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Take Me in the Dark

In the Dark #3

by Karina Ashe

***

He's not who I thought he was.

It's too late to turn back. There's nowhere to run. But despite the danger, I can't tell you that if I had a chance to go back in time and change everything that I would. Because despite everything that's happened, I still want him.

***

Sign-up for Karina's Mailing List for more BBW Contemporary Romance!

http://eepurl.com/bo1-fz

***
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Chapter 1
Did you have fun tonight?

His words echo through me. I shiver.

Yes
. It feels like betrayal to say it. All the places where David touched me—my back, my wrists, my forehead—burn. But not as much as the one place David touched with an intimacy that would be impossible for one who wears a mask to duplicate: my lips.

“I asked you a question.”

He sounds angry. It scares me. Shouldn’t my eyes have adjusted to the dark already? I can see so little in the room. My friends and I often hang out in this place. This is where I meet up with other girls from my dorm. Where we talk about small towns back home, big city dreams and failures, and boys.

I swallow. “Yes. I had a good time.” I don’t see any point in lying. I don’t have anything to hide. I’ve always been open with him, no matter how much it hurt.

He stands. He’s taller than I remember, maybe because the room is small and familiar and intimate. In the auditorium he always seemed far away. Even when he was breathing right by my ear and pressing into my body, I could look out into the darkness and see nothing.

Now, I see nothing but him.

He steps forward. Though he moves slowly, it takes almost no time to reach me.

Instinctively, I step back. My palms slam down on the piano. It’s old and out of tune.

He takes his last step and grabs my hips.

The piano chimes angrily as he pushes my ass into the keys. The music stand digs into the small of my back. His fingers are beneath me, as cold and hard as ivory.

“You let him touch you.”

It isn’t a question. I wonder how he knows. “I only kissed—”

“He puts one hand on your cheek and the other on your breast as he dragged his mouth over your jaw.” The skin below my ear tingles as his breath fans over the left side of my neck. “You brought your hands to his shoulders, as if to pull him down closer, and he grabbed them and pinned them to the table at your hips, just like this.”

He lets go of my wrists and runs his hands down my arms. He’s cutting off the circulation to my wrists.
Your grip is tighter
, I want to say.
It’s nothing like his
. But I can only breath heavily as he parts my thighs with his knee and sinks between them. My dress slides up to my waist. His erection presses his zipper to my damp panties.

“I want you,” he says. It isn’t a question or a statement, but a plea. I roll my head back. I swear I can see the intensity of his gaze through the mask.

I spread my legs, sliding my cunt over his zipper.

He groans. “Laura.”

I want him too. It hurts to admit just how much. Any action I take will feel like a betrayal. My body wants him, but if I give in now I’m betraying David and that fragile happiness that has always eluded me. I still remember him in the rain, the taste of his lips—I can still taste both those things on my tongue.

I’ve never even truly kissed this man. He’s done nothing but hide himself from me. It’s not fair for him to show up now after being silent for so long to claim me like this. To remind me how much I want him even though I know I shouldn’t.

I should push him away. I want someone whose face I can hold in my hands. I want someone whose name I can whisper as we lay beside each other in bed. I want to run my fingers through his hair and look into his eyes.

David wants to give that to me. He can give it to me. From this man I receive nothing except an emptiness only he can briefly fill.

And then I remember his letters. The longing in his voice. The longing I can feel even now as he touches me. His raw desire calls me like a siren. Even if it’s false I can’t stop myself. I want to be that one to draw him back into the light. I want him to fulfill these dark needs inside me. I want to dissolve into him, even if it can only be in darkness and will only make me want and dream of more.

Perhaps his words cast a spell on me. Perhaps this isn’t really me doing and feeling these things, but some alien spirit he conjured within me. Or maybe it’s a part of me he unlocked. In the end it doesn’t matter. I can’t stay away. I can’t deny him anything.

I run my hand down the tough, hard muscles of his stomach. David was sculpted everywhere, like a marble statue. This man is more like frayed rope and steel. There are scars there, old and new. I didn’t see any evidence of scars when I removed his mask, but I wonder if his face is scared and that’s why he doesn’t want me to see it.

Slowly, I grip his cock through his pants.

He groans and his fingers dig into me, hard. I squeeze harder, jerking him through his pants. My fist bumps my cunt and I press forward, already aching for him.

