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Charlotte sat
at the bar, nursing her third cosmopolitan of the evening. This
one, just like the two previous, was courtesy of a man sitting down
at the other side of the bar. The drinks made Charlotte feel both
good and bad about herself.

It felt good
that the short dress with the low-cut neckline was getting her the
free drinks she thought it would. It felt bad that she was down at
the bar on a Friday night without anyone with her. A few years
back, she would have thought that by now she’d be well on her way
to a stable, long-lasting relationship.

To Charlotte,
it just felt as though every guy she actually took the time to get
to know turned out to be a waste of that time. She knew she was
good looking, and she knew what that meant. Good-looking woman
tended to attract assholes and other self-styled “bad boys.” They
were fun, but only for relatively short bursts of time that
involved a great deal of sweating and moaning.

“Excuse me,
miss?” The bartender said, leaning on the counter in front of her.
He was an older man who’d served her before, here. Charlotte smiled
at him. “The man whose been buying your drinks wanted to let you
know that you’re quite welcome to join him,” he finished.

Charlotte
looked down the bar, trying to get a better idea of her latest
suitor. He was pretty well hidden in shadow, but she knew the type
right away. He had a leather jacket on, that just-got-out-of-bed
hair that took an hour to make look right, and a day’s worth of
stubble.

She felt an
immediate stirring between her legs, looking at him. He made her
tingle, made her grow hot in a primal way. For a moment, she
actually considered joining him.

“Can you thank
him for the drinks? I need to get going,” Charlotte said, a sudden
urge to get out of the bar gripping her around the heart.

The bartender
smiled at her and nodded, as though her choice aligned with his
decision.

As Charlotte
walked towards the exit, she could feel the shadowed man’s eyes on
her back.

Outside, the
air felt cool against her skin. She felt herself pebble with
goosebumps. Her nipples stiffened and rubbed against the fabric of
the dress, sending more tingles through her body. The bus stop was
just down the street, so she started walking in that direction.

She’d gone out
not knowing what she wanted, wondering if a one night stand would
make her feel better. As her heels clicked on the sidewalk and she
passed from one pool of light cast by a streetlamp to the next, she
wondered if masturbation wasn’t the answer.

Then she saw
the 24-hour grocery store and remembered that she was out of
coffee, the only thing capable of clearing her brain from the fog
of sleep she woke from every morning.

The automatic
doors slid open. It was even colder inside from the air
conditioning. She realized how ridiculous it must look, a woman in
heels and a little black dress grocery shopping under the harsh
glow of the fluorescent lighting. She was thankful there only
seemed to be a few clerks stocking shelves from open cardboard
boxes strewn about the floor in every aisle. None of them even
looked up at her.

She smiled as
she reached the coffee aisle, finding it completely empty of other
people. Charlotte wandered up and down, carefully considering
various roasts and flavours. It was such an engrossing task that
she didn’t notice she had company at first.

Bending over,
she spun a tin around to get a look at the label. Someone coughed
politely behind her.

Startled,
Charlotte jumped and spun around. She found herself face to face
with a tall, sharp-featured man. He had a white t-shirt on, and she
got the impression that he’d just come from the gym. He smiled at
her, one corner of his mouth lifting a little higher than the
other, giving him a slightly devilish aspect.

“Do you bend
over in front of all the guys?” He asked. He held eye contact with
her for a moment, then quickly glanced down her body.

Charlotte
didn’t know whether to feel complimented at his checking her out,
or upset. She had just stormed out of a bar after a perfectly good
pickup attempt, after all.

“Only the ones
I didn’t realize were standing right behind me,” she replied,
hoping he understand that the tone in her voice meant it was
unintentional, and all his fault.

His smile grew.
“Did you know you get these little spots of red in your cheeks when
you’re annoyed?”

Her lips
pressed into a thin line at this comment, and he let out a chuckle.
The more frustrated Charlotte became with the encounter, the more
amused the stranger seemed to get.

“Well, what are
you here for, then?” Charlotte snapped, feeling fed up with men in
general at the moment, “Do you come grocery shopping late at night
to mock people in desperate need of their caffeine fix?”

