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“Please,” you whisper into my hair. I almost don’t hear it, so low is the sound, but you say it again, louder, your voice throaty. “Please, touch me.”
I release your nipple and tilt my face towards you. “I am touching you,” I say lowly.
“Not enough,” you croak, your eyes wide and deep and green with desire.
This volume contains three erotic short stories, all with a nautical theme.
You are sitting with your back against the mast of the small sailing dinghy, one hand trailing in the warm water swooshing past the hull. Your eyes are closed and your head tilted backwards, as you let the sun caress your face. Occasionally, your lips part a little and the tip of your tongue appears, moistening them slowly, giving me a strong urge to put my finger on those lips and retrace the movement, feel the moisture and softness.
I am watching you closely, while I sit at the tiller in the stern of the little boat. You are wearing a thin summer dress, which, on many a female would have looked girlish, but not on you. You are too much a woman, your curvy body filling the dress as if it were trying to caress its fabric, trying to touch it everywhere, like it would the body of a lover. The dress isn’t very low cut, but enough to show the beginning of a cleavage, and a hint of soft roundness, heaving towards the sun with every breath you take. And I want to put my hands on either side of your neck and slowly move them downwards, taking your dress with me. But I don’t. After all, I am just taking you sailing, as I have promised and, well, you just might expect me to be a gentleman after all...
Still, my thoughts are all over you, and in my mind, my hands are, too. And not only my hands. Distracted, I realize too late the gust of wind suddenly hitting the boat. It catches the sail, fills it, and the boat leans over sharply, surging forward in a rush of sudden speed. You gasp and open your eyes as a sheet of spray showers you from behind.
“Sorry,” I say, easing the tiller to let the boat round up into the wind and slow down.
You chuckle and lift your hands to your head, pulling back your wet hair out of your face. I smile at you and you smile back, then you blush and bite your lower lip. Looking into your eyes I see a glimpse of something, something I do not really dare believe. Not yet.
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/19434 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!