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So after my divorce, I moved into a hotel for a while. I just couldn't be in the same building as David. Things had gotten too heated. And I could afford it, so I moved into a hotel for a couple of weeks.

As soon as I got there, I realized something. I was free. I didn't have to do anything that David wanted me to do. I didn't have to stay faithful to him. I didn't have to worry about how he'd think of my outfit. I could flirt with other guys. I could do anything that I wanted to do. And that's what I planned on doing.

The first thing I did when I got to that hotel room was unpack. I had a lot of clothing. A lot of old clothing that David never let me wear. He said it made me look whorish. Look like I would have sex with anyone who asked. And he didn't like that. But now that didn't matter. I could have sex with anyone I wanted to.

So I slid into that red miniskirt. I pulled on that pink, lace bra. I didn't even put on panties. I pulled on a tube top, and then I looked in the mirror.

I looked hot. Like, so hot. My boobs barely fit in that shirt. My skirt was short enough that I could bend over and show anyone everything they might want to see. I pulled on some fishnet stockings, and then it was time for my hair and makeup.

First I went with lipstick, same red as my skirt. Next I added on a ton of foundation, to smooth everything out. Then eyeliner, mascara, blush. These were all things that David didn't like me wearing. He didn't appreciate my bimbo side. He wanted to be the only man who found me attractive, I guess.

Finally, I went for the hair. I used a curler for the first time in so long. I turned my blond hair into long, luscious curls. They looked beautiful.

I looked myself up and down in the full-length mirror. I put on some highheels. I looked fantastic. I looked like a barbie doll. And I knew that I wasn't going to have any trouble at all finding someone to fuck me. Hard. David was always so nice to me in bed. So gentle. That's not what I wanted though. I just wanted someone to take advantage of me. I wanted to be the dumb woman who was tricked into sleeping with some douchebag who was great in the sack.

I looked myself up and down, and I was proud. I felt sexy. I wasn't insecure about any of the things I normally felt bad about.

There was just one more thing I needed to do before I could hit the hotel bar. I took a condom out of my purse. And I took out a pin. I stuck the pin through the condom, then pulled it out. At this point, I should probably tell you why David and I broke up, really. He didn't want kids. I want kids. I really want kids. He wasn't willing to get me pregnant, and totally flipped on my when I told him that I'd gone off the pill. So now we were broken up, but I still wanted to find someone who could get me pregnant. And I hoped to find that person in the bar of this hotel.

I left my room and got into the elevator. The floor was very shiny, so normally I would have kept my legs perfectly together. But this time I spread them, and I watched as men pretended to just be staring at the floor, when they were actually staring at me.

* * *


When I got to the bar, it was obvious that I wasn't going to have any trouble finding someone to have sex with me. There were single men scattered throughout the place. All of them trying to look sexy. All of them failing miserably.

The few women who I did see were sitting at the bar, and they all had a man on both sides. Clearly women were a resource that was high in demand. But I started to worry about whether this was a good place to try and find someone to be the father of my future children. I decided that I was going to need a drink or two,

I took my spot at the bar, and I started watching the bartender. He had that rugged handsomeness that you always hope for in a bartender, but rarely get to see. He was tall, with short dark hair. He had rough hands that clearly knew what they were doing. He operated behind the bar with total confidence. Nothing ever got in his way. He had his shirt sleeves rolled up, exposing his thick forearms. He was by far the most attractive man in the place.

I stared at him, and eventually he came up to serve me. He had a mischievous grin on his face. "What can I get you?"

"A martini, please." I fluttered my eyelashes at him.

He spun around and got to work. Even in plain work clothes, his ass looked fantastic. I stared while his skilled hands made up a perfect martini in no time. He placed it down in front of me, then leaned on the bar. "So what brings a beautiful woman like yourself to a bar like this?"

It was a standard line. He probably said that to every woman as a way to get bigger tips. "Divorce," I said.

"That's rough. But I know you'll make it through." He smiled at me, eyes never darting down. "Just let me know if you need anything."

Then he grabbed a rag and got back to work. Moving up and down the bar. Rubbing the bar in just the right way to keep everything equally shiny. I just watched him. He moved with such certainty. He knew exactly what he was doing. I watched as other women also fluttered their eyelashes, and left huge tips.

Then I heard a voice from the stool next to me. "Can I buy you a drink?"

My head spun around to face the voice, hair flying around. "Pardon?"

I watched this new man's confidence just melt away. He looked at me, then looked down at the floor, then back at me. "Can- Can I buy you a drink?"

He was short. He didn't look too old, but he was showing signs of going bald. He wore a gray button up shirt that was way too big for him, and it had sweat marks in the armpits. I tilted my head. I didn't want to be mean. I didn't want to hurt his feelings. But I also didn't want to lead him on.

