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Stranded




Life on the road is tough. My job is to sell pharmaceuticals. I have a bachelor’s degree in chemistry and a certification demonstrating my competence. But what I really get paid for is to stay tan, stay fit, flirt with doctors, fly in airplanes, and live in hotel rooms. That’s the life. And if you are as attractive as I am and know how to sell, you can make a very good living. I’ve only been doing it for a few years, but I’m already making six figures before my twenty-sixth birthday. I make more money than my parents ever did. I make more than my husband, Tyler, too. That wasn’t the plan. He was a standout football player his whole life. The expectation was that he would be playing in the NFL. It was a hard day when he was overlooked in the draft. He got a few tryouts, but those didn’t pan out either, so now he plays on his local celebrity to sell cars.

Over the past few years, I’ve met several of my ilk on the road. We pass each other in airports or share a drink in the hotel bar. One introduces you to another and so on. I’m fairly well acquainted with a dozen or so reps that I cross paths with during the year. The majority of them are women, but that is starting to change as women are taking over the medical field. If you were a female physician, would you rather buy from a handsome man or would you rather buy from a woman who is way prettier than you and maybe even makes more money essentially for what she was born with while you toiled away for years, racking up mountains of student debt and studying hour after hour for years?

One of my road friends is Steve. He works out of Atlanta. He taught me about dirty martinis in St. Louis. In Houston, I showed him where to get arguably the best steak in the country. He’s an extremely handsome man, about ten years older than me. At six-foot-two, he’s the same height as my husband. He’s built much differently, though. My husband was a tight end. While I’m sure Steve does, in fact, have a tight end, he is built more like a guard on a basketball team. Even though we drank and went to dinner together a several times, he never made a move. Nor did I. He was married with three kids and seemed like he wanted to stay that way. I appreciated that. I had men hitting on me constantly when I was travelling for work. I knew that a lot of reps fool around on the road. They all seemed to pretend that it didn’t count because it was in another time zone or across a state line. I had no intention of doing that. And apparently, neither did Steve. That’s why when I found myself stranded in Buffalo, if I had to be stuck with anyone, I was glad that it was him.

I saw him across the room drinking his dirty martini as soon as I walked into the little hotel bar. I was thrilled to see him. He smiled big when he saw me, too, and gave me a bear hug. He motioned for the bartender to bring me a martini as well. Sales reps, the good ones anyway, are very observant and Steve saw my ring almost immediately.

“You got married! Congratulations! When?”

“You’re not going to believe this. Two days ago.”

“What? You should be on your honeymoon right now.”

“I know, I know. Scheduling everything was a nightmare and it just worked out that way. It’s fine. We’re going to Italy next week.”

“Awesome. Steph and I went to Italy for our honeymoon, too. Rome is filthy, but the rest of the country is absolutely amazing. You guys will love it.”

“What have you heard about this ice storm?”

His face turned serious. “It’s pretty bad. As I’m sure you know, no planes are getting out. Even if you could get a rental car, it would be stupid to drive. Everything is closing. The hotels are fucking packed. I’m having to share a room with this guy, Jeff, that I know. One bed, if you can believe that. At least it’s a king.”

“Yeah,” I commiserated. “I must have gotten here just before you. They told me I got the last room. Sorry.”

“Two beds?” he asked hopefully.

I scrunched my nose. “Sorry.”

I was getting worried. I was originally from Florida. We don’t do ice. Just as it was occurring to me that I was not at all prepared to survive more than a day without a restaurant, a grocery store, or at least a quick shop, Steve’s phone beeped.

“Yes!” he exclaimed with a fist pump.

“What?” I asked.

“It’s Jeff. Somehow, he got some random guy to drive him to the store in this mess. He scored us enough groceries to make it through the apocalypse. Here, look.”

Steve held out his phone. It was a picture of their hotel bed covered in grocery bags filled with food and drinks.

