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   Cora glanced into the back seat to see what the kids were up to.  Nobody had said anything in a while, and she always found silences unsettling.  “Hard to believe little Maggie’s getting married.”
 
    
 
   Joey didn’t even look up from his video game thingamajig.  “Yeah Mom, you’ve only said that forty times.”
 
    
 
   “Don’t speak that way to your mother,” Dan shot back.
 
    
 
   All these years married and Dan was still Cora’s white knight.  Her heart always felt full of affection when he came to her defense.  She reached across the bench seat to stroke her husband’s thigh.
 
    
 
   “We all know Mom has a mind like a sieve,” Dan went on with a sly smirk.  “No need to remind her.”
 
    
 
   Cora smacked Dan’s leg, then pulled her hand away, folding it in her lap.  What a nerve.
 
    
 
   “But if we didn’t remind her, how would she remember?”  Joey laughed in that snotty way of his.  Cora had hoped he’d grow out of it by the time he hit adulthood, but no such luck.  Her son had always been a pest, and age only strengthened his snark.
 
    
 
   “Fine.”  She tried to think up some comeback that would really impress them, but she didn’t have it in her.  “Just… fine.”
 
    
 
   The boys were still laughing when Vanessa piped up from beside her brother.  “Maggie’s not that little, Mom.  She’s two years older than me.”
 
    
 
   “I know,” Cora said, even though she’d forgotten that as well.  Off the top of her head, she couldn’t even recall precisely how old Vanessa was.  Twenty-four?  No, twenty-six.  God, the kids were getting up there in age.  When the heck did that happen?
 
    
 
   “What was the deal between you and Maggie?” Dan asked, glancing at their daughter in the rear view mirror.  “You were like two peas in a pod when you were little.”
 
    
 
   “No we weren’t,” Vanessa snapped.
 
    
 
   “Sure you were.”  Dan wouldn’t let up once he got his hooks in, but Cora was glad she wasn’t the target of his mockery this time.  “Come to think of it, you had a bit of a crush on that cousin of yours growing up.”
 
    
 
   “Shut up, Dad!”  Vanessa was a toddler all over again, shouting in that pouty tantrum voice she brought out for just such occasions.  “No I didn’t.  Jesus, can’t you just… ugh, you are so annoying.”
 
    
 
   “Vanessa had a crush on our cousin?” Joey cackled, still without looking up from his video game.
 
    
 
   Dan turned his head and nodded.  “Huge crush.”
 
    
 
   “Keep your eyes on the road!”  Cora reached for the steering wheel just in case.  “And leave Vanessa alone.  You know she’s sensitive.”
 
    
 
   “I’m not sensitive.”  Vanessa’s voice was steeled, but the echo of a pout remained.  “I just don’t like being accused of something that isn’t true, okay?  What’s so wrong with that?”
 
    
 
   “Dad, did Vanessa really have a crush on Maggie?” Joey asked again, as though his sister wasn’t within earshot.  He was such a little instigator.
 
    
 
   And his father was no help.
 
    
 
   “Oh boy, yeah,” Dan chuckled.  “Remember, Ness, you used to dress up like little brides and say you were going to marry each other when you grew up?”
 
    
 
   “That never happened.”  Vanessa wore a scowl, but Cora could see the embarrassment underneath.  Nobody liked to be reminded of childhood follies.
 
    
 
   “I’ve got pictures somewhere in the basement,” Dan teased.  “I’ll dig them out after we get home from the wedding.”
 
    
 
   “That’s enough, now,” Cora hissed, but nobody in this family ever listened to her.  How could she change the subject?  Anything to protect her daughter from yet more humiliation.  “Hey kids, this wedding will be the first time you meet your new Aunt Farrah.  Remember not to call him Uncle Ralph anymore—I mean, not to call her Uncle Ralph.”
 
    
 
   “Who’d have thought good old Uncle Ralph was a tranny, huh?”  Joey clacked away at his video game.
 
    
 
   “Umm, how about everyone?” Dan said.
 
    
 
   “Don’t use that word,” Cora scolded her son.  Sometimes she felt like that was all she ever did, scold and chide, but she’d always been the first to rise up in her brother’s defense—her sister’s defense.  “Your Aunt Farrah is a male-to-female transsexual, and she doesn’t want to be known as Ralph anymore, so we’re not going to call him Ralph anymore.  Capisce, kids?”
 
    
 
   Joey couldn’t seem to unglue his gaze from that damn machine for even two seconds.  “Hey, you saw him at Great-Aunt Geraldine’s funeral, didn’t you Dad?  What did he look like as a chick?”
 
    
 
   “What did she look like?” Cora corrected.  And then, almost as an afterthought, she added, “As a woman.”
 
    
 
   Cora braced herself.
 
    
 
   But Dan said, “Good.  Really good.”
 
    
 
   Of course, just when Cora was about to lean in and kiss her husband on the cheek, he had to go one step further and say, “I’d trade him for your mother in a heartbeat.”
 