He leans against my hips. I feel his teeth through his mask, brushing against that sensitive part of my neck between my ear and jaw. I want him to bite down—for his mouth to be as rough as his hands. “On the bench,” he says as he steps back and pulls the bench out.

It takes a moment for me to get down from the piano. I straddle it and lean over, resting my elbows on the bench. My toes barely touch the floor.

He runs his hands up my bare legs. “Do you think of him at night when you’re alone in your room? Do you think of him when you sing? Is that why your voice was so full of longing?”

I was thinking of you. How you left without a word. How much the thought of never seeing you again devastated me. I’ve come to need you, and it scares me. I don’t like placing a part of my happiness with someone else. It makes me feel vulnerable, helpless.

But these are words I can never say, especially not when he holds me so roughly, and that vulnerable, helpless part of me finds something pleasing even in that roughness.

“Answer me, Laura. I want to know what can make you sound like that.”

I shut my eyes. “I wasn’t.” My voice is too breathy to be my own. It sounds uncertain, even though I’ve never been more certain of anything in my life. How can I think of another man after feeling his hands on my skin?

He grips my dress, hard, stretching the fabric over my hips. I shiver everywhere, falling deeper into the memory of his embrace: my dark, demonic, masked lover. “You weren’t what?” He asks.

He’s moving my dress up. I spread my legs further on the bench. God, if he wanted an answer why did he ask and then do something like that? “I wasn’t…” I start, struggling to speak, “thinking…”

Just then, he pushes my dress up over my hips and slips his hand under the elastic band of Dolly’s flaming red hoochie panties.

He goes still. Only the cool air filtering through the air conditioning moves.

Fuck. He’s gonna think I went out with the intention of getting some. In this case, even a little bit of hooch is still too much hooch!

I hear him swallow. “Did you wear these for someone in particular tonight, Laura?”

“Uh…” Would he believe me if I said no, or would he just think I’m trying to cover something up? Shit!

The bench creaks as he gets on it behind me. “Who did you wear them for?”

Damn. It’s probably too late for me to tell him the truth, but I do anyway. “Dolly.”

The bench stops creaking as he goes still. “Your roommate?”

“Yes.” Then I realize what he might be thinking. “I mean, she and I aren’t like
that
…not that it would be bad if either of us was, it’s just we’re not…” I inhale sharply. “We’re both into guys is what I’m saying.”
Or at least trying to say.

He leans forward and takes my panties in his fist. “Why did you wear these for her?”

“She just wanted to make sure I had a good time,” I whisper.

“A good time with that guy you were with?”

Oh god. I have a sinking feeling I’ve just made things worse. Actually, I know I have, especially if I answer the next question honestly.

My throat goes tight. “Everyone likes David.”

He wraps his arm around my stomach. Slowly, he runs his middle finger from my belly to my clit.

I suck in a breath. I try to squeeze my legs together but his other hand slips between my thighs, stopping me. He presses against my clit slightly, once, twice. I cry as he suddenly takes it between his fingers.

“Do you like David?”

“Yes, but…” I finish with a moan, not even remembering what I wanted to say or if I even said it. He coaxes my clit with agonizing tenderness. Only the roughness of his fingers reminds me that this man isn’t gentle, or to be trusted. I shut my eyes. If I’m honest with myself, I’ll admit that I don’t even want that, anyway.

My desire drips down my legs and onto his hands. The air cools it and all the things I should feel flood my mind: shame, disgust,
guilt
.

David’s warm gaze cuts through my thoughts. I slide my tongue between my lips—those lips he left with a smile and a kiss. I can’t taste him anymore. I can barely even remember what they felt like. No, they were soft and pink and warm, the exact opposite of the hard piano bench currently smashing my cheekbones.

The stranger spreads a hand over my ass. He pinches my clit, reminding me me still possesses it—reminding me that shame, disgust, and guilt do not exist in the dark.

“Do you want me to stop?”

My body answers for me. I melt into my dark lover’s touch.

“Laura,” he reprimands softly, removing his fingers.

I diligently push myself into the heel of his hand. “No.”

“You don’t want me to stop, but you wish it were him, don’t you? You wish you could let him in like this.”

It doesn’t matter what I want, I couldn’t let David in like this. I wouldn’t be able to forget with him, and I want to forget. I want that blinding ecstasy more than anything—even something that would make me happy. I push my elbows into the bench and arch my back so it’s easier for him to get at me.
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