Indian Man

“Plenty of time.” He says with a smile. Oh that smile that turns my insides, my legs to jelly. Perfectly formed tasty lips. If he does it once more I’ll melt in a puddle on the floor. “How are you?” That voice so soft and sensual, arms look warm and welcoming, a body to sleep with. Rest my weary head upon him now; take me now, I’ll beg no more. “Repairs under way.” Talk not of work, just pour that Champagne. Replicate some fragrant oil; massage these tired feet, with those hands, so strong. Muscles rippling under smooth skin, on that handsome face. Use your fingers to ease out the stress, touch me here and there, wherever you dare. Nobody need know, here in these quarters, take me now, I’ll beg no more. “Made contact at last…” Oh touch me please. “Finally we’re not alone out here.” But we’re alone in here…let me taste that skin, under my fingertips, those firm lips, sure to kiss so tenderly. “You’ve coped with so much.” So help me forget, Indian Man, take me back to setting sun on Arizona desert.

He stops.

And stares.

He’s reading my mind.

“Kathryn, let me hold you.” Let me! Let me! Am I dreaming? Touch me, I’ll collapse in a heap on the floor. Heart exploding, warm body near; take me now, I’ll beg no more. Just kiss me, feel me, touch me, taste me, warm me with those eyes. Silently let me know you appreciate me as much as you want me, show me. Embrace, skin to skin, lips to mine, in time. “We’ll be late for duty.” Oh please don’t leave now, stay a while longer, Indian Man…But then, he smiles. I’ve already melted.

