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I zipped up the suitcase and turned to my husband, “So what’s with the rush?”

He smiled and grabbed the luggage, “You don’t get deals like this every day. Is there something wrong with wanting to take my wife to a couple’s retreat?”

“It’s just a little unlike you. I mean, when have you ever made plans like this?” I asked. “Don’t get me wrong, I appreciate the idea and I’m excited to go, it just feels a little strange.”

“Don’t ruin this for yourself before you’ve even seen the place. It’s only two hours away, so why don’t you tell me if you hate it once you see the place?” he asked as he ran a hand across my cheek. “I just want to be a little romantic, baby.”

I smiled at him and leaned down to kiss him. The strawberry perfume he wore made my heart race. It reminded me of our first few weeks of dating. Back in those times, it was all I could do to stop him from bending over for me everywhere we went. Getting caught by that shy saleswoman in the changing room was one of my favorite memories with my sweet husband.

Still, the lingering doubt remained. Dylan wasn’t the kind of guy that would initiate much of anything. He wasn’t the one that proposed, he didn’t like picking out groceries, and he damn sure didn’t know how to just ask me to come to bed with him. Once upon a time, things were a little different. I guess when the honeymoon phase wore off, we just settled into a new type of normal.

“You know, maybe this is just what we need,” I said quietly.

He smiled at me and nodded, “Then let’s go, our room is waiting for us!”

Dylan struggled to drag my suitcase along behind him and I quickly caught up with him to take it back, “I’ve got this. Are you driving us or should I take my car just in case?”

“Take your car, Sierra, we’d be stuck with nothing to do but twiddle our thumbs if one of our cars broke down. Better safe than sorry, besides, my trunk is stuffed already,” he said.

I nodded, “Works for me, just try not to get too far ahead of me. I don’t know where we’re going.”

“I’ll text you the address just in case.”

A few minutes later and we were on the road. I didn’t mind not taking the same car, but something about this situation felt wrong. The retreat was only for two days, not long enough to need even a tenth of the clothes he packed. If I didn’t know better, I’d have thought he was getting ready to surprise me with a new house.

That wasn’t likely to happen. I gave him shit about being my housewife, but that wasn’t far from the truth. Him being at home while I worked didn’t bother me, but it did make me question just how he could afford this surprise trip.

The trip wasn’t too bad. My radio kept me company and Dylan never got too far away from me. I followed him off the interstate, through a small city, then down a few more roads until we finally pulled into a secluded area with a large sign that read ‘Time for Two’. The orange lettering made me roll my eyes. Of all the ways to be welcomed, that wasn’t what I was expecting. Then again, without knowing how much this place charged for these two nights, I wasn’t going to complain too much.

This was Dylan’s attempt to rekindle our flame. My frustrations shouldn’t follow us here. If he wanted to make an attempt, I was damn sure going to do my best to meet him halfway.

I got out of the car and stretched while Dylan hurried over to come join me. He gestured into the distance where the sun was reflecting off the ocean, “What do you think?”

The blindingly bright sand threatened to blind me and I quickly looked back to him, “It’s a beautiful place, I should have brought some sunglasses though.”

“I’m sure they’ll sell some around here somewhere. Come on, let’s go!” he took my hand and briskly walked to the entrance and on through to the front desk.

“Reservation for two, under Harrison,” he said to the woman behind the counter.

Her long blonde ponytail hung over her shoulder, stopping at the chest area of her adorable dark green sweater. Curiously to me, she didn’t have a name tag. Her tiny chest was practically non-existent, not that I minded, but I was pulled away from my unintentional staring when she cleared her throat and nodded.

The sweet woman smiled at him and then me before glancing back down at the computer, “Wonderful, I’ve found your reservation. You’re going to be in the second building to the right of this one. Please don’t lose your keys and enjoy yourselves. Try not to make too much of a mess.”

I cocked my head to the side as I took the folded brochure that held our key cards, “Uh, I don’t plan on making a mess, but I guess that’s normal to do here?”

“It’s a couple’s retreat, ma’am, a lot of the people that come here are looking for a little peace and quiet where they can spend some alone time or do activities together. Nine times out of ten, they end up staying in their rooms together.”