    
 
   Cora slapped his thigh again, but smiled.  “You’d trade her for me.”
 
    
 
   “Not really.”  Dan turned his gaze to her, a soppy grin plastered across his lips.  “I wouldn’t trade you for the world.”
 
    
 
   Though her heart skipped and her belly flopped, Cora bit her lip and shook her head.  “Keep your eyes on the road.”
 
    
 
   “You’re just too good to be true,” he sang at her.  “Can’t take my eyes off of you.”
 
    
 
   “Gross,” Vanessa moaned.
 
    
 
   For once in his life, Joey agreed with his sister.  “Yeah, seriously!  Get a room.”
 
    
 
   “We have a room,” Cora shot back.  She finally had a zinger.  “Unfortunately we have to share it with our two ungrateful children.”
 
    
 
   In the backseat, Vanessa slipped off her hoodie and curled it into a pillow, resting it between her head and the car window.  “Why couldn’t we get a suite?  There’s no way I’m sharing a bed with Jerkasaurus Rex over here.”
 
    
 
   Cora shuffled through the glove compartment, searching for the hotel booklet.  “Joey will be sleeping on the pull-out couch.  Your father and I will have one Queen-size bed, and you will have the other, Ness.”
 
    
 
   “Why can’t Vanessa sleep on the couch?” Joey asked, though he seemed to say the words by rote, like they were expected of him.
 
    
 
   “You fall asleep on the couch at home five nights a week, Joe.”  Dan yielded for the first spot of traffic they’d seen in almost an hour.  “You can take the pull-out.”
 
    
 
   “Anyway, it’s just sleeping arrangements.”  Cora flipped through the pamphlet from Maggie’s wedding resort.  She turned to show the kids all the glossy pictures, as though they were little again and it was a storybook.  “Look at everything we can do at this resort.  There’s a spa for the women, golfing for the men…”
 
    
 
   “Why?” Vanessa bellowed.  Her absent voice was so suddenly huge it made Cora cringe.  “Why spa for women, golf for men?  What if I don’t want to go to a goddamn spa?  What if dad doesn’t want to waste his day dicking around a stupid golf course?  It’s all so fucking arbitrary.  You’ve got a cock you do this, you’ve got a pussy you do that.  I’m so sick of this world.”
 
    
 
   Joey muttered something about lesbian feminists, and Cora didn’t want to agree with him, but she couldn’t help herself, internally.  The most she could say out loud was, “Honey, watch your language.”
 
    
 
   That moment of searing emotional intensity expanded into eternity, and Cora would have given anything to just open the door and roll out of the vehicle while it was still in motion.  She could scarcely breathe in the midst of her daughter’s seething.
 
    
 
   As much as she loved her kids, she always felt at odds with them.  Always. But Dan had this incredible capacity to bridge any gap.  He said, “I agree with you, Vanessa.  Hell, I’d rather get a pedicure than go golfing.”
 
    
 
   Vanessa smiled like the cat that got the canary.
 
    
 
   Joey mumbled, “Gay,” and Vanessa punched him in the arm.
 
    
 
   “Oww!”  It must have been hard, because Joey dropped his video thingy.  “Mom, Vanessa fucked up my game!”
 
    
 
   “Language,” Cora chided before turning her gaze on Vanessa.  “Ness, violence is not the answer.”
 
    
 
   With a deep sigh, Vanessa leaned into her hoodie-pillow.  “Whatever.”
 
    
 
   Cora’s heart hurt now, as it did whenever the family argued.  Her skin felt itchy, too, and she scratched her wrist until Dan set a big hand across her fingers, a silent but necessary chastisement.  “Why don’t you see if we get a radio station out here?”
 
    
 
   Good idea.  Music would clear the air.
 
    
 
   Cora fiddled with the dials until she picked up a strong signal.  By some miracle of nature, the station played a perfect combination of adult contemporary and classic rock.  The kids didn’t complain, and when Cora at last worked up the courage to turn around, she found that Vanessa had fallen asleep.
 
    
 
   Even in those army-green pants and a T-shirt that read “Pussy Club, New Members Welcome,” Vanessa looked just like a doll.  Such a pretty face.  It was a shame she insisted on cutting her hair short, and refused to wear make-up.
 
    
 
   Cora had once asked her daughter, “Why can’t you be a lipstick lesbian?  You don’t have to look a fright just because you go out with girls.”  But Vanessa had responded by bolting to her bedroom and slamming the door.
 
    
 
   Joey had finally given his game a rest.  Now he stared out the window as they drove past lichen-covered sheets of pink-hued rock.  As much as she and Dan had complained about the cost of staying the whole weekend at some luxurious resort just to witness the marriage of their niece to a notorious good-for-nothing, she had to admit it was nice to get away from the city.
 
    
 
   “Maybe we could rent a cottage this year.”  Cora reached forward to turn down the volume on the radio. Joey was now snoring in the back seat, a perfect complement to his sister on the other side of the car.  “A little cabin on a lake, just the two of us?”
 