“You’re welcome to join us, Rachel. Looks like there’s plenty. I’m sure Jeff won’t mind. He’s a decent guy. You’ll like him. Fucking legendary salesman, too. That guy could talk anyone into anything. Case in point,” Steve gestured to the photo on his phone.

“Oh, god, thank you. I was starting to get scared. Honestly, I had no idea what I was going to do.” To say I was relieved was an understatement.

“I got you,” Steve assured.

There wasn’t much else to do besides hang out in the bar and drink. It was getting crowded when Jeff joined us, taking the last seat at the table in the back we scored earlier. He was younger than Steve, but older than me. Jeff and Steve looked like they could be brothers. Same hair. Same build. Steve had a bit of a southern accent though. And if I had to pick a winner, Jeff barely edged Steve out in the looks department. It was close, though. It didn’t matter. They were both gorgeous. It would have been like choosing between prime rib or filet mignon. The only correct answer to either is, “Yes, please.”

After one more round, the bar was standing room only and we were surrounded by butts and crotches at eye level. “Guys, this is ridiculous,” Jeff complained. “Let’s go up to the room. I’ve got a ton of booze up there.”

“Vodka?” Steve asked.

“Yup.”

“Vermouth?”

“Yup.”

“Olives?”

“Who do you think you’re talking to, Steve? Yes, I got olives.”

“Well, then, let’s go,” Steve agreed.

I was all for it. I hate crowds unless they’re in a football stadium. We made our way to the fifth floor, two floors above mine. Before joining us in the bar, Jeff had organized his grocery haul. In the little kitchenette, there were multiple loaves of bread, boxes and boxes of crackers and cookies, and as promised, lots of booze. The little refrigerator was packed with cheese, deli-meat, and fruit. I didn’t realize how hungry I was until I saw all that food.

“Can I make a sandwich?” I begged.

“Sure,” they both replied.

I fixed a few sandwiches for each of us. We sat around talking and drinking for another hour before I was ready to turn in. We said goodnight and I started making my way to my room. Just after I stepped out of the elevator, the lights went out. Almost immediately, the emergency lights turned on and lit the way to my door. I put my key in the slot. Nothing. I tried again. Nothing. “Fuck!” I growled and tried again. I found the stairs and made my way back up to the fifth floor and knocked on Steve’s door. Jeff saw the surprise on my face when he opened the door and I saw the candles. “Who the hell is this guy?” I thought. “A boy scout? He thought of everything.”

“Not my first ice storm,” he said with a cocky grin.

“Oh, I’m sorry. I thought you guys were just trying to get romantic. I apologize if I interrupted,” I quipped. After we teased each other some more, I explained my situation.

“Well, we were just going to bed,” Steve explained. “You should probably just stay here with us. I don’t think the power’s going to come back on anytime soon.”

“But there’s only one bed,” I said.

“It’s up to you. We can maybe talk to the front desk, see if they have a cot or something. I’d be happy to give you my spot.” Jeff offered.

The phones still worked at least, so we called the front desk. The only thing they could offer us was extra blankets. Steve and I went down and got them while Jeff stayed in the room to let us back in. when we got back, I watched Steve making a little nest on the floor to sleep to make room in the bed for me.

“Steve, that’s ridiculous. Let’s just all sleep in the bed. We’re adults. Let’s not be stupid.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes. Let’s just get some sleep. I’m tired. It’s been a long day.”

We all climbed in the bed. Steve got in the middle, offering me one side so that I would feel more comfortable than if I was pressed between two men, one of whom I’d only just met. Had I been single, I would have actually preferred to be the meat instead of the bread in that particular sandwich but given that I was married for all of two days I took him up on his offer.

With a belly full of vodka, white bread, and deli meat, I was ready for the day to be done and fell asleep almost immediately. Steve and Jeff were still asleep when I woke up the next morning. I looked out the window. It was bad. There was no way we were getting out of there that day. I checked the lights. Nothing. It was cold, so I crawled back in bed next to Steve. I checked my phone quickly, but I didn’t want to waste my battery. I just fired off a quick text message to my husband to tell him I was okay, but that I wasn’t going to be home any time soon.

