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Do You Come Here Often?








“Is this seat taken?” I heard a noise in my right ear that resembled a question, but my mind was elsewhere. The day’s meetings had been intense and I was replaying them in my mind. I was also annoyed that I was stuck in Denver thanks to a blizzard, and nursing a martini to alleviate my frustrations over the layover.



The voice persisted. “Excuse me, but is this seat taken?”



I turned to see a bright-eyed, pleasantly attired and beautifully equipped female with possibly thirty birthdays to her credit. She had a lot going on to admire. She was wearing a crisp and nearly transparent white blouse over a lacy low cut bra, also white. A few buttons had been recklessly left undone and exposed a titillating but tasteful display of boob.



The seat actually belonged to my business partner, Harry, who at that moment I felt I could do without.



“Sure,” I said. “I mean no, it’s not taken. The guy that was sitting there left.”



She sat down, laying her coat over her lap. Before she sat I noted her short but still businesslike gray skirt which fit her perfectly. She exhaled deeply, as one might do coming to rest after some exertion. I decided to give her space, which was actually to assure I didn’t appear eager. I wondered if she had anything more to say to me.



For the moment, she didn’t. Harry returned from the men’s room and stood beside me.



“Thanks for holding my seat,” he said, ironically but discreetly. He was good that way.



“No problem.” I handed him his drink. He eyeballed the woman next to me and carefully pointed to her with his thumb. It was his way of questioning my intentions. I shrugged, which was my way of indicating I didn’t know what was up.



He took a sip of his drink.



“That’s enough for me anyway,” Harry said. “I’m heading back to the room. Remember, we have a 6:00 am flight tomorrow, assuming the weather clears. Don’t overdo it.” He patted my shoulder and left.



The bartender handed my new seatmate her drink. She removed the red straw and drew it across her lips, then took a long swig. She squeezed the twist around the rim of the glass, then wiped her fingers on the cocktail napkin. I grasped all of this using my peripheral vision.



I caught the bartender’s eye as I drained the last of my second martini. He caught on immediately, nodded, and I picked up my phone for lack of anything better to do. No new texts or missed calls. Thanks to the blizzard, Harry and I would be missing a major meeting the following morning. I was eager for news on the rescheduling.



As the bartender delivered my third round the woman spoke. This made me look in her direction just as my hand reached for the drink. Fortunately, the bartender was in command and I didn’t spill it.



“I’m sorry. What?” I said, tilting my ear. “I didn’t catch that.”



“I said I was sorry I chased your friend off.”



“Oh, no. That was Harry. I don’t really like him much anyway. It’s a work thing.”



She smiled. “Okay, I don’t feel guilty then.”



“Really you shouldn’t. Harry’s a nobody. I carry all the weight in that relationship.”



She smiled again. “Cute,” she said. “You’re just what I’m in the mood for. Levity.”



“Your welcome then,” I said. “I’m Paul, by the way. We’ll get to surnames later.”



“Hi, Paul. I’m Julia. Nice to meet you.”



“Same here.” I paused to have another sip. “So what lands you at the Westin Hotel Denver Airport this evening?”



“The blizzard canceled my flight out, so I’m stuck here until the weather clears.”



“Me too.”



“Do you travel a lot?” she asked.



“About every other week I’m on the road for a couple days.”



“I’m on the road every other week,” she said. “What do you do?”



“I work for venture capitalists as their frontman. I’m a financial analyst. You?”



“Pharmaceutical sales.” She took another sip of her drink. “I’m a national manager.”



“Did you study medicine? I imagine pharmaceutical sales requires a lot of special knowledge.”



“Lot’s of training mostly. We do get a lot of med school dropouts…” She abruptly hesitated. “Look, are we done with the meet and greet now? We established that we’re both on the road and stuck in this pseudo executive hotel for the night, right?”



I admired her frankness. More importantly, it wasn’t intimidating. Something about her telegraphed intelligence and an odd sense of being a safe woman, as in not a player. I noticed her body had loosened up, suggesting she may have been tense before. Waiting for my reply her knee made contact with my thigh.



“Yes,” I said. “We can be done with the meet and greet portion of the evening.”



“Good,” she said. Her facial expressions went to neutral.



That was it. I now wondered if her true intent was to end the conversation completely. I almost felt bad for giving up Harry’s stool. As men often do when opportunities are lost, I thought it was a good thing this ship-in-the-night may have sunk. I was tired and having a good night’s rest wasn’t a bad idea. I had been on the go since before sunrise, and that was on the East Coast.







Elevated Stakes





As I was about to give up on any further conversation I felt her knee on my thigh again as she resumed.

“Can I buy you drink?” she asked. “I’m in the mood for a few more.”

“Sure, thanks.” I really had no other plans.

She ordered us two more drinks and turned to me.

“Paul, no bullshit now. Are you married? You’re not wearing a ring.”

“Divorced.”

“I’m married. Does that bother you?” She sounded very sincere about this point.

“No, why should it? I know plenty of married women. I even like a few of them.”

She smiled. “Because we’re going to sleep together tonight, and then in the morning we’re going our separate ways.”

“I see.”

“Is that something you’d like to do?”

I paused to think over the situation for several reasons. I didn’t knowingly pursue sexual relations with married women, and I didn’t want to come off as a man whore. I was in fact very selective about who I slept with, which was not true of my former wife once we were married. I was also cautious about sleeping with a woman who appeared to sleep around a lot. You heard things about these types, usually in sentences that included the words “she gave me” and mention of one or another STD.

There was a problem with thinking things over too long. These weren’t situations where you could say, “I’ll get back to you.” This offer was happening in the moment. I had to be decisive.

I’d used up a few dozen nanoseconds with these thoughts. As I did, my eyes glanced at her breasts several times. The were very persuasive.

“I like the idea, of course,” I said. “You’re an attractive woman. But your being married is a problem. I’m not a homewrecker.”

“What if I told you I wasn’t happy in my marriage?”

“I would give you my condolences. There’s a lot of that going around.”

She thought for a moment. “What if I told you we were separating?”

Julia was putting forth a strong case, and she was so stunningly attractive, my remaining reservations vanished.

“In that case, Julia, I’m going to keep an open mind, assuming what you’re telling me is true. Let’s just see where the evening goes from here.”

“Good.” She put a hand over my hand and gave it a squeeze, then moved it to her lap under her skirt. She put her coat over my hand, then shifted my hand up her thigh to her panties.

She whispered in my ear. “Does that feel okay? You can touch my pussy if you want.”

This was moving very fast. I could feel the fabric of her panty against my pinky, and it took several seconds to process the situation. Almost involuntarily, my pinky roamed up and down her pussy, an action that made my cock rock hard.

She leaned over and delivered a gin flavored whisper in my ear. “I like that.”

I let my pinky become more aggressive, slipping it under her panties. She had soft pubic hair, and that pleased me. I liked natural women. I then withdrew my hand. She demonstrated her pouty look, but then smiled and took another sip of her drink. She put her hand on my thigh and it felt extremely warm and nearly electric.

“I’m not usually like this,” she said. “Don’t worry.”

“I admit you move rather quickly,” I said. “But I’m not worried. So far there’s no sign of a pistol.”

“I bet you have an erection already.” She tested her theory and discovered it was correct, then withdrew her hand. In just several seconds she had elevated my attention level to complete.

“Why me?” I asked. “There are plenty of other men here.”

“You’re handsome,” she said. “And I like the cut of your suit. Men aren’t wearing them much anymore.”

That was true. Dress codes had slipped considerably since Mad Men days. This was especially distressing when it came to women in the office. A woman in a meeting earlier that day even wore a hoodie. On many levels I envied my father’s times.

“So,” I said. “You like my looks. Thanks, but I also have a brain. I’m not just another pretty face.” I pretended to be offended but wasn’t.

“I assumed as much,” she said. “I have a brain too.” She reached into her bag and pulled out a plastic case. In it were cotton balls in a plastic sleeve, some strange looking pads, and what looked like a needle in a vial of clear liquid. She took out the needle.

“Give me your finger,” she said.

“What are you doing?” I felt a momentary fight or flight surge of adrenaline. I conquered it.

“Just work with me here. You’re a big boy.”

I decided what the hell and gave her the finger, so to speak. Before I could anticipate her next move, she pricked it with the needle producing a droplet of blood. She dabbed it onto a pad. She put the kit back in her purse and looked at me.

“It takes a minute,” she said.

“What takes a minute?”

“The test.” She saw whatever she was hoping for on the pad and smiled. “Good news. You’re clean.” She crumpled the pad.

