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Synopsis


[image: image]


Thanks to a hurricane brewing off the Florida coast, Adam Merriweather’s D.C. flight has been canceled. Eve Storme, booked on the same flight, is also stranded by this act of nature. 

And they both have urgent reasons to get home.

Unlucky for her, Adam books the last available rent-a-car. His plan is to drive overnight to D.C. As he books his rental, he overhears Eve’s plight and suggests they share the ride.

And soon regrets making the offer... 

As they barrel into the stormy night, things only get worse, right until the unimaginable happens. Stranded in the middle of nowhere in the midst of a hurricane, can they pull together to survive? And can they do it without their clothes? 

Let’s say it gets weird.

Hurricane Eve blends dark comedy and romance intended for mature readers.
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Chapter 1: Nice To Meet You
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HURRICANE COMING

“Yes, we have your reservation, Mr. Meriweather.” The car rental agent attacked her keyboard with dazzling speed. How could a single transaction involve so many clicks? Perhaps she was secretly composing a novel, or sneaking in an angry email to her boyfriend as she executed our transaction. 

“Here you are.” She handed over the required fine print. “Just initial the boxes and sign at the bottom, please.”

“This is for a minivan,” I said observantly.

“It’s the last vehicle on the lot, Mr. Meriweather. There’s been a rush with the airport closing. We’ve run out of other options.”

As I signed and initialed the documents, I noted a verbal scuffle erupting to my left. A tall business-suited woman was haranguing a rental agent who had apparently delivered disappointing news.

“I’m sorry, Ms. Storme. We don’t have any vehicles left.”

“You people just confirmed my reservation fifteen minutes ago. I booked it online before coming over from the terminal.”

Well, lucky me getting the last available transport, even if it was a minivan. I needed to get home urgently, as my future happiness was at stake. I couldn’t let an inconvenient act of God interfere. 

But for reasons which would be clear to any heterosexual man with healthy appetites, I couldn’t take my eyes off of the aggrieved woman. She was model-tall though better equipped in the bosom than most models strutting catwalks around the globe. Her long auburn hair, despite the inclement weather, hung beautifully around her face and down to her shoulders. It did that nice outward flair around the cheekbones I much admired. Kate Middleton’s hair did this too, and she was a royal. In sum, this woman, who seemed on the cusp of strangling the rental agent, was very attractive and strikingly sexy.

I had first noticed her at the gate for my subsequently canceled flight to D.C. When they announced the cancellation, she’d risen as any seasoned traveler would do, tapped furiously into her phone, and set off at a pace suggesting urgency. Being a seasoned traveler myself, I was already on my phone to National Car Rental speaking to a human, knowing online bookings were often fraught with bad luck.

After some further argument with the rental car desk agent, this woman accepted defeat and, dragging her luggage wheels-side up, rendering said wheels useless, deposited herself onto courtesy seating covered in mocha-colored leatherette. As she sat, her slim-fitting skirt rose to reveal her upper thigh in a most delightful and coquettish manner. A crisp white blouse opened low enough to reveal the upper foothills of her breasts. She topped off her elegant look with a tailored summer-weight jacket. I expected to see a phone come out of her large purse, one which could have accommodated several watermelons, and witness a frantic conversation tinged with frustration and pressing concerns. Instead, she sat staring out the large windows at the inclement sky, now populated with exhausted seagulls buffeting in the wind.

The reason for the wind, and both my being stuck with a minivan and this woman’s inability to secure even a bicycle, was a hurricane churning one hundred miles off the shore of Jacksonville, Florida. In a preemptive display of prudence, the authorities closed the airport. The last I heard was the hurricane had grown into a Category 3 and stalled, being unsure where to direct its mayhem. They had given it the mild-mannered name of “Mildred”, which suggested a matronly sort of hurricane, but it had proved to be anything but, having already leveled a large swath of the Caribbean.