But mainly I liked the idea of him paying for my drink. I swallowed the rest of my martini, looked him in the eye, and said, "Sure."

He looked surprised. Then a huge grin covered his face, showing off his crooked teeth. "Alright," he said.

The bartender was there an instant later. He knew when he was needed. "Sir, get this woman another martini."

The bartender looked from the man to me, and I could see in his eyes that he knew the situation. He knew that I just didn't want to be mean. "Coming right up," he said.

He poured me another martini. The man in the stool next to me stared at my chest. "So," I said, not knowing what to do. I had totally gotten myself into this situation. This is what I deserved for dressing like a bimbo. But it wasn't my fault I had such big boobs.

Then the bartender spun back around. "Here you are."

I took a sip of it right away. I was about to settle into the fact that this balding man was going to cling to me for the rest of the evening, when the bartender spoke again.

"So when did you say your husband is back from service?" He stared right at me when he said it, winking with the eye that the balding man couldn't see.

It took me a second to catch on. I didn't have a husband anymore. But then I got it. "Tonight," I said. "He's back tonight. Meeting me here, actually. And he's very strong."

Suddenly the balding man erupted with sweat. "Well," he said, "you know, I've got to... I need to go and... late for... it was nice meeting you!" He slammed a twenty down on the bar and scuttled off.

The bartender picked it and put it with the rest. He was clearly doing quite well. "Just that easy," he said, watching the man walk away.

"That was a very smart thing to do," I said. "But you know I don't actually have a husband in the military, right?"

"I kind of picked that up when you told me you were divorced, yep."

I blushed. "Well I just wanted to be sure. I don't know who will end up in my bed tonight."

"I'm sure you'll find someone perfect," he said with that same smile. I'm sure women were coming on to him all the time. He was used to it. And I wasn't anything extraordinary enough to merit an extra response.

* * *


He got back to work, and I got back to watching him work. I found it oddly fascinating. He did everything so smoothly, like he'd done it all thousands of times before. He never fumbled. Never messed anything up. Just perfect, fluid motion. Pouring a drink, taking a tip, making conversation, wiping down the bar. He was like a well oiled machine.

Every so often he'd come over to check on me. Get me another drink. Chat me up a bit. I stayed there for hours. Every time a man came up to me, all I had to do was send a look over to the bartender, and he'd get rid of them somehow.

None of the men who approached me were anything like the bartender. They were all weak. It was obvious why they were looking for love in a hotel bar. Because they couldn't find it anywhere else.

Eventually the crowd at the bar started to thin out. It was late, and most people either went up to their rooms or left for a more active bar. I stayed though. I stayed and watched.

He came up to me after a while. "So is your plan just to sit there and stare at me all night?" he asked.

I was caught off guard. I didn't feel like I'd been that obvious. "Maybe," I said. "Is that a problem?"

"Not a problem," he said with a smile. "But I should let you know that I never go home with anyone who I serve."

"No?"

"A policy of mine," he said. He settled in at the bar across from me, ready to take a break.

"Married?"

"No."

"Then why the policy?"

"I get hit on all day," he said. "By all sorts of women. They tip better when I flirt, so I do it. But I never want to get confused about that. When I flirt here, it's purely business. I don't want to get any feelings confused. When I'm on this side of the bar, I'm at work. It's that simple."

"And is it an easy rule to follow?"

"Usually I don't have a problem with it. But then, normally I don't have women as pretty as you coming around."

The way he said it sounded sincere. He didn't say that to every woman. He wasn't just saying it for a bigger tip. I could see it in his eyes. I blushed, but he probably didn't notice it under all the make up.

"I"m making it hard?" I said.

He raised his eyebrows. I laughed. "You're fun to have around," he said. "Next drink is on me. What'll you have?"

I smiled. "Cranberry juice."

"Really?" he asked. "I offer you a drink and you go with juice?"

"I've already had my fair share of alcohol. I have no idea where this night is going. I might end up needing to be alert."

"Well," he said, "if you stick around here, flirting with me, your night isn't going to go anywhere too interesting. Sorry to disappoint, but a policy is a policy."

I didn't let that deter me. I sat at the bar, nursing my cranberry juice. I sat with my hands crossed in my lap, arms pressing my boobs together. But the bartender was in perfect control. His eyes never once glanced down. He was either looking away from me, or staring right into my eyes. I wasn't going to be able to seduce him with lame tricks. Not with my bimbo outfit. It was going to take something more than that.

I tried to figure out what it was going to take, exactly, as the bar continued to empty out. Eventually, it was only me and him. Closing time was growing near. I still hadn't made any progress in getting him out of his work mode. He was stubborn. He wasn't going to do anything that he didn't want to.