“Clean from what?”

“No STDs.”

“Are you kidding me? You just tested me for STDs?”

“It’s cool, huh? Our company’s developing the kit. We test it in the field. Aren’t you happy to know you’re clean? When is the last time you had yourself checked?”

She was of course right to be cautious, which I took as good news. I foolishly hadn’t been tested in over a year. Her impeccable screening process made me feel much easier about sleeping with her.

“I hate condoms, don’t you?” She smiled.

“I can’t say I enjoy them.”

“So, we got that out of the way,” she said. “I’ll be right back.”

She left her coat and purse so I knew she’d be back. I ordered us another round of drinks. This woman was looking more and more promising by the minute. As we were talking before, I hadn’t been able to prevent myself from looking down her blouse. The plush curvature of her breasts and the lace border of her bra, both plainly visible, made me salivate. She was the type of woman you might see on the street and then forget where you were going. That, or you’d bump into a signpost.

I loved women. I loved everything about them. Now that I was free following my divorce, I felt no guilt in pursuing them or letting them pursue me. I always had luck with girls growing up, so I never felt greedy or rushed into any opportunity. They liked that. Men with worse luck with women grew exponentially less lucky. They became one of those many men in today’s headlines cited for abusing women.

Julia returned and it felt like a fresh breeze had arrived. She sat on her stool facing me with her legs slightly apart. She held something in her fist. She reached it into my side pocket and left whatever it was there.

“A momento,” she said. “My panties.” I slipped my hand into the pocket and felt them. It sent a titillating surge through my primary nervous systems.

We sipped our drinks and sat quietly for a moment. The bar was now overflowing thanks to all the stranded flyers with nothing to do. Something wives with traveling husbands probably didn’t realize was the degree of hanky-panky their men got up to on the road. The evidence was erupting all around us.

Traveling wives were no different, of course. I was sitting with one and she’d propositioned me within minutes of making my acquaintance. These facts made me more curious about the woman beside me.

“May I ask you something personal, Julia?”

“Sure,” she said. “But that doesn’t mean I’ll answer you.” She gave me a sly grin.

“Is this your new thing? Picking up men on the road?”

“Not really. But what if it was my thing? Men do it all the time.”

“I’d question the ‘all the time’, but sure, it happens.” Her legs were now slightly more apart and I could see that, indeed, she had removed her panties. “For most men it’s wishful thinking.”

She took a deep breath. “What about your friend?”

“Harry?” I said. “He’s married. He’s also a straight arrow. I’ve never seen him mess around.”

“That’s too bad,” she said. “I was thinking he could join us.”

Jesus, I thought. She seemed very intent on having an erotic adventure, to say the least. I could actually see Harry enjoying this woman and thinking he’d died and gone to Heaven though, according to his beliefs, he knew it would mean Hell for him in the end. His wife was nice enough, but no match for Julia. Regardless, I felt no need to tempt him.

“You’re already assuming I won’t be enough for you,” I said. “That makes me sad.”

She laughed and returned her hand to my thigh. She stroked it, right up to my still firm cock. “I’ll think you’ll be fine, Paul. I just didn’t want your friend to feel left out.”

“That’s kind of you. I’ll be sure to let him know in the morning.”

She laughed again, then gave me another sly look. “Finger me,” she said.

“Here?”

“Why do you think I took off my panties?”

“So you could offer them to me as a gift.”

She smiled, grabbed my hand, lifted the coat off her lap as she put my hand there, then returned the coat to conceal it. I moved my hand up her thigh. She was already soaking wet.

“Face me a little more,” I said. She swung her stool further around. I moved my hand to her other thigh and slipped a finger into her pussy. Her legs parted more in response, and she seemed to melt as if her body lost its bone structure. She recovered quickly and squeezed her legs together.

“God,” she said. “That was nice.” She opened her legs a bit and I withdrew my hand.

“Let me feel you,” she said.

“I’m not sure that’s possible here, Julia.”

“Just turn to me a little. Your suit jacket will cover you. Pull out your cock. I want to see it.”

I looked around the bar. Most everyone seemed lost in their personal bubbles. I unzipped my trousers and, with some difficulty, pulled out my cock. No one but Julia would see it, but it did feel risky nonetheless.

She stared at it and smiled, which is always a good sign. She took my cock in her hand, squeezed it and I leaked precum. She ran her thumb over it. Anyone seated across from us at the low tables was in a good position to deduce this woman had my cock in her hand.

She let it go after a friendly, nice to meet you pump, and I did my best to restore it to my trousers without looking like a man putting his cock away.

To my surprise, she sucked her thumb, said, “Yum,” and smiled.

“Well,” I said. “I think we’ve been properly introduced now. What are your hopes and dreams for the evening? I don’t think we can do much more in the bar.”

“You haven’t kissed me yet.”

I leaned over and kissed her, first gently, and then earnestly. She tasted wonderful. Her tongue action was very aggressive, and I liked it. I imagined it working its magic elsewhere.

“You’re a good kisser,” she said. “And I liked your cock. I think we’ll be a good fit.” She of course smiled again. She was beginning to drive me a little mad with desire, and I was a man with excellent control.

I felt like teasing her a little. “Do I kiss as well as your husband?”

“Better. He’s not a good kisser.”

“I’ll be happy to kiss you again.”

“Thanks,” she said. “Listen, let me ask you a personal question too.”

“Sure.”

“How many women have you slept with on the road?”

“You mean while traveling, right?”

“One night stands.”

“A few,” I said, intending to be vague. “But some of them I saw more than once.”

“Do you have a girlfriend? A special woman somewhere?”

I thought for a moment. In D.C. where I lived there was a woman I hooked up with casually. We never told each other we were exclusive, but she may think it was implied.

“There’s a woman I see regularly at home, but we’re not really a couple.”

“And that’s how she sees it? That she’s free to have sex with anyone she wants?”

“Maybe,” I said. Then I decided to be completely honest. “She might be troubled to learn I was with another woman, but she wouldn’t have any right to be. That’s the best way I can put it.”

“Do you like fucking her?”

This Julia really was direct. “Sure,” I said. “We have great sex.” It was true.

“Good. You’re not desperate.”

“That’s a correct assumption.” I wasn’t desperate, but damn if I wasn’t leaning that way for Julia.

“I want to make sure you know when we fuck tonight it doesn’t mean I’m falling in love with you, and you won’t chase me down or cause any problems for me at home.”

“Of course not.” She really was covering all the bases. That was smart. I’d known plenty of men and women who read too much into these ships-passing-in-the-night scenarios and fell in love. It never ended well.

She leaned over and gave me another deep kiss, the kind that would draw attention. “Let’s get one more drink.”

I ordered us another round.

“So, Julia. How many one-night stands in your dear diary?”

“You will be the first, Paul.”

This news surprised me, though I wasn’t sure what I expected to hear. In view of her STD test kit, one might think she was a pro at one-night stands.

“Are you surprised, Paul?”

“I admit I am.”

“Lucky you,” she said. “You’d better be a great fuck or I’m going to be very disappointed.”

“I’ll do my best, but the pressure is really on now. It’ll be like I’m your first lover.”

“I never said that!” She laughed. “You’ll be the first guy I’ve picked up on the road, let’s put it that way.”

“First? Is this going to be your new hobby?”

She only smiled in response. “What say we finish these drinks and get a room?”

“I’m afraid I’m sharing mine with Harry.”

“You’re sure you don’t want to include him? I can handle both of you.”

That thought did intrigue me but I really didn’t want to corrupt Harry. He was a family man. “No. I think we should leave Harry out of this.”

“We’ll go to my room.”





Room Number Please





We finished our drinks in a rather eager fashion. I signed the bill and we left the bar. This was the first time I’d been standing up with Julia and I was surprised by her height. She must have been 5’11” or taller, though she was wearing low heels.

Her figure was exceptional, and the tailoring of her clothes and quality of her accessories told me she must be very well paid. Or perhaps she had a rich husband. Both could be true.

We got to the elevator and as we rode up she held my hand. She really did feel electric, like there was an erotic current running through her core and I was the ground.

Her room was on the same level as the one I shared with Harry. Her’s was two doors further down. That would be convenient in the morning, which I viewed on the plus side. There was nothing worse than roaming hotels the morning after looking like a man-whore.

There was a bottle of champagne sitting in an ice bucket on the dresser next to the large screen TV. That seemed a bit odd. She got the champagne and started twisting off the foil.

“When did you order that?” I asked.

“Before I went down to the bar.”

I didn’t know if this was a routine of hers, drinking champagne alone in her room, or she planned to be entertaining that evening. I felt the plot was thickening, whatever the plot was.

