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Synopsis: Every Day At 8:05 AM, is
about a woman who has a highly developed sense of ESP and can read
everyone’s minds; with the exception of one charismatic man she
passes every morning at exactly 8:05 AM.

 


 


8:05 AM; just like every day. There he
was again; the handsome man that nobody else seemed to notice at
all. Theresa had noticed him though and now she could hardly think
of anything else.

Theresa had a routine of her own. She
had walked this route at the exact time every day, rain or shine,
for two years straight. She knew all the people on the street; not
personally but she knew their routines and she knew their thoughts.
This new, handsome stranger however was the only man who seemed to
adhere to his routine as diligently as Theresa would.

She had been lucky enough to be
bestowed with the gift of ESP. She could hear people's thoughts as
if they were speaking them directly to her. This gift had served
her well. Of course, hearing men's thoughts was often quite a curse
unto itself. She'd had to learn to tune them in or out as if they
were radio stations.

This new stranger, though; Theresa just
could not seem to tune into. His mind was a mystery to her. It only
made her want him more. With his thoughts a secret, she knew that
it would be up to her to make her intentions known.

Theresa had been attracted to this man
from the moment he'd first appeared along her route. He stood out
as a blatant new addition among the other fixtures of the city; the
busy and oblivious business men who bustled by with no concept of
those around them, the pitiful homeless girls whose eyes pleaded
for attention that was almost never attained, the old timers who
shuffled aimlessly over the filthy sidewalks and grimaced over
everything with disdain; them and the thousands of others that
Theresa had grown so accustomed to.

Certainly, this stranger's handsomeness
had been very appealing to Theresa right away. What attracted her
most perhaps though was that he was one of the few people she'd
pass in the mornings who ever seemed to smile. This is what had
caught Theresa so off guard first. Her eyes were drawn to the tall,
muscular frame of the man as she walked by.

He stood out in a classic style. His
clothes were timeless and nice but not the usual black suit and
cheap tie combination that was so common among lesser men. His fine
slacks hugged tightly to his thick, trunk-like thighs. His shoes
were sleek and shining. A gleaming old watch that was classy
without being too extravagant encircled his wrist. He wore nice,
dark, button down shirts with solid colored ties and topped them
with handsome cardigan sweaters as if he'd raided the closet of
somebody's nineteen fifties sitcom father.

His shoulders were broad and hard and
his chest was barreled. He had a strong chin rimmed with light,
well kept stubble that alluded to a not so secret ruggedness. His
hair was shining and black, oiled and combed in a classic way. His
eyes were deep, sparkling pools of a mysterious gray that shimmered
with the ancient knowingness of the old soul behind
them.

Theresa had passed very close to him
the first few times she'd seen him. He stood at the bottom step of
some beautiful, expensive condo among a strip of them that had
risen out of the urban blight of the last sixty years. He sipped a
steaming drink from a dark, blue, and clay mug and when Theresa
neared, he lent her a suave and gentlemanly smile and nod of his
head.

Even seeing him from far away, she'd
longed to hear his thoughts, but as she came close she couldn't
seem to get a proper bead on him. She passed by him nervously,
hearing nothing in her mind for the first time in her life. It
chilled her to have focused in on someone to only receive silence
in return.

She tried again the next
day.

Again, he smiled sweetly and nodded as
she went by. She smiled back as her mind reached for his but all
she got was the stirring grayness of his eyes. This time he watched
as she went past, grinning slightly as if he could tell that she
was trying to take his thoughts. She was shaken as she looked back
at him.

He sipped his coffee coolly and then
inhaled deeply of the crisp morning air, filling his muscled chest
with it as his eyelids drooped in the pleasure of the day. Theresa
couldn't tell if she was frustrated that she could not hear his
thoughts or if she was unsettled by it. She changed her routine.
She moved to the other side of the street when she walked her usual
route.