Noting the obvious duress and weight this situation put on the woman’s eyebrows, which had organized into a permanent frown, and knowing our destinations were the same, it occurred to me we could share the minivan and drive up to D.C. together. But I wasn’t the type to proposition a strange woman in airports or car rental kiosks for any reason whatsoever. It wasn’t that women made me nervous so much as I found rejection often came with stiff penalties to my self-esteem.

I was working on it.

I therefore must have felt an urgent sympathy for this woman who, being so distraught, didn’t even have the energy or will to rage into her phone. This was a sure sign of defeat, especially for a woman who clearly possessed the supreme lean-in qualities of the alpha female. I was speculating, but her dress and general demeanor hinted that she didn’t tolerate disappointments well. She was the type to get what she wanted and pronto.

The rental kiosk lights flickered as the sky darkened. I studied the woman intently. Lord, she was attractive. I gathered my courage and decided to offer her the prospect of sharing a ride to D.C. 

Would she suspect ulterior motives and reject my offer, thus sending me into a downward spiral of self-doubt? I pushed this thought away by using logic. It would be her loss, not mine, if she declined my invitation. Unlike me, she would remain stuck in Jacksonville, while I, thanks to having secured a vehicle with excellent legroom, would become unstuck.

Emboldened, I took a step, but then forces of a highly personal nature instructed me to stop and have one final rethink.

Spending ten hours with a woman of this caliber in close quarters was an opportunity I didn’t want to miss. This rethink put the loss back in my column—I would miss her company if she refused the offer. Also, if she refused the offer, it would clearly qualify as a rejection. I would then have to mull over my unworthiness for ten long hours while driving through what promised to be increasingly inclement weather.

It was my habit to tie my mind in knots and run every possible scenario through a series of strained interpretations. One could say it diminished my alpha male qualities. I was also dealing with a grim situation in my private life. My long-term girlfriend had rudely dumped me for a man of questionable character.

Let’s say I was working on a number of issues and adding one more rejection to the list was a harrowing prospect.

A crack of thunder restored my awareness to the present. The woman had risen from the mocha-colored leatherette seating and was aiming for the pneumatic doors, the last line of defense before stepping into the outer bands of Hurricane Mildred. I double-timed to catch up and, as I was approaching her from behind, I naturally tapped her on the shoulder. 

“Excuse me,” I said, before adequately filling my lungs, thus producing a breathless, feminine pitch. Her imperious shoulders rose as if to gather their fury.

“WHAT!?” she said, while turning briskly. She had put extra emphasis on the “t” sound, thus producing two syllables and reminding me of Cersei's speech mannerisms in Game of Thrones. The effect this produced was to make me feel like a schoolboy interrupting a teacher who was sneaking a cigarette break.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to startle you.” I offered a friendly smile.

Her face hardened, but aside from maintaining a look of extreme annoyance and impatience, she said nothing.

“I couldn’t help overhearing your trouble over there.” I nodded to the rental desk. “I mean, about getting a car.”

She adjusted the strap of her watermelon carrier. I expected her to emit some form of speech or acknowledgment but she remained mute. Her eye contact remained severe, bordering on uncomfortable. I wondered if her blinking mechanisms were on the fritz. I attempted to drop my line of sight and got stuck when my eyes reached her cleavage.

“Anyway,” I continued, while struggling to lift my gaze from her breasts. “I also noted you were on my flight, the one that was canceled, and thought, as we’re headed to the same destination, you might like to share a ride. I seem to have secured the last available rental.”

Her face lost none of its arctic aspects as she contemplated my offer. She looked me over as if taking measurements for a coffin. As I had played my hand, there was nothing more for me to say or do.

“You’re going to D.C.?” she asked, finally. Despite the few words spoken, her voice suggested a woman of good breeding, an American version of posh.

“Yes. I’ve got a minivan. There’s plenty of room.”

“A minivan?” Her tone now suggested indignation.

“Yes, I’m afraid. But it should be very comfortable.”

“And you’re inviting me to ride along? To D.C.? How long will that take?”

