What a Little Moonlight Can Do

by Sierra Dafoe
It really wasn’t a bad life, Jenifer thought. Especially not on a morning like this. The long, lush grass at the side of the road was bent almost double under the dew that had settled during the night. Now the rising sun sparkled across it, sending trails of clear white gold across the wide fields and gentle, rolling hills of Ohio. No, it wasn’t a bad life at all. 

If only… 

She paused as a semi whooshed by, its tires thrumming on the pavement as it sped past on its way to Cincinnati or Dayton or somewhere further west. She watched it go with an expression, almost, of longing. 

If only it wasn’t so boring! 

The backblast from the truck -- warm even at six in the morning -- tossed her thick red hair. Jenifer tucked it behind her ears, sighing. The day was going to be a scorcher. Again. 

*** 

The humid shadows of the truck stop enveloped her as she pushed open the door. Mel, behind the counter, grunted and looked pointedly at the clock. Lifting her apron (green as the grass of an Ohio summer, green as her eyes) from a hook, Jenifer slipped it over her head and tied it. 

“I know, Mel. I couldn’t sleep. It was too hot.” 

“Try sleeping during the day.” He glanced at her sidelong, the corners of his wrinkled old mouth drawing down in a grimace. 

“I keep telling you you should get an air-conditioner.” With practiced fingers, Jenifer flipped through the money in the cash register. “Quiet night?” 

“Strange night.” She looked at him questioningly. Mel shrugged. “Dogs was yammering out at the Farley place all night long. Probably the heat, makin’ em restless. Wasn’t a soul on the highway.” 

Jenifer glanced out the plate-glass window at the four lanes of flat white pavement rolling past, ten yards away. If Route 33 was a highway, she was a supermodel. Which she wasn’t. She was what her mother had always called ‘solid’ and men described as ‘something to grab on to’. Big tits, full round ass -- the kind guys liked to pinch. “Get some sleep, Mel.” 

He grunted again and shuffled out the door, ignoring the neatly-bound pile of newspapers sitting on the walk outside. With a resigned sigh, Jenifer went back out into air that seemed ten degrees hotter than it had five minutes ago, picked up the bundle, and waved to Mel as he started up his battered, rusty old white pick-up and pulled out. 

Back inside, she took the stack of yesterday’s papers from the stand, dumped them in the returns box, slit the plastic strip holding the new bundle together, and plopped them into place. “Haydenville to get new firetruck,” read the headline. No wonder the damn things never sold. 

Moving to the coffee counter along the side wall, she started a fresh pot, picked over the pastries in the plastic case till she found one that wasn’t too stale, and was deep into a copy of last month’s People when the bell above the door tinkled. She glanced up, saw only the outline of a man against the glare from the window. He was lean, and tall, and looked distinctly scruffy. Trucker, Jenifer thought automatically, and went back to her magazine. 

He wandered over to the coffee counter, his eyes hidden behind sunglasses. “Is the coffee fresh?” 

“Fresh enough,” she answered. 

“What’s that mean? Two hours, or two days?” 

Jenifer glared. One of those, she sniffed silently. She looked at the clock. “Twenty-three minutes, to be precise.” 

He grinned. “Spit-fire, ain’tchya, Red?” White teeth flashed behind the stubble of his beard. “Fresh enough for me.” 

From his grin, Jenifer wasn’t entirely sure if he was talking about the coffee. He better be, she thought, but found herself giving him a closer look anyway. Long legs under jeans that looked like they’d seen a week’s worth of road-grime, but his long hair swung loose and soft over his shoulders as he turned back to the coffee machine. She watched the play of lean muscles under his t-shirt as he poured a cup. Nice. 

Nice, but no. The last thing she wanted was another unfulfilling fling with some here-again, gone-again trucker who told her about the cities he’d been to, the interesting places he’d seen, but never took her. 

Never took her in more than one sense. What is it with men, she wondered. It can’t be that hard to figure out what a clitoris is for. 

That wasn’t fair. They’d tried, plenty of them, been patient and gentle and… nothing. They just didn’t rouse her. For all their charming smiles or sweet intentions, no man she’d ever been with had taken her where she wanted to go. And she didn’t necessarily mean out of Ohio. 

