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In the summer sun, he was delicious. I watched him all afternoon deciding if he was the one to seduce. He appeared to be alone but quite sociable with the ladies, drinking and dancing, having a good time. All the while tracking me with his big eyes. I wondered if he was like me, ready for some discreet new action. By sundown, I felt like I was about to jump right out of my skin.  I had to get that young man.

Yes, it was his body and his smile that got my full attention. I wanted to get laid which was the only reason I went to the company pool party. It was simply a matter of whom I could entice with my thirty-five-year old body. I caught his eye and let him lure me down to the far end of the pool. He didn’t even ask my name before he pressed his crotch against my belly. I wasn’t shy and cared not if others could make out our bodies rubbing together in the water. I gave him a couple minutes of fun then splashed and swam to the steps leading out of the pool. I paused wondering if he’d follow me or merely watch me leave. He swam up alongside me then ahead to climb out of the pool and offered me a hand- not as a gentleman- but to display the swollen goods concealed inside his speedos. 

Without a word, I went to my lounge chair for my robe to cover my wet curves before I sauntered away from the poolside to the privacy of the cabana.  Luckily, the door was not locked, which meant it was not occupied.

Removing my robe, I watched him enter the small house after me and lock the door. After a long luscious kiss, he stepped out of his swim trunks. I was out of my one piece in a hot flash to meet him skin to skin in another deep, arousing kiss. The boy knew how to use his tongue.

I made out a chaise near the wall, tossed my robe across it to cover it before I climbed on to lay back with my thighs open. He crawled on top of me, kissing me with deliberate calmness, peeking my desire. “Mmm,” I sighed, running my fingers through the thick soft waves of his short cropped hair. His body felt and smelled so good.

“Babe,” he whispered against my cheek. “Tell me you have a condom because I sure don’t.”

“In my robe,” I said and lifted my hips to give him access to the pocket. “Wow, you are big. I want to sit on it.” We switched positions, I straddled him to slide down his thick, long, throbbing shaft.  “Ah...”  I bit my lips, savoring the hard heat pushing inside me.  He kissed my nipples, squeezing them as I moaned with my head tilted back, looking up to the cobwebbed ceiling above our heads. He grabbed a handful of my hair, sucking on my throat. A little rough but I didn’t mind rough as long as the pleasure matched the intensity. “Oh... yeah. Mmm. That’s it, baby.”

“Let me hit you from the back,” he said taking hold of my waist and lifted me off his cock. I balanced my elbows over the side of the chaise’s arm. 

“Mmm,” I moaned wiggling my hips, anticipating his next powerful penetration.

“Baby, you never told me your name.” His lips brushed across my buttocks then his tongue poked around my sweet spot causing my body to quiver. “Tell me your name, baby.”

“Bianca... ohhhhh!” Did I say he knew how to use his tongue?

“I’m Malcolm.” He took hold of my hips and shoved himself inside me deep. I gasped from the sharp intrusion.  “Say my name,” he said slowly pulling back to tantalize me. “Say it.”

“Malcolm.”

“Like you mean it, Bianca!”

“Malcolm!” I screamed and moaned for more. Nope, there was no shame in my game. When I wanted a man or some loving, I found one and went and got it exactly the way I wanted it. Life was too short for half ass sex.

~*~
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As I lay relaxed over the side of the chaise, I realized I wanted more than a quick screw in the cabana. I wanted a full night. Turning into his side I let him hold me and asked, “Are you always rough?” 

“Don’t tell me you can’t take it,” he grinned.

“I’m not as young as you,” I said. 

“What makes you think I’m so young? I’m twenty four.”

“I’m thirty five,” I revealed expecting a reaction of silence. Instead, he chuckled right in my face. “Why are you laughing?”

“Hell, I figured you weren’t twenty five. But you look damn good, girl. For any age,” he added and kissed me softly. “See? I can be gentle. Or anything you want.”

“I just want some fun.”

“And then what?”

“Nothing,” I said. “Or we can get together again sometime.”

“You mean, have me waiting around at your convenience.”

“I didn’t say that, Malcolm. But you know what hooking up like this is about.”

“Why does it have to be like that? You married?”

“No, I’m not married.”

“Then why you trying to treat me like a slut? Wow, you older ladies are something else.” 