The man held up
his hands as he arched an eyebrow at her. She saw that he too had a
bag of coffee in his hand.

“Far be it for
me to get in between a crazy lady and her coffee,” he said.

It was
Charlotte’s turn to chuckle at him. She also noticed that he liked
the same brand as she did. She was about to ask him where he’d
found it, when he glanced conspiratorially one way down the aisle,
then the other.

The man leaned
in close. Charlotte found herself leaning in to hear what he had to
say. An unreasonable excitement jolted through her, like she was
about to start on some great adventure.

“I know the
manager here. He told me they just got a shipment in back. Fresh
beans. They keep a grinder back there, too. Want to go liberate
some before it officially hits the shelves? I’m trusting you with
this information, from one coffee fiend to another,” he
whispered.

He’d spoken so
quietly that Charlotte had had to watch his lips move to catch
every word. She liked the look of them. They looked soft and warm.
Even his crooked smile was growing on her. She’d also never felt so
excited about coffee in her life.

“Okay,” she
whispered back.

Putting down
the bag of coffee he had, the man grabbed her by the hand and led
her to the back of the store. His grip was firm, and his fingers
warm and large. Charlotte stifled a giggle as he glanced around the
corner, then pointed to the door marked “EMPLOYEES ONLY.”

Having never
been in the back of a grocery store before, she found herself
fascinated by the skids of shrink-wrapped food as they walked
deeper into the forbidden territory. She began to tremble as she
glanced around, wondering if they were going to get caught,
wondering what the punishment might be.

He felt her
shaking and paused. Turning to face her, he grabbed both of her
hands with his and held them firmly, looking down into her
face.

“Don’t worry; I
said I know the manager, remember?”

Here, Charlotte
noticed how quickly he seemed to be breathing and she knew he was
nervous, too. She also noticed how wet she was, and how warm.
Desire welled up in her. You don’t even know his name!
Something in her shouted. Then, she realized that it was okay.
After all, hadn’t she admitted to herself earlier that getting to
know the guy always seemed to be the problem?

He glanced
around, then looked back at her.

“Kiss me,” she
said, the words escaping her mouth before she could stop them.

His fingers
tightened around hers for a moment as he considered her. Charlotte
couldn’t explain it. She felt this compulsion, this need to be
touched by this man she’d known only a few minutes. It was
dangerous and exciting, and she found herself wanting to know how
big he was, how fast he could make her come.

All those
thoughts flew from her mind as he wrapped his arms around her back,
pulled her close, and kissed her. His lips felt hot on hers, and
she accepted his tongue as it pushed into her mouth.

She ran her own
hands up and down his back as his member hardened against her
stomach. His fingers crept down to clutch her ass and pull her even
harder against him. She whimpered as she felt the strength in his
arms and the power of his sudden desire for her.

Still holding
one of her cheeks, he reached up with his other hand and grabbed
one of her shoulder straps. He pulled it down, then ran his fingers
up to her neck. They squeezed lightly around her for a moment, and
she felt her juices flow.

In another
moment, he slid his fingers down her chest. Her dress pulled down
with the heel of his hand, and her hard little nipple rubbed
against his palm. She sucked his bottom lip into her mouth and bit
down on it as he squeezed her, kneading her breast, leaving her
flesh white as his fingertips pressed against her.

They were like
animals, feeling and needing each other’s bodies. He ground his
hips against her, and she could feel his stiff shaft throbbing
through his pants in its desire to touch her.

 

The man pulled
his mouth off hers and she arched backwards in his arms as he took
her nipples between his teeth. His tongue teased it, and she felt
shocks move through her body as her own fingers dug into his back,
trying to make him take all of her at once.

He pulled back
long enough to say, “You smell so fucking good,” before pulling her
dress down to her waist and sucking her other nipple into his
mouth. She looked down at the breast he’d been feeling and licking,
saw how red her flesh had become.

A quick glance
around showed a half-empty skidded, loaded with big bags of
flour.

