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Ashley and Paula were roommates in college.
Once they graduated, they got an apartment together and began
living in the real world. Both in their late twenties, Ashley found
a job as a medical assistant and Paula, was hired as a computer
systems analyst.

As best of friends, they’d been often
mistaken as sisters with their tall, dark haired beauty, aside from
Ashley having blue eyes and Paula having hazel. It was no big
surprise when they started dating brothers. Mark and Eric were both
devastatingly handsome with their tall muscled bodies and when
paired with their girlfriends they often turned heads.

When Eric had mentioned moving in with
Paula, Ashley had half expected Mark bring up the subject also.
While their relationship was rocky, she assumed it was stress from
his job as an intern in the next town over. Even though Mark tried,
it seemed as though his heart just wasn't in it. When he wasn’t
working, he often sat around his parent’s home watching sports or
playing video games, without Ashley to harp on him about it. Which
is the one reason he still refused to move out.

Although Paula and Eric are engaged to be
married, Ashley doesn’t feel like an outsider. She honestly likes
him. Eric, who just turned thirty-three, is a doctor with his own
practice, and is also her boss. She was the one who’d introduced
him to Paula.

Both women have tried to convince Mark to
move in or find an apartment together with Ashley so Paula can live
with Eric. So far Mark has flat refused, but when he’d visit, he’d
always leave a huge mess and an upset Ashley in his wake.

* * * *

Ashley came in the door to see Mark putting
his coat on and a greasy pizza box laying on her coffee-table,
along with various debris of a half eaten meal. When he headed for
the door without picking it up, her temper flared.

“I don't care how you are
at home, Mark. When you come here, you have to clean up after
yourself. You're a grown adult!”

“Well, honey, you ain't my
momma, and even she don't tell me what to do,” he replied. “I will
call you later.” He kissed her cheek and raced out the
door.

“Why don't you just cut
him loose, Ash?” Paula asked, entering the room after Mark had
left.

“I can't, Paula. I love
him.”

“You've been dating two
years now and he refuses to take your relationship to the next
level. He's dead weight, Ash. It's time to move on.”

“I think he's just unsure
of himself,” Ashley responded.

“Unsure of himself? Eric
has told me Mark went through women like they were nothing more
than playthings before he met you. The one girl he did get serious
with ended up cheating on him.”

“That would explain why
he's afraid of commitment, Paula.” Ashley shrugged while she
cleaned up after Mark, again.

“How are things in the
bedroom with the two of you?” Paula asked.

“Okay, I guess.” Ashley
blushed at the question.

“Just okay? Have you ever
had an orgasm with him?”

“I've never had an
orgasm,” Ashley confessed and looked away from her friend, her face
hot with embarrassment.

“Never? Not even with
Steve or Andy?”

“No. Let's just drop it, I
don't want to argue.”

“We're not arguing, Ash.
It's just—”

“Drop it please!” Ashley
begged.

“Okay, but I still think
you could do so much better.”

“It's Friday. What do you
wanna do tonight?”

“I invited a few friends
over to watch movies.”

“Cool. I gotta go or I'm
gonna be late. I'll see you tonight, Paula.”

“See ya, Ash.” Paula
watched her roommate race out the door. “Mark is history!” she said
aloud then turned and walked into the kitchen to fix herself
breakfast.

* * * *

“Ashley doesn't know the
real reason I invited everyone over tonight, Eric, so just play it
cool,” Paula said as she sat down at the small table in the
kitchen.

“She's not gonna be happy
when she realizes what we’re doing, Paula.” Eric raked his hands
through his collar length hair while leaning back in his chair. He
let out a heavy sigh.

“I know, but she'll thank
us later. Besides, I think she and Jack would make a great
couple.”

“Your brother is a good
guy, but I just don't think Ashley is interested in him that
way.”

“Yeah, well he's been in
love with her for as long as I can remember. Eventually she'll
realize how good he'd be for her.” Paula took a sip of her soda.
“Everyone else should be here in a few minutes. Ashley called and
said she was gonna be late, she had to stop by your parents' to
talk with Mark for a few minutes.”

“Does Ashley know Mark’s
not coming tonight?”

“No, but I’m sure she’ll
find out. Your dad has some big shindig going on and he wants Mark
there—networking or some such nonsense. That's why I planned this
intervention for this particular night, I knew Mark wouldn't be
here.”

“It’s best that he isn’t
here. I’d never hear the end of it from him or my parents if they
knew what was going on tonight. I mean, don’t get me wrong, I love
my brother, but he's gotta realize sooner or later he can't treat
women the way he does,” Eric said, taking their plates to the
sink.

* * * *

“So, what movies did you
decide on?” Their friend Sarah took a seat on the couch.

“Appropriate ones for the
theme of the evening,” Paula answered.

“Which would
be?”

“I
chose The Break-up
and War of the
Roses.” She made no attempt to hide the
sly grin on her face.

“Ooh! Good
choices!”

There was a knock at the door and Paula
excused herself to answer it. Tim and Julie stood there smiling,
Tim holding a bottle of wine. “Come on in. “What's the wine
for?”

“You know we can never
come here empty handed, Paula. We figured you already had popcorn.”
Tim grinned as he crossed the living room and into the
kitchen.

“Yeah, we may need the
wine later anyway with what you plan on doing,” Julie chimed
in.

“What does she plan on
doing?” Ashley asked as she came out of her room, freshly showered
and wearing a pair of jeans and a t-shirt.

Everyone clammed up when Ashley entered the
room. She greeted Tim, Julie and Sarah, then took a seat beside
Sarah on the couch. “So, everyone got quiet suddenly. What's going
on Paula?” Ashley eyed her roommate curiously.

“What makes you think
something's going on?”

“Everyone stopped talking
when I came into the room.” She took a handful of chips from the
table in front of her. “Just seems kinda odd.”

“Where's Mark?” Sarah
asked, directing Ashley's attention away from Paula.

“Oh his dad had some party
going on tonight. He said something about finding a new job,”
Ashley replied. “I don't know what's wrong with the job he has
now.”

“So he's not
coming?”

“Nope. I'm flyin' solo
tonight.”

“Me too. Adam had to work
and couldn't get the night off. He said he'd try to stop by later
if he wasn't too tired, but I suspect we won't see him,” Sarah
replied settling back on the couch.

“Speaking of which—where's
Eric?” Ashley directed her question toward Paula.

“He ran to Blockbuster to
get the movies, he should be back in a few minutes,” Paula placed
another bowl of chips on the table in front of Sarah and
Ashley.

Ashley turned to Sarah. “Did I tell you
Mark's looking into buying a condo?”

“No, you didn't. You mean
he's finally gonna get out of his parents' house?”

“Yeah. He wants to look
out of state, though. He was talking about moving out west.” There
was a slight sadness in her tone of voice.

“Where out west?” Sarah
asked.

“He mentioned Oregon or
Nevada. Honestly, I think he wants to live in Vegas,” Ashley
replied.

“When did this come
about?” Paula asked.

“Last week. Didn't I tell
you?” Ashley looked up at Paula and saw a look of uncertainty on
her face.

“No, you neglected to
mention that.”

“Why are you angry? This
will give you the opportunity to have your own place with
Eric.”

“So if Mark gets a condo
out west, you're moving with him?”

“That was the plan, yeah.”
Ashley sensed Paula's anger but continued, “Is there a problem with
me moving?”

“You can't seriously be
thinking of—” Paula started, she stopped abruptly, turned and
walked back to the kitchen.

Ashley was about to reply to her roommate
but was interrupted by a knock on the door. “I'll get it.” Glancing
over her shoulder one last time, she let out a heavy sigh. “What
the hell is her problem?” she said under her breath as she opened
the door.

“What's who's problem?”
Eric asked.

“Your fiancée, Eric. I
mentioned your brother is thinking about buying a condo out west
and he asked me to move with him and she's freaking
out.”

“Eric scanned the room and
smiled at their friends. Turning his attention back to Ashley, he
said, “well, she does think you'd be better off—” Eric cut himself
off when he saw Paula glare at him “Oops! I think I said something
I shouldn't have.” He placed the movies on the table in front of
Sarah and Ashley and made his way into the kitchen.

“Something is
going on here!” Ashley snapped. “You're all here
to convince me to break up with Mark, aren't you?” She glanced
around the room at the people she considered friends. None of them
would look her in the eye. “Well, your silence speaks volumes.” She
stormed off into her room.

“Big mouth!” Paula glared
at Eric. “Couldn't you have just kept it quiet for a few more
minutes?”

“I didn't know you hadn't
already started the 'intervention'.” Eric raised his hands and made
quote marks in the air when he said the word
intervention.

“What's done is done. Let
her stew for a bit. I'll talk to her later.”

“Who wants popcorn?” Tim
asked, trying to break the tension in the air.

* * * *

“Look everyone, I'm sorry.
It was just a bit of a surprise when I realized you were all here
to convince me to break up with Mark,” Ashley said, standing in the
doorway of the living room half an hour later.

“It's okay Ash, we
shouldn't have gone about it like this,” Paula replied. “We haven't
gotten very far into the movie, you want us to start it
over?”