Most days, the man seemed not to see
her going by. He quickly grew into an obsession for Theresa. She
watched him from afar, day after day. He was unchanging to the
slightest degree. The entire world seemed to move about him without
ever taking notice of his presence and in turn, he watched as the
city's people toiled about without interfering.

The more that Theresa watched the man,
the more she thought of him, and the more she felt that she had to
have him. She could not have his mind, this was clear. Soon the
obsession turned to his body instead. Theresa could not help but
wonder if a more intimate connection with this gorgeous man might
open up his thoughts to her.

Once again, Theresa adjusted her
routine. In the early morning, she prepared for her day a little
bit differently. She chose a pair of high heels that were a little
bit taller and she slithered into a skirt that was a little bit
shorter, and what she had on underneath was quite divine
indeed.

Again she switched to the other side of
the street. Her body tingled with excitement as she neared the
stretch of city where she knew her man would be. She strutted
towards him proudly, swishing her hips from side to side with each
determined step. Her heart leapt when at last the handsome stranger
came into view.

He saw Theresa coming and their eyes
met with a static charge, locking their gazes to one another. He
smiled at her with a devilishly playful grin. Theresa batted her
eyelashes at him as she came closer. She strode to him confidently
and pressed her hot body right into his personal space. He did not
back away. He smiled down into her eyes as if he'd known that she
would be coming for him all along.

"Hello Theresa." He spoke her name
calmly, the deep, swirling grayness of his eyes bore into her
soul.

The sound of her name upon his lips
made her heart flutter. The earthy musk of his scent was as
intoxicating as it was arousing. When she had set out that morning,
Theresa had been unsure of just how far she would take it upon
first meeting, but now she wanted nothing more than to have
him.

She stepped closer, her ample breasts
so close to pressing against his hard, chiseled chest. She could
feel the heat emanating from his firm body and she longed to feel
it against her bare flesh.

"Won't you please come inside?" he
invited wickedly as he turned, already leading the way that he knew
she would follow.

He climbed the steps and held the door
for Theresa. She reached out with one hand and dragged her
fingertips gently over his belt as she passed into his building.
The rich beauty of his home astonished her as she stepped in, and
he stepped in behind her pulling the door shut as he came in. It
was suddenly clear that he didn't occupy just a single condo. He
had the whole building, which had been beautifully renovated to
become a cavernous, and chic modern abode. In the kitchen and the
main living room, the ceilings were incredibly high.

Expensive modern art adorned every wall
or perched upon simple pedestals. Each fixture was of precious but
simple design. The minimalist furniture beckoned to the sensual
nature of the soul. More than anything, Theresa wanted to see his
bedroom. She could feel her body stirring with eager
anticipation.

She tried to read his thoughts
repeatedly and each time there was nothing, only her own
longing.

His mind was like a blank screen, as
gray and foggy as his hypnotic eyes.

He led her through the house towards
the back. Theresa followed obediently. Neither of them spoke a
word. Her heart sped with each step. At last, the stranger led her
toward a closed door and pushed it open to reveal the large, soft
bed in an otherwise empty room.

The sweet aroma of manliness wafted
towards her from within. Aftershave, leather, old books, earth,
wood and sweat seemed to mingle together inside his room to create
the most hypnotic concoction that Theresa had ever
known.

She walked by him without glancing into
his eyes and marched towards the bed in the center of the room. She
bent over it seductively and crawled onto his bed on her hands and
knees, arching her back and lifting her perfectly round ass towards
the ceiling as she stretched herself over the blankets. She looked
over her shoulder seductively and finally met his gaze.

He was grinning broadly. She turned her
head away, smiling to herself as she let her eyes fall closed. She
could feel him behind her at the edge of the bed. Finally, he
touched her and Theresa thought she would faint from the sheer
electric force that surged through her. His hands began to roam
over the skirt that was hugging so tightly to her ass.

Theresa purred her
appreciation.