“Over there,”
she told him. He looked where she pointed, then guided them over to
it. He pushed her down onto the bags, his little nipping kisses
travelling from her breast up to her neck, then down to the other
breast.

His lips
trailed down her stomach from her breast, focusing on the little
vertical crease between her abdominals. He didn’t stop until he
reached the rolled up fabric where he’d shoved his dress down her.
His pause was only a moment long before he moved down to one of her
legs.

She sucked in a
breath as she spread her legs apart for him, putting them over his
shoulders. After pushing the skirt of her dress up her hips, he
squeezed her thighs, putting his lips on one inner thigh and
running them up her flesh almost to her wet little pussy. Once he
got there, he moved his mouth to the other thigh and ran it down to
her knee.

“Lick me...”
Charlotte said, threading her fingers through the hair at the back
of his head and trying to pull his face into her crotch.

A gasp escaped
her lungs as he yielded to her desire and she felt his hot mouth on
her sex, separated by her panties. He nuzzled against the lips of
her pussy, pushing his mouth against her.

She begged him
to take off her panties, to lick her little slit and shove his
tongue as far into her pussy as he could. He chuckled at her again,
this teasing, nameless man she’d known less than a half hour.

Hooking her
panties with one finger, he pulled them to one side. Pursing his
lips, he blew at her pussy. She pulled at his hair as the coolness
made her thighs break out in more goosebumps.

“Do you taste
as good as you smell?” He asked.

He spread the
lips of her pussy apart with his thumbs, studying her pussy,
smiling at the sight of her erect clit. Not waiting for an answer,
he leaned in to find out for himself. His tongue flicked at her
clit, teasing it. Her body stiffened at the sudden overload of
sensation, and she trembled. Her breathing turned to moans when he
ran his tongue down her pussy, lapping up her wetness as he
went.

Charlotte
pushed his face harder against her pussy, trying to force his
tongue deeper into her as he stroked her walls.

The man made a
pleasant noise as her pussy clenched, releasing more juices for him
to lick like a thirsty animal.

“Yes!”
Charlotte moaned as he went faster, using his jaw and neck to get
the most speed.

She had to
stifle a scream as her hips bucked against his face, getting his
cheeks all wet. The pleasure coursed through her as he tongued her
to an orgasm. Charlotte pushed her head against a sack of flour as
her body writhed in ecstasy.

He gasped for
air when she pulled his head back. “Let’s see what you’re packing,”
she said, pushing him back and standing up.

The man didn’t
protest as she went down onto her knees in front of him and undid
his pants. She pulled them down and made a surprised noise. His
cock sprang out of his underwear, thick and long. He watched her as
she put her lips on the bottom of his shaft, right by his balls.
Parting her lips a little, she ran her mouth up his length, the tip
of her tongue leaving a shiny trail of saliva behind.

Reaching the
head of his cock, she let her lips part over it and down his shaft.
He flexed in her mouth as she swallowed as much of him as she
could. The stranger gritted his teeth as he watched Charlotte suck
on his cock in the back of a grocery store. She made slurping
noises as she moved her lips over the smooth, hard flesh. When the
precum began leaking out of the tip, she greedily licked it away
with her tongue and swallowed. When she did that, his mouth opened
a little wider for a moment.

When she had
his whole shaft dripping with her saliva, Charlotte went back onto
the skid with the bags of flowers. She gave him her own wicked grin
as she turned over, going onto her hands and knees and arching her
back to present him with her exposed ass and pussy.

“Fuck me,” she
told him, wiggling her body to entice him.

He put one hand
on the small of her back, pulling slightly to get her to move back.
His cock was so wet that he slipped right into her tight little
hole. Charlotte threw her head back, sucking in air through
clenched teeth as she felt his shaft sliding deeper and deeper into
her. His bare flesh rubbed against hers, and she could feel the
ridge around the head of his cock stretching out her pussy as he
pushed as deeply into her as he could get.

“It’s so big,”
Charlotte moaned as her ass bumped against his hips.