    
 
   Dan didn’t seem to take the hint.  “All in all, this weekend’s gonna eat up our vacation budget for the year.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah.”  With a resigned sigh, Cora gazed out the window, watching the rock face recede and pine trees rise up in its place.
 
    
 
   “Doesn’t seem right to ask the family to dish out all this money just to come to their wedding,” Dan said.  “Bad enough we had to buy them a four-hundred-dollar sugar bowl.”
 
    
 
   Cora laughed.  “It wasn’t four hundred dollars, and it wasn’t a sugar bowl.”
 
    
 
   “We didn’t go overboard like this when we got married.  We registered for the basics, for things we really needed.”
 
    
 
   “But we were establishing a household,” Cora reasoned, watching the firm line of her husband’s jaw as he chewed on her words.  “Maggie and what’s-his-name have been living together for years.  They already have everything they need.  The rest is just gravy.”
 
    
 
   “Exactly!  Gravy on my dime.”  Dan cruised along, oblivious to Cora’s hand sneaking in next to his thigh.
 
    
 
   He was so handsome.  Cora caught herself thinking so more and more these days.  Men were lucky that way—they only got better with age.  Dan was stronger now than he’d been when they got married, and the grey sneaking in around his temples made him look inarguably distinguished.  She wished he wouldn’t dye his hair.  It would look better if the silver took over completely, but Dan had his pride.  Everybody did.
 
    
 
   When Cora’s fingers met the bare skin of his knee, he jumped and flicked her hand away.  Cora was just about to feel hurt when he chuckled and said, “Sorry, I thought you were a spider.”
 
    
 
   Cora smiled and moved in closer.  “You know, you shouldn’t have teased Vanessa like that.”
 
    
 
   “Like what?”  Dan gasped when Cora petted his thigh, searching for something.
 
    
 
   “About Maggie,” Cora said.  “Maggie was the first person in the world Vanessa came out to.  They were only young then, maybe fifteen or so, but Maggie wasn’t very nice about it.  That’s what caused the rift between them.  It set Ness back terribly.  She didn’t tell anyone else she was a lesbian for two years after that.”
 
    
 
   “I didn’t know.”  Dan glanced down every so often, following the path of Cora’s insistent hand across the crotch of his khaki shorts.  “Ness never told me.”
 
    
 
   “There are some things a girl only shares with her mother,” Cora consoled.
 
    
 
   “Still,” he said, obviously hurt.  “I thought Vanessa and I were close.”
 
    
 
   Cora smiled.  “You’re a good man, Charlie Brown.”  She found the button on his shorts and forced it through the hole.
 
    
 
   “What are you doing?” Dan hissed, pulling away, though he really had nowhere to go.  “The kids are right there!”
 
    
 
   With a shrug, Cora pulled down the zipper on his fly.  “The kids are fast asleep and, anyway, they’re not kids anymore.”
 
    
 
   Dan focused on the road.  There were no cars around at this stage, but he seemed to pretend he didn’t notice Cora pressing her hand inside his shorts, finding his cock hard in anticipation.
 
    
 
   “What are you doing?” he asked again, stammering this time, his voice a raspy whisper.
 
    
 
   “Nothing,” Cora chimed back at him, coyly rubbing his erection overtop of his black jockey-boxers.  He even wore sexier underwear than she did, these days.  And, god, was he ever stiff, his cock hot and throbbing against his undies.  She had to feel it against her skin.
 
    
 
   “Stop!” Dan chastised as she fished inside the slit in his underwear, pulling out his hard-on.  “What if they wake up?”
 
    
 
   Cora glanced back quickly, but it was hard to look away from Dan’s big dick.  “We’ll cross that bridge when we come to it.  For now, just shut up and let me get you off.”
 
    
 
   There was a faint growl in the back of Dan’s throat, but he didn’t argue this time.  He shifted in his seat, his knuckles white, obviously struggling to focus on the road.  Cora, for her part, couldn’t keep her eyes off the bead of precum glistening at the head of her husband’s cock.
 
    
 
   It felt terribly naughty to be doing this.  There were dozens of dirty words floating around Cora’s head.  She wanted to say, “God, your cock looks good” or “If it wasn’t for that steering wheel, I’d plant my face in your lap and suck that hard-on until you filled my throat with cum.”  Yes, she wanted to say those things, even whisper them, but she wouldn’t risk waking the kids.
 
    
 
   The thought of Vanessa and Joey knowing what their parents were up to in the front seat turned Cora’s stomach.  She couldn’t begrudge Dan his trepidations.  She understood.  But the back of their bench seat was high, shoulder level, and it stretched all the way from the driver’s side to the passenger’s.  Even if the kids woke up right now, they could never see what was going on.
 
    
 
   “You shouldn’t be doing this,” Dan said in a low, almost inaudible voice.
 
    
 
   “Why?”  Cora stroked his hot erection in her fist.  “You married or something?”
 