Dylan giggled and I put my arm around his waist, “No promises on us not spending some alone time together, but I’m sure my husband has some things he wants to do outside of the room.”

He nodded and spoke softly, “Speaking of, wasn’t there a hot tub, jacuzzi, thing, mentioned online?”

“Yes sir, it’s in the central building just behind this one. You literally can’t miss it,” she said.

“Thank you for the help, we’ll be sure to come by if we need more help,” I said as I guided Dylan back out to our cars. Once we were outside, I called out, “I wish you would have told me we’d be getting in a hot tub. I didn’t pack anything like that.”

He frowned and let out a deep sigh, “I must have forgotten. Sorry, I’ll just figure something else out to do.”

“No, it’s fine. I’ll just check out what the room has to offer.”

“Are you sure you won’t be mad at me?” he asked. “I really don’t mind finding something else to do. Seriously, it’s just a hot tub.”

I opened my car’s trunk and grabbed my suitcase out of it, “Yeah, but it’s a hot tub you’ve been looking forward to. Go enjoy yourself, sweetie.”

“If you’re not going to chew me out for it later, I’ll go. Let’s get some of our stuff our room though, okay?”

I nodded and helped him grab another suitcase form his car. As we walked towards our small building, I muttered, “Do you really think I’d chew you out for wanting to enjoy yourself?”

“Usually, no. But I kind of sprung this on you and I feel horrible about not spending time with you.”

I sat the suitcase down and pulled a key card from its sleeve to unlock the door. The interior of the room was pretty similar to that of a nice hotel, one bed in the center of the room, a small desk with a comfortable looking chair next to it, and a simple kitchenette. The kitchen was a pleasant sight to see but one that was ultimately going to be useless. If we were on a retreat, no way in hell was I going to cook anything we ate!

We drug the luggage inside and he sat down on the bed. I knelt down beside the bed and started rummaging through the bags until I found his swim shorts, “I’m not mad at all, babe. I want you to enjoy yourself as well. I’m sure I can find a thing or two to entertain myself while you relax in the hot tub. Besides, if nothing else, I can take a nap. I did work all day, you know?”

Dylan smiled down at me and took the shorts, “Okay, but I’ll be back before you wake up. Promise!”

I nodded and he quickly stripped down in front of me. The months we spent together never made me any less interested in his beautiful body. That tight ass had serviced my cock more times than I could count!

As he wiggled into his shorts, I climbed onto the bed and kicked off my shoes. A nap didn’t sound half bad. It was just fifteen minutes past six and I was already exhausted. Dylan would wake me up if he needed me, I was sure of it.

I wasn’t awake to hear him leave, but I woke up in a puddle of sweat and glanced at the clock. Only thirty minutes had passed, but I couldn’t shake the feeling of dread that was eating me alive. I hated being the clingy, possessive type, but my husband usually clung to my side like his life depended on it.

I pushed the cover away and quickly scrambled out of bed and put on my shoes. After making sure I had my key card, I hurried out of the room headed toward the main building. On my way around the walkway, I noticed that the entire resort was shaped like an octagon with each of the eight outer buildings surrounding the larger central one.

It wasn’t much on the outside, but so far, the place was rather nice. As I walked into the main building, I saw the same woman from earlier with a cleaning cart behind her. Her face reddened as she saw me and I called out quietly, “Pardon, where is the hot tub area?”

She looked down at her feet as if she were ashamed, “You might not want to go in there right now.”

“Ah, is there a couple making a mess?” I asked with a smile on my lips.

Her eyes met with mine for the briefest of moments. Those eyes were glistening with tears and my heart plummeted, “No… Please, don’t tell me…”

“Y-You don’t want to go!” she called out, but it was too late.

It didn’t take long to find the room, the scent of chlorine led me right to the large room with an indoor pool in the center of the room. In the far left corner of that room, I saw my husband’s figure. Bouncing. On another man.

His shorts were draped over the side of the hot tub and I stared into his eyes and he quickly started scrambling to get off the stranger… Except he wasn’t a stranger. The familiar trimmed black goatee and short black hair made it impossible to mistake who he was.

“With my supervisor?” I asked solemnly.