So she ignored the man as he puttered around the truck stop, idly thumbing through the girly mags as he sipped his coffee, looking over the canned goods on the dusty shelves. “Where’s the morning rush?” he asked her. 

“You’re it,” she replied. He raised an eyebrow behind his sunglasses, and approached the register. 

“What do I owe ya, Red?” He dug a grimy hand into his pocket. 

“Buck twenty-nine. And the name’s Jenifer.” 

He smiled at that, and fished out a few bills. “I’m Blake. Not that you asked. You live around here?” 

Jenifer grimaced. “No, I live in Istanbul. I just wanted a change of scene.” 

Blake laughed. It was a wonderful sound, carrying away her irritation like a warm southern breeze. Jenifer felt her lips quirk in response. Shaking his head, he said, “Your husband’s a strange man, letting you out of bed this early on a Saturday morning. Hell, if it were me, I’d keep you there all day.” Tilting his head down, he glanced at her above the rims of his sunglasses. His eyes were a startling, brilliant blue -- and bloodshot. Incredibly bloodshot. 

“You’d better have some more coffee before you drive any further,” she said, ignoring the tenor of his remarks. You probably would, she added silently. The idea sent a pulse of desire through her. “You look like you haven’t slept in a week.” 

“Two days, that’s all. It’s the moon -- did you see it?” 

“No.” She rang in the sale, pretended to be busy counting cigarette packs. He leaned against the counter, gestured in the air, demonstrating. 

“Fucking gorgeous. Big as a house. I can’t believe you didn’t see it.” 

“Well, I had to work this morning.” There was a scent to him, she realized. Not unpleasant; in fact, it was really rather arousing. Faint, tangy and musky all at once. 

No, no, and fourteen times no, she told her body. It wasn’t worth it, letting herself get all riled up in this heat just to be disappointed again. And they always did disappoint her -- not by being mean, or awful, or married (once, that little bit of news had come as a distinct relief). She just wanted… wanted… 

What? What, Jen? What are you waiting for? 

She didn’t know. But she did have a strong suspicion she wasn’t going to find it along Route 33. 

“You ought to get out more,” the man -- Blake -- said. He lowered his shades and looked at her intently, a look that was doing distinctly interesting things to her blood pressure. “Go for a run. Have an adventure. Howl at the moon.” 

She smiled non-committaly. It wasn’t his fault, after all. And he was kinda cute in that wild, unshaven way. “Maybe I will, some time.” 

He smiled back. “Never know what a little moonlight can do.” Nodding in farewell, he ambled toward the door. Determined not to sneak a last look at his butt, Jenifer went back to her magazine. A moment later, she heard the bell tinkle again as he left. 

But she never heard his semi pull out. Wrinkling her brow, she thought back, and realized she’d never heard it pull in. Puzzled, she went to the door, pushed it open. 

Already, heat waves were beginning to dance above the fields and ripple like snakes along Route 33. But in all that flat, silent countryside, she saw no sign of Blake. 

*** 

The moonlight woke her from a thin, restless sleep. It poured in on her like a flashlight, so bright she almost thought she could feel its warmth. The house seemed to throb around her, the air so hot and still it was like breathing thick, sweet coffee. Not a breeze stirred the curtains in the window. Jenifer sat up, and folded her arms on the peeling windowpane. 

Outside, moonlight sparkled across fields that stretched forever. The night was full of a rich, moist scent that tugged her out of bed and into her jeans. 

You ought to get out more. Go for a run. Howl at the moon. 

Jenifer’s lips quirked in the darkness. Well, she doubted she’d do that, but a walk seemed like a good idea. Maybe she'd even walk to the creek, go skinny-dipping in the moonlight. She smiled. That’d almost count as an adventure. And if she really wanted to stir things up, she could streak past the truck stop and flash Mel though the window. 

At that thought, she laughed aloud, and pulled on a shirt. 

The grass was cool and moist under her feet as she crossed the lawn. She walked slowly, enjoying the silence, the way the moon, fat and hazy, hung in the watery air. Nothing stirred, anywhere -- the whole world seemed to dream under that full, glorious moon. 