    
 
   Dan chuckled, a strained, pleading sort of sound.  She wasn’t going to stop, no way, no how.  Gripping the base of her husband’s shaft, Cora squeezed as hard as she could, dragging the soft outer flesh of his cock up all the way to the weeping tip.
 
    
 
   Oh, she loved his cockhead.  It was, by a slim margin, her favourite part of his dick.  There was something about that red, glistening, bulbous mushroom head that turned her on beyond reason.
 
    
 
   She tried to think back to the last time she’d actually seen her husband’s cock, the last time she’d looked at it in the clear light of day, but she couldn’t remember.  They always had sex in the dark, when they had sex at all.  She wouldn’t mind more.  In fact, she’d really love more.
 
    
 
   Cora’s seatbelt pressed hard between her breasts as she arched toward Dan.  Her lips grazed his ear and she whispered, “You like me playing with your huge, hard, throbbing cock, huh?”
 
    
 
   How could he deny it when his dick was giving him away?
 
    
 
   “I want you to come all over the steering wheel,” she told him.  Still quiet, oh so quiet.
 
    
 
   His throat clicked, like pleasure was trapped in there, trying to escape.
 
    
 
   Cora turned up the radio just enough to cover the hot flapping sound of her hand on her husband’s dick, but not loud enough to wake the kids.  She’d like to straddle him right now, just climb into his lap and ride his cock while he drove down this endless stretch of highway.  There was a hardness beyond the softness of his skin, and that’s what she wanted to feel within her pussy.  She wanted to hug it, tighten all her muscles at once and grasp him inside herself.
 
    
 
   “God, I want to fuck you.”  Cora’s hand shuttled up and down his length, faster now, a steady throttle.
 
    
 
   “Language,” Dan teased, though his voice was so tight the word was hardly recognizable.
 
    
 
   “I’m gonna make you come so hard,” Cora whispered.  “All over the place.  All over your belly and the steering wheel and the crotch of your khakis.  Everywhere.”
 
    
 
   “Oh shit,” Dan said, loudly now, suddenly alert.  “Where are we getting off?”
 
    
 
   “Everywhere,” Cora said again, wondering why he was being so loud, why he was paying so much attention to the road.
 
    
 
   “Cora, grab the map.  What exit was that?”
 
    
 
   For a good few seconds, Cora wasn’t sure what he was talking about.  “Exit?”  And then she clued in and reluctantly let go of his cock.  “I think it’s 237 we’re looking for.” She kept glancing down at his erection, still straining from the V of his fly, crying out to be touched.
 
    
 
   “There, we’re coming up on it now.”  In one swift motion, Dan reached down and tucked his dick back inside his underwear, then zipped up with one hand.  Cora was wildly depressed to watch his cock go back into hiding.  “Look at the map.  Tell me where to go.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I’ll tell you where to go,” Cora muttered, flipping open the resort directions.  “Straight ahead.  There should be a sign on the left two kilometres in.”
 
    
 
   The kids began to stir.  Cora could feel their rag doll motions like a premature bluster of autumn leaves.
 
    
 
   “Are we there yet?” Vanessa asked, her voice crackling and groggy.
 
    
 
   “Very nearly.”  Cora pasted on a smile, then glanced at the time on the dashboard.  “Would you look at that?  Friday night cocktails are going to start without us.”
 
    
 
   “I guess we’ll have to get in there and catch up,” Joey said with a goofy laugh.  “Glug, glug, glug.”
 
    
 
   “Pace yourself,” Dan warned.  “I don’t want to be up half the night listening to you puking your guts out.”
 
    
 
   The stamp of rejection on Cora heart shifted aside when she got a glimpse of the resort little Maggie had chosen for her wedding.  The place was rustic in the most luxurious sense of the word.  A carpet of burnt-orange pine needles led them past a shimmering lake.  The sun was just beginning to set, still a pink ball high in the sky and streaked with clouds like ambitious eye shadow.
 
    
 
   “Wow, look at those cabins.”  Vanessa tapped on the window, pointing to the row of wood cottages lining the lake.  “Why aren’t we staying in one of those?”
 
    
 
   “Because those,” Dan said, “cost $2,500 per night.”
 
    
 
   Joey gawped. “Holy Mother!  That’s more than I make in three months.”
 
    
 
   “That’s because you need to find yourself a better job, full-time, none of this three days a week nonsense.” By the time Cora remembered how upset Joey always became when she went on about his employment situation, she’d already said too much.
 
    
 
   But the serenity of the resort grounds must have given Joey some perspective, because he just sighed and said, “I know.”
 
    
 
   Maybe now would be a good time to ask him if he might consider taking a few college courses?
 
    
 
   Nah, Cora wouldn’t push her luck.
 
    
 
   “Last stop, Windhamwood Resort!”  Dan pulled into a parking spot reserved for staff.
 
    
 
   “Dan, you can’t park here.”
 
    
 
   The kids were already out and fetching their bags from the trunk.  “It’ll only take a second to unload, then we’ll check in and I’ll move to the lot, wherever it may be.”
 