“Cheers!” she said after pouring me a glass. We toasted.

“Take off your clothes, but leave on your briefs,” she instructed. She started unbuttoning her blouse.

I kicked off my shoes and sat on the bed to remove my socks, then stood to remove my trousers and shirt. I laid them over an occasional chair by the floor to ceiling windows. It was snowing furiously. The airport would be closed for some time.

Julia left her bra on. Her panties were in my suit jacket. Her bush was lovely. She pulled down the covers of the bed and we laid on it, our heads resting on the pillows and headboard. She turned on her side and felt my cock over my briefs.

“You’re a big boy, aren’t you?” she said. I was fully erect.

“I guess I may be. I don’t really know. I try not to pay attention to other men’s dicks.”

She smiled and leaned over and kissed me. “You’re on the big side, in case you’re wondering.” She ran her fingers down to my balls and back up to the tip. “Do you mind if I play a little?”

“Be my guest.”

She pulled my briefs down to expose my cock. She seemed mesmerized, very softly, almost teasingly running her finger up and down my shaft.

“Your skin is so soft,” she bent down and kissed my shaft, just a very light, downy kisses, and then she moved her lips up and down. After a few minutes of that, she sat up and unhooked her bra, tossed it to the chair holding my clothes, then rubbed her breasts. “That feels better.”

“They look wonderful,” I said.

“You like my tits?”

“They’re lovely.”

She drew circles around her areolas with her index fingers and sighed. “These used to be just for my husband, you know.”

“I understand that. He’s a lucky man.”

“You would think so.” She pinched her nipples. They were already taut.

“Wouldn’t you like to kiss them?”

I leaned over and kissed each nipple, understanding now that she was going to direct this show and that was fine with me.

“Ooh, that’s nice… Aren’t you going to suck them too?”

I sucked her right, then left nipple, and swirled my tongue around them. She moaned, pressing her breasts into my lips.

“College boys went mad for my breasts. They would come just holding them.”

“I can see that,” I said. “I imagine high school boys were pretty fond of them too.”

“I was very popular. They would do anything for me if I let them see my tits. I mean anything. I don’t think I did any of my own homework my senior year.”

“I’m sure they would have done anything to see them.” Julia’s breasts were indeed stunning, almost surreally so.

“Really feel me, Paul. I want your hands all over them.”

I felt and squeezed every centimeter of her breasts. I could see coming myself just by doing this. She was wondrously responsive to my touching. It felt like she could come too with just having her breasts felt up. I imagined all of my predecessors giving her the same pleasure and felt a tinge of jealousy. I wanted to own these breasts. They were magical.

She leaned over and started pulling my briefs down all the way. I helped her in the process and was soon completely naked. She felt my liberated balls very tenderly, and also seemed fascinated by them, almost like she was studying them for an assignment. When she was done with that she kissed me and then laid on her back.

“Rub your cock between my tits, Paul.” She looked dreamy-eyed now. I straddle her and laid my cock between her breasts. She pushed them together to surround it and it felt heavenly. I gently rubbed my cock back and forth like I was fucking her tits. She closed her eyes and moaned, and I felt her pelvis rising and lowering. She let her tits go and moved her hands down to finger herself.

“Don’t stop,” she said. “I like feeling your cock rubbing me there.”

She closed her eyes again and continued to finger herself. I felt near bursting. I really could have come just like that, rubbing my cock between her tits. I was getting them wet with my precum. She brought one hand up and wipe her chest with her fingers then tasted them.

I rolled to her side and stroked her breasts. She didn’t stop fingering herself. I moved my hand down and she said, “No, not yet, Paul.” While staring me in the eyes she seemed to bring herself to a mini orgasm. She brought up her hands to her breasts and squeezed them tenderly.

She smiled. “Thanks, Paul. You’re letting us take our time.”

“I like slow,” I said. “We may be snowed in for days.”

She laughed. “We may as well pace ourselves then. But I don’t want you to be in any pain.”

“I’m fine.”

“Good, Paul. I do want you to last. I want you to do everything to me.”





Come As You Are





Julia got up to grab the champagne but stopped at her laptop on the way. She stared at something, then got the bottle and brought it back to the bed. The chair and the clothing lying over it obscured the screen to her laptop.

“Checking email?” I asked.

“Just seeing if there were any alerts from the airline. Nothing.”

I sipped the champagne. I was lying on my side facing Julia who was again on her back. I could have stayed that way all night looking at her body.

I finished my champagne and she set our glasses on the nightstand.

“Paul?”

“Yes?”

“If you come, how long does it take you to be ready again?”

“Gee. I don’t imagine very long if I’m with you. Why?

“I just wondered. If I make you come, I want to know if that’s it for the evening or you’ll be ready again soon.”

I laughed. “I see. I can’t say that’s ever come up before. I mean, no one has ever asked.”

“I want you to come on my face, Paul. I want your cum to drip all over it. I want that to be the last thing we do. No matter what we do, can you save yourself for that? Does that gross you out?”

I had to think. No woman had ever expressed a similar wish. I couldn’t think of anything more intimate for a couple to do that I’d care to do. Beyond coming on a woman’s face was territory I didn’t want to explore.

“I’m not grossed out, Julia, but I’m surprised. Is that something you, well, just like to do?”

“I don’t know. No one has ever done it.”

“And you think tonight is the night you want to see if you would like it?”

“It doesn’t’ matter to me if I like it.”

I wasn’t sure why, but this discussion was taking me nearly to the boundaries of my control. If she just touched me I could come.

“You don’t have to, Paul. I’m just telling you I want you to.” She looked at her belly and fluffed her pubes. “You don’t mind that I don’t shave, do you?”

“No. I like the natural look. I prefer it.”

“Really? I’m glad. I thought of shaving but didn’t really want to.”

“You mean, in general? Or for tonight?”

“Tonight. I was going to shave but decided against it. Most of my friends shave or wax themselves now. I didn’t know what you’d be expecting.”

She’d really put a lot of thought and planning into the evening.

“What does your husband prefer?”

“It doesn’t matter what he likes. What matters now is if you like it this way.”

“I like it this way.”

“Taste me, Paul. I want you to eat my pussy.”

I moved over and down and bent to her pussy. It looked lovely. I ran my tongue up and down either side of her slit, then up and down her pussy, letting my tongue penetrate. I heard her gasping. She held herself rigid, slightly lifting her ass off the bed, then relaxed. I rearranged myself to between her legs, reaching under them and over to grip the top of her thighs. She heaved into me and moaned and said, “OH FUCK PAUL!!! GOD!!! OH GOD!!!”

I penetrated deeper with my tongue. It circled her clit, then licked slowly down to her ass. She gyrated, bucking into me. Her fingers pulled my hair, then push my head deeper. She was soaking wet and hot, her lips inflamed. She jerked violently as spasms took control of her. “OH FUCK YES!!! GOD, THAT’S IT. I’M COMING, OH PAUL, JESUS YES.”

Torrents of violent shaking gripped her body with an almost demonic possession. I’d never experienced a woman orgasming like this. It was otherworldly.

She finally pulled me on top of her and smothered me with kisses. She squeezed the air out of my lungs. My face was dripping with her juices. She wiped her cheeks against mine and then held me quietly, rocking me gently.

“That’s the first time I’ve come with another man in ten years, Paul. That’s the first time I’ve let another man taste me like that since before I met my husband.”

“Wow,” I said. “I guess I’m honored.”

“When we got married, I decided I was going to be faithful to my husband. I was going to be all in, as they say, and not cheat, not until this night with you.”

“That’s how most marriages work,” I said. This hadn’t exactly been the case in my own short marriage. My wife cheated on me within the first six months.

“I wonder, Paul. I have my doubts. So many marriages seem like lies to me now.”

She pushed me over so I was lying flat. “It’s my turn.”





Going Deep





She aligned herself perpendicular to my crotch and took my cock into her mouth and sucked hard, very hard, causing my toes to curl. Her tongue was strangely hot, her mouth like a steam bath. She licked me up and down, kissed my balls, sucked them gently, then put my cock back into her mouth. As she so, I noticed she kept staring across the bed toward the window. The snow was falling steadily, fully obscuring the view beyond. She released my cock with a loud pop and sat on top of me. She gently rocked her pussy back and forth.

“Paul?”

“Yes, Julia”

“I want you to fuck my ass. Will you do that?”

“You really want me to? I can’t say I’ve really done that with anyone, Julia.”

“I’ve never let anyone do it to me.”

“And you want me to do it now? It will probably hurt.”