Half in a dream herself, Jenifer floated across the field, feeling a strange, yearning heat beyond the warmth of the night. Briefly, she regretted having been so brusque that morning -- after all, something was better than nothing, wasn’t it? And there’d been something about him, about those intent blue eyes… 

A dog yipped in the distance, sounding as restless as she was herself. From the Farley’s place, it must be. Old man Farley had a dozen of them -- slat-sided, ill-favored brutes that scratched and yapped and snarled in his dooryard. She heard his basset hound sent up a bellow, just to keep the yipper company. 

As if that were some sort of bestial signal, barks and whines broke out in all directions, carrying for miles in the moist, warm air. Sam Brockton’s great dane -- she’d know that hoarse woofing anywhere. A small, yappy bark that must belong to Mrs. Weidermayer’s terrier. Jenifer stood surrounded by a canine chorus, grinning at the wild night. 

Then a different howl spiraled out of the dark -- low, this one, and deeper, somehow. It raised its shivering, mournful tune like liquid moonlight -- ghostly, haunting, beautiful. At once, the dogs fell silent, like courtiers before a king. Again that majestic howl sounded, floating on the air, solitary and magnificent. 

Jenifer’s scalp prickled. Turning, she scanned the fields. She could see Farley’s old canted farmhouse, its white paint peeling slowly, standing amid its cluster of elms. Suddenly the scene seemed foreign, eerie, a shifting, treacherous landscape under the eldritch glow of the moon. Hearing her breath rasp in her throat, Jenifer turned quickly, started back toward her house. 

She was being silly, she knew it. Someone’s husky had gotten loose, that was all. There weren’t any wolves in Ohio. Not in the whole entire state. 

When the second howl rose to her right, joining the first, Jenifer ran. 

*** 

The porch steps were just ahead -- thirty yards, then twenty. A shape flitted in front of her, low and lean -- a shadow, no more, rushing along the grass. Jenifer gasped and spun, trying to follow its trail. A flicker of motion, off to her right. She glanced, saw nothing, ran faster. Ten yards, now. 

Something slid like smoke up the steps. Impossible. She was imagining it. A howl broke out again behind her, and she fairly flew the last twenty feet -- and stopped, panting, staring in bewilderment at the man on her porch. He grinned, his teeth flashing in the shadows, then stepped out into the moonlight. 

“Hello again.” 

“Blake!” Jenifer glanced back, scanned the darkness behind her. Nothing there. She’d imagined it, all of it, she’d been sleepwalking or… 

“Tiger on your tail?” Blake leaned against the stair rail, his shoulders slouched slightly. He looked cool, absolutely unruffled, and here she was, sweating, disheveled, her hair a mess… 

She glared at him, panting. “Wasn’t it you who told me to go for a run?” A knowing amusement danced in his eyes. Jenifer felt her temper flare. “And what are you doing on my porch, anyway?” 

“Couldn’t sleep,” he replied, his gaze wandering over the fields. “The night’s too beautiful to waste.” The porch boards squeaked under his heels as he walked to the old swing, sprawled in its seat. Then he yanked his head, inviting -- almost commanding -- her to join him. Wonderingly, she did. 

Heat poured off him like the glow from a furnace. Peeking sideways, she studied his profile. His head was thrown back, his long dark hair cascading down over his shoulders. Even in rest, there was a tension about him, a poise, like that of a wild animal. 

“So… where are you from?” The question sounded dumb, even to her. Awkward, gallumphing, at odds with the graceful fall of light all around. Blake glanced at her and chuckled. 

“Wherever I like. That’s not really what you wanted to know.” 

“It isn’t?” 

Her voice squeaked. Jenifer could feel her creamy pale skin flushing in embarrassment. Her blush changed its tenor, though, when he leaned close, so close his breath stirred her hair, brushing her ear, as he whispered, “No. What you wanted to know was am I gonna kiss you?” 

At that, her small, sharp chin tilted up. She looked at him, raising one eyebrow. “Wrong.” 

He sat back, a challenging grin playing about his lips. "Oh?” 

“No. What I was wondering was am I going to like it?” 

His grin spread as he leaned forward again, catching her chin between his fingers. “You are feisty, aren’t you? Well, then, you tell me.” Bending his head, he trapped her lips beneath his own. That first, light touch was like a whisper of moonlight -- shadowy, insubstantial, but somehow changing everything. 

