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    To anyone still wanting romance while needing the kink.
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Letters Around Midnight
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Morning in NYC was honestly me waking up at noon. Because my neighborhood just reached a peak of dull roar for the day. I got out of my entirely too lush bed, and shuffled to my bathroom, then shuffled too tiredly to my kitchen to make coffee.

I filled my mug and shuffled to my laptop.

I sighed, it was hard to be a romance writer and having been single for four years. I wanted to be like Selena Kitt, but slightly more emo. I knew me, I’d never stop being an emo girlie. 

Everyday I would pass my mirror and say. “I’m a saddie but also a baddie.” It was part of my daily ‘writing’ ritual. Today was more productive than usual. I was getting into a sappy romance scene.

I logged on to my fun “internet” a few hours later. Giving myself a fun little break.

Honestly I was expecting the same tired message board chatter, the usual lonely souls typing into the void. Instead, I found him.

Talon.

His username was unremarkable, just a string of letters and numbers that meant nothing until I read his post. I was used to guys who have no ability to have romantic connections but wanted a hook up. I kind of matched that vibe especially right now.

Something about classic literature, about the way love stories never seemed to account for people like me and I assumed him. The ones who didn’t fit the mold. I read it three times before I worked up the courage to respond. My fingers hovered over the keyboard, my heart thudding against my ribs like a trapped bird. 

The thought of talking to him seemed shiny and exciting. Maybe I just wanted to flirt, but I think deep down I did want more than sexting and showing my tits.

This is stupid, Ruby. He won’t even care. But I typed anyway.

That first message was awkward, a clumsy offering from a girl who’d spent years perfecting the art of hiding. I told him I agreed, that I’d always wanted the fairy tale even though it felt impossible for someone as screwed up as me. 

Within an hour, he replied. His words wrapped around me like a warm blanket, gentle and attentive, asking questions no one had ever bothered to ask. What did I dream about? What made me laugh so hard I couldn’t breathe? What was I afraid of?

We talked for six hours that first night, the glow of the monitor the only light in my cramped apartment. My back ached from hunching forward, my eyes burned.

I didn’t care. Talon saw past my sarcasm, past the prickly defenses I’d built like a fortress. He told me about his own loneliness, about being the bookworm who never quite fit in, and something inside me cracked open.

The weeks that followed blurred into a haze of late-night emails and stolen phone calls on my lunch break. I’d sit in my car in the parking lot, the receiver pressed to my ear, listening to his voice rumble through my body. He had the kind of voice that made my thighs clench without me even noticing.

Deep, a little raspy when he was tired, and utterly disarming. By the time he whispered my name for the first time, I was already gone.

“Ruby,” he said, drawing out the syllables like he was tasting them. “I need to see you.” He spoke quickly, like the words had to come out or they’d stay buried in his brain. I breathed and tried to hyperventilate quietly to myself. 
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It flashed in my mind. It was  perfect, the spot.The place where I would meet my crush.

My family’s mountain cabin sat empty most of the year, a dusty relic from better times. I offered it without thinking, the words tumbling out before my brain could catch up. I was really fucking excited.

“Meet me there. This weekend.” I had my eyes closed as I spoke, my tongue stuck out slightly, waiting for him to speak.

A pause, his breath catching on the other end of the line. “Are you sure?”

“I’ve never been more sure of anything.”

The drive up twisted through pines so thick the sunlight turned to dappled green. I arrived two hours early to clean, to air out the sheets, to stand in the middle of the main room and practice breathing like a normal human being. My hands wouldn’t stop shaking. I’d changed my outfit three times before settling on a simple sundress.  Easy to remove, a voice in my head whispered, and I flushed hot despite the mountain chill. I was so nervous, as I got out of my car and headed to the old vacation home.

His car pulled into the gravel driveway, I watched from the window. He unfolded himself from the driver’s seat, taller than I’d imagined, his frame soft but solid. Our eyes met through the glass, and the smile that spread across his face sent a rush of warmth straight to my core.

The first few hours were torturous. We sat on opposite ends of the couch, talking about everything and nothing, our knees almost touching. His scent was intoxicating, even if it was just his skin. It was him, my new home. Soap, coffee,  underlying cigarette smoke and something deeper  invaded my senses until I could barely string a sentence together. Dinner was worse. We cooked together in the small kitchen, and every accidental brush of his hand against my hip, his arm against my shoulder, sent electricity skittering down my spine.

Then, after the dishes were abandoned in the sink, he reached for my hand. His palm was warm and slightly damp.

“I’ve thought about this every night,” he murmured, his thumb tracing circles over my knuckles. “Just touching you.”

My laugh came out breathy. “That makes two of us.”

The kiss started slowly, a question asked with soft lips. I answered by parting my mouth, and the sound he made,a low groan from somewhere deep in his chest. 

Slicked heat between my thighs. His tongue slid against mine, tentative then urgent, and my fingers tangled in his hair. The kiss deepened until I felt dizzy from lack of oxygen, until the world narrowed to the press of his body against mine.

We stumbled toward the bedroom, shedding inhibitions like winter coats. He laid me down on the quilted bedspread, and the sight of him above me, pupils blown wide, chest heaving made my hips buck upward instinctively. 

“Not yet,” he whispered, his voice a raw scrape against my ear. “I want to memorize every inch of you.”

His mouth traced a path down my neck, latching onto the pulse point just below my jaw. A moan tore from my throat. I hadn’t meant to be loud, but his tongue was doing something devastating, leaving and sucking until I felt the skin bruise. His hands followed, calloused fingertips dragging over my collarbone, sliding the dress strap off my shoulder with deliberate slowness. The cotton bunched at my waist, then disappeared entirely.

My breasts ached, heavy and exposed in the cool air. He stared for a heartbeat, two, his expression reverent. 

“You’re beautiful,” he breathed as he spoke.

“God, Ruby, you’re so... ” He never finished the sentence. His mouth closed over my nipple, and thought evaporated
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