“It’s not what you think!” Wendall blurted.

Dylan sighed and ducked his head, “It’s exactly what you think.”

I worked my wedding band off my index finger and threw it at the two, “Your shit will be outside my room.”

“You don’t even want to try to talk about this?” Dylan asked. “You’re bi, right? Why couldn’t we make this work?”

I gritted my teeth and walked closer to the pair. The pathetic cock I saw beneath the bubbling water wasn’t even comparable to mine, but Dylan looked like he was loving it a second ago. I crouched down and looked Dylan in the eye, “What’s there to talk about?”

He turned to look back at Wendall and I screamed, “Tell me!”

Tears started spilling down Dylan’s cheeks. Neither of them said a word and I chuckled softly, “I take it this trip was his idea?”

Dylan nodded.

“And this isn’t the first time you two have fucked around?”

Dylan shook his head.

I lowered my voice and spoke in the flattest tone I could manage, “Then there really isn’t anything else to talk about, Dylan. Wendall, I’ll be taking two weeks paid vacation and I expect a fucking raving review about how good of an employee I am when I use you as a reference. Expect papers in the mail, Dylan. I’ll go ahead and send it to Wendall’s house, I’m sure you’ll make yourself right at home with him and his wife.”

As I walked away, I heard a few stammers come from Dylan, but it was the final words from Wendall that put the nails in the coffin. “You don’t have to deal with that bitch anymore, baby boy.”

My fist curled into a ball as I walked away. He wasn’t worth the jail time I’d get. Pricks like that always got off without so much as a slap on the wrist. But my husband? He’d been acting funny for a while. I should have guessed something was up and I kind of did have a feeling.

Even with the slight bit of an idea that something was wrong, it didn’t make me feel any better about losing him. I might have been able to walk back in there and plead with him to come back to our room, but it wasn’t worth it. He didn’t show me the kind of love that he used to and if he thought I was that bad to him, he might just be better off with that cheating shit nugget.

I didn’t even make it back to my room before I saw a yellow streak run past me. The clerk, janitor, whoever the person was that tipped me off about Dylan stopped in front of me and stared down at her feet. Tears streamed down her cheeks as she muttered, “I asked them to go to their room. I knew he was with you, but I couldn’t stop them. I’m so sorry.”

“Why are you sorry? You did what you could and I can’t imagine that this place encourages you running off paying customers,” I growled.

Her hands drew up near her chest and I could see that I was scaring her. I sighed and put my hand gently on her shoulder, “I’m not mad at you. It’s not exactly the happiest day of my life, but I can’t say I didn’t see something coming.”

“Is there anything I can do to help?” she asked.

I pulled my hand away from her shoulder and walked around her, “I couldn’t say. Right now, I think I just need to be alone.”

“I’m really sorry about that,” she called out.

She wasn’t being out of line and I didn’t blame her, but I couldn’t bring myself to want to talk right now. I trudged into my room and haphazardly tossed Dylan’s suitcases out of my room. Maybe he wanted this to happen. That might be why he packed so much.

Once his suitcases were outside, I threw myself on the bed and curled up under the covers. When was the last time I went to sleep without his warmth next to me? It felt like an eternity…

I didn’t recall falling asleep, but the bright sunlight filtering in through the window showed no mercy to my eyes. The nightmare I had last night was all too real. I patted the bed beside me and let out a deep sigh, “Only if you were lucky enough for that to be a nightmare.”

The productive part of me wanted to explore a little more of the resort. My husband… Ex-husband already made his mistake, but this trip was paid for so I might as well try to see what the hype was about. That part of me didn’t win the fight.

Instead, I clutched my pillow and cried until I had no more tears to cry. Being emotional wasn’t normal for me. Losing Dylan in such a horrible way, that was something I didn’t need to pretend didn’t hurt me. He was the only person that I’d ever really vented to. He was my rock.

But somehow, I fucked that up. He didn’t tell me how, he never seemed to have many complaints, and I did the best I could for him. If that wasn’t enough, I wished he would have just said something. Anything.