I pulled back to look at him. What the heck did that mean? I decided I didn’t care to know and got off him to look for my bathing suit.

“Damn, Bianca. I wasn’t trying to put you down. Hey now.” He came up behind me as I pulled the straps up over my shoulders. “Are you offended or something?”

I pulled on my robe and left without another word. Too bad I acted a fool and started talking to him. One-night stands were for screwing, not telling your life story to a perfect stranger.

~*~
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“Hey!” I turned toward the voice after unlocking my car. Malcolm trotted up wearing jeans and an unbuttoned short sleeved chambray shirt. Shoes in his hand. “Where do you live? I’ll follow you.”

I pulled open the driver’s door to have it slammed shut again. “What the hell are you doing?” I barked right up into his face.

“Stopping you from making a mistake,” he answered. “I must’ve said something that came out wrong. Whatever it was, I’m sorry. I don’t get too many chances with a woman like you.”

“A woman like me?”

“Pretty and hot. Got a head on her shoulders.”

“You don’t care about what’s on my shoulders.” And I sure wasn’t caring about what was on his. Hell, if he wanted to he could’ve had me right there, leaning over the hood of my car.

“Perhaps not at this moment,” he drawled, brushing his knuckles over my hardened nipples straining against the thin fabric of my blouse.

“Good night, Malcolm.” Cocky bastard, I thought getting behind the wheel of my car. He hustled back toward his car and I realized he was going to follow me. “Oh, no you don’t,” I laughed and sped out into traffic. I didn’t see him in my rear-view mirror when I stopped at the light. Truthfully, I was disappointed, but it was the best conclusion for the evening I thought. He was too young, I told myself and I’d had about all I could take from his body in the cabana. Well, that wasn’t quite true, but Malcolm had proven a bit more than I expected. 

~*~
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I went home and had myself a night cap and bath. After I got out of the tub and began patting myself dry, I heard the sound of hard knocking on my front door. It wasn’t late, but I rarely had visitors at night. In fact, never without a call first. And why were they knocking when the bell was in working order? I peeped from the window to get a glimpse of whom I was about to or not open the door for in my bathrobe. “Malcolm?” Surprised was not the word.

“Yo! Bianca!”

“Boy, will you stop that!” I snatched the door open to glare at him through the security door. “This is a quiet neighborhood, not a trailer park.”

“You gonna let me in or what?”

“How did you find me?”

“I figured after you didn’t see me at the light, you’d slow down and fortunately it was a straight shot most of the way. Come on, did you really think I was letting you get away so easily?”

“I really hope this isn’t you stalking me.”

“So you ain’t letting me in?”

“No.”

“All right. I guess, I’ll see you around at work.”

“Actually, you need to act like we aren’t acquainted.”

“Why in the world would I do that?”

“Because I’m telling you to and it’s the way one-night stands work. At least, it does with grown folks.”

“Oh. Well, I am grown, Bianca. But this ain’t how it’s done with me. I’ll be seeing you around. Good night, baby.” I watched him swagger from my front porch to his car parked in my driveway. He flashed a big white smile at me before getting behind the wheel and drove off into the evening.

~*~
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Monday morning, I arrived at my desk to find a huge box of chocolates on my desk. Not expensive but a good brand which I happened to like. There was an unsealed envelope lying beside it. I opened the note before sitting down to read it.

I had a wonderful time. Would love to do it again. Though the note wasn’t signed I had a good idea the author was Malcolm. After scanning the office as inconspicuously as possible, I concluded nobody cared who placed a great big box of chocolates which was too big to put away inside my desk. And I sure couldn’t work with it sitting on top. I picked it up, deciding I’d stash it away in my car.

On the way back from employee parking, Malcolm appeared walking toward me from the building. I halted and waited for him to have the encounter away from the entrance of our work place. He looked great, real hot in his pinstripe suit. I waited for him to get enough of ogling me from top to bottom. I had to admit seeing him so soon since the weekend was a genuine thrill to my loins.

“Good morning, baby,” he grinned all down in my face, smelling good from his aftershave cologne. 

“My name is Bianca,” I said.

“Okay. Good morning, Bianca. Is that better?”

“Don’t be putting stuff on my desk.”

“You don’t like chocolates?” he asked. “Next time I’ll send flowers.”

“Look, you were fine in the pool house. And in the pool house is where we should leave it.”