By noon, we started drinking. There was literally nothing else to do. We sat at the little hotel table huddling under blankets. They were gentlemanly enough to give me the room’s one lounge chair. They took metal-framed, straight-backed, so-called dining chairs that matched the rickety little table. I was still in my skirt and white button-down shirt. My bra was long gone. I didn’t know if the boys noticed, but they didn’t say anything. Steve and Jeff, still able to access their luggage, were in their pajamas and t-shirts. The conversation, somewhat predictably, slowly devolved to a mishmash of “Truth or Dare” and “Never Have I Ever.”

“Okay,” Jeff said. “Never have I ever had road sex.”

To my surprise, Steve drank. Jeff and I did not. I would have expected it to be the other way around. I was guessing that Jeff was a bit of a whore. I looked at Steve in utter shock. He was happily married with three kids and never hit on me once.

“What the fuck, Steve?” I exclaimed flabbergasted.

“It was a long time ago,” he blushed.

“You know the rule,” Jeff challenged. “You’re the only one who drank, so you have to tell.”

“Like I said, it was a long time ago. Before I was married.”

“Yeah, but who was it?” I demanded.

“You know your boss, Margie?”

“No!” I exclaimed. “Get out!”

“Yup,” he nodded.

I slapped his arm repeatedly in disbelief. “No fucking way!”

“No, seriously.”

“I could see it,” I finally admitted. “I mean, she’s older now, but you can tell she was really hot up until not that long ago. Hell, for her age, she still is.”

Steve, with a little affirmation, briefly abandoned his bashfulness. “Dude, let me tell you. It was like, ten years ago. Maybe the best sex I ever had. San Antonio. Holy shit. I still jerk off to that sometimes.”

I started giggling, letting the image of Steve and my fifty-year-old boss going at it settle in my brain. “Oh my god. Margie! You go girl.”

“Okay, my turn,” Steve said. “Never I have I ever had a threesome.”

I looked at Jeff waiting for him to drink. I didn’t want to be the only one. He looked back at me, innocently. “Fuck,” I sighed and took a drink.

“Rachel! You dirty dog, you. Do tell,” Jeff insisted.

I decided to forego any façade of being a goody-two-shoes. “Okay, fine. But not a word leaves this room. Got it?” They both nodded. I held out my little finger. “Apocalyptic pinky swear,” I demanded. They complied with our running gag for the nth time that day. “So, my husband, every now and then, likes to share.”

Steve and Jeff both followed college football and knew who my husband was. Their brows went up and their eyes got big. “No shit!” Jeff blurted out. Steve’s eyes looked like they were gonna pop out of his head.

“What do you mean by every now and then?” Steve asked.

“I don’t know. Five or six times. Or so.” The real truth was that I had lost count.

“Or so?” he looked at me dumbfounded.

I could see them both eager to ask questions but trying to play it cool at the same time.

“Same guy?” Jeff asked.

“Not always, no.”

“Were they football players, too?”

“A couple of them were.”

“So, is your husband like, bi or something?”

Steve tried to temper Jeff’s questions. “Jeff, come on.”

I giggled. “No. At least not that I’m aware of. You never know.”

“Like, did your husband just watch? Or do they take turns?”

“No, they both fuck me. Usually.”

“Holy shit,” Jeff sighed. “Did you like it?”

I looked around like there were other people in the room that could here. I leaned forward and whispered, “It’s fucking amazing.” I was savoring their shocked expression.

“Little bitty you and two football players?” Steve asked, seemingly impressed.

“Hey, I’m not that little! I’m five-three.”

“Jesus Christ,” Jeff sighed again. “That’s the hottest thing I ever heard.”

I smiled at his frustration. I loved teasing men. Always had. “Okay, my turn. Jeff, truth or dare?”

