Lorrilynne parked her car and headed into the grocery store late that evening. Ignoring the cool breeze common in this part of Massachusetts, her mind still wrapped around the book she’d been editing. It was a damn shame her sex life existed in fiction. A real man every now and then would be nice.
She hadn’t taken time to make out a grocery list, but the items she needed wouldn’t take long to get. Things for lunch, something for dinner for the rest of the week. There was no one other than her, so whatever tripped her fancy in the grocery aisles would work.
“I thought I was the only one who did my grocery shopping this late at night.” The man’s voice behind her in the produce section startled Lorri.
She didn’t turn around. Strangers didn’t talk to each other. Mumbling something, she continued to finger the long thick cucumbers. She’d intended to make a cucumber salad for her lunch, but stroking the vegetable made her think of the scene she’d been editing before coming here.
A long thick cock, hard and eager to be enjoyed. Her heart raced while her fingers strolled over the length of the cucumber.
“You must really like cucumbers.” There was amusement in the man’s tone.
This time she did give the stranger her attention. Instantly words were on the tip of her lips. Mind your own business. Putting this stranger in his place suddenly was foremost on her mind.
She knew she glared at him when she focused on the man who stood to her side. But her mouth went dry when she looked up into dark eyes, hooded with long thick lashes. 
He could have been off the cover of one of those magazines. Broad shoulders, tall and dark, amusement lingered in his expression as his gaze moved from her hands stroking the cucumber to her face.
Heat burned her cheeks. The words on the tip of her tongue got stuck there as her mouth went dry.
“I didn’t mean to embarrass you.” There was a chuckle in his tone, amusement in those dark eyes. No man on the cover of any romance novel came close to being as sexy as this guy was. “You had me wishing I was that cucumber.”
Her mouth fell open, and she shut it quickly. Dropping the cucumber in the plastic bag, she plopped it into her cart and created space between her and this sensual stranger.
Remembering she needed an onion, she turned the cart down the next produce aisle. The stranger came at her from the other direction.
She watched his long fingers wrap around an onion. Just the right amount of course dark hair covered the back of his hand. He didn’t look at her as he cupped one onion, and than another, before choosing the one he wanted. If her heart didn’t stop pounding in her chest, she’d never get her shopping done. Hell she wouldn’t remember what she needed to buy. Let alone, the thought of food right now was the last thing on her mind.
He turned from her, showing off buns of steel in tight fitting blue jeans. Long legs and a broad back distracted her. 
Onions. Think about onions.
She let out a sigh. Waiting for him to leave the aisle so she could manage some kind of coherent thought, a tinge of regret rushed through her when she no longer had eye candy to enjoy. She grabbed a damn onion.
By the time she’d hit the frozen food section, her mood had soured. Good-looking men like that never talked to her. Here she had the most sexy piece of male flesh whisper seductive words to her, and she’d gone all tongue-tied. No wonder she was single and living her sex life from fiction.
Grabbing the few items she still needed, although none of the food appealed to her at the moment, she paid for everything, and left the store. Figures that sex god was nowhere in sight.
There were hardly any cars in the parking lot as she lifted her bags from her cart, and pushed it into the stall where the carts went out in the lot. Someone else was parked next to her car, and a dark figure loaded bags into the back of an SUV. 
Lorri chewed her lip as the man came into focus. His back was to her, and his powerful body distracted her as she stared. Fire pumped through her veins. Taller than most men, with dark hair that curled naturally around his head and fell just past the collar of his t-shirt, he was drool material like she’d never seen before. 
Blame it on sweaty palms, or it could have been nervous jitters that suddenly plunged through her as she neared him, but Lorri’s bag slipped out of her hand.
“Shit,” she muttered, when the contents of her grocery bag spilled at her feet. 
“We meet again,” the tall stranger said when he was at her side instantly, helping her gather her things.
“I guess so,” she said, again her mouth almost too dry to speak.