    
 
   He got out too, and Cora sat in the front seat a moment longer, brochures and maps strewn across her lap.  She had a sudden and overwhelming urge to be alone, which was a damnable thing at the start of a weekend in a one-room hotel accommodation with her entire family.
 
    
 
   Dan tapped on the window.  “You coming, Cor?”  The muscles in his tanned arms surged as he held a piece of luggage.  The sight of her husband looking so strapping made something inside of her twinge.
 
    
 
   “I’ll guard the car while you check in.”
 
    
 
   When Dan and the kids disappeared into the low-rise resort building, Cora rolled down the window and breathed in the scent of crushed pine needles and floral freshness.  It was nice to get away.  Without undoing her seatbelt, she turned until she could see the glittering lake.  There was something too perfect about it.  Must be manmade.  Nature couldn’t be relied on to form perfect oblongs.
 
    
 
   Cora bent her head and cried all over the maps.
 
    
 
   She didn’t know why, or where the tears were coming from.  Suddenly there they were in all their wet glory, streaming down her cheeks, making her nose run.  Her face felt hot, very hot, and when she flipped down the visor to clean up a bit, her nose was red and there were messy pink splotches across her cheeks.
 
    
 
   “Great,” she muttered, pulling tissues from the box under the seat.  “Just great.”
 
    
 
   Cora jumped in her seat when the driver’s side door opened.  She felt as though she’d been caught doing something naughty.
 
    
 
   “We’re all checked in, and the kids are up in the room getting changed for cocktails.”  Dan started the engine without so much as glancing in Cora’s direction.  “Vanessa brought a very dapper outfit.  I think you might even like it.  Joe didn’t show me what he’d be wearing, but I’m sure his pants will be hanging halfway to his knees before the night is over.”
 
    
 
   “What’s the view like?” Cora asked, pretending to be okay.  Her voice betrayed her.  It cracked, and she felt like her throat was bleeding though she knew it wasn’t.
 
    
 
   Finally, Dan looked.  Finally he saw that she’d been crying, and his eyes took on that wide puppy dog expression.  He already had his seatbelt on, but he reached one arm across her shoulder and shook her a little bit.  “Hey, hey, what’s wrong?”
 
    
 
   “Nothing,” she said, rather too cuttingly.  “Nothing, never mind.  I don’t know.”
 
    
 
   Dan was quiet.  The engine purred.
 
    
 
   “When I asked where the parking was,” he said, “the girl at the desk gave me directions, and then she showed me where the overflow lot was just in case the first one was full.”
 
    
 
   Cora shifted toward the passenger side door while Dan pulled out of their temporary spot.  Why was he telling her this when she obviously wanted some comfort?
 
    
 
   “I thought we might check out the overflow,” he went on.  “You know, while the kids are getting changed.  Give them their privacy.”  He drove past the first open lot, all grass and gravel, no pavement.  “Give us some privacy.”
 
    
 
   She didn’t fully understand what he meant until they’d reached the next lot, the smaller one.  The empty one.  A giddy thrill rippled through her core when he parked at the far end under the shade of a dense forest canopy. They were in the middle of the woods, after all.  This whole resort was just plopped down in nature.
 
    
 
   Dan undid his seatbelt and then his leather belt.  He shifted to the middle of the bench, unbuttoning, unzipping.  He was crushing her maps, but when he pulled out his cock the maps were the last things on her mind.
 
    
 
   “Thought you might want to finish what you started.”  Dan stretched his arms across the back of the front seat, first toying with Cora’s hair, then pressing her head down.
 
    
 
   “God, yes.”  Warm saliva accumulated under Cora’s tongue as she folded herself toward that straining cock.  She almost wanted to cry again, but this time because her heart felt too full.  “I thought you didn’t care,” she told him.  “Or… I thought you didn’t want me to, or…”
 
    
 
   “I want you to.”  Dan curved his big hand around the back of her neck, exerting pressure there.  “Do you know how much it turns me on, knowing you think about this too?”
 
    
 
   Cora growled a little, smiling.  She grabbed his cock, hand over hand, both fists pulsing gently against his shaft.  “I think about it all the time.”
 
    
 
   “You think about sucking my cock?”  He wrapped his hand around her neck a little harder.
 
    
 
   “Yeah.”  Her lips hovered just above his cockhead, so close she could almost taste the sweetness of his precum on her tongue.  “I think about it all the time.  I think about touching it and stroking it and feeling it in my mouth.”
 
    
 
   She tightened her grip on his shaft and he moaned louder than she’d heard him moan in ages.  It was kind of freeing, being out here in the woods.  With both fists grasping his cock, she lowered her face to his tip and pressed her closed lips flush to that hot red flesh.
 
    
 
   Dan gasped, drawing his hand like deadweight through her hair, closing his fist and tugging very slightly.  It hurt a bit.  Not too much.  Cora loved it.
 