“No, I think I'll sit this
one out.” Ashley turned and made her way to the kitchen to fix
herself a snack.

“Jack's coming by later,”
Paula called from the living room

“Really?” Ashley’s voice
perked up at the mention of Jack’s name She stopped and stood in
the archway separating the kitchen from the living room.
“When?”

“He said around nine after
he gets out of work.” Paula noticed the change in Ashley's tone of
voice when she mentioned her brother's name and smiled
softly.

“What's he been up to
lately?”

“Just working mostly. He
broke up with Tanya last week and he's—sad—another relationship has
ended. I invited him over so we could try to cheer him
up.”

“Oh—well—um—let me know
when he gets here, I'll come out and say hi.” Ashley turned back to
the kitchen.

“What are you up to now?”
Sarah whispered.

“Oh nothing,” Paula
replied, a devilish grin across her face. “Nothing at
all.”

“Don't go playing
matchmaker, Paula. You know it always ends in disaster when you
do.”

“I don't think I’ll have
to do much of anything, Eric. Ash can't deny her attraction to my
brother forever. Besides, it'll do her some good to have someone
besides Mark interested in her, maybe it’ll make it easier for her
to cut the bastard loose.”

“Hey! I may have agreed to
be part of this, but Mark is still my brother, Paula. Just watch
what you say about him.” Eric tried to look offended, but he knew
what a jackass his brother could be.

* * * *

Ashley stood in the kitchen, peeking around
the corner as Jack greeted everyone in the other room. She saw him
looking around and figured he was looking for her. She turned and
took a few steps to the counter where the toaster was and leaned
over to look at her reflection.

“God, I look hideous!” she
said, running her fingers through her hair and straightening her
clothing.

“No, you look beautiful as
always, Ash,” a male voice from behind her replied.

His voice startled her and she jumped when
she heard it. “Jack! You scared the shit out of me!”

“Sorry.” He flashed a
wickedly sexy grin at her and leaned against the door frame
separating the kitchen and the living room, one foot crossed over
the other and his arms folded in front of him.

Jack was two years older than Paula. He
stood about six foot with collar length brown hair and violet eyes.
She often wondered where he’d gotten his incredibly sexy eyes from
because no one in his family had eyes like his. He wasn't overly
muscular, but he was in good shape. He had a broad chest, slim
waist and hips leading down into long muscular legs. His jeans
weren't skin tight, but they were tight enough to have women
thinking all sorts of sinful thoughts about him, especially
Ashley.

Ashley felt as if he were looking into her
soul whenever she saw him. His presence was always unsettling to
her and she found herself fumbling with her words as well as her
actions. This time was no different.

She fumbled with the dishes in the sink,
dropping one to the floor when she turned to face him. She mumbled
incoherently and refused to make eye contact with him. As she
gathered up the pieces of the broken dish, she heard Paula's voice
call out from the other room.

“Are you all
right?”

“Yeah, I'm fine,” Ashley
replied to Paula. “Just clumsy,” she added quietly to
herself.

“Do you want some
help?”

“No, thanks. I'll be fine.
I'll be out in a minute.”

“I can wait, I want to
talk with you.”

“I—I have to finish the
dishes, Jack.” Ashley righted herself after she cleaned up the last
of the broken dish. “It may be a bit before I'm done.”

“Like I said, I can wait.”
He took a few steps toward her and stopped when he saw her body
tense and she took a step back.

“I—you—can you wait in the
living room?” she stammered, still refusing to look at
him.

“What's wrong, Ashley? Do
I make you nervous?”

“Yes—no—just go wait in
the living room please, Jack?”

Jack ignored her request and approached her
again. He stood directly behind her at the sink and ran his hands
down the length of her bare arms, feeling her tremble under his
touch.

“You can't deny the
attraction between us forever, Ash.”

The longing in his voice surprised her and
she couldn’t help herself when he stepped closer. Her voice caught
in her throat and she found she couldn’t answer him. Instead she
melted against him, feeling his arms wrap around her waist and pull
her closer. She laid her head back on his shoulder and closed her
eyes, breathing in his wonderful scent. His favorite cologne was
Preferred Stock. Ashley always loved the smell of it despite Mark
hating it. It always smelled especially good on Jack.

“Wha—what are you doing?”
she asked breathlessly.

“Something I should have
done a very long time ago.” He turned her in his arms.

Jack cradled her face in his hands and
tilted Ashley’s head up to face him. She still wouldn't make eye
contact with him. He bowed his head and captured her lips with his
own. He kept the kiss light, but allowed her to feel the desire he
felt for her. She ran her hands up his chest to his shoulders then
tangled her fingers in his hair, pulling him in for a deeper
kiss.

He ran one hand up her side, causing her to
shiver again. That same hand found her breast and cupped it gently
while his thumb played lightly across the hard nipple through the
material of her t-shirt and bra. She arched her back into his hand
and heard him let out a soft moan.

He tore his lips from hers and left a trail
of fiery kisses down her neck to her collarbone. His other hand
cupped her firm ass and pulled her even closer against him, causing
his rapidly growing erection to press intimately into her
belly.

“Ahem!” a voice from the doorway
said.

Jack and Ashley pulled away from each other
as if they were both too hot to touch. “Paula! I—we—nothing
happened!” Ashley choked out.

“Sure, whatever you say,”
she snickered. “I was just wondering when the two of you were going
to join us.”

“I—I need to finish up
here.” Ashley turned back to the sink ignoring the fact she’d just
been busted by her roommate, making out in the kitchen. Her body
was on fire from Jack’s kisses and his touch and she could feel her
heart beating rapidly in her chest. A blush suffused her cheeks as
she glanced back at Paula who was grinning broadly at
her.

Jack stared at Ashley in disbelief then
glanced at his sister who was looking at him sympathetically. He
ran his fingers through his hair then pushed his way past Paula and
into the living room. He pulled his shirt down to hide the bulge in
his jeans and took a few deep breaths to calm his racing
heartbeat.

* * * *

“I'm glad you decided not
to stay in your room all night, Ash,” Paula said while the two
women carried empty popcorn bowls into the kitchen.

“I didn't want to spoil
everyone's fun, Paula. Besides, I know you all meant well. I'm
sorry I got angry.”

“So what's going on with
you and my brother?” Paula blurted out. “Things looked pretty
heated between the two of you earlier.”

Ashley blushed from her toes to her
hairline. “Okay, something did happen, as if you didn’t know. But
it was a mistake. I asked him to wait in the living room and next
thing I know he's kissing me.”

“Yeah, well you didn't
look like you were putting up much of a fight from what I
saw.”

“There's nothing going on
between me and Jack. I love Mark. I'm going to move with him when
he gets his condo.” Ashley knew full well she was lying to herself
and to Paula about how she felt about Jack.

“You know Jack has had a
crush on you since we were in college, don't you?”

“Yeah, I know. You've told
me more than once. I seem to recall you even tried to set us up a
few times when Mark and I were having problems.”

“I just think you and Jack
would—”

“Look, Paula,” Ashley
interrupted, “I like Jack, but just as a friend. There’ll never be
anything more between us. I just wish you'd drop the idea of us
being together.”

“But—”

“No! I said drop it,
Paula. You tried and failed to break up Mark and I. Now, I don't
want to hear another word about it.”

“Fine, but when he breaks
your heart, don't come cryin' to me.” Paula stormed out of the
kitchen, heading for her bedroom.

“Jesus,” Ashley muttered.
“What the hell's gotten into her?”

* * * *

Ashley finished cleaning up the dishes then
stood at the sink staring blankly at the wall. She knew what Paula
said was right, she didn't fight Jack when he kissed her. Her
thoughts drifted to Mark. She loved him and was willing to move
with him, but she knew it would also mean rarely getting to see
Jack or any of her other friends again. Could she deal with
that?

“Shit.” She slowly headed
to Paula's room and knocked quietly on the door. “Paula? Are you
still awake?”

“Yeah,” came Paula's reply
from behind the door.

“Can I come in for a
minute?”

“Sure.”

Ashley opened the door slowly and stepped
into Paula's room. She saw Paula sitting on her bed, her feet
stretched out, leaning against the headboard, reading a book.

“Look Paula, I'm really
confused right now. The kiss between Jack and me ignited things I
never knew existed. But at the same time, I love Mark and it’d
break my heart if I let him leave and move across the
country.”

“It's okay, Ash. I know
you're confused.”

“Jack's a really great guy
and he deserves someone better than me.”

“Tell him that.” Paula saw the look of hurt in Ashley's eyes and
immediately regretted her words. “I'm sorry,” she said as she
watched Ashley turn and walk out of her room.

“Please don't make this
any more difficult than it already is.” She stopped and turned to
face Paula again. “I'm not angry with you. Just confused.” She
paused for a moment before she turned and walked toward the door
again. “I'm gonna head to bed, Paula. Good night.” She pulled
Paula's door closed and headed to her own room.

Paula cursed under her breath then got to
her feet. She changed out of her jeans into a pair of shorts, and
pulled her t-shirt up around her neck to remove her bra, tossing it
into the hamper after righting her shirt. She pulled a brush
through her hair and sighed heavily.