“Truth.”

“When’s the last time you had sex?”

“Last week.”

Jeff turned to Steve. “Truth or dare?”

“Truth.”

“Same question.”

“I don’t know. Like a month. Six weeks, maybe. I have three kids. Cut me some slack.”

Steve turned to me. “I already know your answer.”

“No, you don’t,” I argued.

“But you just got married on Saturday.”

“We were too tired, and he was too drunk. I had to catch a plane the next day. So, no. I’m married, but I’ve never had married sex.”

“Wow. I feel bad now,” Steve frowned.

“Maybe if he’d brought a friend,” Jeff joked.

“Jeff!” Steve scorned.

I giggled. I wasn’t offended. “It’s fine. I don’t care.”

Jeff looked at me curiously. “I have questions,” he said. “And tell me if I’m out of line. You don’t have to answer.”

I took another sip of my drink. “Mmhmm?”

“So, does your husband let you fool around?”

“I hate to dash your hopes, Jeff. But no. Sorry. Just the threesome thing.”

“Alright. Again, stop me if I cross the line. I’m just fascinated.”

“Fascinated is what you’re calling it, then?” I teased. “Well, since it’s the apocalypse and all…” I knew I was driving him crazy. They were still playing truth or dare. I was playing a new game. It was called “Let’s see how horny I can make Jeff before he has to go jerk off in the bathroom.” To that end, I decided to tell Jeff whatever he wanted to know.

I held out my little finger again. “Apocalyptic pinky swear?”

“Apocalyptic pinky swear,” they repeated.

“Sooo…what are your questions?”

“You’ve had multiple threesomes, right?”

“Yes.”

“Any with another girl or all guys?”

“All guys.”

“Ever more than one other guy?’

“Yes, one time. But Tyler pretty much just watched. Wrangling two cocks is plenty.”

“Pretty much?”

I smiled, knowing the image I was about to paint for Jeff. “All he did was come on me a couple of times while they were fucking me.”

Steve closed his eyes and whispered, “Fuck!”, obviously imagining the visual. I could see him getting more and more worked up. “Can I keep going?” he asked.

“Sure. Why not?”

Jeff paused. I could tell he was debating whether or not to ask his next question.

“Come on, Jeff.” I rapped my fingernails on the table. “I don’t have all day. Oh wait…I do!” Not my best joke ever, but it got a laugh and lightened the mood enough for Jeff to ask his question.

“Do they fuck you at the same time?”

“Do you mean like spitroast me or at the same time, the same time?” I didn’t want to outright say “double penetration.”

“At the same time, the same time,” Jeff clarified.

“Both.”

“You mean…”

“Yes, Jeff. Sometimes, while one of them is fucking me, the other fucks me in the ass. Is that what you wanted to know?”

“Jesus, that’s hot.” Jeff muttered. He was getting pretty slack jawed by that point. He was also feeling pretty bold. “So, is it your husband that fucks you in the ass or the other guy.”

“It depends. A few of them were so big, there’s no way I was going to let them fuck me in the ass. We just kind of feel it out. It all depends.”

I could tell that Jeff was touching himself under his blanket. He wasn’t jackhammering his cock or anything. He was being discreet. It turned me on knowing that he was having a hard time controlling himself. I was winning my little private game.

“And you like it? For real? Getting fucked at the same time by two guys? You’re not just trying to make your husband happy?” he asked.

“No, I genuinely like it, Jeff. I mean, I’m not sure I would have aspired to do it on my own accord, but after the first time? Fuck yeah. If I’m in the right mood, there’s absolutely nothing better.”

“But you’re not allowed to, you know, go out on your own?”

“Come on, Jeff,” Steve interjected. “That’s enough.”

“No, Jeff. I’m not going to fuck you. That would be cheating. Tyler is always there, and he picks the guys. So, unless you become friends with my husband and he brings you home one night, sorry, you’re out of luck.”