“I don’t care. I can feel your cock, Paul. You’re hard as a rock. I don’t think it’ll be any problem.” She got off me and went to her open carry-on bag, lying on the floor. She took out a tube of lubricant and came back to the bed, sitting on my side. She squeezed a dollop of lubricant out on her hand and rubbed it over my cock, then handed me the tube.

“Can you move over, Paul? I want to be there. She looked toward the window like she was worried about someone seeing into the room. If she was, she could have just closed the curtain.

I made room as Julia took my position, but on her knees leaning over her arms, facing her ass to me. My cock was more than ready, and frankly, looked too thick for where it was headed. “Paul, use a lot of lube. Put some in my ass too.”

I did so. “Okay,” she said. “Go slow, Paul. I’ll tell when you can go all the way.”

“Are you sure, Julia?” Her ass looked so tight. I couldn’t’ believe what I was about to do.

“Please, Paul. Yes, I’m sure. Just put your tip in, then go slow. Even if I scream don’t stop.”

I rubbed my cock up and down over her rectum, then inserted the tip. Julia went rigid, her sphincter muscle tightening around my cock, and then she relaxed.

“Okay, Paul. Keep going.”

I started to push in deeper. It felt like a vacuum was sucking my cock into her. She gasped and froze, then relaxed again. OH FUCK, PAUL… Be gentle now… Okay, harder… OKAY Ooh, Ooh… I’m okay, Paul. Now harder. OH GOD YES. OKAY!!! It’s good now… FUCK!!!”

She started ramming her ass into my cock. I couldn’t believe I was sinking into her completely. She reached down and fingered her pussy and tickled my balls. “OH FUCK PAUL… I’M GOING TO COME, PAUL… YOU’RE THE ONLY MAN, PAUL, THE ONLY MAN I’VE EVER LET FUCK MY ASS!!! YOU’RE THE ONLY ONE!!! JESUS. FUCK!!!”

She collapsed on the bed. I didn’t follow her down. She fisted the bedding, pounding it. “OH FUCK, PAUL… JESUS PAUL!!! OH MY GOD!!!”

She settled down. At first, I thought I’d injured her. Her feet kicked the bed like a child might do having a tantrum, but then she was laughing. “Paul, I can’t tell you how that felt. Jesus.”

“Are you okay?”

“I’m fine, but I know I’m going to be sore tomorrow.” She looked at my very hard erection and laughed again. “Good, I deserve it, don’t I? I’ve just a let man with a huge cock who isn’t my husband fuck me up the ass.”

“Not naughty, but you sure are nice,” I said. I found it odd that brought up her husband.

She relaxed fully. Lying on her tummy gave me the first opportunity to review her ass in its more natural state—not being banged. She looked beautiful. Her legs went on forever. She turned to me.

“How was it for you?”

“Tight. When you were still a virgin I doubt you were that tight.”

She smiled. “I guess that’s why some men like it.”

She put a strong emphasis on “some men”.

“Let’s take a shower.” She got up and led us into the bathroom. We rinsed completely. She immodestly took care of the remaining excess lube from her ass and washed my cock with shampoo. We finished and returned to the bed wrapped in towels.

“Let’s have a real drink,” she said. She got up and went to the mini bar. “What would you like?”

“What’s the scotch situation?”

“Johnny Walker Red.”

“That’ll work.”

She grabbed Jack Daniels for herself and scooped ice out of the champagne bucket. “Water?”

“Just ice is fine.”

She handed me the drink and joined me on the bed. “Cheers!”

“Cheers!”

She put her drink on the nightstand and unwrapped her towel. “I’m boiling.”

“Good. I like looking at you naked.”

“You like my body, huh?”

“Absolutely, Julia. I have a feeling you know you’re beautiful.”

“Thanks.”

“I mean it. There are tons of pretty women out there. You’re in a league of your own.”

“You’re pretty attractive too, Paul. Why do you think I picked you?”

“It’s interesting that you say that. You had this all plotted out. I mean, the champagne?”

“You don’t mind, do you?”

“It’s just funny. You didn’t’ know who you would be bringing up here, but you knew you would be bringing someone.”

“You see, that’s where you’re wrong, Paul.”

“Oh?”

“I was standing behind you when they canceled our flight.”

“You were heading to D.C.?”

“Why not? It’s where I live.”

“Oh. I got the impression you lived out here.”

“Nope. Anyway, that’s when I noticed you. Then I noticed you again when we were checking into the hotel. That’s when I decided I was going to fuck you tonight.”

“And here we are,” I said.

“And here we are.” She leaned over and kissed me and untucked my towel. My cock was erect, of course. She leaned down and put it into her mouth. “Squeaky clean. Good.” She laughed.

“You just gave it the scrubbing of its life.”

She assumed a lotus position, meaning I was now staring at her still swollen pussy.

“Up here, buddy,” she said, snapping her fingers.

“Sorry. You have a lovely puss. I can’t help myself.”

“Why, thank you, sir. A woman can’t hear that enough. We’re really full of flattery for each other, aren’t we.”

“I’m being genuine, Julia. It almost hurt to hear you live in D.C., after what you said downstairs.”

“Which part?”

“That in the morning we’d go our separate ways.”

“Oh. Well, it’s true. I am married, and you said you’re seeing someone.”

“Yeah. Still, it makes me a little sad. I don’t think anyone will top you, Julia. I mean that.”

“We haven’t even fucked properly, Paul. You haven’t fucked my pussy yet.”

“I know. I’ve only had my tongue in your pussy, and my cock in your ass. As far as that all goes, you’re still a virgin to me.”

“Right. I’m thinking we should take care of that now.” She drained her drink and set it down, looked again, strangely, toward the window, and then laid down on the center of the bed. She spread her legs.

“Missionary style work for you?” she asked. “I want you to fuck me this way.”

“I think that’ll work.” I moved to position myself.

“But don’t come in me, okay? You’re coming on my face.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes, Paul. I’m sure. This is a night for firsts. Now fuck me properly. Let’s go slow. I like that too.”





An Interesting Turn





I climbed over her, pausing to kiss and suck each nipple. She groaned in happiness over that. Her breasts were so full and firm I just wanted to stare at them.

She took my cock in her hand and guided it in, then slowly rocked her pelvis as I went all the way.

“Ooh, Paul. You’re a good fit. I love your cock. I’ve never had a big cock in me.”

“You feel terrific too. Perfect.”

I went slowly, gently building a rhythm. She stroked my back soothingly. We kissed, or rather inhaled each other, tying our tongues in knots. We came up for air, still slowly grinding into in each other.

“This is lovely, Paul. Having your cock inside me is divine. I knew it would be. Tell me how I feel to you.”

I tried to think of some poetic way to put it. I failed.

“You feel warm and creamy inside, and tight. I can feel you clenching me.”

“Kegels.”

“That’s it.” I knew about kegels.

“I can feel the crown of your cock as it passes over my clit. It’s perfect. You’re getting close now, I can tell. You just got extra hard.”

“What do you want me to do?” I was enjoying this narration of our lovemaking.

“Just what you’re doing… I’m orgasmic, Paul. I can come anytime, and again and again.”

“Good.”

“I can feel your balls dragging on my ass when you go all the way in. I love that.”

I couldn’t help but increase my rhythm now. She was bringing me very close to infinity, which is how orgasms felt to me.

“Paul, slow now… Don’t rush.”

“I’m very close, Julia. I’m afraid if you move just right that’s it.”

“Pull out, Paul. Let me do something.”

I pulled out, but not all the way. Julia reached down and squeezed the base of my cock. She held it that way for a moment then let go. I slid back in all the way.”

“Did that help, Paul?”

It did, actually. The edge receded a bit, but not by much. Feeling my chest on her full bosom now came into extreme focus. Feeling her ass in my hand, feeling my cock slowly moving in and out of her pussy, every point of contact was working in concert to bring the edge back into view.

Julia tapped my shoulders a few times to draw me back.

“Stay with me, Paul. I can feel you slipping. Let me hold you right here. Lift yourself a bit.” She squeezed the base of my cock again and I felt some relief. “There, Paul. Now tell me. Do you like fucking a married woman?”

I raised up on my elbows to look at her face. “I like fucking you, but not because you’re married.” I wasn’t sure why she kept bringing up this angle about being a married women. She said that was over. Maybe it made her hot.

“I am married, Paul. Imagine if my husband knew you were fucking me right now. Imagine if he knew your cock had just been in my mouth and in my ass. I never let him do that. He’s never fucked my ass. Only you have, Paul. I liked it. I want you to fuck me there again and again.”

