Angelina Blake
Dying For It: Still Warm
Angelina Blake
Copyright © 2013 by Angelina Blake
Smashwords Edition: 2013
All rights reserved. Without limiting the rights under copyright reserved above, no part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise) without the prior written permission of both the copyright owner and the above publisher of this book.
This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination, or, if real, used fictitiously.
This book is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This book may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, lease purchase an additional copy for each person. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.
Author's note: All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.
Dying For It: Still Warm
My boyfriend’s horrified reaction made my heart sink. Of all people, Taylor should have been more open-minded. He was a pervert. I knew it because he liked sex mega-rough. He’d admitted masturbating to the thought of whipping women until they screamed, and forcing them to suck his dick until they choked on his cum, and violating them until they begged for mercy. As far as sexual fantasies went, his fell on the hardcore end of the spectrum.
He had zero right to look at me that way.
I tried again to convince him. “But Taylor. It’s just like any other sexy role-playing game. Just a little more extreme. Please? For me?”
“Is this because you saw porn on my computer? You know I only stumbled randomly onto most of those sites right? Those Internet bookmarks aren’t, uh, for doing stuff in real life. Anyway, those fetishes are one thing but what you’re talking about is way out there!”
Taylor’s square jaw tensed visibly. I admired his compelling blue eyes, his firm features, the confident set of his shoulders. Though older than me and in college, he spent all his weekends with me. He’d told me he admired my lust for life. It was better than simple compatibility. His adventurous spirit complemented mine in every way. Until today. He was the best boyfriend I’d ever had and I was crazy about him. But he was disappointing me now.
Taylor’s cheeks had gone beet red.
He was actually blushing. Taylor, embarrassed. Who’d have thought I’d ever be able to embarrass the worldly Taylor?
I tried another tactic.
I tossed my long blond hair and put my shoulders well back to showcase my pert, firm breasts. The push-up bra under my tight top allowed the light to do amazing things to my modest cleavage. Taylor’s gaze went right to the rounded tops of my breasts and I hid a smile. I might not have huge, pillowy boobs and well-rounded hips, but I knew Taylor liked my healthy golden tan and my taut swimmer’s body. Especially when I wrapped my long legs around his and urged his cock deeper into me.
“You could take advantage of my body when I’m all helpless,” I wheedled. “Tomorrow, at the Elephant swimming hole? This idea just gets me so hot. The thought of you rescuing me, your warm hands stroking my cold flesh, your lips on my mouth claiming a forbidden kiss. It’ll be soooo fun. I’ll be soooo cooperative.” I could see from his trouser tent he was taking an interest.
He still resisted. “You’d be playing dead, Jill. Wouldn’t that make me a necrophiliac? I just can’t do that.” His gaze dipped from my breasts to the juncture of my firm young thighs. My cotton shorts pulled snug from the way I sat on my bed and showcased some sweetly plumped camel toe.
He’d have to cooperate with me to see any more. I almost had him.
I glanced at the alarm clock near the pillow on my side. It was getting late.
I reached for him and freed him from his pants. “Say you’ll play with me.” I lowered my mouth to the head of his throbbing cock. I breathed lightly on him. “Play with me tomorrow and I’ll play with you tonight? Mmmm.” I mouthed his head, took his shaft into my mouth. He was wide enough to stretch my mouth and make tonguing him awkward but I managed.
I deep-throated him until he groaned. Then I stopped. “Say yes,” I growled. My hand grasped the base of his shaft in a firm steady grip.
I touched the tip of my tongue to his pre-cum. He looked down at me. He groaned. “Jesus. Okay. Yes. Keep going. Manipulative bitch.”
“Yay!” I celebrated with Taylor in my mouth for the next thirty seconds. He clearly liked my lips pumping on him, and the way I ran my tongue efficiently up and down his shaft. I wriggled my tongue and bounced around a lot more than usual as he shot his load deep into my throat. He made a sound of pleased surprise at my enthusiastic movements. All the better to contrast with tomorrow’s stillness. I smiled secretly with my mouth still wrapped around his pulsing rod.