Their hands brushed over each other when they both reached for the large cucumber that had rolled out of its little produce bag. When Lorri tried pulling her hand away, his fingers tightened over hers. 
He was as strong as he looked. Meeting his gaze, he rose slowly, keeping her hand in his, with the cucumber enclosed in their grasps.
“Do you want to know what I’ve thought of while I did my shopping?” he asked her, his voice a course whisper.
“I can only imagine.” Trying to make up for her lack of speech in the store, she tried being coy.
The corner of his mouth rose slightly, as if he knew her thoughts.
“The way your fingers wrapped around this cucumber,” he began, pausing as his dark gaze lowered to her mouth. “I wonder what it would be like to feel your hand around my cock.”
She should slap him. She should yank her hand away from his and tell him what she thought of his forward behavior. 
Her gaze lowered to his cock. Where her mouth had been to dry before, now suddenly it was too wet. As were other parts of her body.
“Did you decide it would be good or bad?” She couldn’t believe her brazen question. 
Never in her life had she spoken to a man like this. But then no man had ever been so forward with her before either, especially one who was so damned good looking.
“Only one way to find out.” 
She couldn’t have heard him right.
Her hand was moist enough to slide out of his grip easily. Nerves racked through her while she knelt down, fumbling with her groceries until she’d managed to re-bag them.
Where they were parked was dark, the street lights in the lot not reaching the corner where they stood. Her gaze strolled up his long muscular body when she stood, unable not to appreciate how solid he appeared, how in control and relaxed. 
“Is this your car?” he asked.
“Yes.”
Managing to take her keys from her hand, while she still held her bags, he unlocked it and then took her bags from her. She watched him place the two grocery bags on her passenger seat, corded muscles stretching underneath his shirt when he leaned forward.
“Your groceries are now safe.” He turned and looked at her, resting his arm on her open door, which shielded them between their two cars.
 “And what about me?” she asked, daring to meet his gaze.
He moved into her, forcing her to step back until his car stopped her, the cold metal doing nothing to stop the heat that flooded her body.
“How safe do you want to be?” he whispered, and then lowered his head, brushing his lips over hers.
Now was when she belted him, that or woke up from one hell of a dream. 
Lorri did neither. His lips scorched her mouth, brushing against her at first, testing her for resistance. She had none to offer. At that moment, she decided life was too short to stop this hunk of a man from giving her something she’d only dreamed about.
He must have realized she wouldn’t stop him, at least not yet. Deepening the kiss, his tongue pressed through her lips, demanding more, tasting her, bringing her blood to a boiling point as her heart worked too hard to keep up with the severity that it pumped through her body.
A strong hand gripped her hip, pulling her to him, devouring her mouth while he pressed her against his virile body.
Lorri couldn’t think straight. This couldn’t be happening. Right outside her grocery store, late at night when few people were around, but nonetheless out in public, a complete stranger devoured her. And she found herself kissing him back. Leaning into him, she took what he offered, and dared to touch his arm.
Muscles harder than rock twitched against her palm. Heat from his body swarmed through her. A mixture of soap, aftershave, and something more primitive, something all man, crept through her senses as she inhaled. 
His mouth moved off her mouth, brushing against her chin, before he nibbled at the tender flesh of her neck. 
“Unzip my pants,” he told her, his breathless order making her heart pound so hard it hurt.
“Here?” she gasped, striving to clear her thoughts, keep a grip on where they were.
Her hand moved down his body before he answered her.
“Yes. Here. Now.” His teeth brushed over the soft flesh by her collar bone.
Fumbling with the top button of his jeans, she somehow managed to undo it. The zipper slid down with a mind of its own. His hardness pressed against her palm. Brazenly, she pressed her palm against his shaft, feeling his solid heart beat drum against her flesh.
“Now. Put your hand around my cock.” His breath against the damp flesh on her neck scorched through her.