“About ten hours, give or take. I’m not sure if the weather will be a factor.”

She looked out the window. The sky, slipping into shades of midnight blue with contrasting brushstrokes of dark grey, was rather pretty to look at.

“And we’re just going to drive, right? We’re not stopping?”

“Straight through is my thinking.”

She looked at her bejeweled watch, a Rolex, possibly, and gazed once more out the window before turning back to me.

“We won’t be driving through the hurricane, will we?”

“No. It’s stalled at the moment. The last I heard was it might eventually strike a little north of here, but we’ll be long gone before then. We’ll be fine.”

She gave me another once over. My sharp suit and highly polished oxfords were impeccable. My briefcase and carry-on were upmarket, as was my general grooming. Not a single tattoo decorated my body and my face was free of piercings. At worst, I might appear as someone full of sound advice and urbane opinion.

“Okay,” she said. “We can ride together, but that’s it, understand? No screwing around. I’m not interested. Okay?”

I nodded while also wondering what I was getting myself into. Her tone had become none more friendly.

“I’ll wait here while you get the car.” Clearly, having to walk to get to her free ride was out of the question.

Within fifteen minutes, and after running what felt like a mile to collect the minivan, I was idling at the curb. I could see her through the window and, as I appeared to be the only minivan or vehicle idling at the curb, assumed she would clue into my arrival.

It was a faulty assumption. I went into the rental kiosk, where lights continued to flicker over the remaining stranded travelers. 

“I’m here,” I said, which was, of course, obvious. “Let’s go.”

She stared at her bag on the floor. “The wheels are broken.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Well, you’ll need to carry it for me.”

Gallantly, I picked up her suitcase, which was heavy, and she followed me to the idling Dodge minivan painted in a stylish gold flake. I opened the back and put her suitcase next to my carry-on, then went around to the driver’s side, assuming she was well enough acquainted with operating passenger doors and likely immune to chivalry in any case. 

I climbed in as she set her large carryall on the passenger seat, into which she rummaged. As she bent over the bag, her blouse hung open, thanks to the nature of gravity. It was impossible not to look at her breasts and the white, delicately laced bra which kept them in order. I would have given my left testicle to have that job. I found this woman powerfully attractive, and this display was beyond my ability to ignore. She was a real woman, unlike the many other women who merely accepted the facts of their gender without exploiting them to their greatest effect.

My staring didn’t go unnoticed. She glanced up from her rummaging, saw where my eyes were focused, and looked down at her open blouse situation. Making sure I noticed, she rolled her eyes.

After sorting out her bag, she opened the sliding door behind her seat and placed it on the floor. When she climbed into the passenger seat, I couldn’t help but notice the exquisite nature of her legs, briefly exposed to the upper reaches of her wonderfully toned thighs.

“Did you get a good look at my boobs?” she asked, once settled in.

I’m sure I blushed. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to look. I wasn’t thinking.”

“Don’t worry about it.” She sighed while looking off into the distance. “It’s not like I try to hide them.” She chuckled in an evil sounding way at her comment, confirming she knew of her bosom’s appeal to men with undisciplined vision.

She rolled down her window. “Doesn’t this thing have air conditioning?”

I sorted out the air conditioning, put the minivan in drive, and headed to the interstate. Once northward bound, I looked at my watch. If we drove all night, we would reach D.C. early the next morning. Based on her current demeanor, I expected a long night.

Our brick-shaped conveyance proved difficult to steer in the gale force crosswinds battering the interstate. Intermittent squalls challenged my visibility. Managing tropical strength downpours was not on the windshield wiper’s resume. 

Once settled into driving, I realized we didn’t know each other’s names. This struck me as strange and in need of remedy.

“We haven’t introduced ourselves,” I said. “I’m Adam Meriweather.”

This news didn’t seem to provoke her in any way. I looked over. Her head faced the side window and her general aura lacked those qualities I associated with tranquility. It was au contraire, as they say in France. Her stress and tension filled the interior with an uncomfortable, negative energy.