Tyler shrugged innocently and started pretending to type into his phone. “Make…friends…with…Rachel’s…husband.” He got a better laugh than I did with my joke a minute before.

“So, what else do you want to know?” I asked, still wanted to torture him some more. After all, I hadn’t won my game yet.

“So always guys. No girls, right?”

“So far, yes.”

“So, you would?”

“Sure. I’d try it. I never thought I’d love getting fucked in the ass as much as I do until I tried it. And it never would have even occurred to me to take two dicks at one time.” If ever I crafted a sentence to tease a man, that was it.

“Fuck,” Jeff sighed with a long, drawn-out groan. I got the feeling that he was squeezing the head of his dick under the blanket. “When’s the last time you did it?”

“Uh, three…no, two weeks ago.”

“Fuck,” he groaned again.

“Jesus, Rachel,” Steve chimed in. I don’t think he meant to say it out loud. He was clearly getting worked up as well.

“Which time was your favorite?” Jeff asked.

I took another sip of vodka from my plastic hotel cup and thought for a moment. “Honestly, it was probably the first time Tyler brought someone home.”

“Was it planned out or did it just happen?”

“No. Not with me. I’m sure Tyler had it planned. The three of us were in the jacuzzi at our apartment complex. It was late. I thought his friend was just visiting and was going to crash on our couch. He was sitting across from us. Tyler started kissing me. It got a little heated. Then his friend moved to sit next me and started watching. It kind of creeped me out at first. Not long after that, I felt his hands on me. I looked at Tyler and he just started kissing my neck while his friend ran his hands all over my body. I couldn’t believe it at first. I was sort of like a deer in headlights. Then they took me back to our apartment.”

I could see the blanket in Jeff’s crotch moving subtly, but rhythmically. He saw me noticing and stopped. We looked back at each other. What I had neglected to consider about my little game was that I was getting pretty turned on myself at this point. Reliving the high points of my sex life was getting my fire started, too. I looked Jeff in the eyes and swallowed. “Do you want to hear more?” I asked barely above a whisper.

Jeff nodded. I didn’t look at Steve. I was afraid he would say something sensible.

“We got to the apartment and Tyler started kissing me again. His friend stood behind me. He slid his hands all over my body. I decided to let go and give into the experience. It felt amazing. Tyler undid my top and his friend started squeezing my tits and playing with my nipples.”

I could see Jeff’s hand go back to work. He saw me watching him jerk off under the blanket. This time he didn’t stop.

“Then what?” he asked.

“Then Tyler slowly spun me around to face his friend and sat down on the couch, just watching. His friend was this big, tall, black guy. He was really cute, too. The top of my head only came up to his shoulders. He leaned down and kissed me right in front of Tyler. I looked over at Tyler. He just smiled at me. It was hot but, man, was I nervous.”

“Goddamn,” I heard Steve mutter. I looked at him for the first time. I could see his blanket moving, too. He looked a little ashamed, but he didn’t stop.

“While he kissed me, he walked me backwards and sat me down next to Tyler. He stood in front of me and pulled his dick out.”

As I told the story, my pussy was getting ever wetter and demanding to be touched. I was still wearing my skirt, so I couldn’t easily reach between my legs. I spread my legs further apart, hoping that would make my skirt ride up enough that I could get my hand where it needed to be. It didn’t work. “Fuck it,” I thought. “They’re jerking off. There’s no point in trying to hide it.”

I stood up, leaving my blanket on the chair. I unzipped my skirt and shimmied out of it, leaving me in nothing but my shirt and panties. I sat back down and pulled the blanket back over me.

“He had such a big cock. I was so turned on. I couldn’t believe it when I started sucking him off right in front of Tyler. God, it was hot.” The memory of that big black cock combined with watching Jeff and Steve jerk off to my story was making me crazy. “Oh, fuck,” I sighed as rubbed my pussy under the blanket, not bothering to hide the fact that I, too, was masturbating.