She wondered if she was really being
supportive of Ashley's decision to stay with Mark. Sure, she loved
her brother and wanted to see him happy, but forcing Ashley to
admit her feelings when she wasn't ready could only end in disaster
and heartbreak for the both of them.

She fiddled with the handle of her brush
before setting it back down and walking to her door. Holding her
head high, she walked to Ashley's door, knocking softly.

“Yeah?” Ashley called out
from behind the door.

“Can I come
in?”

“It's open,” Ashley
replied, sitting at the vanity, confused more than ever about her
feelings for Mark and now Jack. Ashley had changed out of her
clothes and was wearing just a knee length t-shirt.

Paula opened the door and walked over to the
vanity. “I didn't mean to upset you, Ash.” She hugged her friend
from behind.

“It's okay, Paula. You're
right anyway. My relationship with Mark isn't going to get any
better.” Ashley grabbed a tissue from the box and blew her nose
softly. “It's just gonna be difficult to tell him
good-bye.”

“I know,” Paula said in a
comforting tone. “I'll be here for you, Ash.”

She and Paula hugged for a long time and
when Paula caressed her hair, Ashley shivered, confused by the
feelings she was suddenly experiencing, yet feeling comfort at the
same time. The warmth of her friend caused more confusion, but it
also made her feel better about the situation.

Paula's hug brought her back to reality and
she felt enveloped by the warmth. The confusion left her feeling
lost, her mind racing, looking at their reflections in the mirror
as if waiting for a sign of what to do next.

Paula relaxed their embrace and wiped
Ashley's tears before she leaned in and placed a soft kiss on her
cheek. Ashley pulled away, but she didn’t hesitate when Paula
delivered the kiss once again, this time pulling her closer.

She turned Ashley's head to face her and
placed a tender kiss on her lips. It was a heated kiss, making them
both wonder what exactly was happening. Paula closed her eyes while
her tongue teased the corners of Ashley's mouth, seeking access.
Letting out a gasp, Ashley felt Paula's tongue merge with her own
and moaned against the sensations it was causing.

Paula rose to her feet and took Ashley's
hand in hers. “Come over here.” She led her to the bed. “You need
to get your mind off both guys for a little while.” Ashley was
hesitant at first, but desiring more of the comfort Paula offered,
she followed her to the bed.

Both women lay down on the bed, Ashley
blushing, avoiding eye contact with her roommate. Paula gathered up
the material of Ashley's long t-shirt, slowly pulling it over her
head then tossing it to the floor. Paula's delicate hands returned
to comfort Ashley once again, tracing the darkened areola and erect
bud of each nipple. The unexpected sensations caused her nipples to
stiffen even more upon contact as she arched her back, pressing her
breasts into Paula's touch.

“What are we doing?”
Ashley asked breathless, then closed her eyes at the feeling of
Paula's hands upon her skin.

“Shhh,” Paula replied,
propping herself up on her elbow and looking down at Ashley's
flushed face.

“I—I've never been with
another woman before,” Ashley breathed as Paula leaned in and took
a taut pink nipple into her mouth, teasing it with her tongue and
nibbling softly.

“Me neither. I just want
to help you take your mind off things.” Paula moved away from one
nipple and found the other. “This won’t change our friendship, Ash.
Just relax and let me do this.”

Ashley didn't move. She lay on the bed
allowing her roommate to bring about sensations she'd never felt
before. She felt Paula's hand roam down her ribs and stomach to the
soft curly hair at the top of her thighs. She was surprised to find
what Paula was doing was an incredible turn-on. She knew Mark's
touch could arouse her, but this was a different feeling
altogether.

“Mmm,” Paula breathed,
releasing her lips from Ashley's nipple and watching her hand
disappear between her thighs. “So wet.”

Unconsciously, Ashley parted her legs when
she felt Paula's fingers graze the lips of her sex. She moaned at
the feeling of Paula's fingers rubbing over the hard nub of her
clit and her hips began to move in unison.

Paula immersed two fingers inside Ashley's
sweet cave, wiggling them when she found her g-spot and hearing
Ashley moan softly. Her thumb rubbed against Ashley's clit and she
could feel the silky wetness coating her fingers. A squeal escaped
her parted lips when Paula's fingernail grazed the sensitive flesh
inside her.

“This isn't right.” Ashley
moaned, her hips rocking against Paula's hand, desperate to find
her release; unable to remove herself from the
situation.

As much as Ashley's mind told her what Paula
was doing was wrong, it felt so wonderful. She was on the verge of
her first orgasm and tried to hold back, feeling ashamed in
allowing this to continue.

“Don't fight it, Ash,”
Paula whispered. “I want you to come. I want you to know what it
feels like.” She moved her fingers faster in and out of her
roommate's warm, wet pussy.

“Oh God,” Ashley cried,
fisting the sheets beneath her as she felt her climax building deep
within.

“Just let it go, Ash.”
Paula watched Ashley's head rock side-to-side.

Ashley cried out Paula's name as her orgasm
exploded through her. She was frightened of the immense pleasure
she was feeling, but she couldn’t hold back. Gripping the sheets
even tighter, her body tensed through her release. Paula slowly
pulled her fingers out. Much to Ashley’s surprise, Paula slowly
pushed her fingers back inside, keeping her thumb on the still hard
nub of Ashley's clit.

Immediately, Ashley felt another climax
begin to build as Paula slowly stroked her g-spot, bringing her
over the edge once more. She whimpered her pleasure while another
powerful orgasm rocketed through her second time.

She kept her eyes closed while her body
floated down from the high of her release. She felt the bed shift
then Paula's arm wrap around her and they both drifted off to
sleep.

* * * *

Ashley woke the next morning feeling more
relaxed than she could ever remember feeling before. She yawned,
stretched, then swung her feet over the side of the bed, resting
them on the floor.

She gazed at the mirror on her vanity then
felt guilt as well as shame wash over her as the events of last
night came flooding back in a rush. She turned to see Paula wasn't
in her bed and she quickly found the long t-shirt she usually slept
in, pulled it over her head and headed out to the kitchen.

Paula was in the kitchen making breakfast,
still wearing just her shorts and a t-shirt. Her hair was mussed
and a soft smile played upon her lips. “G'mornin' Ash. Sleep
well?”

Ashley just gazed at her roommate as she sat
down at the small table against the wall. “Yeah.”

“What's wrong?” Paula knew
the answer before Ashley told her.

“What do you think is
wrong, Paula?” Ashley replied, breaking eye contact and fiddling
with the saltshaker in front of her.

“Last night?”

“Um—yeah. Don't you feel
the slightest bit guilty about what happened?”

“No, I don't and you
shouldn't either.”

“How can you say that? You
cheated on Eric and I—”

“Eric and I have a very
open relationship, Ash. I know I've told you that. Besides, I
intend to tell him what happened.”

“What?” Ashley asked, her
voice rose in surprise.

“I have no guilt about
what happened last night because I intend to tell Eric what
happened,” Paula repeated.

“Oh perfect. So you mean I
have to tell Mark?”

“No. I didn't say
that.”

“Then what are you
saying?”

“How can you feel guilty
for having an orgasm?” Paula put a plate with eggs and bacon down
in front of Ashley then filled a mug with coffee and handed it to
her.

“Because it wasn't with
him,” Ashley started, feeling the heat of embarrassment rise in her
cheeks.

“So?”

“Honestly, Paula, I've
never felt the way I did when you were—touching me last night. If I
tell Mark, there's no telling what would happen.”

“So don't tell
him.”

“But what if
Eric—”

“Eric won't. I'll tell him
not to, but you've got to sort out your feelings, Ash. You can't
keep stringing Mark along forever and even though Jack is
completely gaga over you, he won't wait around forever, especially
after you blew him off last night.”

Ashley pushed her plate aside and crossed
her arms in front of her on the table. She rested her head on her
arms and sighed heavily. What was she going to do about all this?
She loved Mark, but wasn’t even sure she liked him anymore, and her
feelings about Jack were even more disturbing. How could she
respond to Jack when she was supposed to be in love with Mark?
Perhaps this was why she always shied away from her feelings about
Paula’s sexy older brother. They scared her and the kiss with him
last night just brought everything to the surface.

Ashley's confusion turned to anger as she
thought of the events of the previous night again. She appreciated
the comfort Paula offered and knew the reassurances of their
relationship not changing were true, but she also wondered if it
was all part of Paula trying to break her and Mark up.

“Why did you do that last
night?” Ashley asked, trying to keep her anger in check. “Why did
you touch me the way you did?”

Paula broke eye contact with Ashley,
fiddling with the fork on her plate. “I think I just got caught up
in the moment, Ash. I'm sorry.”

Ashley sighed heavily. “No need to
apologize, Paula. I understand. I just want to know if that was a
onetime thing or —”

“Oh it was definitely just
a onetime thing. I just wanted to help you clear your mind, Ash.
Besides, you’ll find having an orgasm is very useful for relieving
stress. I don’t intend to touch you that way again, but you can do
it to yourself.”