I eventually pulled myself out of bed and took a long, hot shower. Once I finished, I pulled on a pair of shorts and a t-shirt and walked out of my room. The lack of a bra was noticeable. If someone looked at my crotch, they’d probably see an outline that they might not have expected. But I couldn’t bring myself to care. All I wanted was a bite to eat so I could go back to my room and hide from the world.

Outside my room, Dylan’s belongings were gone and taped to my door was a folded up piece of paper. I took it down and unfolded it. Dylan’s handwriting read, ‘It’s not that I don’t love you, Sierra. But you’re just not what I want anymore. I can’t see my life ever being fulfilling with you. I’m sorry it had to end this way.’

I chuckled and balled up the paper and threw it in the nearest bin. It wasn’t funny, but I couldn’t do anything else but laugh. Crying wasn’t an option until I could go back to my room…

Inside the main building, I followed the smell of sausage and eggs until I arrived at the dining area. I wasn’t asked to pay for anything as I got a plate, not that I wouldn’t have paid. It was a slight victory and I would take that.

Halfway through my meal, another plate was put down across from me at my table. I didn’t bother lifting my eyes as I growled, “Dylan, I don’t want to see you again.”

“S-Sorry, I can go if you’d like,” came a growingly familiar voice.

I looked up and smiled weakly at the sweet blonde. Instead of a green vest, she had on a light pink blouse. “It’s fine. I’m almost done anyway.”

“Can I do anything?” she asked softly. “Please? I feel so helpless. It’s not hard to see that you’re hurt, but I can’t just look away.”

The eggs were a little more rubbery than I could handle. I pushed my plate forward and let out a groan, “You know, it’s not even that I’m mad that he wanted to leave me. It’s the fact that he lied about it and went behind my back. This wasn’t even the first time they’ve done it. What the fuck did I do so wrong that he wanted to leave me?”

“I don’t quite know,” she answered. “I don’t really know anything about your lives, but that’s still the wrong way to do things.”

“It’s just… I tried so hard. I never pushed him to get a job, I never bullied him into cleaning up around the house… I tried to do right by him. Sure, I might have complained about not having dinner cooked when I got home from work, but damn, am I not allowed to have a bad day every now and then?”

She put her hand forward and rubbed her thumb across my forearm, “You are. But he might not have understood what he was losing when he made his decision.”

“What’s your name?” I asked. If this woman was going to keep coming around and trying to help, I at least wanted to be able to address her properly.

“I could tell you, but would it change anything?”

I nodded, “It’d make me feel a lot better about asking you to have dinner with me tonight. Nothing romantic, it’d just be nice to have a reason to leave my room again.”

“I’ll tell you later. I finish work at four, is it okay if I come early? Not to sound too negative, but I don’t want you to be alone too long right now,” she said.

“That’s fine by me. I might be asleep, just let yourself in.”

She nodded, “See you later then. And if anyone asks, you let me in. I don’t want to lose my job.”

I nodded and got up from the table. It was nice to have something of a date set up. Her pity wasn’t something I was actively looking for, but I really didn’t want to turn her away. She was trying to hard to be kind to me and right now, I needed that.

Back in my room, I grabbed my phone and started watching videos. Dwelling on my feelings right now felt pointless. If I was going to heal, I needed to stop feeling so sorry for myself. What happened wasn’t my fault. I might have played a part in pushing Dylan away, but I didn’t do anything that warranted me being cheated on.

Hours passed and when I finally heard the door click open, I quickly locked my phone and threw the cover aside so that I could get up. She stepped into the room and quickly shut the door behind her, “I really hope no one saw me.”

Her hair danced through the air as she spun back to face me. It was nice to see her with her hair down. She still had on the same pink blouse and now that she wasn’t sitting, I could finally see the cute black and red checkered skirt she had on. Her long, smooth legs were covered my black stockings that stopped just around her mid-thigh. The slight amount of pale skin I could see between her skirt and the stockings made me want to see so much more of her.

“Sorry, I didn’t have anything nice to change into,” she whispered.

“What are you talking about? You look great,” I said.

She took a nervous step towards me, “Are you holding up?”

I nodded, “It’s never been my style to wallow in self-pity. It hurts, but moving on is the only way to make things better.”