    
 
   “Cock tease,” he chided as she brushed his cock against her lips like she was putting on lipstick.  She smiled, but she didn’t open her mouth, not yet.  “Why don’t we do this more often?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know,” Cora answered.  Dan took the opportunity to slide his dick just inside her mouth, but Cora pulled back, laughing.  “It’s not that easy, mister.”
 
    
 
   “Sure it is.”  His voice had a growling quality now, and if she didn’t trust him with her life she might have been frightened by it.  “You open your mouth and I stick my cock in and you suck it.”
 
    
 
   The words sparked a thick pulse between Cora’s thighs.  “Dirty.”
 
    
 
   He bucked up toward her mouth, but she held his shaft tighter, pressing down, making him moan and writhe against the front seat.  Cora’s side was already starting to ache at this folded over angle, but she concentrated on the pleasure building between her legs.
 
    
 
   Extending her tongue, she dragged Dan’s tip side to side across it.  She closed her eyes, just for a moment, to concentrate all her attention on that blissful sensation.  Giving a blow job was an act Cora had always enjoyed, but she’d primarily thought of it as… giving.  Not getting.  Today, right now, she was getting something fierce.
 
    
 
   The sensation of Dan’s cockhead petting her tongue brought a shiver right through her body.  There was something cozy and yet exhilarating about it, almost as if he was stroking her clit but it was in her mouth, on her tongue.  It felt strange and wonderful, especially as she moved his tip up her tongue, right to the very back where it should have been tripping her gag reflex.
 
    
 
   “You are such a tease,” Dan said again.
 
    
 
   That was okay.  Cora didn’t mind being a tease in the beginning, because she knew that when she got right down to business the anticipation would make every sensation that much stronger.
 
    
 
   “Such a tease…”
 
    
 
   And there was a moment she always treasured when she was sucking Dan’s cock: the moment she first wrapped her lips around his cockhead.  It wasn’t just the sensation of that blazing flesh against her tongue that she savoured, but the vicarious pleasure she derived from his eager gasp and growl.  She loved it.
 
    
 
   “Tease…”
 
    
 
   Cora looked up at her husband, though the angle was awkward.  The dark lust in his eyes told her everything she needed to know.  It was time.
 
    
 
   Bowing into his lap, Cora slipped Dan’s tip fully between her lips, closing her mouth around it and sucking, suckling.  Not too hard, not yet.  She stroked his shaft in tempo, bringing that wonderfully soft skin toward her lips before pulling it back down, pushing and pulling like waves shifting sand on a beach.
 
    
 
   “Oh Cor, swallow it.”  Dan flicked her hair away from her face, and that told her he was watching her every move.  And that turned her on beyond belief.  “Move your hands away and just deepthroat it.”
 
    
 
   She did as he asked, holding loosely to the base of his cock with one hand and his balls with the other.  That made him gasp.  Maybe he would come soon, though she didn’t want him to, not yet.
 
    
 
   After rubbing the tip at the back of her throat, she was ready for anything.  Cora devoured Dan’s cock.  One move.  She just lunged down on the thing, letting it strike the back of her throat where it usually would have made her gag.  It didn’t.  Not this time.  She closed her whole mouth around his length and wetted his hot flesh while she sucked.  She’d never been this wildly turned on while sucking cock.  But, then, when was the last time she’d sucked cock in the front seat of a car?
 
    
 
   Suddenly it occurred to Cora that they were in public and quite visible to anyone who might pull into this lot.  She sucked Dan’s dick a little slower, listening intently for other engines, other tires.  Nothing.  Nothing but chirping birds and squirrels calling each other in the trees.
 
    
 
   She built up her pace, bobbing in his lap, less and less concerned about where they were.  She just wanted to get him off now.  She wrapped one hand around the base of his shaft and squeezed his balls with the other.  When he gripped the back of the seat, he shook the whole bench and Cora was thrilled.  Between her legs, she felt more wetness building up than she’d managed in ages.  She was turned on sucking cock, and that made her work even harder, stroke him faster, suck like crazy.
 
    
 
   “Oh Cor, I gotta fuck you.”  Dan pulled her head from his lap, and her brain seemed to swim inside her skull.
 
    
 
   The world looked a little darker than it had before, but that made sense.  The sun was going down.  Going down fast.
 
    
 
   “Get out of the car,” Dan said, gruff as an angry bear.  He was already halfway out his door.  She’d barely opened hers when he arrived at the passenger side and pulled her out by the wrist.  His insistence brought her two steps closer to orgasm as he led her to the front of the vehicle.  Dan had pulled into the corner spot headfirst, so the front and driver’s sides faced nothing but woods.
 
    
 
   The engine was still warm.  Cora found that out when Dan tore her peasant blouse up to her neck and pulled her tits out of her bra, handling them roughly before pressing her down against the hood.
 
    
 
   “Why don’t you ever wear skirts anymore?” Dan asked as he pushed down on her jeans.  They were still done up, and she struggled to unzip them fast enough.
 
    
 
   “I’ll be wearing a dress at the wedding,” she said.
 