I gave it another shot, increasing my volume.

“I said my name is Adam Meriweather.”

“What?” she said, in a tone suggesting annoyance.

“I was telling you my name. We haven’t introduced ourselves. I’m Adam Meriweather.”

She greeted this information with an elaborate silence.

“Aren’t you going to tell me your name?”

She gave my suggestion some thought. A full minute passed, which struck me as somewhat hostile.

“It’s Evelyn Storme. Friends call me Eve. Okay?”

“Hi, Eve. What do you do?”

She didn’t respond. I wondered if she was one of those people who suffered hearing deficits in one or the other of their ears, in her case this being the left one. I gave it another try.

“What do you do, Eve?”

This produced a quick and animated response.

“Look, do we have to talk? I’m not in the mood, okay? Can we just drive? If not, you can let me out here.”

“Oh, well yes, of course,” I said. “We don’t have to talk. I’m sorry.” 

Once again, I wondered what I’d gotten myself into. This beautiful woman was proving to be a pill, and I was stuck with her for the next seven hundred miles.  

On the upside, she smelled terrific.
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Chapter 2: Let’s Talk Anyway
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ADAM SHARES HIS STORY

She remained quiet for many long and very uncomfortable miles. The silence was deafening, highlighted whenever she released a long, withering sigh. It sounded genuine rather than theatrical. It was a sigh of mounting defeat. 

She fidgeted in her seat, suggesting she wasn’t able to get comfortably settled.

“I need a restroom,” she said finally. Her voice had the resonance of command mixed with reprimand, as if I should have been tuned into her bladder needs without her having to mention them.

“Okay. I’ll get off at the next exit.” Within another five minutes, we were parked at a busy convenience store being drained of its essential comestibles thanks to the pending storm. I watched Eve walk to and through the store, looking quite out of place in such a location. As she was returning, she stopped to make a purchase, exhibiting an immaculate lack of regard for queues. No one seemed to mind, which I chalked up to her looks.

As I returned to the interstate, she opened a bottle of tonic water she’d purchased, drank it half down, then reached around to her bag on the floor behind her. She extracted two airline bottles of Stoli vodka, screwed off the caps, which she flicked into the backseat area, and poured the contents of each into her tonic bottle.

After setting the bottle in a cup holder, she turned around again. I wondered if she also kept lemons in her bag for vodka-tonic emergencies, but when she turned back her hand held a prescription bottle. Whatever it contained, it now contained less of it. She popped something into her mouth and drained half of the vodka tonic.

Fearing I would be scolded, I kept quiet for a good thirty miles. As the weather was getting worse by the minute, not having to carry on a conversation was probably a good idea. I needed all of my attention on the road. It, therefore, made perfect sense Eve would now choose to speak.

“Look, I’m sorry about back there. I didn’t mean to sound like a bitch. I’ve just got a lot on my mind.”

“No worries. We don’t have to talk.”

“No, it’s okay.” She rearranged herself to face me. My peripheral vision informed me this maneuver had forced her skirt to climb her thigh again, but I resisted my ogling instincts.

“What did you take before?” I asked. “Do you get carsick?”

“No. It was Xanax. It calms my nerves.”

“I’m familiar.”

“I also took an Ambien for the flight. Just a half though.”

“That would have been a ninety-minute flight. You’d of been sound asleep when it landed.”

“Look,” said Eve. “I only took a half, and that was hours ago.”

“Okay.”

“You didn’t expect me to drive, did you? I think that boat has sailed.”

“No. I can handle it,” I said. “It’s been pretty rough driving with the wind and squalls.”

“And because you’re a man, you can handle it? Is that what you’re saying?”

“Oh, Lord no! I didn’t mean it that way. Maybe I shouldn’t talk after all.”

“Way to stand your ground.” She sounded disappointed. Perhaps she was in the mood for an argument. My sister was always like that, which is why we weren’t close.