“That’s a good way to look at things. Uh, so I guess I tell you my name now?” she asked.

“If it makes you feel any better, I don’t like my name either. Sierra. Who names their kid after a soda?” I teased.

She brought her hands together and idly played with her thumbs, “It’s a pretty name, but I don’t think they named you after a soda. I’m not ashamed of my name, but you’re probably going to make fun of me like most people do.”

“I doubt I would.”

“Jasper,” she mumbled.

“What’s so funny about that? It’s a pretty name, I’m just not used to it being a girl’s name.”

“That’s because it isn’t.”

There was a pause before she let her hands fall over her lap, “I’m not a girl. I’m not trans… I just like when people treat me like a woman. It…”

Her words failed her. I took a step closer to her and put my hands on her shoulders. Jasper failed to look up at me for a few moments, but when she did, I looked directly into those beautiful blue eyes and spoke softly, “Well, I am trans. My birth name isn’t Sierra, and I chose it because I thought it was much nicer than Shawn. There is nothing in the world wrong with what you’re doing as long as you’re not lying to people to get into their beds.”

She cracked a nervous smile, “Bad time to say it’s a trap?”

“Never a bad time to get caught in a trap,” I whispered.

Jasper got on her tiptoes and slowly leaned towards me. I knew that I shouldn’t let myself do this, but I wasn’t going to pretend I wasn’t interested. My husband was something of a sissy, but Jasper was a step above that.

Two hours away from home with no husband to be angry with me… Why couldn’t I let myself enjoy this? It’s not like anyone else would ever have to know. Besides, her bright red lips looked so inviting.

I leaned down to press my lips against hers. My hands slid down her shoulders onto her waist and I held her gently as I pressed my tongue against her lips. She opened her lips and just when I was about to start exploring her mouth with my tongue, she leaned away and stammered, “S-Sorry!”

“For what?”

“Y-You know what? I should probably go. This is so rude of me,” she said and pulled away from me.

She turned towards the door, but she didn’t take a step. I could practically read her mind… She felt guilty for wanting me. Maybe she even felt ashamed for letting herself go this far.

“It doesn’t have to be rude,” I said as I stepped closer to her and put my hands on her shoulders again. Her hair still smelled like strawberries from whatever product she used to clean it with. My mouth started watering and I continued, “What’s wrong with this? You work in a place where people come to get away from everything. It’s a rotating door of people looking to have their fun. What’s wrong with us having some fun? If you think you’re manipulating me, you’re a long way away from twisting my arm. If I didn’t want this, I wouldn’t have kissed you.”

“B-But it’s so soon,” she muttered.

“What’s so soon? My ex cheating on me? He didn’t seem to mind having someone else inside him when I was with him. Why should I worry about what he might feel if he ever did find out we did this? I’m not cheating on him. I told him it was over between us. So whatever happens between you and me stays between us,” I said softly.

She let out a deep sigh and leaned back against me, “I’m just nervous.”

“About what?” I asked as I wrapped my arms around her shoulders.

“My first time,” she whispered.

My heart skipped a beat and I quickly let her go, “You shouldn’t sleep with someone like me for your first time. Find someone you love, someone that isn’t rebounding.”

She turned to look at me and I could see a glimmer of anger in her eyes, “What if I don’t want to find someone I love? What if finding someone I love has led to me being twenty-two and never even seen someone else’s cock in person. You know, you’re really understanding of how I present myself, but not many people down here are.”

I frowned and took a few steps back towards my bed. Without even the slightest bit of hesitation, I pushed my loose shorts down my thighs. Her gasp was priceless and I casually reached down to stroke myself a few times, “Is it everything you thought it’d be and more? Or is it just a dick? It’s nothing special.”

Her jaw hung loosely for a few moments before she closed it and swallowed hard, “M-Maybe it’s nothing special to you, but it’s beautiful.”

“So now what? Do you want me to put my shorts back on, take my shirt off, what would make this normal right now?” I asked.

My question didn’t have a right answer. I wanted to prove a point to her. Normal didn’t exist, not everything could fit neatly into a box.

“Can I get closer?” she asked, her eyes transfixed on my growing cock.