Jesus. This banter was zooming me right back to the launching pad. I tried as hard as I could to resist. I had to pull out.

“It’s okay, Paul. Rest a minute.”

I felt involuntary spasms rising but knock them back. I got up on my knees and stared down at Julia. She was such a prize. I didn’t want the next morning to ever come.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“I am, Julia. I guess I’m just completely taken with you. I think I want to fuck you to the end of time but I know the morning is coming and this will soon will over.

“Let me fix you another drink. It’ll just take a jiffy.”

She got up looking as lovely as ever. She made us both fresh drinks and sat on the bed.

“Was my talking too much?” she asked.

“No. But it was beguiling. Like a siren whispering in my ear, calling me home or something. Being inside you feels like being in a magical womb. You’re telling me you’re letting me do things to you, things you didn’t let your husband do. There’s just a strange energy in all of that. I can’t say exactly what it is.”

“It’s true, Paul. No one’s ever fucked me in the ass. I wasn’t just saying that to get you hot. I never let my husband do it. Only you.”

“And if it had been some other man you’d brought up instead of me?”

“There was no other man. I told you, I saw you at the airport. That’s when I decided.”

“Decided what?”

“That you were going to fuck me. I knew you’d be the one.”

“Why me?”

“Just because. I saw you and everything clicked.”

My head was spinning. I was either the luckiest guy on the planet or dreaming. Maybe the last flight I’d taken had crashed and I was now dead and, because I’d been kind to someone in life, I’d earn a special angel named Julia who liked to be fucked in the ass.

“Tell me, Julia. Why wouldn’t you let your husband do to you what you’re letting me do to you?”

“I’ll never let him do what you’ve done. Ever. That’s why I need you to do it. Please come inside me now, Paul. I need to feel you.”

I laid back over Julia and she eagerly guided my cock back into her. Now she was heaving into it, rolling into me. There was no way I could hold back.

“Paul, I know you’re getting close… God, I am too… But you have to come on my face… You just have to!!!”

That was it. I pulled out of Julia and got up on my knees. She grabbed my cock and pumped it hard and I streamed cum all over her face, her mouth, her eyebrows. She stared into my eyes as I drained myself completely. I put my hand over hers to indicate I was done. For a moment I was completely out of it. The world seemed kaleidoscopic. I fell to the bed to collect myself.

Julia, her face, breasts and hair dripping with my cum, got up from the bed and went to the table where her laptop sat. She moved the clothes from the front of the screen and I saw the video camera had been operating the whole time. Julia’s face now filled most of the screen, but I could see myself on the bed behind her. In a small box in the corner was an image of a man watching us. It was too far away for me to see him distinctly.

Julia stared at the camera at the top of the screen. She began to almost scream into it.

“Did you see what just happened, Thomas? That man’s cum is dripping all over my face. It’s on my tits too! Look! And I let him fuck me in the ass, Thomas, and I liked it! I’m gonna let him fuck my ass again, Thomas. You always wanted to but I never let you! You’ve never come on my face and you never will! Thomas. Think about it. This guy’s going to fuck in the ass again as soon as I get done sucking his cock! And then he’s going to cum on my face whenever he wants. You get that Thomas?”

Julia clicked a few keys and the screen went dark. She closed the laptop and went into the bathroom.





Clarity





In a state of congealing shock, I stared at the closed laptop. I didn’t know whether I’d been scammed into a rogue porno operation or was an unwilling participant in a revenge scheme. Either way, I wasn’t exactly pleased. I got up and started to dress. I sat in one of the room’s two occasional chairs to put on my socks and shoes when Julia came out of the bathroom rubbing her hair in a towel.

She had been crying. She sat on the bed facing me.

“You pissed?” she asked.

I guessed I was more confused than pissed, so I began with the confusion.

“You might want to tell me what happened here tonight.” I finished putting on my shoes.

“I could use another drink. Do you want one?”

“Sure.”

She made us drinks and sat back down on the bed. She collected herself, then began her explanation.

“My husband cheated on me. I discovered it when he got home from a trip and saw a picture text on his phone when he was in the bathroom. It was from some goo-goo doll slut he’d met in New York. She was showing off her tits.

“I confronted him about it and he denied it, said it was probably a prank from someone at his office. I didn’t know any better so I let it go. A week later this same girl called. My idiot husband didn’t have his phone password protected. It was charging on the kitchen counter. I answered it. The girl was hysterical. She said Thomas told her he loved her, blah, blah, and told me her heart was broken. I told her to fuck off.

“When Thomas walked in the kitchen I let him have it. I mentioned the girl’s name. He knew he was caught, and then he blamed it on me, said I didn’t excite him anymore, didn’t let him ‘do things that he wanted to do like having ‘anal sex’, so he was forced to look elsewhere.

“He said a man needs variety, and I shouldn’t make too much out of a measly, meaningless affair. I told him what the girl said, that he’d told her he was in love with her. He said that was just bedroom talk, that all men do it but it never means anything.

“So, I decided that was it. I got an attorney. We got a solid case together. Thomas left quite a trail out there, and lots of broken hearts apparently. When we locked that up I decided to really fucking get his goat. I wanted him to feel real pain. He’s a rich asshole. An expensive divorce wouldn’t bother him much, but he was always proud of me, of how I looked, you know? And he’s an extremely jealous guy. Just the idea of me with another man would send him through the roof. He would go ballistic if another man touched me.

“I knew I had to find the right guy, someone really good looking like you, and let him do things to me that I would never let Thomas do. I knew you were the right guy when I first saw you. That we were both stuck in Denver at the same time made it seem like fate.

“That’s my whole story.” Paul. “I understand if it pisses you off.”

I wasn’t pissed off. I was stunned, and a bit incredulous, but not pissed off. I didn’t think Julia had faked the passion she’d just demonstrated. I refused to think it was all an act.

Looking at her on the bed wrapped in a towel, all I could think of was fucking her again, and this time properly—out of rabid desire, not some plot.

I sipped my drink. I wasn’t sure what I wanted to say.

“Paul? Are you going to talk to me?”

I looked at her as I downed my drink. It was going on eleven.

“Paul?”

“What’s the deal with the laptop?” I finally asked. “How did you know he would be watching?”

“We always Skyped when I was on the road. I told you he was an extremely jealous type. I had to checkin nightly, and I always had to be in my room after work hours. It was a little creepy. I knew he would be waiting for my Skype. I text him from the airport my flight was canceled. He told me to Skype as soon as I got to my room.”

“When did it start? I mean, when did the Skype session start?

“I started it while we were undressing. I put my blouse on the screen but made sure it didn’t block the camera. The back of the chair made it so you wouldn’t see any light bleeding through my blouse. When I got up later I checked to make sure he was there watching. I knew he wouldn’t be able to not watch. He looked mad as hell, like insane mad. I smiled at the camera, then told you to fuck my ass.”

That explained her glances toward the window just beyond the laptop. She was making sure we were in the frame. I looked at the laptop again to make sure it was closed, then laughed.

“What’s so funny?”

“Nothing, I guess. It was all pretty clever, your little ruse. Well done there. I’d much rather believe what you’re telling me than think I’d just partaken in some porn video. That could be embarrassing.”

“So, you’re not pissed?”

“I feel a little weirded out, Julia. I can’t deny that. But I have to admit the sex was amazing. You made me feel like quite a lover.”

“You were great, Paul. I wasn’t faking my responses to what you were doing. You were awesome.”

“How are you feeling?”

“I’m okay.”

“I mean, everywhere?”

She laughed. It was nice to hear her laugh again. “My ass is a little sore.”

“Sorry.”

“No, it’s fine. You know, I actually kind of dug it. I don’t think I could make a routine of it, but when I came, that was real.”

“Really?” I had some doubts there.

“Really. It makes me a little tingly thinking about it.”

The memory was working for me too. I wasn’t sure what else there was to say. I guessed my job was done. I’d served a useful purpose, had outstanding sex with a beautiful woman, and now it was over. I stood and picked up my jacket.

“Are you leaving? Do you have to?”

“Isn’t my job done here?”

“You do understand why I did it, don’t you?”

“I do,” I said. “I guess I just wish there weren’t ulterior hidden motives involved.”

“There aren’t any now. You know everything.”

“What are you saying?”

“I’m not sure. I guess I’m not ready to say goodbye.”

Neither was I. This woman could have drained all of my bank accounts and stolen my car and I’d still want to be with her.

“I know,” she said, the color returning to her face. “Go down to the bar. I’ll clean up and join you there. We can meet all over again.”