Ashley blushed, knowing she’d never be able
to do something like that to herself. She bit on her lower lip and
turned her eyes away from Paula.

“What’s wrong?”

“I can’t do something like
that!” The thought horrified her. Could she really touch herself
like that?

“Yes, you can. Besides, if
you haven’t ever had an orgasm with Mark, how do you expect to
relieve your stress?”

“There are other ways, I’m
sure.”

“But none that are as much
fun. Besides, the orgasm I gave you or the ones you give yourself
aren’t anything in comparison to what you can get from a man.”
Paula smiled.

“Well, it did help for a
bit, but I’m more confused now than I was before we—uh—you
know—”

“If you don't want me to
tell Eric, I won't.”

“No, you can tell him if
you want,” Ashley replied. The last thing she wanted to do was come
between Paula and Eric.

“Well, Eric and I are
spending the day together today so I gotta go get ready.” Paula
took her dishes to the sink. “Will you be okay by
yourself?”

“Yeah, Mark is supposed to
come over later.”

Ashley finished her breakfast while Paula
disappeared around the corner. She thought about Mark and the
possibilities of moving out west with him. Then her mind drifted to
Jack again. She'd known him for nearly ten years and had always
denied she'd thought of him as more than a friend. She sighed
heavily again and took her plate to the sink.

She headed to her room and pulled out the
clothes she'd wear for the day, just a pair of sweat pants and a
t-shirt then poked her head out the door to hear if Paula was
finished in the bathroom. When she didn't hear the shower running,
she took the few steps to the bathroom door and knocked
quietly.

“Paula? Are you
done?”

“Yeah,” Paula said from
behind her. “I'm done.”

“Oh, I thought you were
still—never mind.” Ashley turned to walk back into her
room.

Paula sensed Ashley's uneasiness and sighed
heavily. She new last night was a onetime thing, but she worried
that Ashley didn't believe her; she wondered if their trust was
tarnished forever. She gathered up her purse and her keys then left
a note for Ashley.

 


Hey Ash

Jack's coming by later to fix the computer.
He didn't say what time so you might wanna make yourself scarce if
Mark is coming over.

I'm sorry again for last night, I have to
admit feeling and watching your release was amazing. Just remember
to touch yourself the way I touched you when you feel stressed and
I promise what happened between us last night, although it was
wonderful, won't ever happen again.

Still friends?

Paula



She placed the note under the saltshaker on the kitchen table then
headed out the door.

* * * *

Ashley stood at the kitchen table reading
the note Paula had left. A smile spread across her face at the
thought of Jack coming over. The smile quickly faded, however when
she thought of what might happen if he came over while Mark was
still here. She folded the note and put it in the pocket of her
bathrobe. She headed back to her room to get dressed, she didn't
want to be caught in her bathrobe if Jack was coming by.

“Just a minute!” Ashley
shouted through the apartment to the person knocking on her door.
She didn't get a chance to get fully dressed, so she pulled a brush
through her hair, closed her robe and tied it then stepped into her
slippers then headed out to answer the door.

“Hey Ashley,” Mark said as
she opened the door to let him in. He leaned in and gave her a
quick peck on the cheek.

“I wasn't expecting you so
soon, Mark.”

“Yeah, I know. I just had
to come by and share my good news with you.”

“Which is?” she asked as
she took a seat on the sofa in the living room.

“Well one of my dad's
friends from the party last night has a brother who lives in L.A.
and he's looking for a new intern.” He took a seat beside
Ashley.

“And?”

“I gave him my resume and
he used my dad's fax machine and faxed it to his
brother.”

“Okay.” She was getting
impatient with him for not just getting to the point, although she
pretty much knew where he was going with this
conversation.

“The guy's brother hired
me! I'm movin' to L.A.!”

“That's wonderful news,
Mark! I'm so happy for you!” Ashley said as she hugged
him.

“It's gonna be so
great—the two of us livin' in L.A.—”

“Wow! L.A.,” Ashley said,
an uncertainty in her voice.

“What? What's wrong, Ash?
Don't you want to move to L.A. with me?” Mark took her hand in his
and saw the uncertainty in her eyes.

“No.” She turned her gaze
away from his and focused instead on their joined hands.

Mark pulled his hand away from Ashley and
rose to his feet. “Why?”

“Because my family is
here, Mark. My friends are here. I love living in Michigan. I don't
want to move across the country.”

“What family? You told me
your parents are in Florida.”

“They are. I'm talking
about Paula's family, Mark. They've become like a second family to
me.”

“You can fly back to visit
whenever you want, Ash. I'll even come with you if time
permits.”

“It's not just that, Mark.
I have a job. I can't just up and leave. I have responsibilities.”
She tried to mask the anger brewing within her.

Mark paced the floor in front of the sofa,
sighing heavily. He stopped and turned to look at Ashley.

“Who is he?”

“Who is who?”

“Who's the guy you
met?”

“I haven't met anyone.
Haven't you been listening to me? My family is here, Mark. I don't
want to move to L.A.!” she said, now letting him hear her
anger.



“That's a pretty lame
excuse for not wanting to move, Ash. I love you. I want to take
care of you.”

“You haven't wanted to
take care of me for the last two years, Mark. What's
changed?”

“Nothing's changed. You
know how I am about expressing my feelings.”

“You've had plenty of
opportunities. I think you just want your new boss in L.A. to see
what a hot dish you've got for a girlfriend.”

“What's so wrong with
wanting to show you off?”

“I'm not anyone's
possession, Mark. There are plenty of women in L.A. who would be
happy to be your eye candy,” Ashley snapped.

“Fine. I won't take the
job.”

“Yes you will. It's a
great opportunity for you.”

“But you won't come with
me?”

“You don't need me, Mark.
You'll be too busy with work to even notice I'm not
there.”

Mark tried to keep his anger in check
because he knew Ashley was right. He'd be far too busy to spend any
time with her. It didn't matter to him, though. He wanted her
there. He continued his pacing, running through his mind excuses he
could give Ashley to get her to go with him. He stopped when the
obvious idea popped into his head. He turned and took a few steps
toward Ashley, getting down on one knee and taking her hand in
his.

“Marry me.”

“What?”

“Marry me. Be my wife.
Move with me to L.A.”

“I can't, Mark,” Ashley
said quietly. “I just can't.”

“Fine!” He rose to his
feet and moved toward the door. “I guess you got what you wanted,
Ash.”

“Which is?”

“The opportunity to no
longer sneak around behind my back with the new guy you
met.”

“I told you I
haven't—”

“When you wrap your legs
around him while he's fucking you, do you scream my name?” Mark
regretted the words the moment they came out of his
mouth.

Ashley shoved Mark into the chair behind
him. “Asshole!”

When Mark fell against the chair Ashley
tumbled with him, not noticing the note had fallen from her pocket.
Mark saw it first and grabbed it thinking it would confirm his
accusations about another man.

“My, my! Look at what we
have here,” Mark started and Ashley felt sick. “And here I thought
you had met another guy, I never dreamed it would be her! But
that's cool with me. Ashley. I think it's so damn sexy watching two
women get it on and now I won't even have to get on the internet to
see it, I can watch it when I come over here!”

“Get out! Get the fuck out
and don't ever come back!” Ashley rose to her feet and literally
pushed Mark out the door.

She slammed the door; barely missing Mark
then ran to her room and threw herself on the bed, sobbing
uncontrollably. Mark's words cut her deep and she couldn't believe
he'd think so little of her. She was angry and hurt. She wondered
if would try to use what he learned in the note against her later.
Was he going to use it to his advantage at some point? Ashley cried
for nearly half an hour before she finally calmed down and drifted
off to sleep.

* * * *

“Ashley,” a male voice
said softly, shaking her gently to wake her. “Ashley, wake
up.”

“Hmm,” she said, slowly
rolling over and rubbing her puffy red eyes.

“Are you okay?”

“Yeah. H—how did you get
in here?”

“The door was open. It
looked like it was broken. Is everything okay?” he asked with a
soothing voice.

“No. Everything is not
okay.” Ashley pulled herself out of bed and pushed past Jack. The
last place she wanted to be alone with him was her
bedroom.

He grabbed her arm before she could get out
of reach and turned her to face him. “Tell me what happened.”

“Nothing.” She sniffed,
pulled away from him and reached for a tissue on her vanity. She
wiped her eyes and blew her nose then headed out to the living
room. “Don't you have a computer to fix or something?”

“It can wait. Why don't I
make us some coffee and you can tell me about it.” Jack followed
her out to the kitchen and pulled out two mugs then found the
coffee and filters.

“There's nothing to tell.”
Ashley allowed Jack to make the coffee while she headed to the
living room and sat down on the couch, one leg beneath her. She
grabbed for the remote and turned on the TV, flipping blankly
through the channels until she came upon an old black & white
movie.

Jack's cologne lingered in the air and she
inhaled deeply. The man drove her completely crazy with want, but
she wasn't about to tell him that. She hid the fact the mere touch
of his hand to her skin sent her pulse racing.