She was floating, Jenifer thought drunkenly, she was floating, it was the moonlight, the night, the summer heat. No man could be making her feel this way with just a kiss! Then his lips clamped down on hers, firmly, and propped her lips open with a hot, insistent tongue. She jerked her head back, but he buried his hands in her hair, holding her tight as his mouth ravished hers. And she didn’t even care, she realized. A sly, almost feral heat coiled through her, making her pant with hunger as his mouth moved over hers with a hunger of its own. 

She flicked out her tongue -- small, pointed, cat-like -- touched it briefly to his, and heard him groan. Then he was tugging her hair, pulling her head back, laying her creamy neck open to the moonlight and his kisses. 

She loved the way he held her, so insistent, so demanding. No feigned politeness here, no rustic hesitation -- he took what he wanted in a way that left her breathless, hungering for more. 

With that same, sly intent, she squirmed under him, and felt a burst of silken heat dampen her cunt as his hands clasped down tighter, pulling her hair. Still she twisted, and he tensed in annoyance. Grabbing her hair hard in one hand, he pushed her back against the swing with the other. “Going so soon?” he asked, his words almost a growl. His smile had hardened into an expression that was almost dangerous. 

Jenifer swallowed, but the part of her she’d never been able to tame, the part that laughed at men at all the wrong moments, the streak of rebelliousness or playfulness that had always left her mother shaking her head, swearing her red-headed daughter would never find a husband that way, made her whisper, “No. But I’m not coming yet, either.” 

His grin widened, and those blue eyes -- a deep indigo in the moonlight -- glittered. In answer, he let go her hair, grabbed the front of her shirt in both hands, and ripped. His eyes widened appreciatively as her breasts, pink and creamy and round as melons, tumbled out. "You will be,” he whispered. 

She believed him. Already she was so wet she was afraid she might slide off the swing. Her breasts rose and fell with her rapid breathing, and the warm air caressed her hardening nipples. Blake leaned back, studying them in the moonlight. Slowly, so slowly it tickled her, he traced a path with his finger around one full, lush tit, spiraling slowly up to her nipple. A whimper escaped Jenifer’s clenched teeth, and she arched her back. She couldn’t help it. 

“Ah,” Blake breathed. “Too little?” He quirked an eyebrow inquiringly. Panting, Jenifer stared up at him as he flicked his thumb back and forth across the tip of her breast, teasing it into fire. 

Yes, damn it! she wanted to shout. Yes, it’s too little! I want more, I want you to take me! But nice Ohio girls didn’t say things like that, not on porch swings or in the front seats of pickup trucks while their cowboy boyfriends fumbled ineffectually at their bra hooks. Nor, from what she could tell, in the marriage bed. Gritting her teeth in frustration, Jenifer stayed silent. 

Then gasped as he pinched her nipple. Hard. He twisted it, sending streaks of agony mixed with pleasure through her body. She writhed below him. “You didn’t answer me, Jen.” His eyes were narrowed, almost predatory, as he watched her, his fingers working at her tit. Panting, she whispered, “Yes, it’s too little.” 

He smiled, nodded. “I thought so.” His eyes as he looked at her were approving. He stood, slowly pulling his belt out of the loops of his jeans. Glancing down, Jenifer could see the bulge beneath, straining at the fabric. Dropping the belt to the floorboards, he unsnapped his jeans. A thick, purple head poked out. 

“Suck it,” Blake ordered. She hesitated -- just an instant -- and his hands closed in her hair, dragging her to it. “I said suck it, Jenifer. You know you want to.” 

She did. She wanted to feel his cock in her mouth, its delirious combination of soft velvet and iron hardness pulsing against the inside of her cheeks. Wanted, too, the feel of his hands in her hair, holding her there, commanding, dominating… 

And he was. His grip tightened in anticipation as she unzipped his jeans, exposing his gleaming shaft to the night. She slid her tongue around it, and heard him sigh in arousal. For herself, her cunt felt like molten lava -- heavy, flooded with juices, pulsing with need. Rocking herself carefully forward, she pressed her crotch against the slats of the swing. Then she closed her lips around his cockhead and drew him deep. 