I thought about it. She was suggesting a fresh start.

“Okay.” I was easy when a beautiful woman asked me to do something. My only other option was to go to my room and listen to Harry snoring.





The Do Over





I found the bar exactly where I’d left it. I claimed a free stool and nodded to the bartender. Among all the available beverages on offer I most needed water, and lots of it. I ordered a tall glass with a side of whiskey.

It was busier now. As the blizzard raged on more and more flights canceled so business was sure to pick up. Men and women who hadn’t known each other from Adam would be coupling up for the evening, exchanging keys, making quick decisions over condoms and what they would say to their spouses when they checked in at home.

That was the truth about men and women traveling on business. They spent a lot of time in hotel bars and often got lonely. As it was a mutual thing for both the men and the women, just sending a drink over with a nod could seal the deal for companionship. It’s just the way it was.

A tap on my shoulder indicated I should turn around.

“Excuse me,” said a lovely voice. “Is that stool taken?”

“It’s free,” I said. “You’re welcome to it.”

She sat down. She was wearing a sexy but still businesslike cocktail dress. It accentuated her curves and revealed a lovely line of cleavage. After she settled in, she smiled.

“Hi. My name’s Julia.”

“I’m Paul. I’m happy to meet you. Was your flight canceled too?”

“Afraid so,” she said. “Though I’m now thinking I’m glad it was.”

“How so?”

“Because I’ve just met you.”

I laughed. She would have to work on her pick up moves if she was going to be single soon. One didn’t want to appear too needy.

I looked into her eyes and whispered. “So, I guess we should get a room?”

She grinned. “I’m not that kind of girl.”

That made me laugh out loud. An hour before she’d proven otherwise, and beyond a shadow of a doubt. She ordered a drink. When it came I suggested a toast.

“To honesty and soft seat cushions.”

She chuckled, the cushion remark being a reference to her tender bottoms.

“I can drink to that,” she said, then put her glass down. “So Paul, you’re really not upset?”

“Incredibly, no. Someone had to do it. I’m glad you chose me.”

“I did want to fuck you, you know. You’re very handsome.”

“Thanks. So are you. I think we’ve covered this. We find each other attractive.”

“My husband wasn’t so attractive but I did love him in the beginning.”

“It’s really the only reason to marry someone. I was in love too. Unfortunately, there are never any guarantees. The way I look at it now is, you have some great times together, then it passes and your time is up. You move on.”

“I know,” she said. She tapped her straw on the rim of her glass. “Do you think you’ll remarry?”

I didn’t, at least not for a while. The world was too crazy now, as were male/female relations. I expected North Koreans to be goose stepping into my living room any day. One needed to be footloose at such times.

That, or they needed to grab a woman to love and love her to death until mushroom clouds obscured the sun and the zombie apocalypse commenced.

“I don’t know,” I said. “I like the idea of falling in love, of being in love.”

“Me too.”

“It’s just so painful when it goes the other way. My ex-wife was unfaithful too. I had the same feelings you expressed earlier, but I never thought of Skyping her while I banged another woman.”

Julia grinned and put her hand on my arm.

“Paul, when we first met here at the bar, and really just minutes later when I said I wanted to sleep with you, and asked you to touch my pussy, what were you really thinking?”

“I was surprised, and maybe even a little scared. But I liked your forwardness. I made an instant calculation that it would be okay. I have no idea how that works, how your gut gives you the ‘go’ signal. It just does.”

“You’re saying it was a gut feeling. You just knew it would be okay.”

“Yes. Plus, you had that STD test kit. I’d never seen one of those before. It assured me you were the cautious type.”

“Those tests aren’t on the market yet. You should buy some of our stock. They’ll be a hit. That’s actually why I felt safe exploring my idea to get revenge on Thomas.”

“I thought it was just because you didn’t like condoms.”

“That too. I would have forced you to use one if I didn’t have the test.”

“Of course.”

“You do use them, right? When you meet women in hotel bars on the road?”

“I can’t say ‘always’. How about ‘mostly’? Gut feelings, you know.”

She laughed. “I’m glad I tested you.” Julia thought for a moment then turned back to me. “I want to keep seeing you, Paul. I don’t want the morning to come and this be over.”

I was hoping she would say that. When I saw her raving at her husband with my cum on her face, I thought she was mad, and couldn’t wait to get my clothes and go listen to Harry’s snoring. Then when she came out of the bathroom freshened up and looked lovely again, I felt I would do anything to make it work with her. She would have a credible explanation for everything, and we’d sort out the rest.

“I feel that way too, Julia, but let’s be smart. You’ve got a divorce to get through. You may not realize it yet, but you’re going to have a lot of emotions to deal with. You’ll need a clear head for that. Just moving on to me, so to speak, is going to prevent you from dealing with those emotions.”

“I’m glad you said that. You’re right. We would need to take it easy.”

“But still have lots of sex,” I said, just to be clear.

She smiled. “When do you want to start?”

“Would now be too soon?”

“Let’s have one more drink,” she said. “I like fucking you but I like talking to you too. I hope that won’t be a problem.”

“Okay.” I nodded to the bartender. “Julia, I’m dying to ask you a question.”

“Shoot. You’ve earned the right to ask questions. Besides, it couldn’t be any more personal than what’s already happened between us.”

“That’s sort of where I’m heading.” I bent closer to her ear. “What was it like when I came on your face?”

Julia blushed several varieties of red. She covered her mouth as she let out a chuckle, then took a sip of her drink.

“Why? Would you like to try it? We could probably find someone here to accommodate you.” She pretended to look around the bar for a candidate. “That guy over there is cute.”

“Seriously. I’m probably not going to have the opportunity of asking any other woman the same question.”

“I hope not,” she said, which sounded possessive. I already like hearing her talk that way. “I can say it was different, Paul. It startled me, but I didn’t hate it. Your cum is really warm when it shoots out. Did you know that?”

“So you weren’t retching in the bathroom?”

“God no. I did sob though. I was afraid you wouldn’t be there when I came out.”

“Another minute and that may have been true. I’m glad I didn’t leave.”

“Me too.” She gave me a nice, deep kiss. “Listen, if you liked coming on my face, I’ll let you do it once in awhile, okay?”

“Really,” I said. “It’s not important. We can check that box.”

“I don’t know. Thinking about it, it was really nasty, wasn’t it? I mean, naughty? It’s a lot naughtier than you taking me in my ass, don’t you think?”

This conversation was restoring my libido with lightning speed. “Let just say it’s in our bag of tricks then. If the mood strikes…”

“This is getting me excited all over again, Paul. I was about to ask you to touch my pussy again.”

I slipped my hand up her dress. No panties. She swooned.

“Let’s get out of here,” she said.

I agreed. We settled the bill, and I followed Julia’s beautiful ass to the elevator.





  

    

      Practice Makes Perfect



    


  


  “Ah,” I said, as we entered Julia’s room for the second time. “It looks like there’s been some naughty goings-on in this room.” She had actually tidied it up. The laptop was nowhere in sight.


  “There’s no telling what goes on in hotel rooms,” she said. “How many people do you think have made love on this bed?”


  I thought for a moment. “Not as many as you might suspect. I’m sure these rooms involve more lonely nights than sordid orgies. Lots of people behave on the road. Lots don’t. I have no idea what the true numbers are.”


  “Well, this is the first time I’ve had a man in my hotel room who wasn’t my husband.”


  “Second time,” I said. “I recall I was here earlier this evening.”


  “Shut up and take off your clothes.” She reached around to unzip her dress. It slid down her body and pooled at her feet. She lifted it with her foot and set in on a chair as she unhooked her bra. It was a very graceful performance.


  We stood naked facing each other.


  “If I’m not mistaken,” she said. “I’d say you like my body.” She was looking at my erection.


  “You have an unfair advantage as far as that goes, though your nipples seem pretty taut. Are they cold?” The room was baking.


  “Do you want to touch them? I won’t mind.”


  I pulled her in for an embrace and we kissed, then I made room between us so my hands could explore her nipples. They were of a perfect size, color and shape. To tell the truth, I was a nipple guy, as well as an ass guy, leg guy, face guy… Let’s just say ‘Julia guy’. She was flawless. I pushed her down on the bed and laid on her side so my hands could roam.


  “I like you touching me,” she said. “You take your time, don’t you?”


  “Why rush?” I asked, between kisses.


  “My husband never learned about foreplay. Rich boys know they don’t have to bother.”


  “How rich are we talking about? You know, I don’t even know your last name.”


  “Brannington,” she said. “We were Julia and Thomas Brannington.”