She could hear him milling about in the
kitchen and tried to get a look at him, but from where she was
sitting her view of the kitchen was blocked by a wall. Jack called
out from the kitchen asking if she still took two sugars in her
coffee. She told him she did then wondered how he knew that about
her as a smile graced her lips.

She thought back to last night and what had
happened between her and Paula. She couldn't believe she'd allowed
something like that to happen, but now, thinking about it, her body
tingled and she felt wetness between her thighs at the thought of
how Paula made her feel and thoughts of how she felt about Jack.
She couldn't possibly ever tell anyone what had happened and she
wondered why Paula seemed so non-chalant about the whole thing.

“No,” she whispered,
shaking off the memories of last night. “I like men.” She turned
her attention back to the TV. She wasn't really watching what was
on; she just needed something to get her mind off of the things
Mark said to her and the fact that Jack was in her kitchen. She was
available now and she didn't trust herself alone with
him.

“Here we go,” Jack said,
bringing two mugs of coffee out and handing one to Ashley before he
sat down beside her.

“Thanks.” She took the mug
from him but still refused to make eye contact with him.

Jack took a sip of his coffee then set it on
the table in front of him. He crossed his right foot over the top
of his left leg, leaned back on the couch and smiled softly at
Ashley.

“Now, tell me what's
bugging you.”

“Nothing.”

“Don't lie to me Ashley. I
know something's going on. Your doorframe is busted and you look
like you've been crying. What gives?”

“Mark and I broke up. He
said some horrible things to me and I threw him out. I still can't
believe after all that, he had the nerve to propose!” Bringing the
mug of coffee to her lips, she noticed her hands were trembling.
She didn’t know if it was from the effect Jack had on her or from
still being so upset. Tears filled her eyes and she turned her head
and wiped them away.

“He's a fool for treating
you the way he did and I'm sorry he hurt you this way, but on the
other hand I'm glad he's out of your life.”

The elation Jack felt when Ashley said she'd
broken up with Mark nearly overwhelmed him, but he kept it in
check. He placed both feet on the floor and scooted in closer to
Ashley. He pulled her into his arms and gave her a comforting hug.
He was overjoyed when she didn't pull away from him but rather
wrapped her arms around him and buried her face in his shoulder.
She began to sob quietly again.

“It's okay, Ash. Just let
it out,” he said soothingly, kissing the top of her head and
rocking her gently.

As he held her, his thoughts drifted to
having her in his bed. He could feel her warm body against him,
feel the aftermath of the climax she'd given him; taste her
sweetness on his lips. Those thoughts had his heart racing and his
cock twitching to life in his pants. He told himself to get a grip
on his emotions, he didn't want to scare her off.

Jack held Ashley and let her cry for another
half an hour before she calmed and drifted off to sleep. He picked
her up with ease and carried her into her room, laying her gently
on the bed then leaning in and kissing her cheek softly. He pulled
the quilt up over her, closed her door and headed back into the
living room to fix the computer.

* * * *

“Jack?” Ashley said as she
came out of her room.

The apartment was dark except for the light
over the stove in the kitchen. It looked as though Jack had left.
As she approached the bathroom, she didn't hear the water running
in the shower. She opened the door of the bathroom only to pull it
closed quickly when she realized someone was in there.

“Sorry,” she said, as she
felt the heat of embarrassment rise in her cheeks. It definitely
wasn’t Paula in the shower. Thoughts of Jack being naked in her
bathroom caused her heart to race. No, she wasn’t ready to go there
yet.

Ashley sat in the dark kitchen recalling the
events of the day. Mark's final words to her still stung and she
felt tears welling up in her eyes again. Then Jack held her and let
her cry on his shoulder. She was still confused about everything
and silently vowed to herself to swear off men.

“I was wondering when you
were gonna wake up,” Jack said, walking into the kitchen wearing
just a towel around his waist.

“Jack!” She blushed and
looked away when she saw what he was wearing. His hair was wet and
mussed from his shower and even though he'd just showered, Ashley
could still smell his cologne. It had her head spinning.

“Paula called a little
while ago and said she and Eric were heading up to Bay City for the
weekend.” He turned on a light in the kitchen and pulled two frozen
dinners out of the freezer. “I didn't want to leave you alone the
way you were and with that broken door, so I fixed your computer
then just hung around. I hope you don't mind I used your shower, I
felt kinda grubby.”

“N—no. That's fine,” she
stammered, trying desperately not to look at him.

Jack placed the dinners in the microwave and
then headed back to the bathroom to get dressed. Ashley breathed a
sigh of relief when he left, she didn't know how much longer she
could stand having him in the same room wearing nothing but a
towel.

He came out dressed in his t-shirt and jeans
a few minutes later. Ashley eyed him hungrily as he crossed the
kitchen to pull the dinners out of the microwave. Jack saw her
watching him out of the corner of his eye and smiled to himself. He
brought the dinners to the table, then found silverware and grabbed
two cans of Pepsi out of the refrigerator, placing one in front of
Ashley and one at his place.

“I hope this is okay for
dinner. I didn't really know what you wanted and I didn't feel much
like cooking.”

Ashley eyed him curiously at his last
statement. “Yeah, I can cook.” He smiled “Mom told me a long time
ago I needed to learn how to cook for myself.”

“Do you do laundry too?”
Ashley quipped.

“Only when I absolutely
have to.”

They ate in silence then Jack cleared the
table and sat back down next to Ashley. He took her hand and
brought it up to his lips, placing a soft kiss on her palm before
lacing his fingers with hers.

Ashley surprised herself when she didn't
pull her hand away. The warmth of his hand in hers felt right and
she felt her heart racing again. “Th—thanks for fixing our
computer, Jack, and thanks for sticking around. I'm gonna have to
call the landlord in the morning and see if he can fix the
door.”

“No problem,
Ash.”

“You don't have to stay if
you don't want. I can figure out a way to keep the door closed. I
can prop a chair under the knob or something.”

“I'm staying.” He raised
his hand when she began to protest. “I’ll sleep on the couch. I
just want to make sure you're safe. This isn't the best
neighborhood, you know.”

Ashley smiled softly. Inwardly, she was
thrilled he was staying. She didn't want to be alone and since
Paula would be gone for the weekend, she felt better knowing that
someone would be here. But then her smile turned to a frown. Could
she be alone all night in the same house with Jack? Would Mark be
stupid enough to come back?

As if reading her thoughts, Jack asked, “You
don't think Mark would try anything, do you?”

“I don't know. He was
pretty upset when he left. I just hope he lets things stand as they
are and accepts the fact that we’re no longer together.”

“Well, if he does try
anything, he's gonna have to go through me first.” Jack rose to his
feet and headed into the living room.

“Thank you.” Ashley
followed him and took a seat on the sofa.

Jack thumbed through their movies looking
for something to watch. “Whatcha wanna watch?”

“Anything is fine.” She
folded one leg underneath her and reached over to turn on the lamp
on the table next to her.

“How
about Sleepless In
Seattle?” He pulled the DVD out of the
stack and smilied at her.

“You sure you wanna watch
a chick movie?”

“Oh yeah. It's one of my
favorites.”

“I find that hard to
believe.” Did he know it was one of her too?

“No, really. I love this
movie.” He put the disc in the DVD player and crossed the room to
sit beside her on the couch.

They sat apart through the movie. Ashley
wanted to scoot closer to him and rest her head on his shoulder,
but she fought the urge. Jack wanted to hold her close and feel her
soft curves against him, but he too fought the urge.

During the movie, Ashley had gotten up to
fix them some popcorn. When it was over, she took the bowl to the
kitchen. Jack had gotten a blanket from the closet in the hallway
and laid it out across the couch while Ashley cleaned up the bowl
from the popcorn. He'd pulled off his t-shirt and folded it neatly,
placing it on the chair next to the sofa.

When she came back out to the living room,
Jack approached her and took her in his arms. She didn't struggle
or pull away like he thought she would and he brought his lips down
to hers for a soft, tender kiss.

“Good night, Ashley,” he
said as he broke the kiss and released her.

She put her hands on his shoulders and
pulled his face down to hers, finding his lips and kissing him with
all the passion he made her feel. He broke the kiss once more and
cradled her face in his hands.

“It's not a big secret
that I want you, Ashley.”

“I want you too, Jack.
Please don't sleep on the couch tonight.”

“Are you sure? You just
broke up with Mark.”

“Yes, I’m sure, Jack. I
want you in my bed.” She pulled him in for another heated
kiss.

Ashley groaned her frustration when Jack
pulled away from her again. “This is more than just sex to me,
Ashley. I don't want to be your rebound guy.”

“It's more than just sex
to me too, Jack. I can't deny how I feel about you any longer.
Besides, you just broke up with Tanya. Wouldn’t I be your rebound
girl?”

“I never slept with
Tanya.”

“You didn’t?”

“No. I couldn’t when I
knew I wanted you.”

Jack pulled her into his arms and kissed her
passionately, plunging his tongue into her mouth and feeling her
hands run up his chest to his shoulders, then tangling in his hair
and pulling him in for a deeper kiss, merging her tongue with
his.