She took a beat. “I’m sorry. I don’t mean to sound so snarky. Bad habit.”

“No problem.”

“Jesus,” said Eve, now sounding exasperated.

“Sorry?”

“Look. If someone’s being a bitch, you should really call them out on it. Otherwise, we’ll walk all over you.”

I noted how she went from the general to the specific, from “them” to “we”, thus referring to herself once more as a bitch. I chalked it up as a good example of someone being “self-aware.” Eve definitely knew her game, at which she knowingly excelled.

A fresh gust, the strongest so far, gave our minivan a rude nudge into the adjoining lane.

“Maybe we should check on the storm,” I said. 

Eve got her phone and studied it. “It’s moving to the northwest, and it’s increased in strength. Category 4.” She fiddled with her phone before putting it down with another long sigh. “No signal now.”

“We should be okay,” I said. “They don’t move very fast. We’re driving seventy miles an hour.”

“They predicted landfall up the coast by morning.”

“We’ll be well inland by then. It won’t be any worse than this.” 

A brief silence ensued. Eve took another long swig of her drink, seemed to hesitate, then spoke.

“So, you wanted to talk. Tell me your story, Adam Meriweather. I’m all ears.” Her mood had definitely changed. She almost sounded pleasant.

“Are you sure?”

“I’m not busy,” she said. “Don’t worry. I put the bitch away. The vodka helps. So does the Xanax.”

“I’m a contract administrator for the DOD. I was in Jacksonville to visit Kings Bay. It’s a submarine base.”

“You’re a Fed? You don’t look like the average Fed. You’re actually wearing nice clothes.” I began to think this woman had no filters of any kind. Still, I liked her compliment. I had recently updated my wardrobe as part of a broad attempt to improve my “game.”

“I work for the Department of Defense as a civilian. But not much longer, I hope.”

“Really? I thought you Fed types coveted your jobs. You can’t talk to anyone in Washington without hearing about their GS levels and retirement benefits.”

“Yeah,” I said. “That’s true.”

“And you want to give all that up? Bully for you.”

She was warming to me. Perhaps the vodka and Xanax were kicking in, along with the Ambien, which, when combined, muted her icy exterior.

“Well, there’s a story there,” I said. “But I won’t bore you with it.”

“A woman, no doubt. Tell me about her.” She took another swig of her vodka tonic.

“I must have a look or something... Yes. A woman. My ex-girlfriend. She works in the same department.”

“And it was her idea to break up with you.” This was a statement, not a question.

“That’s right,” I said.

“What was her name?” I sensed her mood brightening at the prospect of a woman in my story.

“Jesse. Still is, as far as I know.”

“And you weren’t ready for it to be over.” 

This was also a statement. I wondered if she had telepathic capabilities, or was possibly an empath, like Commander Troi.

“That’s also true,” I said. “But I’m better now. I have an interview Friday that might turn my life around.”

“That’s good. Where are you interviewing?”

“DBS. It’s a lobbying firm specializing in government contracts. They’ll triple my salary.”

“Tell me about your ex-girlfriend, Jesse. Was she a bitch?”

I wasn’t sure “bitch” was the right word, though she had treated me poorly in the end. And I was thankful for this. She was the reason I was speeding back to D.C. in a hurricane. Not to get to her, but to make sure I’d never have to see her again.

As I mentioned, there was a story there.
	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter 3: All About Jesse
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WHERE TO BEGIN?

Had Jesse been a bitch? As mentioned, I wasn’t sure. 

The question was where to begin and what to omit. I met Jesse during our first week of training at the DOD’s Defense Logistics Agency. Being bright-eyed and bushy-tailed, we were both sure that promising careers lay ahead. 

We would be the heads of the snake that coiled around procurements for the United States military throughout the world. Eventually, the decisions we made would turn into multi-million dollar contracts, even higher. Billions. Our lives were now filled with a purpose.