  Jesus. Thomas Brannington’s family was one of the richest in the country. Why would Julia be on the road for a pharmaceutical company when she was married to one of the richest men in D.C.? I asked.


  “I’d just started working when I met Thomas,” she said. “My father told me if I quit my job to become a rich dude’s trophy wife he’d disown me. He has a lot of influence over me. Besides, I liked having my own money and space. When my current job came up I put my name in, knowing it involved a lot of travel.”


  “You didn’t want to be a kept woman.”


  “That’s it, but also, after a couple years the perks of being rich lost their allure. I could buy anything I wanted but so what? That’s not such a consolation when your life is still boring. I stayed faithful to him, but he was shit in bed. I’m surprised he was able to have affairs. I don’t think he knows how a woman operates, or that he’d care to know. You do. You seem to know where a woman’s buttons are.”


  “I like your buttons,” I said, before sucking her nipple. I was lightly stroking her breasts and flirting with her pubic hair.”


  “Me you too.” She gave my cock a nice squeeze and smiled.


  “Boy, you really leak a lot of precum, you know. I’ve never experienced this.” She bent down and sucked my cock, giving it a pump with her hand.


  “I do?” I asked. I actually knew about this. It used to embarrass me when I was younger. Petting girls in high school always produced a damp circle on my trousers.


  “It’s nice,” Julia said. “When you feel my pussy, don’t you like discovering how wet you make me? Isn’t it the same thing?”


  “Natural lubrication. Yes.” I ran a finger up and down her slit. She was slippery wet. I slid a finger deep inside and she jumped, then moaned in my ear.


  “I had to use lubrication with Thomas. He never got me wet.”


  “Then I’m flattered, Julia.” I played with her pussy, but now just teasingly. Her pelvis was gently rising and falling in response. She was tenderly playing with my cock, rubbing her thumb over the tip.


  She smiled. “I’m going to go nuts soon if I don’t feel your tongue inside me.”


  I moved down the bed and between her legs. She spread them wide and raised her knees. I licked each side of her slit which drew an instant response. She started levitating, her pussy encouraging my tongue to play with it. I covered it with my mouth and drew my tongue, flat, up and down. She was so wet I had to swallow several times to keep up.


  I felt the taut nub of her clit and circled it with the tip of my tongue. This drew a loud gasp as she began heaving herself into me. I slipped in a finger and traced her vulva as my tongue teased her clit, then rhythmically thrust with my finger as I pressed and feathered her clit with varying intensity.


  She began bucking, rolling her pelvis to match my rhythms, moaning and gasping. “Oh fuck yes, Paul… That’s it… OH FUCK YES. She vocalized throughout her orgasm, pounding the sheets with her fists when she wasn’t pulling my hair out.


  It definitely wasn’t for show this time.


  When she settled down she tapped my shoulder and pulled me up over her, then gave me a tight hug, rolling me back and forth in her arms. She kissed my cheeks and lips and moaned quietly, giving me one final squeeze before letting me go.


  I rolled off to her side. She put her forearm over her forehead and let out a long, noisy exhale, and then laughed.


  “Wow,” she said. “Did you read a book or something on eating pussy? That was amazing.”


  I grinned. “I’m glad you liked it.” I kissed her forehead and she pulled me in for a real kiss.


  “Hmm. I think I’m tasting me, Paul.”


  “I’m never washing my head again, ever.”


  “Right. But you can always just do that again, you know. You can eat me whenever the mood strikes you, which I hope is often. Now let me taste you.”


  She pushed me flat on the bed and then inhaled my cock. Her technique was magnificent. She looked into my eyes as my cock slowly, ever so slowly, disappeared down her throat. I couldn’t imagine how she did that. She then licked my shaft up and down, teased my balls, licked my perineum then inhaled my cock again.


  As I adjusted to one motion and focus, she shifted to another, the whole effect making me think she’d my fine print and knew exactly when and where to apply herself.


  She stopped for a quick second. “Paul, where do you want to come? You can pick.”


  I sat up and pushed her down on the bed, got between her legs and thrust into her. She wailed approval. “OH YES…. FUCK ME HARD PAUL… FUCK FUCK FUCK… OH GOD YES!!!”


  Her vocalizing, which no doubt could be heard by the elevator, took me right to the top and I fell off the cliff. I felt her pussy clenching my cock as it pulsed, jetting my cum deep inside her. We slapped together noisily until the final spasms faded and we slipped into a pool of bliss. Our bodies seemed to liquify as we melted into each other.


  It was a long time before either of us spoke.


  “Are we dead?” asked Julia. “Look out the window.”


  I looked. It was snowing even more than before. Visibility had to be less than ten feet. It made it feel like we were living in a cloud, hence the “dead” comment. This could be what it was like in Heaven.


  “If we’re dead,” I said. “It’s not too shabby. I didn’t realize it would include fucking.”


  “How about ‘making love’? I like the sound of that better.” She kissed my cheek.


  “Making love then.”


  “Perfect.” She turned off the light, told me to move for a second so she could pull down the covers, did so, then cuddled up to me as she pulled the covers over us.


  We kissed and gently stroked each other until we fell asleep.


  




Coffee For Two








I felt a tap on my shoulder, which became a wet kiss and then a soft hand stroking my arm. I opened my eyes. Julia smiled and said, “Here’s some coffee.”



I sat up and took the coffee. A brilliant white wall of snow continued to fall outside the window. It hurt my eyes until they adjusted. I sipped my coffee.



“I’ll order some real coffee when you’re ready,” said Julia. “That’s the best I could do in the room.”



“It’s fine. How are you this morning?”



“Great!” she said. “Maybe a little sore too.” She rubbed her backside and smiled.



“Sorry. I was only doing as I was told.”



“No worries.” She sat on the bed. “No flights out until five o’clock at least, and then they’ll be all backed up. We may not get out of here until tomorrow.”



“Whatever will we do?” I asked.



She pretended to think hard. “Build snowmen?”



“That’s what I was thinking.”



“Don’t you need to check in with your friend? Harry?”



I’d forgotten about Harry. “Hey, could you hand me my phone? It’s in my jacket.” She handed me the phone and I saw several texts from Harry conveying the information Julia had just given me. I texted that I’d catch up with him later for lunch and put the phone down.



“I have thirteen texts from Thomas,” said Julia.



“What does he say?”



“I haven’t read them. He’s probably gotten the divorce papers by now. It’s noon in D.C. He was supposed to get them this morning.”



“You’ll get through this, Julia.”



“I know.” She felt my cock through the sheet. “Gee, you’re not hard, Paul. What’s the matter? Don’t I excite you anymore?”



“Just wait a second.”



She pulled off the sheet. My cock was already responding. We watched it grow into a full erection.



“That’s just amazing,” she said. “Don’t you get dizzy? That’s a lot of blood you just lost.” She laughed.



“You make it sound so sexy,” I said. She smiled and deftly inhaled my now fully erect cock, then released it.



She grinned. “We’re going to have to pace ourselves if we have to play inside all day.”



“I agree. We can take it easy.”



“Paul, I want to see you when we get back to D.C., you know. I don’t want this to just be a snowed-in in Denver affair.”



“We talked about this, Julia. No bold moves until your divorce is settled. But of course, we can fuck a lot while we wait.”



“Make love. Say ‘Make love’. We can say ‘fuck’ when we’re actually fucking.” She laughed. “As you can see, I’m old school in some ways.”



“That fine. I like it, but tell me something, Julia. Last night when we were just getting acquainted, you said I could invite Harry into our little party. Let’ have another look at that. What was it really about?”



She blushed. “That just came into my head on the spur of the moment, Paul. I was already stepping way out of my usual bounds, you know? And I thought, well if two guys are fucking me, Thomas’s head would really explode.”



“I get it.”



“Would you have minded?” she asked.



“Having Harry with us? Not Harry. He’s a married man. I wouldn’t have asked him in any case. Whether I’d like to make love to you with another man I can’t say. I have to think about that.”



“I know. I was hoping you would have minded anyway, but I was curious to know how you felt.”



“I understand.”



Listen, Paul. What about this girl you’re seeing in D.C. Are you still going to see her?”



“How do you feel about that?”



“I don’t want you to see her anymore. Am I being selfish? I mean, because I’m still married.”



“No. You’re marriage is already over. Besides, I’ve decided to let her go. It was never a serious relationship.”