    
 
   He took the waistband of her pants and shoved them down to her knees.  “You want me to fuck you there, too?  Right in the middle of the ceremony?”
 
    
 
   No more wasting time.  Dan found her wet pussy with his cock and thrust so hard he filled her up all in one go.  Cora arched and squealed, tensing every muscle in her body.  It hurt, but she didn’t care.  She milked his cock with her pussy muscles, staying tight as she could so it wouldn’t pang quite so badly.
 
    
 
   “I wanted to fuck you right in the middle of our wedding ceremony,” she told him.  The hood didn’t feel quite so hot anymore, and she set her cheek down on it.  “You looked damn good in that tux.”
 
    
 
   “You looked damn good in your dress,” Dan replied, like clockwork.  He pulled back until just his tip rested at the mouth of her slit, and she braced herself.  His hands found their way to her hips, and she whimpered when his fingers pressed into her flesh.  Everything felt good.  Everything felt so damn good she never wanted it to end.
 
    
 
   When he drilled her again, she tightened up so much she could feel every inch of his dick right up against the walls of her pussy.  She whimpered like a small animal while Dan growled like a much larger one, his prey cornered for the kill.
 
    
 
   “Christ,” he said, his voice like gravel.  “You are so fucking tight.”
 
    
 
   Something inside of Cora surged.  She surprised herself by reaching back and pressing her palms against his fingers, driving them into her supple flesh.  “Yes, baby.”  She wanted this.  She wanted it all.  “Fuck me, Dan.  Destroy me.”
 
    
 
   “Careful what you wish for.”
 
    
 
   He fucked her hard, driving her naked front forward on the hood of the car.  She wondered what kinds of marks she’d have on her skin and her clothing when all of this was over.  And then, suddenly on high alert, Cora turned her head so she could see the entrance to this little wooded lot.  She’d fucked her husband enough times to know that he’d have his eyes closed by now, his head tilted back, mouth agape.
 
    
 
   “Fuck me harder.”  She bucked back against his dick.  It didn’t hurt anymore, even though he was impaling her with cock.  He was deeper than deep inside her, lost in some secret place.  “Yeah, that’s it.  Fuck me, Dan, fuck me, fuck me.”
 
    
 
   “I’m gonna make you come so hard.”  Dan dislodged one hand from her hip and searched on the flip side for her clit.  It wasn’t hard to find, not today.  She was so turned on it protruded like a beggar from between her pussy lips.
 
    
 
   She was going to say something.  She planned to say it.  But then his fingers found her clit, and she was lost.  Every semblance of thought fell out of her head like books tumbling from a broken shelf.  A zap of lightning burst through her core, igniting her nipples as she floundered on the hood like a fish out of water.
 
    
 
   It was dark now.  She didn’t realize it until she squeezed her eyes closed and then opened them again.  The sky was a strange blue, and there were lights somewhere in the distance, but all she cared about right now was Dan’s cock in her pussy and his fingers on her clit.
 
    
 
   “Oh my god.”  Cora tried to keep quiet, but it was hopeless.  Her body kept arching off the car and then slamming back down on it, and she knew her tits were going to hurt in the morning.  She wanted to make herself stop, but she couldn’t.  Dan’s fingers were moving too fast, too hot, too wet against her clit.  Too good.  “Fuck yeah, fuck yeah, fuck yeah.”
 
    
 
   And then he stopped rubbing her clit, and it was a relief because she couldn’t take any more pleasure.  He whispered the words, “I’m gonna fucking come.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, fill me with cum baby,” she begged, resting her temple on the hood, feeling the hot press of her nipples against the car.
 
    
 
   She squeezed her pussy muscles, hugging his dick, and that put him over the edge.  He yelped like a dog, lurching forward, driving his cock right into her as far as she could take it.
 
    
 
   “Oh, I love it baby.”  Cora could hardly breathe, but she could damn well talk dirty to her husband.  “I love your fucking cock in my cunt.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah?”  Dan smacked her ass and she bolted up from the hood with a gasp and then a giggle.
 
    
 
   Pressing her palms against the front of the car, Cora looked back at Dan just as he pulled out.  She hissed as a hot splatter of cum splashed against her inner thigh.  Another landed high up on her calf, and she laughed.  “You’re getting me all dirty.”
 
    
 
   “I think you started out that way,” Dan said as he pulled up his shorts.  “Holy Moly, where did that come from, eh?”
 
    
 
   That was a questions Cora couldn’t answer.  She wasn’t sure what had inspired her sudden burst of arousal.  Not that Dan seemed to mind.
 
    
 
   “Better get changed and show our faces at Maggie’s little cocktail thing.”  Cora pulled up her jeans.  Her pussy felt juicy against the gusset of her panties.  She’d already forgotten about the ropes of cum coating her legs, but as she pulled up her jeans she could feel that wetness against the insides of her pant legs.  “Hoo boy, I don’t know if I can walk.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I know what you mean.  Maybe we should just stay in tonight.  The kids’ll be out gallivanting.  What do you say?  We’d have the room to ourselves.”
 
