Chapter Five



They said their goodbyes to Brett and Ava, Wayne had picked them up from the house and they were now on the Freeway heading towards Lisa's house.

Lisa sat in the back with Michael and felt her eyes dropping, the effects of the wine finally taking a toll. He'd told Wayne to put the divide up between the front and the back seats of the SUV to give them some privacy incase Lisa needed to carry on the talk they'd had earlier.

"Sleepy head... am I really that boring?" Michael bantered, as Lisa startled herself into staying awake. "Sorry... I'm just sooo tired now... and a little drunk" she tried to justify.

"Yeah you're not the only one" Michael yawned, stretching out his arms a little over-dramatically. "Before I forget, I need to get your number... so I can give you a call after I've spoken to a few people about your demos". Michael took out some paper and a pen from the pocket on the back of the front passengers seat -- he always kept some close by incase he had any spontaneous inspiration for music or lyrics and handed them over to Lisa, prompting her to jot down her number.

"How do I know that you'll call and instead just fob me off and never speak to me again" she enquired, hoping she was actually talking a load of rubbish, noting down both her home and cell phone numbers and handed the paper back to Michael which he safely tucked into his pocket.

"Because trust me girl that WON'T be happening... but to prove to you... here...” he took out another sheet of paper and scribbled down something.”Here, no bullshit" Michael handed the paper over to her. "My home, cell, office, condo numbers... they're all there. If you need me... for anything at all... then you'll get hold of me somewhere" he gave a look that he knew would tell her he was serious. "Not just about the demos, I mean anything... stuff we talked about tonight, or if you just need a chat..."

She took the paper from him and put it in to her purse, slightly overwhelmed. She'd noticed all the hints and innuendos throughout the night and Lisa realized it was obvious he fancied her, but still, here he was again showing more than that. He was again showing genuine care. He wasn't like other guys, she knew he wasn't acting like this just because he wanted one thing in particular -- although with the amount of alcohol she'd consumed and the irrational thoughts of lust she'd had herself about him on more than one occasion, at that moment she would have been happy enough to oblige to anything he was willing to offer. He'd definitely done something to her, that’s for sure.

"You're so sweet... thank you" Lisa scooted along towards Michael and cozied up to him, wrapping her arm through his and placing her head on his shoulder. "And thank you for tonight" she sighed "For listening to me and shit... I'm sure it's neither what you needed to hear... nor what you expected on being burdened with when you agreed to tonight"

"Don't thank me..." his voice got caught in his throat as he felt Lisa place her free hand sneakily on to his thigh. What the hell was she doing? "...I'm just glad I could be there for you and that we finally got to meet after all this time..."

"Me too" she smiled up at him, holding his stare.

Michael felt a familiar yearning return to him again. He wasn't quite sure what he was doing, and here she was sending him signals back. It was if he'd been taken over by an outer force. He lowered his head slightly. "You're so beautiful...” he breathed lightly in to her ear. He felt Lisa remove her hand from his thigh and place it on his neck.

"You're not so bad yourself" she replied, now moving her fingers lightly up his neck and into his hair, nuzzling it gently. They both felt that all logical decisions had now been tossed out of the window and been left miles back on the freeway. But it felt good to live for the moment.

Michael's heart began pounding in his chest and he swallowed hard. He leaned forward, and noticed her breathing was becoming more rapid. She really was in to him after all, it wasn't just his imagination, but still, it felt surreal. Was this a cruel joke in which he'd wake up and find it was all nothing but another one of his dreams about Lisa Marie? He continued to inch his face closer until his lips met with hers.

He kissed her slowly and was overwhelmed when he felt her respond. They kissed slowly at first before the passion intensified. Lisa took her hand off Michael’s neck and replaced it back on to his thigh, this time running it slowly up his leg. Michael parted her lips gently and slipped his tongue in to her mouth, exploring every corner and stroking her tongue with his own. "Lisa..." he moaned in to her mouth as he felt her begin to rub him up and down through his pants.

"Don't... say... a word" she responded through kisses. Lisa felt him hardening to her touch underneath his slacks, as she continued to stroke him. She felt her own arousal growing and ached for him to touch her. She took her hand briefly off his hardness and took hold of his hand, placing it on to her leg, before her own hand turned its attention back to where it had just been.

Michael needed no more hints. He turned his body slightly and took his arm from around her shoulder, before running his hand through Lisa's hair and pulling her in for a deeper kiss as he tenderly ran his fingers up her leg and up under her skirt. She moaned as he teasingly ran his fingers over her entrance through her underwear. At this, she skillfully undid his belt buckle with one hand, and unzipped his pants, now caressing his member through just his boxers, amazed at how big he felt.

Michael pulled out of the kiss, but still continued to rub her. "You're so fucking hot...” he heavily breathed, moving her thong to one side, his fingers making contact with her wetness.” Oh my god" she moaned, as he began circling her clit with two of his fingers. He kissed her again, this time with more passion and lust than before.

Lisa slipped her hand into his boxers and resumed rubbing him, which made it hard for him to concentrate what he was doing to her. It took all his might to channel his energies into trying to ignore the amazing sensations she was giving him -- he wanted to make her feel good. As Michael felt her take a tighter grip on him, he removed Lisa's hand out of his boxers.

"What you doing?" panted. "You're not enjoying it?”
"This" he exclaimed, as he pushed two fingers hard in to her. "And of course I fucking enjoy it..."

Lisa gasped at the feeling as she felt him ease in a third finger, not realizing how long his fingers actually were. "Holy shit Michael" she moaned.

Michael ran his tongue down her neck and placed tender kisses on her collar bone as he continued to stroke her. It wasn't long before he felt her tighten around his fingers and he began to pleasure her harder, wanting her to release the emotions she had shown that night.

"Oh god... don't stop... oh god, I'm gonna come" Lisa screamed, as she felt her orgasm coming to its peak. Michael kissed her passionately as he withdrew his fingers from her.

"Jesus... that felt so good" Lisa rested her head on the back of the seat and closed her eyes, shaking from the orgasm. Her head felt awash with a combination of the alcohol and the sensations Michael had given her.

They both suddenly felt the car come to an abrupt halt, unaware that they were outside of Lisa's house. Wayne lowered the divide slightly and cleared his throat, making sure they were still aware of his presence after the noises he'd heard coming from the back. "We're here boss" he announced.

"Ok… give us a few minutes" Michael replied.

He turned to Lisa and grinned. "I'll walk you to the door".

Michael stepped out of the car and held the door open for Lisa, and followed her to the porch.

She fumbled for her keys in her purse, still slightly trembling. Finally she found them, opened the door and looked at Michael with a sparkle in her eye. "I guess I have a lot more than just the talking to thank you for now…" she smirked.

Michael ran his fingers through his hair. "I guess so" he grinned shyly.

She placed a small kiss on his lips, lingering there for a few moments. "Well... If you don't end up calling me..." Lisa lowered her voice and whispered in his ear. "Then I'll definitely be calling you". She headed inside, turning around only briefly to glance at him over her shoulder before closing the door quietly behind her.