Jeff was breathing heavily. “Don’t stop.”

“Then, my boyfriend took his cock out and started jerking off watching me suck his friend’s huge dick. I couldn’t even fit my hand around the damn thing. Oh my god, it was amazing.” I paused and exhaled forcefully, feeling the pleasure between my legs. “Then I got on my knees on the couch and started sucking Tyler’s cock. His friend pulled my swimsuit off and started eating my pussy and my ass.” I tilted my head back and moved my hand inside of my panties. I undid a button on my shirt so I could reach in and pinch my nipple while I played with my pussy. With both my hands occupied, I couldn’t hold the blanket around me, and it slowly started falling off my shoulders. I found it irritating and distracting, so I just flicked it off my body and left it to drape down the chair.

“Oh, fuck,” I heard Steve groan.

I looked over at him and realized that from his angle, he could see into my shirt where I was pinching my nipple. We briefly made eye contact before I shifted my gaze to his crotch. I undid another button, making sure he got a good look at my breast. I paused my storytelling as they stared at me. My shirt was unbuttoned almost to my navel with one hand inside playing with my breast. My other hand was buried in my black bikini underwear. Despite us both being spoken for, I had been attracted to Steve for as long as I had known him. I yanked at his blanket, pulling it away from his crotch. He made no attempt to cover up. Nor should he have. His cock was gorgeous.

“Oh, fuck,” I groaned looking at his cock. He stroked it proudly. Jeff pulled his blanket away on his own. “Jesus Christ,” I moaned. Jeff’s wasn’t as pretty as Steve’s, but it was almost as thick as the energy drink can sitting on the table.

“What happened next, Rachel?” Jeff prompted.

“I’ll tell you, but it can’t go any farther than this. I just got married on Saturday for fuck’s sake.”

“Just please tell the rest of the story,” Jeff begged, stroking his cock in plain sight.

“His friend started fucking me.” I paused. “Ooooooo, fuck,” I cooed looking at Steve’s cock. “I’d never had a cock that big before,” I continued.

I looked back and forth between Steve and Jeff jerking off. Their cocks were glistening. I could see our breath in the air, but none of us seemed to remember how cold it was.

“It was so intense, I could barely jerk Tyler off while his friend doggied me. God, I came so hard. It was so crazy that after I came, I made them let me take a break for a minute. I literally just laid down on the carpet with my eyes closed. Tyler’s friend laid down next to me and pulled me on top of him.”

I unbuttoned my shirt the rest of the way, giving Jeff and Steve an unobstructed view of my tits. They, in turn, took their shirts off. I continued with my story.

“He started squeezing and licking and sucking my tits. I slid back down along his torso and put his dick back inside of me. I sat up and started to ride him, honestly, I couldn’t’ handle him that way. I fell back onto his chest and let him fuck me while I was lying on top of him.”

“Did he fuck you in the ass?” Jeff asked, teasing the tip of his cock with his fingers.

“No.” I whispered, staring at Jeff’s cock, my mouth watering, my breathing labored, my finger flicking my nub. “Tyler did.” Jeff displayed his cock for me, angling it toward me as though it were an invitation. Everything was moving in slow motion. I licked my lips.

“I can’t,” I whispered.

 Jeff offered a faint smile of understanding. He leaned toward me and held out his hand, palm up just below my mouth. I knew what he wanted and complied, gathering my saliva in my mouth, and gently spit it into his hand. He spread it over the tip of his cock and started stroking himself again.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned loudly, watching my saliva shining his cock. I closed my eyes and tilted my head back, imagining myself on my knees, wrapping my lips around his girth. I felt an orgasm building, coming on fast. “Oh, fuck,” I panted. “I’m gonna come. I’m gonna come.”

I looked at Jeff as I came. He came, too, watching me. First one rope of come shot up from his cock. Then another. And then another. “Yes!” he grunted as each one launched in the air. He and I were both left leaning back in our chairs catching our breath. After a moment, I lifted my head and look at Steve. He was staring at my naked chest, trying to finish himself off.