“All I want is another chance to impress you. I want to get laid again,” he said and reached out to caress my cheek. “You are some kind of woman, Bianca.” He snaked an arm around my waist before I even thought to simply walk away from his aggressiveness. “I know you are feeling me, baby,” he pressed.

“You need to stop acting like a spoiled kid and listen to a woman when she tells you-”

I tried to force his mouth away from mine and found myself backed up between two cars. He had his hand up my skirt squeezing my ass while he devoured my lips, sucking my tongue. I thought I should fight him off but my heart wasn’t into it. He felt and tasted so damned good. When he began moaning, I raised my thigh to his hip to hold him closer against me.  I sighed into his mouth, taking and giving back the pleasure he was giving me.

“Baby, I want you right now,” he announced fumbling with his belt.

“Are you crazy?” I stilled his hands working on his zipper. “It’s broad daylight and we’re at work.”  Of course, I wanted more of his hard loving, but I was getting a case of uneasiness too. He seemed a bit demanding as if he wasn’t about to let me say no. Not that I really wanted to say no.

“Come with me,” he directed, and I followed him to a van he seemed to know would be unlocked. In the back across the seats, we kissed and made out until he backed off to pull out a condom and unzipped his pants. “Take off your panties,” he said shoving his pants down to his shoes. I watched him watching me, holding his rock hard penis in his fist. Well, I was in too deep to pull back at that point, so I peeled out of my undies and straddled him. It was fantastic and quick. Almost as good as our time in the cabana. Afterwards, I didn’t waste time protesting about him not being the right man for a bit hot fun.  That morning in whoever’s van that was, Malcolm hooked me.

~*~
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We had a good time for several weeks- until he went and lost his job. Said he couldn’t keep up payments on his car and pay his rent. I felt sorry for him and agreed to let him stay with me until he got another job. After three weeks, somehow he managed to get his job back with the accounting department. But he didn’t move out, and I didn’t say anything. We were getting along fine, having sex regularly, and he wasn’t all up under me like most men bugging me for attention when I preferred time to myself.

After another few months of living together, Malcolm began to change. He stayed out more than he came home. When I asked him where he was staying, he’d mumble a friend’s name I wasn’t familiar with. Of course, I figured what was up. He was shacking up with someone else. 

“You don’t have to lie, Malcolm.” I told him one morning over breakfast in my kitchen. “If you have somewhere else you want to be- go on about your business.”

He raised his big eyes from the cereal box to hold my gaze. “What are you talking about?” 

“I don’t appreciate you trying to play me for a free place to stay while you spend nights at a time with someone else.” 

“Is that what you think?”

He sure could look innocent and cute when he wanted, however I’d seen the writing on the wall already. Malcolm was trifling. He was one write up away from losing his job again. Sometimes I wondered if he was using drugs when he wasn’t around me. 

“Next week you have to start paying me rent,” I told him.

“Bianca, what are you saying to me?”

All right since he asked me, I told him. “I think the time has come for you to move on. This relationship is not fun anymore. In fact, I never intended for you to stay this long.”

“All right.” He wiped his lips with a paper napkin then dropped it on the table beside his empty plate. “I am spending a lot of time away from you, but what you expect me to do when you close your bedroom door practically in my face? I don’t beg nobody for pussy,” he bragged.

I pushed out of my chair to stand over the idiot. “You get your shit packed tonight and get out.”

“Tonight?”

“It’s Tuesday,” I reminded him. “You spend Tuesdays with your other cougar.”

“I’m not with another woman.”

“Then go to your man,” I said. 

“I swear, Bianca.” He rose, looking me right in the eye. I didn’t appreciate that one bit. Or the quiet anger he was exhibiting before me. “One day you are going to realize you ain’t talking to a boy.”

“Oh? What? You think bristling up is scaring me?” I stepped back and stared him down. “You give me one reason why I should let you spend one more night under my roof.”

“Because I love you,” he declared.