As he slid
back, she pulled forward. When she felt only the head of his cock
locked in her pussy by the tight ring of her sex, she slammed her
hips back as he thrust forward. After their bodies slapped together
again, they both paused. Charlotte tightened up around him, her
pussy squeezing his cock as he swelled inside her. She couldn’t
control it at all.

Every time he
entered her, she gripped him as tightly as she could. She could
feel his need with every throb of his cock against the walls of her
pussy, feel it in the way he had to stop and completely pull out of
her once being jamming his cock back into her.

They pounded
like animals in heat, both of them entirely giving into their
carnal desires.

Keeping his
shaft buried in her pussy the whole time, the stranger flipped
Charlotte over onto her back. She grabbed her legs and pulled them
back. From that angle, she could see his bulging member as he ran
it in and out of her. It looked so wet as he pulled it back and
then thrust it back in.

Charlotte knew
she was the reason why it was so hard and wet. In fact, her pussy
felt like it kept getting even wetter. She couldn’t stop her body
from juicing all over him, keeping his big cock soaking so that it
could slide in and out of her tightness.

The stranger
grabbed both her breasts and started squeezing them. In his lust,
he squeezed hard. The shocks of pain brought a new dimension to
their fucking, and she couldn’t keep her whimpers down.

“Are you going
to come?” He asked.

“Yeah,”
Charlotte replied. She could already feel her pussy begin
tightening around him, could feel the pressure that had been
building about to burst through and flood the rest of her body.

He felt the
tightness, too. His thrusts came a little more slowly. “It’s so
fucking warm...” he said, driving his cock balls-deep into her.

Her breath
shuddered out of her as the walls of her pussy convulsed around his
shaft. The dam broke, and waves of pleasure coursed from one end of
her body all the way to the other and back again. The stranger
gritted his teeth and kept on thrusting, keeping her climax at its
highest point.

Unable to help
it, she let out a scream as her eyes squeezed shut.

“Fuck!” The
stranger said, barely able to control himself.

The waves
ebbed, and Charlotte took a breath. The first thing she saw was her
lover’s strained expression. She knew he could barely contain
himself, could barely resist the desire to come. She wanted to make
him come.

With an effort
of will, she pushed him away,. Getting down on her knees, she took
him in her mouth again. She could taste her pussy on his cock as
her lips slid up and down his length. She used her hand to stroke
him as well.

He grabbed her
hair and squeezed it in fistfuls. Cupping his balls with her other
hand; she felt them tighten and moved her mouth faster in
response.

The stranger
groaned, his cock suddenly swelling and throbbing. Charlotte pulled
her lips back and opened her mouth as wide as she could. They both
watched as streams of cum spurted from his member onto her tongue.
It tasted hot and salty. Charlotte stroked him faster, trying to
milk it all out of him. He flinched each time more erupted from his
shaft.

When he
finished, Charlotte showed him the mouthful of his seed he’d given
her before swallowing it all. She licked his cock clean afterward,
leaving the flesh nice and shiny.

It softened
only a little, and he had to tuck it up into the loop of his pants
to hide the bulge when he pulled his pants back up.

The stranger
watched as she pulled her dress up. He grabbed the straps and put
them back over her shoulders as she hooked her panties and covered
her pussy back up before straightening the skirt out.

“I’m—“ he
began.

Charlotte
silenced him by holding her hand up. “No. I don’t want to know.
Let’s just leave it like this; an enjoyable encounter between two
people who just met.”

He looked at
her, searching her face. One part of her wanted to tell him her
name, to make him take his cell out so she could enter her number
and tell him to call her tomorrow. But she knew how it was going to
end if she let him into her life.

Checking
through the small window in the door after they’d gathered
themselves, the stranger said that no one was nearby. They both
snuck out and went right back to the coffee aisle. Charlotte
grabbed the first decent-looking brand she saw and went up to the
checkout.

The stranger
was behind her there, his own coffee separated from hers by the
plastic stick the cashier put there to differentiate between the
two of them.

She could feel
him watching her as she walked through the automatic doors. Down
the street, she could see the bus approaching the stop.

As she waited,
she made plans to return to the same store the next night.
Charlotte had a feeling her stranger would be there to meet
her.
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