.”

She nodded, perhaps remembering. She bit her
lip, her face flushing rose red. “Oh – Pita. My platonic friend.
I’m not sad, young man, not by any stretch.”

I blinked twice. “Platonic friend… that’s
very interesting, so what does that make me?”

She gave the most devilish smirk and inhaled
deeply before she whispered in my ear, “Like I said
before…dessert.”

I swallowed as her silky smooth voice sent
tingles up my spine. Perhaps I was a bit intimidated but the
incongruence in her eyes still made me see through her. “I don’t do
dessert unless you take me to dinner first.”

Her ears began to prick up, and she put down
her glass. Her eyes narrowed. She was about to roar. “Excuse
me?”

“It’s my rule – dinner, then maybe dessert if
you’re sweet enough.”

She stood up to put her bag around her
shoulder. “You’re an asshole, you could have had a real woman for
the night and you act like a jerk. I hope you have a nice time
playing with yourself. From those calluses on your hand, you must
do it a lot.”

I opened my palm and smoothed my fingers over
the calluses on my hand, from my gym training.

“Perhaps, but at least my hand has whole lot
more dignity then you,” I said.

She froze, perhaps offended. I finished up my
drink, and took out a napkin and wrote my phone number and folded
it. She started shaking her head, about to walk off when I grabbed
her rear to insert the napkin into her back pocket.

The unexpected gesture gave her a made her
jolt and she fixated on me again. I brought her closer, her breasts
right against my chest, holding her. My hand was on her firm rear,
I gave it a squeeze when I said in an authoritative tone, “You can
take me to dinner anytime you want.”

When I released her from my hold, she had
that astonished expression all over her face as I left the bar.

 


***

I felt like I was transported into another
world, the only thing I could make out in the haze was Sherry;
everything around me a blur.

“I enjoyed dinner, but this dessert tastes
even better…” she said.

“Sherry, are you sure it’s a dessert you
desire?”

Everything seemed surreal as she stood by the
end of my bed, holding the bowl of creamy vanilla ice cream. She
began to tease me by dipping the strawberries into it, smearing the
ice cream across her lips. She didn’t answer my question, only
tilted her head up slightly and gave me a deep, disarming gaze.

“Well?" I demanded. "Are you going to answer
the question or spend the whole night undressing me with your
eyes?” I watched in anticipation as she licked her lips to taste
the sweet, decadent delight.

“No, that will be your job, young man. You
will be the one undressing me though, and not with your
eyes...”

My ears pricked up, her tone of voice had me
so aroused. I smiled and spent a moment admiring the alluring,
sensual lingerie that she was wearing.

The way it floated above her body, barely
covering her firm full looking breasts.

She took another bite into a strawberry. My
eyes widened as she sat right next me on the bed. I noticed the
subtle scent of her perfume that made me breathe in deeply.

My eyes shifted to admire the contours of her
body, her most enticing parts covered by the black lace
lingerie.

I took the bowl off her hands and picked out
the last strawberry in the ice cream. She watched as I licked my
lips to anticipate the sharp sweetness of the fruit. My mouth was
watering even before I placed it inside.

I stopped with the tip of the strawberry on
the edge of my lips before I moved it away and dipped it into ice
cream again to place it in her mouth. “It’s the last one, I want
you to finish it,” I said in a deep voice.

Sherry hesitated a bit as she glared into my
bedroom eyes. I noticed the ice cream dripping on the top of her
breast as it began to melt from the heat.

She didn’t take any notice, but she moistened
her lips as I guided the fruit into her mouth. I could get a sense
of the flavours as she rolled her eyes to savor them.

I placed the bowl down and my hand parted her
silky hair to one side to expose the nape of her neck.

The sensitive area was so smooth my fingers
could feel her pulse, her heart was beating faster and her face
began to blush from the sensation. I dipped my middle and index
finger into the ice-cream and smeared it in the shape of an S over
the area of her neck.

She closed her eyes to experience the
sensation, her nipples hardened, pointing through her bra, and she
began to shiver.