Julia got a big smile, took off her robe, and sat over my cock, slowly guiding it inside her. She was wet as ever. She started rocking her pelvis back and forth and leaned down to kiss me. She laid over me, her legs now along mine, and I  gently rolled my pelvis into her. She felt lovely and warm inside. She moaned quietly with pleasure, kissing my cheeks and lips and ears and neck, sweet feathery kisses that perfectly matched this slow lovemaking, this morning after the storm calm.



She paused and looked out the window, then back to me.



“I hope it never stops snowing, Paul.”



“Me too.”




The End
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He Touched You Where?










“Wait a minute… What? He touched you where?” My gorgeous wife of ten years had just shared some troubling news. My fingers drummed the new granite countertop waiting for a reply. We’d just remodeled the kitchen, and I was now wondering why we’d bothered.



“He just touched me, Don. You know - intimately?”



“That’s not much help, Donna. What does ‘intimately’ mean?”



“Here,” she said. Her index finger pointed to her crotch. She turned around to finish preparing our morning espressos. We were reviewing the prior night’s dinner party celebrating our new kitchen. It’s the sort of thing couples did in the suburbs, celebrate big-ticket expenditures.



I admit I was a little dazed and very confused. We were a happy couple. Why were other men touching my wife’s crotch? Should I be touching other women’s crotches? It seemed to be a thing now if we’re to believe the news.



The perpetrator of the crime my wife was outlining was our neighbor Ed. Up until now, his only crime had been not returning power tools. He and his wife Kristen were good friends and we were regulars at each other’s dining tables.



I looked at my wife’s crotch, the scene of the crime, and felt an overwhelming need for conquest. I wanted to bend Donna over our new counter, which by the way cost $400 per foot, and fuck the Bejesus out of her. It was a confusing impulse. Shouldn’t I be disgusted? I needed more information if I was going to compute this properly.



“You mean he touched your…”



“My pussy, Don. Yes, he touched my pussy.” She seemed eager for me to get the full grasp of the situation.



“You mean on the outside, right? He touched you over your clothes?”



Donna scanned the new $40 a foot floor tile while she reflected on a reply. The tile went well with the new countertops.



“Donna?” I was impatient now. Plus, my conquest impulses had given me a confusing but firm erection.



“No, Don. Not over my clothes… Well, yes, initially it was over my jeans, but then he slipped his hand inside my panties and, well, he fingered me a little.”



This was not the reply I had expected. My brain performed a backflip digesting her words and the image of my neighbor’s fingers probing my wife’s interior. That wasn’t simple touching, which could have been accidental. It was a deliberate molestation. I couldn’t think of anything to say, which Donna prudently viewed as an opportunity to explain the situation.



“Don, we were all pretty drunk and, well, we’ve all been kind of flirty with each other over the years, you know, in that way couples do who are good friends. It’s never serious. Anyway, not usually… When I came to the kitchen to get another bottle of wine, Ed followed me in, but quietly. I didn’t know he was there, and when I turned around he said, “BOO!” and it startled me. He was just kidding around of course.



“I laughed. Then I went back to opening the wine. The cork wasn’t coming out so I put it between my legs for leverage and Ed said, ‘Oh, I envy that bottle. It’s exactly where I’d like to put my head right now’. I knew he was still kidding but I wanted to tease him, so I put the bottle down and said in a flirty way, ‘Envy what, Ed?’. I used my posture to make it obvious what I meant. I thrust my pelvis at him, you know, suggestively. What I’m saying is, I kind of heaved my pussy at him, okay? But I was just kidding.



“He looked at me and got serious and said, ‘This.’ He cupped his hand over my pussy. I was shocked, of course, but I kind of liked it. And in another second he was fingering me and I mean, it was really naughty and I was instantly wet, and we were both drunk, so…”



“You liked it? He touched you…. By the way, since when do we say ‘Pussy’? You’ve never once used that word. And how does he get his hand in your jeans? You wear tight jeans, Donna. There’s no way he could…”



“I unbuttoned them, Don, then I pulled down the zipper.”



“What? You did it? He didn’t force it?”



“No, Don. Like I said, it just felt naughty. It was so in-the-moment. I don’t know. I can’t really explain it.”



“Where did this happen? I mean, how could that have happened and us not see it?” The kitchen was in plain view of the dining room, maybe twenty feet away at best.



“I could see you, Don. I was about right where I am now. I was facing the dining room and Ed was in front of me. If you’d look you would have just seen us standing here.”



“What if I’d walked into the kitchen when his hand was down your jeans? Or Kristen? What would you have done then?”



“I know, right?” she said. Her eyes got a dreamy look. “It was really naughty and risky. I think that’s why…”



“I don’t understand, Donna. What are you telling me here? Do you want to fuck Ed? Is that what this is about?”



“I’m not saying that, Don. I don’t know what it means, but I can’t deny that I liked it. It excited me.”



“Don’t I excite you enough? I mean, I know we don’t make love as often as we used to. Is that it?”



“I wanted to fuck you last night after they all left. I was dying for it. You’re a handsome, strong man. You’re highly desirable, Don. But you shrugged me off when I tried. You’d drunk too much. So you see, what happened with Ed made me want to fuck you.”



“Donna, how did he… I mean, show me how he first touched you there.” Donna put the palm of her hand on my cock, then gently massaged. She used her middle finger to tickle my perineum, in this case standing in for her vagina. I couldn’t help but visualize Ed touching my wife exactly as she was touching me now.



“How deep did his fingers go?” I felt exasperated trying to sort through all this information. There were questions of degree and intent to be answered. I couldn’t believe I was asking my wife these questions.



“You mean when he fingered me?” she asked.



“Of course that’s what I mean!”



Donna held up her hand and studied her digits. She decided on her middle finger and held it up. “This far.” Whether intentionally or not, she was now giving me the finger literally.



Donna poured cream into my coffee and handed it to me. It was just the way I liked it. Less than twelve hours earlier a man had his fingers in her panties, and here she was offering me a coffee just the way I liked it. A hummingbird, a regular visitor, sipped sugar water from a feeder right outside the kitchen window. The sky, rather than falling in, was brilliantly blue and right where it was supposed to be.



Was I missing something here? Were we still a couple? Where is the line drawn in such matters? Surely, pussy-fingering another man’s wife must cross a line of some kind. Was I supposed to stomp out of my house, one in which I’d just invested over a hundred grand, and call it good?



All I really wanted to do was fuck the hell out of my wife right then and there. I’d never been so excited and conflicted in my life. Donna’s eyes were giving me a similar vibe. She was telling me about Ed’s pussy fingers for a reason.



I put my cup down, looked into Donna’s eyes, then turned her around, bending her gently over the counter. She didn’t resist so it was a consensual maneuver. Perhaps she felt she deserved what was coming, whatever it was. She turned her head and simply looked curious. I pulled off her robe and pushed her panties down and she clued in. I detected a slight smile on her face before she turned away. She seemed to brace herself, bowing her head toward the counter and gripping where she could.



“Don, are you going to fuck me? Is that what this is? I want you to… Or are you going to spank me? Please do whatever you want to me, Don. Just do it. I deserve it…”



I said nothing. She spread her legs as if beckoning me. I liberated my cock and slipped it up and down her ass and slit. She was gorgeously wet and ready which, in this case, was at a moment’s notice. I thrust into her hard and she moaned ecstatically, and within moments I was lifting her feet completely off the ground as I rammed my cock as hard as I could. I was totally dominant and it felt wonderful. I was violent and fierce, injecting every once of my energy into fucking this woman, my wife, who had let another man finger her.



And she was loving it. I could tell by her near screams, each lined with tones of submissive euphoria and joy. Her body spasmed and jerked as if possessed. Items on the counter danced around as if under the spell of an earthquake.



We came together, our bodies noisily slapping and smacking, both of us grunting and gasping.



I fell on top of her. We were both panting for air. As my cock softened and slipped out she wiggled her ass as if to suggest having another go. For the moment, it was an impossibility. I was completely and utterly satisfied, drunk in the afterglow, feeling more in love with Donna than I’d ever been.



It was weird.



She turned around to face me. Her eyes were full of wonder, as if questioning who this man was in front of her, this Neanderthal, this demon with a cock. Her wonder evaporated. Her eyes smiled. She pulled me for a deep, bone-crushing hug. She’d never hug me this way before. It felt like we were falling in love all over again.



Indeed. It was very weird.



We were too spent to exchange any words. Somehow, we had conquered this thing that had come between us, this indiscretion with the neighbor. In short, the ‘finger incident.’



By we time we both recovered from our savage lovemaking the day was upon us, her family was arriving, things needed preparing and there were expectations to be met. By the end of the day, only sleep was a possibility.



Neither one of us knew what to say anyway.




End Of Preview

***
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