It was hard not to be a little turn on by her. Knowing that she was probably hiding a cute bulge in some cuter panties under that skirt was driving me wild. Dylan never wanted to let me dress him up a little before I fucked him. This… This was just too much temptation to pass up.

“Why not? Jasper, you can touch it, lick it, suck it, ride it, I don’t really care what you do. But whatever you do, I want you to know that it is your choice. You can stop and walk away if you want. You can stay all night until you have to go to work in the morning,” I said and then patted the bed beside me. “But don’t think you have to do this if it isn’t something you want.”

She took a few slow steps towards me and then hurried over to stand between my open legs. Her soft fingers grasped my shaft and she let out a shuddering sigh as she started stroking me slowly.

“It’s so warm,” she whispered. “If you saw me again, would you act like you didn’t know me?”

“Strange question with my cock in your hand, but no. I wouldn’t act like I didn’t know you. If we were both still single, I’d probably offer you to come back to my place though,” I said.

She slowly sank to her knees. Her warm breath washed over my cock and I could see the lust in her eyes as she asked, “And if I asked for your number to come visit you instead of leaving it to chance?”

“Then you’d have it. I can’t promise anything besides sex right now, Jasper.”

Her soft lips kissed my sensitive cock and she looked up at me, “That’s all I need to know right now.”

In an instant, her mouth surrounded the head of my cock. Jasper’s tongue licked and danced around the sensitive underside of my cock. While she wasn’t experienced, the enthusiasm she was showing more than made up for a little more technique!

She barely made it halfway down my shaft before she started choking and looked up at me with watery blue eyes. I let out a soft moan and put my hand on the top of her head and slowly pulled her away from my cock, “Slow down. This isn’t a race, sweetie. I’m not going to take this away from you. If this is really your first time, stop being so nervous. I’m not expecting you to be a sex goddess. Just… Enjoy yourself.”

Jasper’s cheeks flushed a light shade of pink and she nodded, “Sorry.”

“Don’t be,” I whispered as she took my cock back into her mouth. Instead of rushing to try to take my cock down her throat, Jasper slowly bobbed up and down the first few inches of my length. Her tongue explored everything it could reach and I struggled to not fuck her throat. I didn’t want to cum, not this early!

I let out a soft groan and then leaned further back on the bed, “I’m not going to make you do anything, but if you don’t stop, I’m going to cum. I’ve got some lube in my suitcase. Don’t do anything you don’t want to do, but I’d much rather finish inside you, Jasper.”

She slowly pulled away from my cock and whispered, “Which pocket?”

“It’s on the front, just below the logo. Uh, quick question.”

Jasper moved over to my suitcase and pulled out the bottle, “What’s up?”

“Could you leave everything you’re wearing on?” I asked.

She giggled and nodded, “Can I take off my shoes at least?”

“Only if you turn around and put on a nice show for me,” I said teasingly.

Jasper tossed the bottle onto the bed beside my hips and slowly turned around. As she bent over, I uncapped the lube and poured some into my hand. Her skirt rode up and showed me her sexy pink lace panties. Jasper’s legs were tight together and the bulge in her panties made my cock throb.

I wrapped my hand around my shaft and started rubbing the lube onto my thickness. “Son of a bitch, you’re so fucking sexy, Jaspie.”

She giggled and started slowly rocking her hips from side to side as she untied her shoes. Much sooner than I would have liked, she stood up and stepped out of her shoes. Jasper made her way over to my bed and climbed on top of me. Her hand slid down to her skirt and she reached under it, “Could you uh, help me line it up?”

“You’re so god damn adorable, you know that?” I asked. I held my cock straight up and guided it toward where her pucker should have been. I felt my crown rub against her knuckled and smiled up at her, “If the panties are annoying, we can take them off.”

“N-No, you wanted them on,” she said.

I chuckled and lifted my hips gently, “Whenever you’re ready, sweetie.”

Her eyes met with mine and she took a deep breath. Jasper’s hips lowered and if I wasn’t holding onto my cock, I’m sure it would have slipped away. Her tight pucker fought to resist my cock for a few more seconds before it finally slipped inside her.

“F-Fuck!” she cried out.

“Give it a minute, sweetie,” I groaned. Her ring contracted around my cock again and again as it tried to push me out.