We were dating soon after we met and, as I was a corn-fed boy from the country’s midsection, my experience with women was not without certain holes, no pun intended. I’d only been with one other girl, and that wasn’t until I got to college. Jesse, however, operated on an altogether different playing field, especially when it came to adult-themed activities. Fortunately, she liked my innocence, saying it was “refreshing.” As compliments go, it was a mix.

This other girl, the one I knew in college before meeting Jesse, was named Maggie, short for Magdalene, and we were both inexperienced in the ways of love. This was largely because of us both being virgins. Imagine that in this day and age (though, of course, this was years ago). Feeling her coed breasts effectively doubled the number of breasts my virgin hands had fondled. They were plump and filled her plain brassiere to the brim. It was the type of bra most women of today wouldn’t be caught dead in, it being “mom” styled and built for efficiency and purpose rather than titillation.

Regardless, the sight of her in her underwear, plain as it was, did the trick. The first time she held my penis it exploded in her hand. As it had felt rather terrific, I schemed to repeat the experience as often as possible. 

She didn’t seem to mind and, feeling a little quid pro quo was in order, and despite my complete lack of experience, I explored her lower latitudes with eager fingers, fingers which had never explored the beguiling folds of a woman’s sex organ. 

I soon got the knack of it and, with her moans and gasps as my guides, I introduced her to her first orgasm, she having claimed she’d never experienced one before. This was also my first live experience with the female climax. Initially, I thought she was suffering from a seizure, and wondered if I should look in her purse for an EpiPen.

This was heady stuff for a corn-pone college kid such as myself. There was only one direction for our sex play to go and we both knew it. One night, in the basement of her dorm, we did the deed. 

She’d even bought special underwear for the occasion, a lacy bra and panty set. Admittedly, they were still low-market, though at the time I thought she looked like a Victoria’s Secret model. In retrospect, this was far from the case.

When we arrived at our threshold moment, as I slipped into her mysterious sleeve, it felt like I’d landed on a new planet where all was good and nothing aside from bliss blighted the landscape. Within a journey of approximately seven inches, I’d become a man, one now familiar with the promises of adulthood. 

Adults had sex. Presumably, they had it as often as possible.

I later learned this wasn’t exactly the case. They wanted to have it as much as possible; they were happy to have it whenever they could, and they were often and for long durations very unhappy.

My college girlfriend was a good sport. We had intercourse over two hundred times, but that’s where we left it. We didn’t venture into oral or anal play, role-play, or any other form of sexual exuberance. It was strictly the in-and-out missionary stuff, and that was fine by me. Of course, it was also all I knew, aside from hand jobs and finger play.

As was the case for most college romances, we eventually drifted apart. Not so many years later, I caught up with her on social media to discover I had known her at her peak. That was the nicest way to put it.

So, soon after grad school, I landed at DOD and began my relationship with Jesse. Unlike my college girlfriend, Jesse was bright and sophisticated and knew how to enhance her feminine qualities. I was floored the first time I saw her in her bra. It was daringly cut and pretty, which is to say not modest or, for that matter, also dingy. It looked brand new. The way her breasts filled it was also magnificent, and to such a degree I didn’t want to remove it. I could have stared at her in her bra all day.

Of course, it came off eventually. Her breasts were of a size and shape to inspire artists into executing their best work. Her nipples and areolas were of perfect proportion and color. 

When the panties came off, I entered a realm where language no longer sufficed to describe the experience. Jesse was, in all ways, stunning. But frankly, Maggie hadn’t set the bar very high, and being stunning to me was not a difficult feat.

However, it wasn’t just how Jesse looked. Unlike my college girlfriend, she savored my equipment like it was some kind of magical wand. 

Not only did she hold it admiringly, pump it expertly and also give my balls attention, something that never occurred to my former girlfriend, but she also put it in her mouth. This was a first. Of course, I knew about blowjobs and heard jokes and boasts about receiving them, but I didn’t think upright, educated people actually did it. This admission would clue anyone into my utter lack of sophistication when it came to sex.