    
 
   Cora looked up at her husband as he wrapped his arms around her.  “I can tell I’m going to like it here.”
 
    
 
   The End
 
    
 
   

 
   

ABOUT GISELLE RENARDE  
 
    
 
   Eroticist Giselle Renarde is a queer Canadian, avid volunteer, contributor to more than 50 short story anthologies, and author of dozens of electronic and print books, including Anonymous, Ondine, and The Red Satin Collection. Giselle lives across from a park with two bilingual cats who sleep on her head.
 
    
 
   Ms. Renarde’s anthology My Mistress’ Thighs: Erotic Transgender Fiction and Poetry received an Honourable Mention in the 2011 Rainbow Awards.  She is a contributor to Tristan Taormino’s groundbreaking book Take Me There: Trans and Genderqueer Erotica, as well as such notable anthologies as Best Women's Erotica 2011, Best Lesbian Erotica 2011, Best Bondage Erotica 2012, Best Lesbian Romance 2012 and Best Lesbian Erotica 2012.
 
    
 
   Online, Giselle has contributed erotic content to such websites as For The Girls, Ruthie's Club, Three Pillows, Oysters & Chocolate, The Erotic Woman, Every Night Erotica, Frequently Felt, Whipped Cream, Long and Short Romance, and Every Day Poets.
 
    
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed Wedding Heat: One in the Hand, you might also enjoy:
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   

 
   

  
 
    [image: ] 
 
   Secret Confessions: 36 Erotic Encounters
 
   By Giselle Renarde
 
    
 
   No naughty encounter is ever complete until you tell somebody about it.  And who doesn’t feel a tingle while reading a naughty story and wondering, “Is this true? Did that really happen?”
 
    
 
   In this collection, you’ll find a whopping 36 erotic stories, as explicit as they are wicked!  These confessions involve lesbian encounters, exhibitionism, porn appreciation, voyeurism, masturbation and self-love, cheating and deception, threesomes, group sex, sploshing, ice play, public sex, fisting, sex with a loving partner, female fantasies, rimming, anal play, stranger sex, double penetration, spanking, insertions, bondage, and so much more!
 
    
 
    
 
   Excerpt from Secret Confessions:
 
    
 
   I’m sleeping with a married man.  There.  I had to get that off my chest.
 
    
 
   You’ll understand, I’m sure, if I don’t tell you his name.  After all, he could be someone you know.  Or you may know his wife or his kids.  I wouldn’t want word to get back to them.  And just because he’s cheating doesn’t mean he’s a bad man.  He isn’t bad, he simply has needs.  We all do.
 
    
 
   So, what’s it like?  Well, last Saturday was a perfect example.  At 5:30 in the morning, I heard his key in my door.  That smooth metallic noise wakes me every time.  It’s better than an alarm clock.  I’d been looking forward to seeing him all week.  I look forward to it every week.
 
    
 
   He tells his wife he likes to jog early in the morning, before pollution envelops the city.  He tells her he enjoys his run better when there are fewer people on the sidewalks, and when the sun hasn’t yet risen.  These are only half-truths, because he actually does jog all the way from his house to mine.  I doubt if his wife even notices anymore when he rolls out of bed before dawn.  I doubt if she ever notices him at all.  That’s fine.  I’ve taken it upon myself to notice him.  In fact, I could notice him all day and all night, if I ever had the opportunity.
 
    
 
   I emerged from the depths of slumber as he kicked off his shoes in my front hall.  I scrambled out of bed and headed straight for the bathroom.  When you only get to see your lover once a week, you always want to look and smell and taste perfect.  And morning breath is a major turn-off.  When I switched off the bathroom light, my eyes couldn’t adjust fast enough to the darkness of my bedroom.
 
    
 
   I asked, “Where are you?” as I walked straight into him.  Ouch. “I couldn’t stop thinking about you.” 
 
    
 
   He concurred with his standard stand-by, “Likewise.”
 
    
 
   “All week I’ve been waking up and asking myself, ‘Is it Saturday yet…?’”  
 
    
 
   That’s all I managed to say before he kissed me.  An entire week’s worth of kisses in less than one minute.
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   BUY THIS AND MORE TITLES AT
 
   www.eXcessica.com
 
    
 
   eXcessica’s YAHOO GROUP
 
   groups.yahoo.com/group/eXcessica/
 
    
 
   Check us out for updates about eXcessica books!
 
    
 
   WRITE A REVIEW!
 
   Readers, in the age of ebooks, remember that you are in control of separating the good from the bad, the wheat from the chaff.
 
    
 
   Please take a moment to go back to the site where you purchased this book and leave your opinion, however lengthy or brief, about it. 
 
    
 
   You can also go to larger sites (Amazon, Barnes and Noble, GoodReads) and leave your reviews there as well, whether you made your purchase on their site or not. 
 
    
 
   Make your vote count! Your opinion will help other readers make their future purchasing decisions in regards to ebooks.
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