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His right hand slides up my spine and tugs on the zipper holding my suit together
until it’s halfway down my back and | don’t care. | have 17 years to make up for
and | want to feel everything. I'm not interested in waiting around and risking the
who-knows and what-ifs and huge regrets. | want to feel all of it because what if |
wake up to find this phenomenon has passed, that the expiration date has
arrived, that my chance came and went and would never return. That these hands
will never feel this warmth never again.

| can't.

| won't.

| don't even realize I've pressed myself into him until | feel every contour of his
frame under the thin cotton of his clothes. My hands slip up under his shirt and |
hear his strained breath; | look up to find his eyes squeezed shut, his features
caught in an expression resembling some kind of pain and suddenly his hands are
in my hair, desperate, his lips so close. He leans in and gravity moves out of his
way and my feet leave the floor and I'm floating, I'm flying, I'm anchored by
nothing but this hurricane in my lungs and this heart beating a skip a skip a skip
too fast.

Our lips

touch

and | know I'm going to split at the seams. He's kissing me like he's lost me and
he's found me and I'm slipping away and he's never going to let me go.

...He pulls away, he's breathing hard, his hands slip under the soft material of my
suit and he's so hot his skin is so hot and | think I've already said that but | can't
remember and I'm so distracted that when he speaks | don't quite understand.
But it's something.

Words, deep and husky in my ear but | catch little more than an unintelligible
utterance, consonants and vowels and broken syllables all mixed together. His
heartbeats crash through his chest and topple into mine. His fingers are tracing
secret messages on my body. His hands glide down the smooth, satiny material of
this suit, slipping down the insides of my thighs, around the backs of my knees
and up and up and up and | wonder if it's possible to faint and still be conscious at
the same time and I'm betting this is what it feels like to hyper, to hyperventilate
when he tugs us backward. He slams his back into the wall. Finds a firm grip on
my hips. Pulls me hard against his body.

| gasp.

His lips are on my neck. His lashes tickle the skin under my chin and he says
something, something that sounds like my name and he kisses up and down my
collarbone, kisses along the arc of my shoulder, and his lips, his lips and his hands
and his lips are searching the curves and slopes of my body and his chest is
heaving when he swears and he stops and he says God you feel so good

and my heart has flown to the moon without me.
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He’s breathing harder now, leaning into me, resting his forehead against my
shoulder. He places his hands flat against the center of my stomach, only to inch
them down my body, slowly, so slowly and | gasp.”
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He kisses just under my chin, the tip of my nose, the length of my forehead, both

temples, my cheeks, all across my jawline. Then my neck, behind my ears, all the
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way down my throat and his hands slide down my body. His entire form is moving
down my figure, disappearing as he shifts downward, and suddenly his chest is
hovering above my hips: suddenly | can’t see him anymore. | can only make out
the top of his head, the curve of his shoulders, the unsteady rise and fall of his
back as he inhales, exhales. He’s running his hands down and around my bare
thighs and up again, up past my ribs, around my lower back and down again, just
past my hip bone. His fingers hook around the elastic waist of my underwear and |

gasp.

Profanity = Count

Dick

1

Shit
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