She broke the kiss this time, took his hand
and led him to her bedroom. As they entered her room, he pulled on
her hand, unsure if this was how he wanted to do things. She
stopped and turned to face him.

“What's wrong?” she
asked.

“I just want to make
absolutely sure you want this, Ash. I don't want you to have any
regrets.”

“The only regret I have is
not doing this sooner, Jack. I wasted two years of my life with
Mark when I could have been with you.”

“And I’ve wasted countless
years of mine, pining for you, not knowing how you
felt.”

Jack claimed her lips with his once more,
wrapping his arms around her and lifting her off her feet. His
passion for her was driving him now, all common sense vanished. He
took the few steps toward the bed, falling to the mattress with
her. He broke the kiss and rolled onto his back, pulling Ashley on
top of him.

She ran her hands over his chest, flicking
each nipple with her fingernail before her hands found the
waistband of his jeans and began unfastening the snap. She rubbed
his hard cock through the material before she pulled down the
zipper, eventually scooting off the bed to pull his jeans
completely off. Ashley caressed Jack's legs as she made her way
back up his body. She stopped before she removed his briefs, looked
into his eyes and smiled softly.

“I always figured you for
a boxers man,” she quipped before she hooked her fingers under the
waistband and pulled them down, exposing his throbbing erection to
her hungry eyes.

Jack's chuckle turned to a moan when she
wrapped her hand around his cock and began stroking him softly.
“You keep that up, this’ll finish before it starts.”

Ashley didn't respond, instead she continued
to stroke his cock slowly, feeling the clear drops of his arousal
ooze from the engorged head and coat her hand. She leaned in and
kissed the tip softly, hearing another moan rip from Jack's
lips.

He reached for her and she pulled away,
closing her mouth around his shaft and running her tongue up and
down its length. Jack closed his eyes and threw his head deeper
into the pillow.

“God, Ashley!—that
feels—-aah—-” he moaned, unable to gather a further coherent
thought.

She increased the pace, while trying to take
his cock deeper. She felt his hips rise off the mattress, pushing
himself further into her mouth, causing her to gag slightly. Ashley
held his hips down as if giving him a signal to let her control the
pace. He groaned his frustration but understood and fought
desperately to keep himself from thrusting deeper into her mouth
again.

She swirled her tongue around the tumescent
head, hearing Jack moan her name a second time. This encouraged her
to go further and suck harder, bobbing her head up and down on his
shaft at a frenzied pace, increasing the depth each time.

Ashley reached down and softly caressed
Jack's balls, feeling them tighten just seconds before he released
his hot, creamy seed into her waiting mouth. She wasn't able to
take all of it in and brought her mouth away with a pop.

One long stream of semen shot into the air
then landed on his bare chest as she watched. She hungrily lapped
up the remnants of his spending before stretching out beside him on
the bed. Jack remained still, the sheets beneath him twisted
tightly in his hands as his body slowly recovered.

She rested her head on his shoulder,
listening to his ragged breathing. He wrapped one arm around her
and pulled her closer, keeping his eyes closed and floating down
from the high of his release.

“Thank you,” he breathed,
caressing her back.

“You're welcome,” she
replied quietly, tracing the muscles of his chest with her finger.
They both lay quietly for a moment; the only sound in the room was
his ragged breathing.

“Jack?” she asked after
quite a few minutes.

“Yeah?”

“I need to tell you
something before we go any further.”

“Will it ruin the
moment?”

“Probably.”

“Can it wait?”

“It can, but I'd feel
better telling you now.”

Jack sat up in bed, leaning against the
headboard. He pulled Ashley into his arms and told her she had too
many clothes on.

“You may feel differently
after what I tell you.” She pulled away from him and sat on the
edge of the bed.

“Then don't tell me.” He
leaned over and ran his hands under her shirt.

He caressed her back and made his way around
the front, cupping a breast in his palm and running his thumb over
the erect nipple, hearing her moan softly and feeling her arch into
his hand in response.

“You're not gonna make
this easy for me, are you?” she asked, her breath catching in her
throat when she felt his lips on her neck.

“No.” He continued his
assault on her neck, then found her ear and nibbled softly at the
lobe. He gathered up the material of her shirt, pulled it over her
head and tossed it to the side before she could stop him. He pulled
her back onto the bed, leaning against the headboard and cradling
her in his lap.

“What do you need to tell
me that can't wait?” His lips found the nape of her neck once
more.

“God—Jack—I—can't think
straight when you—do that,” she stammered, trying to collect her
thoughts, but failing miserably.

“Good.” He laid her back
on the mattress next to him and positioned himself over her.
“You're still wearing too many clothes.” His lips found a nipple,
then licked and teased it, before taking the taut bud between his
teeth and nibbling softly.

She tried to push him away knowing she
needed to tell him about his sister before this continued. All
rational thought was quickly disappearing while his lips left a
trail of fire across her breasts then continued down her body.

He planted feather light kisses along her
stomach, stopping when he reached the waistband of her sweats. He
nipped at the waistband, taking it gently in his teeth and pulling
them down her body.

As he reached her knees, he resumed removing
her sweats with his hands while he kissed down one leg to her toes.
Pulling the sweats off and tossing them aside, he found the other
foot and began his trail of kisses back up her leg until he reached
her inner thighs.

Ashley didn't have the guts to tell Jack
that Mark had never given her oral sex and she anticipated her
first experience with him. She felt his breath lightly caressing
her glistening slit and opened her legs wider for him. She let out
a gasp when she felt him push two fingers inside her and briefly
thought back to when Paula did this to her. Guilt washed over her
and she struggled to pull away from him.

“Jack. I really need to
tell you this.” She pulled away from him and swung her legs over
the edge of the bed again.

Jack sighed heavily, realizing he wasn't
going to get anywhere until she told him what she needed to tell
him. “Okay, I'm listening.” He positioned himself behind her, his
legs stretched out in front of him and propping himself up on his
elbow.

Ashley took a deep breath and closed her
eyes before she spoke. She just hoped what she was about to tell
Jack wouldn't drive him away for good. “Last night after everyone
left, something happened I'm not proud of. I did something, or
rather I allowed something to be done to me that never should
have—” she tried to continue but Jack interrupted.

“I know what happened.
Paula told me.”

“She what?” Ashley asked, feeling shame, anger and guilt all boil to
the surface.

“I don't think she meant
to, Ash. It just kinda slipped out.”

“How does something like
that just kinda slip out? You talk to your sister about her sex
life?”

“No, we were talking about
you and she felt really bad for what happened, she needed someone
to talk to and I was there. Actually Ash, I thought it sounded sexy
and it made me want you even more.”

Ashley didn't know whether to be relieved or
angry with what Jack had just told her. He knew about what happened
between her and Paula but he didn't say anything to her.

She got to her feet and found her t-shirt,
pulling it harshly over her head before she found her sweats and
pulled them on. “I think maybe you should sleep on the couch
tonight.”

“You can't seriously mean
that, Ash.”

“I can and I do mean it,
Jack.”

“But why? I thought you
wanted this.”

“I did,
but that was before I knew that you knew about what your sister and
I did last night.”

“It makes no difference to
me what happened last night, Ashley. She told me it was a onetime
thing and it’ll never happen again.”

“Can we not talk about
this anymore, please? I don't feel comfortable discussing your
sister's sex life with you.”

“We need to talk about
this, Ashley.”

“Please don't pretend to
care about me, Jack. Don't make this any more difficult than it
already is.”

“I am not pretending,
Ashley. I do care for you—deeply. I want you to know
that.”

“Okay, I know it. Now if
you insist on staying to keep me safe, please just go sleep on the
couch.”

Jack grumbled as he got to his feet to find
his jeans and briefs. He didn't bother to dress as he made his way
out of Ashley's room. He heard her close the door behind him then
heard her begin to cry.

He turned and raised his hand to the
doorknob. He stopped just as he touched it, thinking it was
probably best to just leave things as they were for now. He could
talk to her in the morning and get this all sorted out.

He sighed heavily once more before walking
out into the living room, pulling back the blanket on the couch and
situating himself with a small pillow under his head. He glanced in
the direction of Ashley's room, smiling at how she gave him
pleasure without expecting anything in return. Jack took a deep
breath, closed his eyes and drifted off to sleep with images of
Ashley flashing through his mind.

* * * *

Why am I so angry with
him? He obviously didn't have any problems with what happened
between me and his sister. Why did I kick him out of my bed?
Ashley slowly pulled herself to her feet and took
the few steps to her vanity. She gazed at her reflection in the
mirror, noting the puffiness of her eyes from crying.

She headed to the bathroom to splash a bit
of cool water on her face. When she came out of the bathroom, she
paused in the doorway when she heard Jack’s voice.

“Ashley. God Ashley, you
feel so good.”

She felt a heated blush suffuse her cheeks
as she listened to Jack dreaming about her. She wondered again
exactly what was wrong with her. It was apparent by listening to
him now that he did indeed want her, and she knew beyond all doubt
she wanted him. She wanted him more than she wanted to breathe.

She turned and walked into the dark living
room, stood beside the couch and looked down at his sleeping form.
The blanket covered him from just below the waist down and she
could clearly see the proof of his arousal in the tented
blanket.