His hands slid to her jaw, pulling her forward, working her head up and down his shaft at his pleasure. As if she really were floating, the world fell away, till there was nothing but the creamy salt taste of him in her mouth, the tangy, musky scent of him filling her nostrils, the hunger in her cunt, aching to be pierced. He lifted her hair, letting the silken strands trickle between his fingers as she pumped her mouth back and forth down the length of his cock, lashing it with her tongue. Then, grabbing the back of her head, he pushed forward, driving himself deep in her mouth. 

Jenifer moaned, loving the sensation, wanting it to never stop. Please don’t come yet!, she cried silently, even as she tightened her lips further, egging him on. His thrusts grew faster, harder, pumping her mouth. Then, pulling her hair so hard it hurt, he slammed himself into her and stayed there, quivering, fighting back the orgasm she knew was threatening to take him. 

Slowly, gently, he withdrew, and went to the railing. Leaning on it, he gazed out at the fields, struggling for control. Rising, Jenifer stood beside him, until he slipped his arms around her and held her, his chest pressed against her back. He brushed a soft finger across her cheek, then tilted her head back so she was looking at him. His eyes were soft and intent. “Oh, Jenifer. I knew it the moment I saw you. You’re a wild thing at heart. Aren’t you, my--“ 

He broke off, seeming embarrassed, almost confused for a moment. Jenifer felt a knowing, womanly smile dimple her cheek. She rested her hands on the rail, feeling him nuzzle her neck, and gazed up at the full, glorious moon. “That’s right, Blake, I am. Don’t think you can tame me.” 

“Who said anything,” he breathed, “about trying to tame you?” Deftly, he slipped his belt over her hands and around the rail, tightening it with one swift snap. 

“What? Blake!” Jenifer struggled, realizing he was laughing, enjoying her discomfiture. He smacked her ass sharply, and she wriggled. 

“You’re a wild thing, all right,” he whispered in her ear as his hands worked at her jeans, unzipping them. “But I’m wilder still.” Firmly, he pulled her jeans downward and Jenifer froze in shock. She was standing, bare-assed in the moonlight, on her front porch. Anyone could see her, she thought. And swallowed. 

Almost as if he’d read her mind, Blake said, “Let ‘em look.” His hands moved over her breasts, cupping their full weight and squeezing them. She could feel his cock pressed against her asscheeks, pulsing slightly. Slowly, he ran one hand over her shoulder and down the smooth curve of her back. Involuntarily, she tilted her hips, raising her ass to his questing hand. She felt him cup her cheeks, massaging them, spreading them slightly as his fingers explored between. The leather of his belt dug into her wrists, and Jenifer felt a wholly unexpected thrill go through her. 

He could do anything to her, she realized. Anything at all. 

Strung between his belt and his hands, as if those two points of contact were the boundaries of her existence, Jenifer trembled, nervous and yet almost painfully aroused. She felt his fingers slip inside her, exploring her drenched folds, and his thumb curled around to find her clit. Biting her lip, she suppressed a moan. Then his cock pressed hard against her tailbone, the shaft rubbing up and down between her full, welcoming cheeks, and she did moan, low and longingly. 

Out of the moonlight, something moaned back. 

Her heart thumped loudly, twice, and then a shape appeared, long and low, gliding sinuously across the moon-drenched fields. It padded back and forth at the edge of the lawn, whining, just far enough away to be little more than a blur against the night. But she knew what it was. 

Raising its head, it let out a howl, long and mournful. Jenifer tensed, straining against the belt, but Blake chuckled behind her. “There’s nothing to be scared of. He’s just gonna watch." 

“Blake, I don’t like this.” 

“No?” he replied. Slipping his fingers out of her cunt, he slid them, slick with her own juices, along her throbbing clit, massaging it till she almost forgot the wolf out there, watching. Bending her over the rail, Blake spread her legs, and grabbed a handful of her thick hair, pulling her head up as he shoved his cock into her. 

Liquid heat exploded inside her as he plunged, hard as a rock, into her warm, waiting softness. One hand worked her clit while the other slid from her hair to her hips, holding her as he slammed into her, fucking her with a savagery she’d only fantasized about. The wolf padded closer, its yellow eyes gleaming, and Jenifer realized that by bending her over the rail, Blake had exposed her breasts perfectly to the beast’s view. Disconcertingly, it grinned, a long tongue flicking briefly over its muzzle. 