It took little effort to pull his cock free. It willingly sprang free of the binding material. Warm and solid, velvety skin covered his throbbing cock. A sigh escaped Lorri. This beat stroking a cucumber any day.
His hands moved under her shirt, deftly freeing her breasts from her bra and cupping them. Her nipples hardened painfully against his flesh, aching while her breasts seemed to heavy, swelling with need.
“God. You’re incredible.” He moved her sweater, exposing her.
Lorri gulped in too much air, unable to see around his massive body. There was no way to know if anyone saw them, if it was obvious what they were doing. Her thoughts didn’t dwell on the matter for long when he lowered his head, sucking one of her exposed breasts into his mouth. Fire shot through her, her knees weakening when his teeth brushed over her nipple.
“Oh shit,” she cried, having no clue how loud she spoke.
Blood rushed through her. Her ears rang from the intensity of it. Her world closed in around her. All that mattered was that mouth, scorching her breast, as his teeth tortured her nipple.
Talented fingers moved over her, caressing her, exploring her flesh while she stroked his cock. 
She didn’t realize he’d loosened her jeans until suddenly they slid over her hips. Then he turned her around, the movement swift and quick. She placed damp palms against the cool metal of his car, fighting to catch her breath when his cock pressed between her legs.
For the first time she was able to see the quiet parking lot around them, the few parked cars reminding her that anyone could walk out of the store at any minute.
“Do you want this?” he asked over his shoulder.
His cock pressed against her soaked cunt. She couldn’t spread her legs. Her jeans trapped her, shoved to just above her knees. 
God. More than anything in the world right now she wanted him inside her.
“Yes,” she managed to utter.
It was all she could get out of her. That large cock impaled her, gliding into her heat with more force than she imagined possible with their positions. 
His hands moved to her shoulders, holding her, pinning her body just as her legs were pinned. Driving deep inside her, a guttural sound escaped him. 
He filled her, burying his cock further than she thought he could before gliding back out and then beginning the journey again. Pressure built deep in her womb, growing, consuming her while humidity soared through her body. 
Nothing she’d ever imagined, ever read about in her romance novels, ever dreamed about, came close to matching this. A man better looking than should be allowed fucked her in front of her very own grocery store. 
Managing to breathe, sucking in the cool night air, she closed her eyes, focusing on the sensation that rippled through her as he built the momentum. 
“That’s it baby. You’re going to cum now.” Again he whispered his orders, instructing her while her pussy sheathed his hard cock.
He seemed to know just when the dam inside her would break. Pressure released inside her, flooding through her, blinding her. Closing her eyes, warm light in front of her inner eye turned hot…hotter…burning her alive with the intensity of her orgasm.
His cock seemed to grow, taking all she had and demanding more as he jerked inside her, until he too released all that he had. 
For a moment, their heavy breathing was all that she could hear. Someone walked out of the store, their attention focused on their cart as they hurried toward a parked car not too far from them. 
Slowly sliding out of her, strong hands pulled up her jeans, putting her back together. Which was a damned good thing. Lorri wasn’t sure she could move at the moment.
She snapped her pants, glancing down at her exposed breasts, and then adjusting her sweater. With a deep breath, she turned around.
“Enjoy your cucumber,” he told her, brushing his hand over her cheek.
Then he moved around her, climbing into his car and disappearing while she stared after him.
Cucumber, hell. She trembled as she sat in her car, the moistness between her legs all the proof that he’d ever been there at all. None of her writer friends would ever believe her when she shared this with them. 
Lorri stared down at her groceries, her breath slowly calming. Next to her cucumber was a small white card. She lifted it, holding it up and then turning on her dome light. A recipe for cucumber salad, pulled from the produce section inside the store. Turning it around slowly, something caught her eye, written in bold letters in black ink.
Mix all contents with hard cock. And then a phone number. Lorri grinned, staring at the card. She would most definitely follow this recipe to the last letter.

 