I thought about sliding him the condom, along with a paper that had my room number on it, but I knew he'd just never show up. I thought about waiting for him to get off shift. Trying to get him to go somewhere else with me afterwards. But that seemed unlikely as well. He'd just turn me down.

Eventually, we were ten minutes away from closing. Still no action. Then it happened. My chance arose.

He came out from behind the bar. He started to walk around the place, gathering all of the glasses everyone had left around. He grouped them together, and then carried them other to the bar. I assumed he was doing it in the most efficient way possible. So swiftly. Never even came close to dropping anything.

"Weird," I said.

"What's that?" he asked.

"There's something stuck to my glass," I said. Clearly he took pride in his work. So I knew he'd come over. "Like a hair or something."

I held my glass close, right in front of my chest. And I slid forward on my stool, letting my skirt stay stationary. My pussy was available. Out in the open. Hidden from above, but very easy to reach.

He walked over. He had to stand close to see in the glass. "I don't see it."

I started to rub my finger along the bottom of the glass. "I can feel something there," I said.

Then I grabbed his hand. He let me, thinking that I would guide it to the correct place on the glass. But I brought it down past the glass, and placed it where I wanted him to be.

He didn't hesitate. He didn't resist. And the moment he got to it, he started rubbing. Those skilled hands. They knew exactly which part needed the most attention. I put the glass down and both my hands gripped the bar. My back arched. My head whipped back, sending a barrage of blond hair and the scent of strawberries his way.

Then he grabbed my shoulder and turned me so that I was facing him. Then two fingers slid inside. I was soaking wet already, perched on the stool. Inside, they continued rubbing all the right places. I had to try my hardest not to start moaning. They would have been able to hear me in the hotel lobby. And anyone who walked by would have seen us plain as day.

Then his thumb joined in, rubbing the outside where his fingers had been before. It was almost too much. Too perfect. Too pleasurable. His other hand wrapped around my shoulders, his arm holding me in place. I didn't need to worry about falling off of the stool anymore, at least.

His pace wasn't fast. He wasn't a jackhammer. It was steady though. And every second he did it for brought me closer to the edge. And every second made that edge higher than before. I could tell immediately that it was going to be big, when it got there. But for now I just needed to enjoy the ride.

His thumb went round and round. My pussy squeezed his fingers. It all felt incredible. I could hardly control myself. But I managed to move one of my hands, and press it against the front of his pants. I could feel it. I could feel how turned on his was. I could feel how big of a man he was. And it felt incredible.

The man who never did anything with the women he served. He was hard for me. He was getting me off, right there in his bar.

I looked him in the eyes. I was about to say something, and he knew it. But before I got the chance, he smiled. And then he started going faster. The pleasure overwhelmed me. I forgot what I was going to say. I forgot how to speak. All I could think about was what he was doing in between my legs. All I could think about was him. I could feel his rough, well-worked hand. Well-trained. Moving flawlessly. Smoothly. The perfect motion. Again and again and again.

I didn't want to. Not yet. I wanted to save it for sex, maybe. But it was just too much. I could feel it building. It was going to happen right then. After what, three minutes? I tried in vain to pull his hand away, but he was like a bronze statue. Like my strength didn't have any consequence on him.

He could tell it was about to happen. He quickened his pace for a second time, and upped the pressure, just to make sure it happened. I couldn't stay quiet. I moaned when it happened. I squeeze his fingers. I wrapped my arms around him, and my legs, and squeezed him with every part of my body. And then all my muscles relaxed. All at once. Everything was tingling. Everything felt perfect.

* * *


He stepped away from me. Grabbed a rag and wiped his fingers off. Then got back to clearing dishes.

That surprised me. I had felt how interested he was in me. I could tell how turned on he was. But now he was just going to go back to work like nothing had happened? I thought he was going to say something, but he just finished clearing the dishes, and then went back to his side of the bar. Eventually I had to say something. "Do you not want to-"

"Nope," he said. "That would go against my policy."

"What, and fingering me didn't?"

"Of course not," he said. "That was just me satisfying you. So that you'd stop trying to sleep with me. Clearly it didn't work that well."

"Nope," I said. "I mean, I am satisfied in that way. But I need more. I'm not going to leave after just that."

"Well, bar's closed now. What else do you plan on doing?"

"I need you to fuck me."

"What, you're not going to take me out to dinner first?"

I laughed. "You need a woman to be a bit more romantic before fucking her?"

"I wouldn't say romantic."

I watched his eyes dart down, below the bar. Playfully.

"And anyway, I need to stand here and count up the money in tonight's till. Can't exactly have sex while that's happening."

I stood up. I understood what he was hinting at. I walked to his side of the bar. He didn't stop me, even though he easily could have.

"Mam, I can't let anyone see you here behind the bar."