“You can come in my mouth‌,” Jesse had said the first time she inhaled me. This was in her apartment, one she shared with two roommates. I could hear them in the living room watching TV. I was lying on Jesse’s bed and had expected intercourse, but felt this new direction was fine.

In short order, and possibly to her great surprise, I came abundantly and with exceptional efficiency. She held on and, once I was completely drained, she emptied her reward into a tissue. I didn’t mind, feeling I would have done the same.

With that accomplished, she stood and removed her panties, moved to the head of the bed, and leaned against its headboard. Once settled, she spread her legs while raising her knees.

“Do me,” she said, as her eyelids lowered by half. Her fingers spread her lips, thus revealing her warm, pink treasure. This immodest display stunned me. Still reeling from her expert blowjob, I was lacking the chemical firepower to respond properly and overcome my inhibitions. My hesitancy revealed my dilemma. I’d never been called to duty in this way. I’d never even given it much thought.

“Don’t you want to eat me?” she asked. She slipped a finger into her treasure, drew it up to its terminus, and then twirled it. She moaned delightfully in response, suggesting she was enjoying herself.

This onanistic display was working for me. I felt a renewed tingle and burgeoning re-tumescence. An interior warmth rose through my spine, hinting I was on the cusp of both revival and finding my courage.

“You enjoy watching me masturbate, don’t you?” she said. “I enjoy having you watch.” She moaned again as her fingers manipulated her delicate flesh. My cock responded approvingly.

“I really want you to eat me, Adam.”

That did it. I was now eager to cross another threshold. Still, I descended hesitatingly, not precisely knowing what I was about to do. She read my hesitation accurately.

“Put your tongue right here,” she instructed, pointing to the top of her slit. “And then slide it down inside me.”

Within several seconds, her musk filled my nostrils, and I was hooked. I performed oral sex for the first time. Jesse was my patient instructor, and being a woman who thoroughly knew what she wanted, and wasn’t shy about asking for it, I soon became a master.

Making her come fully revived my erection. With friendly force, I pulled her down from the headboard. She willfully obliged and spread her legs convincingly. We made love for the first time.

That night had been quite a journey. I’d made love to a new woman, and both performed and received oral sex for the first time. Jesse said all the right things during her post-coital review. She stated I was a natural at cunnilingus, that my cock was perfect to suit her needs, and strained my belief by suggesting those were the best orgasms she’d ever had. I didn’t argue. I wanted to believe her.

Two weeks later, we were living together in a small apartment in Arlington. I fell completely in love and was truly sitting on top of the world. I had a great job, a great girlfriend, fantastic sex, and for several years, our life was one of bliss and harmony.

And then Robert came into the picture, our new boss at the DOD. We all knew he had a pedigree and was put there just to learn the ropes of a government bureaucracy. He would later graduate into the higher tiers of government and, eventually, a coveted special appointment. 

He was the spawn of the conservative Washington elite, so his service at the DOD was actually a step-down, a temporary position to build his resume. Unlike the rest of us, he didn’t get where he was through hard work. He was there thanks to family connections.

Why Jesse felt it necessary to fall in love with him was beyond me.

End of Sample

Now Live On Amazon!
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Hurricane Eve: A Road Trip Romance







Coming Soon: Adventures With Eve

This continues Eve’s story as, along with Adam, they try to spice up their already lively love life. Subscribe to my mailing list for new release announcements.
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Other Books By David Stone

THE WIFE CHRONICLES (Hotwife)

The Vacation Wife: A Hotwife Romance

The Hotwife Project: What Could Go Wrong?

The Hotwife Fix: A New Arrangement

Take My Wife, Please!

The Cheating Wife (Not Really!)

Love Thy Neighbor’s Hotwife

THE LAYOVER CHRONICLES

Hurricane Eve

The Layover (Other Men’s Wives)
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Coming Soon In The Wife Chronicles
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You Let Him Do What?

Couples Therapy

Catch a typo? Please feel free to embarrass

me at: david@authordavidstone.com
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