“Jack,” she said softly.
He stirred but didn't awaken.

“Jack,” she said a bit
louder, watching him shift slightly but still not waking
up.

She leaned in and shook his shoulder gently.
“Jack, wake up.”

He grabbed her and pulled her down on top of
him, finding her lips with his and devouring them in a heated kiss.
She tangled her fingers in his hair and held herself close while
her tongue explored his mouth. She felt his hands at the waistband
of her sweats and lifted herself up so he could remove them.
Kicking the sweats off once they reached her feet, she heard them
hit the small lamp on the end table and knock it to the carpeted
floor.

She giggled against his lips while his hands
gathered up her t-shirt and pulled it over her head, dropping it to
the floor in front of the couch. “Stop me now if you don't want
this, Ash, because you stopped me once and I don’t think I can stop
again.” He caressed her back and pulled her in for another
passionate kiss before she could tell him no.

He groaned at the feeling of her soft, warm
naked body against his. He wondered briefly if he was dreaming or
if she was actually here. It didn't matter now, he wasn't about to
wake up if it was a dream or let her go if it wasn't.

“I want to do this, Jack.”
She moved over him, feeling the hard length of him throbbing
against her thigh. Reaching between them she guided him into her
slick opening. Lowering herself slowly onto him, she heard him let
out a groan from deep within his throat.

As she glided slowly up and down his shaft,
Jack grabbed her hips, trying to plunge himself deeper into her.
The small sofa was hampering his movements and he sat up, gripping
her hips tighter and holding her so his cock was still planted deep
within her.

She wrapped her legs tightly around him as
he rose to his feet. He found it difficult to keep his footing as
her hips moved with his while he carried her to her bedroom. Ashley
clung to him, his cock still buried deep within her when he sat
down on the bed and laid back. Before his head hit the pillow she
began riding his rigid shaft once again.

“I'm not wearing
protection,” he groaned as she continued to grind down on his
pulsating cock.

“I'm on the pill.” She was
amazed at the fullness she felt with his cock inside
her.

He sat up and captured a nipple in his
mouth, nibbling and sucking softly. She pushed him back on the bed,
bringing her lips down to his for a quick, heated kiss. He bent his
knees with his feet on the bed and she broke the kiss, leaning back
against his legs to take him deeper.

“God, Jack.” She could
already feel her climax building deep within her.

“Yeah baby, let yourself
go. Come on my cock.”

He cupped a breast in each hand, kneading
softly and rolling the hard tips between his fingers. She arched
her back into his hands and he felt her muscles tighten around his
cock. He told her to open her eyes while he plunged deeper,
watching the expression on her beautiful face while her orgasm
consumed her. She cried out his name as she came and his climax was
only seconds behind. He grabbed her hips tightly, holding her on
his cock while his body tensed and he let himself go, bathing her
womb with his hot seed.

She collapsed on top of him, her body moist
with perspiration, her breathing ragged. She buried her face in the
crook of his neck and breathed in his scent, a combination of his
cologne, sweat, sex and an indistinguishable scent that was
uniquely Jack.

Ashley slid off him and rested beside him on
the bed, her head resting on his shoulder, her arm draped across
his chest. She heard his rapidly beating heart and sighed
contently, feeling her body still recover from the powerful orgasm
he'd just given her. It was nothing like what she'd experienced
with Paula. This was more intense, more passionate, more explosive
than anything she'd ever felt before.

Jack wrapped his arm around her and held her
close, breathing in the feminine scent that was uniquely Ashley. He
knew at this moment that he loved her. He could never admit it to
himself even though he knew it was true, but right now, at this
moment, his mind was totally clear.

“Ash?” he asked, still
trying to catch his breath.

“Mmm hmmm.”

“Are you okay?”

“I'm better than okay,
Jack. I didn't know it could be like this.”

“I need to tell you
something.”

“Will it ruin the
moment?”

“No.”

“Then what is
it?”

“I love you.” He closed
his eyes and waited for her to either lash out at him or tell him
she loved him too. When there was silence he worried maybe he'd
said it too soon.

“Ash?” Still silence. He
shifted in the bed and looked down at her, she'd fallen asleep.
“Perfect,” he grumbled, pulling her close and placing a soft kiss
on her forehead. He closed his eyes and joined her in
slumber.

* * * *

“My, my, isn't this cozy?”
an angry male voice said from the doorway of Ashley's
room.

Ashley shot bolt upright out of bed at the
sound of Mark’s voice. She glanced over and saw him standing in her
doorway. “What the hell are you doing here?” she snapped, pulling
the quilt up to cover herself. “I thought I told you to get out and
never come back!”

“Oh you did, but I wanted
to come and apologize. I see now I was right in my assumption, but
I see it's not just with Paula, you're screwin' this guy as well.
You didn't waste any time did you?” He eyed Jack slowly sitting up
in bed.

“You bastard! Get the hell
out of here!”

Mark ignored Ashley as he entered the room
and approached the bed. “Hi, I'm Mark Connors, Ashley's fiancée,
and you are?” he asked arrogantly, extending his hand to a very
confused looking Jack.

“Um—Jack Hammond.” Jack
shook Mark's hand quickly and loosely. He eyed Ashley
curiously.

“You’re not
my fiancé. Get that through your head right now,
Mark. I never said I would marry you. Quite the opposite in fact. I threw
you out of here when you said some very rude and hateful things.
We’re no longer a couple.”

Ashley quickly rose to her feet and found
her robe while Jack and Mark stared each other down. She stormed
toward Mark and pushed him out the door, pulling it closed behind
her.

“What the hell gives you
the right to just come barging in here?” she barked, pulling him by
the arm toward the door.

“I came to apologize and
say good-bye. What's that all about in there?”

“None of your
business.”

“I'm sorry it came to
this, Ashley.”

“I'm sorry, too, Mark, but
you know as well as I do our relationship wouldn't have lasted long
the way it was.”

“That's why I wanted you
to come to L.A. with me.” He took a seat at the table in her
kitchen, ignoring her glare.

Ashley flashed forward to her life with Mark
in L.A. and pictured him out with some hot young girl while she
waited home for him. When she returned to realit,y she knew then
she'd made the right choice.

“I think you need to go.”
She crossed her arms under her breasts and continued to glare at
him.

“No, I want to talk about
this. Who is that guy?”

“If you must know, he's
Paula's brother. He came by after you left yesterday to fix the
computer and well, things just happened.”

“Having sex with someone
you just met doesn't just happen, Ashley.”

“I've known Jack for
almost ten years, Mark and it wasn't just sex with him
either.”

“Is he as good as I was?”
Mark asked with that same arrogant tone from earlier.

“Not that it’s any of your
business, but he was leaps and bounds better than you. I never had
an orgasm with you. You never brought me pleasure. You never seemed
to notice that though, you were always more focused on your
pleasure than mine. Jack’s very different from you. He made me feel
loved, he put my pleasure above his own. Even a woman, my roommate,
Jack’s sister, gave me an orgasm, you arrogant prick.” She raised
her hand to silence him and ignored the hurt and anger in his eyes.
“Although why I’m telling you all this, I don’t know. I refuse to
further discuss my sex life with you.” She sighed and kept her gaze
fixed on his, not backing down from him when she could now see how
angry and hurt he was. “Now, was there something else you
wanted?”

Mark rose to his feet and took the few steps
to where Ashley was standing. He pulled her against him and lowered
his lips to hers in a crushing kiss. The rush of adrenalin gave her
strength enough to push him off and broke the embrace, stumbling
backwards slightly when he released his grip.

“What the hell do you think you're doing?” Ashley yelled in anger, her hands trembling and her heart
pounding.

“Reminding you of your
place.” He reached for her again. Ashley took a few steps away from
him, feeling herself getting cornered between his body and the
door.

“My place?” she asked, her voice firm and unwavering despite her
nerves.

“By my side as my wife, or
have you forgotten my proposal since yesterday?”

“Have you forgotten I
threw your ass out of here?”

Ashley glanced over Mark's shoulder to see
Jack standing in the doorway of her bedroom. She felt an ache in
her chest at the look in his eyes. She turned her gaze back to
Mark.

“There's no future between
us, Mark.”

“So one night in the sack
with pretty boy and you're willing to throw away everything we
had?”

“What did we have exactly
Mark? Huh? Tell me, 'cause I'd sure as hell like to know what you
think I'm throwing away.”

“I love you, Ashley. I
want to spend the rest of my life with you.”

“Well, you sure got a
funny way of showing it. Up until yesterday, I often wondered how
you felt. You never said it and you treated me as simply a prize
for you to parade around in front of all your friends.”

“You can't tell me you
don't still love me.”

“Oh, can’t I?” She took a
step closer to him. “Listen and listen carefully because I’m only
going to say this once. I. Don’t. Love. You.” She grabbed his arm
and pushed him toward the door. “Now, I've said all I have to say
to you. Get out before I have Jack literally throw you
out.”

“You don't know what
you're missing.”

“Yes, I do. Now, get the
fuck out of my apartment!”