Afterward as he lay on his back, spent and content, I confirmed. “Right. 2:00, tomorrow. You promised so don’t flake out, all right? Here’s the deal. Exactly at 2:00, go look for me in the water at our spot. I’ll be pretending to drown. I’ve never done anything like this even though I’ve always wanted to,” I confessed. “Oh, Taylor. You make me feel like it’s okay. That I’m safe no matter what I do with you.” Was I laying it on too thick? Nope. Taylor looked at me with the cute, slightly dazed smile he always wore after I got him off. I stared at him with satisfaction. His beautiful blue eyes finally started to sparkle with eagerness. There was the sense of adventure I’d been looking for. I’m sure I fairly beamed with excitement. I laughed and hugged him. “It’ll be fun! My hero. I’ll be ever so grateful.” I gazed at him sideways with long lashes and the impish grin he’d often told me he loved.
We fell asleep entwined. I kicked him out in the morning.
It was the big day. The more I thought about it, the more nervous I got. Taylor was supposed to show up at the swimming hole where we’d spent some truly epic days and nights partying with our friends. This time it’d be just the two of us.
A bolt of lust cascaded through my body, leaving me trembling. My sexual urge to role-play being molested after dying seemed both terribly sick and hopelessly exciting. The fantasy was called “Taphephilia,” I’d learned, and it pretty much described what I wanted: a twisted horny guy like Taylor getting busy on my so-called corpse.
Ever since I saw a weird movie about a beautiful woman being medically examined after drowning, then reviving miraculously to find the funeral director on top of her humping away, I’ve gotten aroused at the thought. It’s funny how some fantasies can get under your skin, itching at you to re-create the experience. Some darker fantasies were certainly easier to arrange than others. Not to mention convincing your partner not to have you locked away as some kind of sick nutcase. I’d taken care to spin my fantasy in a lighthearted direction to keep Taylor from freaking out. But I took it seriously. I was excited as hell to enact it.
I tried on then discarded a dozen one- and two-piece swimsuits in my collection. My trim eighteen-year-old body looked great in all of them. In the summertime, I swam like a fish every chance I got. It kept me tightened up nicely.
I finally donned a little blue bikini Taylor had seen before. It might help him feel more comfortable with the game. I hoped he didn’t back out.
I hoped nothing went wrong.
A few things could mess up this particular role-playing game, I thought as I arrived at the designated swim hole an hour early. Bad weather, awkward rescuing, well-meaning outsiders trying to help me… erectile dysfunction… I laughed out loud at the thought of Taylor having any sort of problem getting it up. His cock was the press-and-play type. Never an issue.
I certainly didn’t think the swimming itself would cause any problem. Water was my second home. I could hold my breath for more than three minutes. I could swim circles around anyone. I’d won blue ribbons in competitions. I’d even volunteered as a part-time lifeguard at the recreation center during the past two summers.
My swimming skills were first-rate. I didn’t even bother to limber up or do breathing exercises. Eager to get into all that lovely dark water, to refresh myself a bit before the games began, I pranced right out into it. Then I dove.
The chill took my breath away. The water got even colder away from the shallows near the river’s shore, and I stroked and kicked vigorously in a smooth overhand freestyle to warm up. I swam laps, alternating back-strokes with a modified butterfly, until I felt good and warm. Then I took a deep breath and dove. It was fun to keep my eyes open as I swam to the bottom of the river. Fish darted from me. The sediment, rocks, and underwater foliage obstructed my vision the deeper I got, till I arrived at the darker bottom where I had to go more cautiously to avoid the sharp boulders. Elephant River was clear compared to most. I swam around, feeling comfortable as always in the cool and silent habitat.
I wasn’t wearing a watch but figured it was nearly time to get into position for Taylor’s “rescue.” I grinned, the bubbles trailing from the corners of my mouth tickling my skin as I kicked slowly for the surface.
That’s when the leg cramp struck.
I stopped moving, in shock at the sudden pain that gripped my leg. A giant’s fingers pinched my quadriceps cruelly. I tried to move the leg to swim through the pain, but I couldn’t. My entire leg felt like a block of petrified wood.
Normally that wouldn’t be a problem for me—I still had one leg, both arms and my wits—but I was still more than fifteen feet below the surface, no longer moving upward since I’d clutched at my leg, and I was out of air.