I reached between her thighs and gave her bulge a soft rub, “Do your best to relax. I promise it gets easier.”

She nodded her head and readjusted her legs, then she leaned forward. Her hair fell around her head and shut out the rest of the room from my view. I didn’t need to look at anything else but the beautiful woman above me anyway.

After a few moments, she slowly lowered herself further down my shaft and let out a soft moan as my cock ground against her prostate. I put my hands on her hips and whispered, “Better than a dildo, isn’t it?”

“Y-Yeah, much bigger than I’m used to as well,” she huffed.

“Then I’ll have to get you a bigger toy to practice with.”

She slowly lifted her hips away and then sank back down onto my cock. After a few times of repeating that motion, she started getting into a rhythm, “Just don’t get me one bigger than you… I want to be tight when we see one another.”

It was hard to do anything but moan softly as she rode my cock. Even thrusting my cock into her as she dropped back onto me was hard to focus on. Her warm walls gripped my cock milked me for everything I was worth.

This stranger was exactly what I needed right now. A few months from now, she might not be a stranger anymore… I couldn’t pretend that this was love, we both knew what we were getting into when we kissed one another. I hoped she didn’t see this as me using her, and I hoped that she wasn’t just using me. Even if that was the case, I couldn’t deny that she was making my night a hell of a lot nicer.

Jasper leaned back and put her hands on my knees. From the new angle, I could see under her skirt. The dark stain of her precum in her pink panties made my balls tighten up. The icing on the cake was seeing my long, thick cock disappear into her tight ass again and again.

I tried to look away, but the visual was too sexy for me to ignore.

“I’m close, Jasper,” I cried out.

“D-Do it inside me,” she whimpered and worked her hips faster along my cock. Each time her tight ass dropped against my thighs, ecstasy coursed through my veins. As many times as I’d had sex with my husband, it never once took me to this level of bliss.

I roughly grabbed Jasper’s hips and held her tightly against the base of my cock. Even through her pink blouse, I could see the outline of my cock in her stomach. A let out a loud groan as my hot cum rushed through me.

Her moans poured out of her lips and I felt her already-tight ass convulse around my shaft. It only took a few seconds for me to see the thick globs of her cum slowly pool out of the front of her panties. A large glob of her cum fell onto my crotch and I let out a deep, satisfied sigh.

“G-God damn, that was amazing,” I groaned.

She nodded her head and weakly lifted her hips away from my cock one final time. My crown popped free of her hole and she scrunched up her face before rolling onto her back beside me.

“It’s running out of my butt,” she grumbled.

“I’ll give you a pair of my panties,” I said, still huffing and puffing from the exhaustion that threatened to consume me.

Jasper shook her head and nuzzled against my shoulder, “I’d rather leave these on for now. You said I could stay the night. No reason in getting another pair of panties dirty when it’s time for round two.”

“From virgin to sex-starved in just a few minutes?” I asked.

She giggled and reached down to hold my hand, “Don’t worry. I don’t plan on sleeping with anyone else until you get tired of me.”

“You know, I get the feeling that you might get sick of me before I get tired of you.”

The following morning, I had to get ready to leave. After a wonderful blowjob from my new friend, I gave her my cell number and checked out of the hotel. When I got home, the house felt pretty empty, but later that night, I was on the phone talking to Jasper again.

The next year was one of the best of my life. Every weekend, Jasper was over at my house. By the two month mark, I asked her to be my girlfriend. By the third, she asked me to call her Jessie, short for Jessica. Eight months in, I proposed. Our wedding day was fast approaching and I looked down to my sleeping lover. Her head was in my lap, a blanket was thrown over her as I watched the cooking show she was so interested in.

This could have been Dylan if he realized just what he was throwing away. But I didn’t want him anymore. I couldn’t even say I still loved him. Jessie made me feel appreciated and loved even when I wasn’t taking her out on fancy dates.

I let out a quiet sigh and whispered, “Until death do us part, sweetie.”


Message from the Author

Thank you for reading. I hope you enjoyed this and I want to let you all know I appreciate each and every reader. Please consider leaving a review, they are a huge help!
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