She stared into its eyes as she felt her peak building. Its gaze seemed to devour her, lashing with golden fire over her displayed tits, hungrily watching every hard stroke as Blake pistoned into her. She wondered what it would feel like to have a wolf fucking her, its haunches tensing as it strained inside her, its soft belly fur caressing her ass… 

Small mewls, like the noises a cat makes, escaped her lips. In response, Blake grabbed her tighter, dragging her hips back to meet him as he pounded inside her, his thick cock swelling inside her cunt. His thumb brushed her asshole, and a wild, novel sensation swept through her -- a desire to be spread open, invaded, filled to overflowing with cock and cum and ecstasy… 

She writhed beneath him, as she had on the swing, and was gratified when his hand clamped down tighter, squeezing her ass, as his fingers rubbed her clit till she cried out with longing. She panted, watching the wolf watching her, wanting her, felt her orgasm swell, tingling through her till her breasts ached and the lips of her cunt were swollen with need. She imagined, for the first time, having two men fuck her, filling her mouth, her cunt, pinioning her between them as they thrust into her, groaning as they shot their loads into her. 

“You want that,” Blake hissed. “You want to be fucked, Jenifer?” 

“Yes.” Dear God, yes. It was everything she couldn’t name, everything she’d dreamed of. She wanted to fight him, solely for the pleasure of making him fuck her harder, hold her tighter. She wanted to be bound, hand and foot, before him, spread-eagled and vulnerable to his every whim. She wanted him to take her higher than she’d ever been, wanted to send him, shuddering, over the same tremulous peak. “Yes,” she repeated, her breath hissing between her teeth, “I want to be fucked. Please, Blake, fuck me. Fuck me hard.” 

Dropping his hands to her hipbones, he forced them up till her back was arched like a cat’s, her breasts standing out before her, her cunt spread wide. With a groan, Blake plunged forward, drilling his cock into her mercilessly as his thumb prodded her ass. Shuddering, she felt her orgasm spread, ripping through her like a tidal wave, making her cunt clamp down around the shaft splitting it open. He threw back his head and howled like a wolf as his cum flooded her cunt in wave after hot, pulsing wave. 

Quivering, spent, she leaned on the rail. He was still hard as he pulled himself from her, his shaft glistening with their mingled juices in the moonlight. Sweat sheened his body, outlining the hard muscles. “Jesus,” he breathed as he slipped the belt off her wrists. I never even got my jeans off.” 

Grinning up at her, he sat on the swing, slid them down his long legs and lolled, naked, in the shadows. “C’mere,” he said, and trembling, she went to him, let him draw her against his warm, solid chest. They lay for a moment, their breaths loud in the silence, letting their heartbeats slowly ease. He brushed her hair back from her forehead and kissed it. “What a spit-fire you are, Red,” he whispered admiringly. “You make me come like a house on fire.” 

Stroking his chest, Jenifer thought, If only I could freeze this moment. Freeze time right here, right now. She couldn’t hold him, she knew that. Like this morning, he’d simply disappear into daylight, leaving nothing but an ache behind. How could she, having found what she needed, ever bear to let it go? 

“I’ll go with you,” she whispered. Blake’s hand stilled on her hair, and a desolate anguish flooded her soul. He didn’t want her, not like that. Not forever… 

Then he tilted her chin up, studied her with those intent blue eyes. “You mean that?” She nodded. “Wherever I go?” 

Ducking her head against his chest, Jenifer nodded again, wrapping her arms tight around his lean frame. Slowly, gently, he lifted her arms away from him, slid out from her embrace. Jenifer felt tears start to her eyes, but he shook his head reassuringly. Then, naked, he walked down the porch steps and stood, his bare skin gleaming in the moonlight, watching her. 

“Blake, what about the w…” Her voice squeaked, then died away entirely as Blake changed before her eyes. In the space of a breath, if she’d remembered to take one, the tall, dark-haired man was gone, and then there were two shadows on the lawn, watching her intently from secretive, golden eyes. 

Slowly, feeling as if she were floating, Jenifer rose from the swing. Just as Blake had, she walked naked down the steps, felt the moonlight pouring over her like pure liquid honey. What would it be like, she wondered, to run under that moon, loping across fields that stretched on forever? She should do that, he’d said. Go for a run. Have an adventure. Howl at the moon. 

Jenifer smiled. Maybe she would do that, after all. 