I panicked as black dots surged over my vision. I flailed my arms to get my long hair out of my face, trying to find the surface. My lungs began to broadcast messages of distress. A flicker of blue twinkled above. I forced calm on myself even though I trembled all over and my leg screeched pain. With the last of my strength I cupped my hands and pushed down, propelling my aching body toward the lighter shade of blue.
When my head broke the surface it took all my effort to keep my mouth above the waterline, sucking in sweet oxygen. I couldn’t get enough air. I also couldn’t see past all the black dots swimming before me. I wouldn’t let myself pass out, I told myself sternly, splashing feebly. My arms went leaden in an effort to keep me in place. I would not pass out. If I lost consciousness I’d sink and die.
I was too young to die. Way too many life experiences waited for me, not the least of which was having hundreds of kick-ass adventures with Taylor. I couldn’t imagine our relationship ending this way, right before I’d fulfilled my dearest fantasy with him.
I went under, then clawed my way to the surface again. Maybe the fantasy had been a bad idea. I couldn’t keep afloat. I was actually going to die. A pang resonated in my heart. Taylor would miss me when I was gone, I knew he would.
As if thinking about him made me hallucinate his presence, I heard his voice near my ear. “Damn, Jill. You’re really convincing.”
Then I sank under the surface and everything went black.
When I became aware of anything else, I only knew I wasn’t struggling anymore. The absence of paralyzing fear felt good. I could breathe effortlessly, and that felt great. Someone was pulling my body. The sand scraped my skin pleasantly. My limbs felt so heavy and the sunshine felt so nice on my chilled flesh that I didn’t want to open my eyes.
My legs were parted naturally, the way I liked to lay out while offering my golden skin to the sun. The sun’s heat built on the tiny triangle of material between my thighs, warming me in way that shivered through my body. I’d been so cold.
As if that one shiver had exhausted me, I went still. I didn’t have the energy to move just yet.
My hero—Taylor’s hands, I’d know them anywhere—turned me onto my side. River water leaked from my lips, a little stream warmed by the inside of my mouth. That’s when I remembered the leg cramp. My thigh felt better now. The pain had unknotted. I was alive. Taylor had rescued me as planned.
“Breathe!” Taylor commanded. I could hear the note of insincerity in his voice. He didn’t realize I’d come close to actually drowning. He shook me. I felt my bits jiggle. As if he’d seen and liked the effect, he shook me again, then hit me lightly across the cheek.
Hitting me wasn’t part of the game. I wasn’t sure I approved of that improvisation of his. I tried to frown and tell him so, but didn’t have the energy. A small worry grew in my mind. Was I really okay? I could sense things—the hot sun, Taylor’s touch, the tickle of drying water as it beaded and evaporated from my skin—but I couldn’t move. Could I talk?
I tried and failed. I made an effort to open my eyes and failed at that too.
I realized I might still be in trouble.
A shadow blocked the sun, and Taylor’s face pressed down over mine. He tilted my head back and sealed his lips to mine, breathing into my mouth even as his darting tongue made a mockery of mouth-to-mouth. I wouldn’t be getting any actual resuscitation from Taylor.
As if to underscore it, he murmured, “I should give you some chest pumps. Or something.”
His fingers brushed at my lips and moved over my cheeks, my ears, my shoulders. The pleasant zing of sensation from his touch made me stop trying to move as I hoped he’d keep going. If this was his idea of molesting me, I wanted more. This was my fantasy in action, right?
My patience was rewarded. The thick warm fingertips trailed sinuously over my bottom lip, down my neck, and lightly over the chill-hardened nub of my right nipple. My heart fluttered wildly in my chest. Taylor was so close I could feel the heat from his body and smell the faint residue of the soap and deodorant he’d used earlier. The melting warmth caused a curious swooping sensation to pull at my innards. His fingering caress over the material of my bikini top over my nipples felt heavenly. I’d never been quite so sensitive there before.
“Your skin is so cold. I’ll warm you up,” he suggested with a catch in his voice. He was looking at my body and thinking naughty things, I could tell.
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