“Oh wow.” I couldn’t have been less touched. Love? Who was he kidding? When we were good together, it wasn’t about love. The word never once came up. He never referred to sex as making love either. We fucked, or screwed. “Look, Malcolm, it’s not working out.” He was a mess, and I’d let him become one, so I guess my cold heart thawed out a bit. “Look, you can stay until you get yourself together but you can’t be staying out all night to come stumbling in after you’ve been with someone else.” The expression on his face seemed he was greatly relieved. Still, I didn’t buy it was about me. Malcolm was using me. Of course that was no revelation, I was hip to him from the beginning and it was fine. I mean, as long as he was giving me what I wanted, why shouldn’t he get what he wanted too? I figured he’d lived off me enough though. “I meant what I said. You need to pay rent and buy some groceries. I’m not going to house and feed you anymore.”

“Aw babe, why are you acting this way? I’m your man, not your tenant.” He gave me that bright smiling face he used to get my cat meowing and had me wrapped up tight in his arms, kissing me to death. Soon he’d have me turned around up against the wall, my dress pushed up over my hips, and panties down my thighs. I wasn’t wrong. 

“Damn it, Malcolm.” I wasn’t protesting, just disappointed I’d lost control of the situation. 

“Quit acting, baby. I’m the man that does you good.”

Okay, yeah. I was a sucker for a good quick screw. And if he straightened up, I was willing to let him stay as long as he wanted. I mean, why not? He was bound to get tired of me sooner or later. I figured without the free ride it would definitely be sooner. 
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Well, I wrong about Malcolm. He stretched things out another three months until I was close to being tired of him and his dick. He called out from work so much, they fired him. I didn’t get it, he had a great job. I couldn’t understand why people go out of their way to get out of holding a job.

In Malcolm’s case, it was illegal activities. He admitted he was a full time bookie as if it was no big deal. Living with me provided him the opportunity to get his game together. No nine to five or daily details to worry about. No permanent address to be tracked back to either. I didn’t like it or him so much but it was his business and I let it slide- until I began to suspect something else about him. I already knew, he was into making quick money and didn’t care about the law. For all his sexing me up regularly, he wasn’t trying to get any closer to me. Not once did he complain about maintaining separate bedrooms since our talk. Not weird until I discovered he kept his own bedroom door locked. I mean, all the time. 

A few times, I came home early to find him already home or signs that he’d been home. Each time I was sure I detected the odor of marijuana all over the house. And sometimes I smelled perfume. One time on my living room coffee table I was sure the smeared powder I swiped on my fingertips was cocaine. No, I didn’t taste it or anything stupid like that, I just knew.  And something told me the drugs weren’t just recreational. 

Of course, I had to search my house. I’d seen shows on television where women let their drug dealing lovers bring drugs into their homes, or the bastard stashed his stuff there on the sly. Nonetheless, the woman got busted right along with him, unless he was man enough to convince the cops she had no knowledge of his drug dealing. To me Malcolm wasn’t much of a man by then. I got inside his room by drilling the lock off the bedroom door. Under his bed in boxes were bags of pills, marijuana, heroin and cocaine. In his closet, inside a safe which he neglected to lock, were stacks of bundled cash. He even had euros and passports and fake identification and credit cards.  I pulled out the stacks to see what else he could be hiding. I couldn’t believe my eyes, I had to touch the cold steel. 

It was clear as a bell, Malcolm MacBride had brought guns and drugs into my home, and he was a real big time drug dealer.

I recalled his tight controlled anger that morning in the kitchen. What would he have done to me if sex hadn’t worked on calming me down, and I kicked him out instead?  I realized I had to be careful. Kicking him out was off the table. I had to play it cool and be creative. I closed the door on the closet and took several calming breaths. From outside I heard a car door slam. Then the tune of it locking. It was Malcolm.

I looked at the busted doorknob and swallowed hard. How was I going to explain that? I was scared in my own home for the first time in my life! Drug dealers were crazy and would kill you! Gamblers too I supposed.  The news is full of women getting killed by their lovers all the time for breaking up with them or for going through their things. But I knew there was nothing to be done except face it. Own it and take charge. I sat on the bedside and waited for him to come inside the bedroom.

He came in fingering the doorknob. His eyes met mine. I saw it then and understood what was inside him.  He wasn’t a boy man. He was a full grown thug. I rose as he came up on me. I braced myself for a backhanded slap to the carpet. He smiled instead, then shucked off his jacket. I saw the gun in his hip holster.

“You’re caught and you don’t care?” I asked his back as he went toward the closet. Of course, he’d go check on his money. “Malcolm, how could you bring that
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