"You've been trying to hear my
thoughts, haven't you, Theresa?" he charged as his strong hands
slid upwards over the backs of her stockings and his fingers
plunged beneath the hem of her skirt.

"Yes," she answered obediently as the
edge of her skirt slid upward over the plump roundness of her
backside.

"Hmm..." The stranger moaned his
contemplation as his hands explored.

Theresa spread her knees apart and felt
her skirt lifted up to her waist, revealing her sheer, lace panties
and garter belt. The man's fingertips played over the soft fabric
of her panties, driving her wild as she undulated beneath his
tender touch.

Again, his hands slid downward,
trailing along the tiny straps to where they clasped at the tops of
her stockings. His fingers followed along those stocking tops,
inward upon her thighs. His hot touch moved tortuously slow against
her flesh, inching towards the hot, moist place where she ached to
be touched the most.

Theresa was lost to the ecstasy. She
couldn't begin to comprehend how this man knew of her gift and she
didn't care. She wanted only to please him; to satisfy his every
filthy whim.

His hands came away from Theresa's
eager body and she turned to see him removing his clothing. Again,
he moved with torturous slowness. His wicked smile told that he
knew exactly what he was doing. He tucked his watch casually into
the pocket of his sweater and then removed his sweater, laying it
gentle and straight upon the floor. His hard muscles bulged beneath
his shirt as he loosened his tie and pulled the knot apart with
expert precision to lay it neatly in its place atop the
sweater.

Theresa rolled over onto her back to
better watch his teasing, little show. At the sight of his shirt
coming open and his carved chest being revealed, Theresa's hand
slid instinctively over her flat stomach, over her hips and between
her legs.

Enticed by Theresa's show, he let his
shirt fall haphazardly to the floor and rushed to remove his
trousers. He bit anxiously at his lower lip as he kicked his pants
away. He pushed his briefs down and his thick, hard cock sprung
free at last. Theresa moaned at the sight of it. She licked her
lips and slipped her fingers into her lacy panties.

Her back arched against the mattress as
her fingers slid softly over her wet slit. Her eyes begged for his
dick. He wrapped his fingers around it tightly and began to stroke
it slowly in his fist as he walked around to the side of the bed.
Theresa's eyes followed his every movement as her hips were
grinding against her touch.

She sunk her fingers into herself and
moaned sweetly as he neared her. He climbed onto the bed close to
her head and eased his hips toward her pretty face.

Theresa had never before thrown herself
at a man like this. Now though, she couldn't control herself. Every
part of her longed for his touch at once. She reached for his cock
greedily with her free hand as she messaged a slow circle over her
hard clit with the other.

He smiled down at her rewardingly as
she pulled him to her, easing his long, pulsing dick towards her
plump, red lips. She turned onto her side and gasped heavily. Then
she wrapped her lips around the thick, hard end of his dick and
moaned into it.

The second that her lips touched to it
was like an explosion in her brain. Her mind flooded with a flash
of white light and her head she could see herself just as he was
seeing her; lying on the bed with her legs spread, furiously
rubbing her clit as her head bobbed back and forth along his long
glistening shaft. The image faded and Theresa let herself become
lost to the sensation instead. The handsome man worked his hips
back and forth gently to meet her lips as they slid over his
cock.

She sucked him hard and took every inch
that she could into her sweet mouth.

Theresa could feel his body tense and
shake as his climax neared and with each convulsion, her mind came
attuned to his and she could see herself again, bobbing faster and
faster as she sucked him harder. She wanted his cum but she wanted
this to last as long as it possibly could as well.

He clenched his teeth and sunk his
hands into Theresa's thick, beautiful hair. He fucked her pretty
face for a moment longer and then clenched her hair in his fists
and gently eased her back as he slid his cock away, finally pulling
it wetly from her pouting, red lips. She gazed up at him wantonly.
Her chest heaved, her large breasts rising and
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