As Mark made his way down the hall Ashley
continued to rip at him. “I do know what I'm missing, shithead.
That’s why I broke up with you. You’re an egotistical,
self-centered asshole who wouldn’t know the first thing about
pleasing a woman in bed!”

Mark glared at her, unable to believe what
she was saying. Her words were biting, cutting him to the core. It
actually rendered him speechless.

“Got nothing to say for
yourself now, huh?” She fought back more tears while she watched
Mark walk down the hall toward the main entrance of her building.
“Keep in mind, Jack gave me what you never could. Kinda fitting
since I'm in love with the guy.” She watched Mark slowly open the
door and head for his car.

“You're in love with who?”
Paula asked as she came around the corner carrying a laundry
basket, stopping her roommate from slamming the door in her
face.

“Your brother,” Ashley
admitted quietly. “When did you get here?”

“About an hour ago.” Paula
pushed past Ashley and into their apartment.

“That was a quick trip.”
Ashley followed Paula into the kitchen.

“Yeah, Eric's car was
giving us grief so we decided to come home early before we got
stranded.”

“Getting stranded could've
been fun.”

“Yeah. So what's this
about you being in love with my brother and who were you telling
that to?”

“Mark. He came by
yesterday and we broke up. Jack came by after Mark left and fixed
our computer. One thing led to another and—well, now I know I love
him.”

Paula glanced over Ashley's shoulder at her
brother who was standing in the doorway of the kitchen, grinning
broadly at what he'd just overheard. “So have you told him?”

“No. He saw Mark try to
kiss me and heard me arguing with him. I think he thinks I still
love Mark.”

“Do you?”

“I can't just turn off my
feelings if that's what you mean, but it's over between us. I love
Jack and I want to be with him.”

Paula smiled at her roommate then turned her
around to face Jack. Ashley, blushing profusely, rushed to Jack,
closing the gap between them. She threw her arms around his neck
and kissed him passionately.

“I love you too, Ash,”
Jack said against her lips, pulling her closer and taking the kiss
deeper.

“Get a room you two!” Eric
said from behind Jack.

Jack and Ashley broke their kiss, but held
their intense gaze while Jack held her against him. Ashley rested
her head on his shoulder, feeling his embrace tighten as he
caressed her hair. He looked at his sister and smiled softly just
before Ashley pulled away and caressed his cheek.

“Paula and I have a few
things to discuss, Jack. Can you take Eric outside for a few
minutes?”

“But—”

“Please,” Ashley said
softly, placing a finger to his lips.

“Okay.” He leaned in to
kiss her then turned to Eric. “The ladies want some privacy. Let's
step outside a minute.”

Eric followed Jack to the patio after he
opened the sliding door as Ashley took a seat at the kitchen table.
“Sit down, Paula. I wanna talk to you.”

Paula eyed Ashley curiously but did as she
asked. “What's up?”

“I'm very upset with you
right now. Why did you tell Jack about what we did?”

“I don't know, Ash. It
just slipped out.”

“That's what he said,
Paula. But how could you?”

“I said I don't know. He
was asking how he would go about asking you out and the
conversation ended up being about you and Mark and how you'd never
had an orgasm.”

“For the love of God,
Paula! Did you have to tell him that too? What else did you tell
him about me that I should know about?”

“It didn't change how he
feels about you, Ashley.”

“But that should have been
something for me to tell him Paula!”

“I'm sorry. And I'm sorry
I told him about what we did.”

Ashley sighed heavily. It didn't matter now
what she'd told Jack, he obviously wasn't going anywhere. “It's
okay, Paula.”

“So you forgive
me?”

“Yes. Did you tell
Eric?”

“Yeah.”

“And? What did he
say?”

“He thought it was the
hottest thing he'd ever heard, but then he told me never to do it
again!”

Ashley laughed and Paula joined her. When
Jack peeked around the blinds and saw the girls laughing he opened
the door. “Everything okay now?” Eric asked through the open door,
eyeing Paula curiously.

“Yeah, everything's
perfect!” Paula replied, getting to her feet and hugging her
fiancé.

Ashley launched herself into Jack’s arms.
She planted kisses all over his face before pulling away and
glancing at her roommate.

“No more interventions,
Paula.”

Paula nodded.

Jack cupped Ashley’s chin and turned her to
face him. “Oh, there’ll be one more intervention,” he said. When
Ashley began to respond, Jack put a finger to her lips. “Because I
intend to intervene in every aspect of your life—as your
husband.”

 


The End
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Kenny Rosnoski finds
himself having dreams of a beautiful young woman. He feels a
connection to her and can’t explain it because he’s sure they’ve
never met.

 


When he inherits an old
house from his grandmother after her death, he decides to renovate
it and discovers an old mirror in a room he’d never been in. After
he sees the same woman from his dreams in his room, he goes to
investigate, only to discover the mirror is a portal to another
time and the woman is most definitely real—and living 150 years in
the past!

 


Annica Miller was treated
more like a servant than a daughter by her own mother. She spends
time in her room to try and escape her mother’s harsh treatment.
When she discovers the magic of the mirror in her room, she uses it
as a way to hide away from her own life. Little does she know
she’ll meet the man of her dreams—a man who lives 150 years in the
future!

 


Excerpt From
REFLECTIONS OF A STRANGER:

 


Summer 2007

 


Kenny couldn't get the image of the girl
from the mirror out of his mind. He'd only seen her face once in
his dreams, but it was enough to have him remembering every detail.
Her hypnotic blue eyes, her full, kissable lips and her high cheek
bones along with her long, flowing blonde hair and curvaceous body
had his head spinning and his heart beating furiously every time he
thought of her. Not to mention what it was doing to other parts of
his body. He had to know who she was.

He walked into the small grocery store on
Joseph Campau Street, just up the road from the house. It'd been
three weeks and the contractors were finished with the renovations.
He'd made a deal with his landlord about his apartment, then loaded
up his car with as many of his things as he could—things he
definitely couldn't live without. It was time to move in to the
house, but he needed a few groceries first.

As he pulled into the driveway of the old
Victorian house, he paused while getting out of the car. Jack and
his crew had done a wonderful job on getting the house restored. He
was a little surprised at how quickly they had finished, but was
happy the work was finally complete. Now he could explore without
interruption.

He walked into the kitchen with the box of
groceries under his arm. He placed them on the table then turned to
get more things from his car. Once everything was unloaded, he
headed back into the kitchen to put the groceries away. He paused
when he thought he smelled the same feminine scent he'd smelled a
few weeks before. He shook his head, thinking his mind was just
playing tricks on him.

Once he finished putting the groceries away,
he went to the sink to fill up a jug with water. He held the jug
under the faucet and froze when he saw traces of water in the sink.
He knew no one had been here in three weeks and wondered where the
water drops came from. He looked up at the ceiling for any signs of
leakage, knowing the new bathroom he'd had built was partially over
the kitchen.

When he saw nothing, he shrugged it off and
filled the water jug. He put the jug in the refrigerator and went
to inspect the rest of the house. He saw the lamps in the sitting
room on and thought that odd as well, but again brushed it off,
then walked over and touched the bases of each one before heading
upstairs.

He stopped as he reached the top of the
stairs. The delicate feminine scent was stronger here and he felt
his heart beating wildly. He walked to the doors of the new
bathroom. Kenny opened one of the doors slowly and felt a mugginess
hit him. It was as if someone had recently been in there. He took a
few steps into the bathroom and was surprised to find the mirrors
fogged up and droplets of water in the tub. He discovered this was
where the scent was coming from and realized someone had been in
his house!

He left the bathroom and made his way down
the hall to the room with the mirror. He opened the door quickly
and rushed in to find nothing. The bed was made, but there was
still that soft feminine scent in the air. The curtains were open
and the late afternoon sunlight shone brightly through the windows.
He turned to the mirror when he thought he saw movement, only to
find himself staring at his own reflection.

He stood directly in front of the mirror and
ran his hand along the surface again. He stepped back slightly when
he thought his fingers went through near the center. Kenny placed
his hand directly in the center and pushed gently then watched his
hand disappear into the mirror.

"Impossible," he said aloud, but continued
to push his arm through the mirror despite his disbelief.

As more of his body was engulfed by the
mirror, the whole surface liquefied and he was able to walk through
with little effort. He stood in the same room he'd just left. He
glanced over his shoulder to see the ripples in the mirror slowly
fading and wondered exactly what had just happened.

He looked around the room and noticed it was
the same room, but some things were different. The quilt on the bed
was different. It was old and worn and looked as if it had been
handmade. There was a kerosene lantern on the small table next to
the bed instead of the touch-sensitive lamp. He took a few steps to
the door and opened it slowly. He could still smell the scent he’d
smelled in the bathroom and inhaled deeply, committing the scent to
memory.

Kenny walked out into the hallway and
noticed the floor didn't creak beneath his feet as it had just a
few minutes before. He opened a door to his right and discovered
instead of the bathroom, it was just another bedroom, the room
which used to be his when he was a child. He closed the door
quietly and walked down the hall to the stairs. He paused at the
top when he heard voices.
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