I whispered in her ear, “I’m afraid there are
no strawberries left to dip into the ice-cream, but I think I might
have found something sweeter…”

Sherry moaned in elation as I began to mop up
the ice-cream with my tongue, starting from the upper area of her
neck. She pulled away for a moment, only to move deeper into bed
and rest her head on the pillow.

I removed my shirt, and the muscles of my
body tautened as I pressed it on top of Sherry's. Her hands were
all over me as I got to work on licking, then sucking the ice cream
off. Her fingers began to dig harder into my back when my lips
arrived at the erogenous zones on her neck.

She gave a distinctive moan, and I purposely
kissed that area for longer to extract the maximum amount of
pleasure.

My phone began to ring. “Sherry…”

The kisses continued as I spoke her name from
each consecutive peck. “Sherry – I need to answer my phone,” I
said.

“Ethan… Don’t Stop…”

She moaned again as my kisses began to work
the upper area of her breast. Her legs began to tighten around me,
and the deepening pleasure she felt made me increase the
effort.

The phone became louder and louder, and she
moaned again to drown out the noise.

I woke up…

 


I sat upright and exhaled to get a bearing on
my surroundings.

I smoothed my hand over the surface of my
face and neck, and turned to my bedside phone, still ringing. I
picked it up.

“Hello?”

“It’s Sherry. Are you free for dinner
tonight?”

I paused for a moment to catch my breath.

“Ethan? You there?” she said after a long
silence.

“Sorry, I just woke up. Thank you for
calling.”

“Well, I was actually in two minds as to
whether I should, since you were such an asshole at the bar.”

“I am who I am. I’m definitely free for
dinner tonight, but how about an ice-cream place instead?” I
mentioned my favourite parlour.

“Ok, fine. I know the place, see you
soon.”

 


***

 


Sitting on the side of the bed, I took a
moment to think about Sherry. I was glad to be meeting her tonight,
hoping to get to know her better. Although I knew deep down that
she would only be wanting a man to sleep with.

I found Sherry very attractive but my
instinct felt, I would lose her if I settled for an exciting
one-night stand, and ended up as one of many sexual conquests.

I entertained the idea of going with the
flow. Maybe if we did sleep together she would consider me as
relationship material.

Then my mind brought up memories of Victoria,
the older woman from my past who took my virginity and left me with
a lot of hurt. Everything that had happened so far with Sherry felt
like it was mirroring the woman from my past.

I remembered the countless times we made
love. She would show me things, the pleasures, the way she loved to
be touched and caressed, things I will never forget.

I got up to put the kettle on, my eyes
roaming around my apartment, from the kitchen bench to the lounge
sofa, to the number of different places we did it. It was all
bittersweet.

When I wanted intimacy, closeness, she would
shun me, laughing it off, or keeping me guessing, like a puppy on a
leash.

Victoria could have at least had the honesty
to tell me that she wasn’t interested in anything but sex, and put
me out of my misery. I was still hurt that when I told her I loved
her the response was not what I had hoped for.

I knew then where I stood, and I wasn’t going
to live my life being some woman’s sex object. I would eventually
meet someone else, I'd told myself.

So it felt good to move on. But Sherry?

I poured the freshly ground coffee to head
out into the balcony it was a fine morning. and the combination of
the coffee, and fresh morning air really does invigorate you.

The attraction was different this time, or
maybe I had this sense of due diligence about women older than me
now. My mind kept replaying when I first saw those stunning grey
eyes and that piercing look that undressed me, I still had tingles
when I recalled that moment at the bar.

But it was the woman beneath the layers I was
compelled to pursue. When I confronted her on her sadness it
provoked that bitter response. Perhaps she lashed out because it is
true. I think that’s why I was attracted to her. I had a gut
feeling she had gone through something of the same kind of
experience.

 


***

 


“You look nice, Sherry. I ordered and paid
for the ice-creams already.”

She moved over to sit closer to me in the
booth. “Thank you, Ethan. I haven’t been to this ice cream place
since I was a teen.”

I
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