With that, one of his hands landed on my shoulder, and pushed downwards. Next thing I knew I was on my knees in front of him. The people walking by in the hotel would have no idea that I was there. And I had a great idea for what to do while I was down there.

I unzipped his pants, pulled them down just enough, and started sucking on his cock. It had gotten a bit softer than when he'd been fingering me, but I got it hard again without much trouble.

I had always been kind of scared scared of giving blowjobs. I don't think David had very good cleaning habits. And I thought they'd make me gag if I put anything too far back in my mouth. But his dick was warm. It was hard. It was smooth. I just wanted it all the way in. I felt it pass my lips, then pass my tongue, and enter my throat at the back. Somehow I wasn't gagging at all. I was enjoying it.

My eyes darted up to him and saw him trying his best to keep a straight face. I bobbed my head, staring at him the whole time. Pressing my boobs together with my arms. I knew this was my only chance to change his mind. If I did this well enough, I knew that he'd fuck me. And I could provide the condom. And then I could have a child. I could how wet I still was from what he'd done to me.

Eventually I felt him start to throb, and his hands grabbed the back of my head hard, pulling my golden hair. But before I could finish, he pulled me off of him. I looked up at him with sad eyes and a pouted lip.

He looked down at me and said, in a slightly defeated voice, "Alright. I will fuck you."

* * *


The next thing I knew he was lifting me into the air. Then he placed me down on the bar. Stomach against the clean wood surface. Ass in the air towards him.

I heard him drop his pants. I looked out into the hotel. It was late, but that didn't mean we were safe doing what we were about to do. Someone could walk by at any point. He could probably lose his job. But he just wanted me that badly. I was about to reach for the condom, but it seemed like he didn't care. He wasn't going to use protection anyway.

He pressed his dick against my pussy lips. For a second they resisted, but then he broke through. I could tell right away he was bigger than David had been. He pushed it in slowly, every inch further multiplying the intensity of the feeling. He stretched me open inside. Reached places I'd only ever gotten with dildos. But he was alive. Flesh. I could feel his warmth. His heartbeat.

Once he was all the way in, he waited for a second. Then he got to it. In and out, faster than I was used to. At first I was caught off guard. It felt so different from when we took it slow at home. But then I got sucked into it, into the feeling, and I was off.

I couldn't think about anything. I didn't want to think about anything. My breasts pressed against the glass, his abs pressed against my ass. My eyes rolled back in my head. He didn't slow down. He wasn't getting tired. He pounded away and I felt like I was about to finish for a second time. He was just hitting that perfect spot every time. David never managed to hit that spot.

Then he paused, licked his thumb, and pressed it against my asshole. I let out a huge moan - well, it bordered on a scream - when he did that. And then he got back into the rhythm, now fucking my ass with his thumb as he fucked my cunt with his long, rock hard cock.

I couldn't stand that position for long. There was just too much. The pattern, the rhythm, the direction, he got it all right. I started to cum, but he didn't slow down. As I convulsed and moaned, pressed up against that bar for anyone who walked by to see, he started to breath heavily.

He wasn't wearing a condom. I wasn't on birth control. As far as I knew, we were both fertile. And he was getting close to filling me with his potent semen. His grip on my hips tightened as he plowed deep, keeping my orgasm going and going.

I felt his manhood begin to swell. It got harder. It throbbed. In and out. All the way in then almost all the way out. When David started to throb, he's finished within a couple of pumps. With the bartender, not so much. He kept it going for at least a minute, possibly the best minute of my life. It was like our bodies became one, him swelling and me stretching in unison.

Until eventually he couldn't hold back. I could feel his cum shooting into me. There was nothing between me and him. No barriers. He emptied his load deep into me, filling me to my limits. My orgasm kept swelling and rolling until his was entirely finished.

He stayed there a moment. Both of us stayed still. I don't think either of us could have moved if we wanted to.

Eventually though, he pulled out. Wiped himself up with some paper towel, and the did up his pants. He passed me some paper towel and I cleaned up as well.

"I hope you understand that that didn't mean anything," he said. "This won't happen again. I'm not your boyfriend now."

"Of course not," I said, turning to face him. He was so handsome. Rugged. Confident. And yet I'd gotten him to break his rule.

Three weeks later, I missed my period. And I took a pregnancy test. My plan had worked.
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When Shawn first suggests hypnotising Faith as an outlet for all the sex acts she won't let him do normally, Faith turns him down. But the idea sticks with her, eventually becoming an obsession of hers. The idea of completely giving her body up to someone else is hot enough that she eventually changes her mind and let's him do it.

And he jumps at the opportunity. Once she's out of it, he starts simple. But he can't hold back. He takes it further again and again, doing everything he's dreamed of with her. Just using her as his sex toy. But will he take it too far? Will he do the one thing sex was designed for, but that he doesn't have permission to do?
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