 I had been attracted to Steve since the first time I met him. I presumed the only reason neither of us had ever made a move was because we were with other people. That, and the fact that he was such an honorable guy. What I wanted to do was get on my knees and suck his beautiful cock dry. I knew that was off limits, both because of what were left of my sensibilities and because of his loyalty to his family. But I could think of a few other things to show my affection that pushed the boundaries without crossing them outright. I got up from my chair and stood in front of him. I gripped the sides of my panties and slowly pulled them down past my thighs, letting them fall to the ground. I bent down to pick them up and tossed them to his face. He caught them with his free hand and held them to his nose, inhaling them. He stared at my shaved mound and my pretty little pussy.

“I can’t,” he whispered, shaking his head. I knew that he thought I was going to try to fuck him. Honestly, at that point, I probably would have if I knew he wouldn’t say no.

“I know,” I smiled. I lowered myself to my knees and hovered my face over his cock.

“Rachel, no,” he said, almost panicking.

“Relax, Steve. It’s okay,” I whispered reassuringly. I looked down and slowly spit, aiming for the head of his cock like a bombardier.

“Oh, fuck,” Steve whispered, watching my display, and rubbing me into his shaft. I sat back on my heels, his cock in my foreground, my face in his background. I took his free hand and pulled it toward my mouth. I leaned forward and started licking and sucking his fingers as he stroked his cock right next to my face.

“God, I want to suck your cock so bad,” I panted.

“We can’t,” he groaned.

I sucked his thumb hard and pulled it closer to the head of his cock, an inch from my mouth. I fluttered my tongue across his thumb.

“Oh fuck, I’m gonna come,” Steve groaned. He yanked his hand away from my mouth and held me by my ponytail. I moved my mouth directly in front of his cock, staring down his shaft and flicking my tongue, barely grazing his tip.

“Come for me,” I begged, opening my mouth.

As soon as he started coming, I launched my mouth onto his dick. He reflexively grabbed my head with both hands and steadily fucked my mouth. He kept pumping, chanting “fuck, fuck, fuck,” slower and slower until he was spent. I eased my mouth off, swallowing him, and wiping my lips and chin. The room was dead silent. It felt like we were all suddenly and magically sober. I felt the chill in the air for the first time since I started telling my story.

When in doubt, my instinct is always to run away. “Are you guys good if I take a shower?” I asked rhetorically. Fortunately, the hotel still had hot water.

“Yup,” Steve said tersely. I could tell he was having instant regret. I wasn’t far behind him. I’d only been married for three days, and I’d already gone behind Tyler’s back, something I’d sworn I’d never do. In fact, I had taken a vow only three days before saying exactly that. It didn’t matter that Tyler shared me on occasion. We shared those decisions. He had no say in what I had just done. It was wrong and I knew it.

I picked my panties and my skirt up from the floor and did the walk of shame to the bathroom. I washed my panties in the sink and then washed my body in the shower. I took my time. I needed it to get my head together. When I finally came out, Jeff was laying in the bed going to sleep. As Steve headed for the shower, I begged a t-shirt from Jeff to sleep in. Sleeping in my skirt was not ideal. He gave me a pair of socks, too. The shirt was long enough that it went down to my thighs, covering the parts of me that were normally covered by my panties, now wet, and hanging in the bathroom to dry. By the time Steve was done in the shower, Jeff was asleep on one side of the bed, and I was lying on the other with my eyes closed. Steve blew out the only candle still going and carefully climbed in bed between me and Jeff.

My mind was still racing in the darkness. Even more than the guilt for betraying my own husband, I felt bad for making Steve betray his wife. I couldn’t stand it anymore. I had to say something. “Steve?” I whispered quietly.

“Yes,” he whispered back.

I turned over to face him. I could barely make out the silhouette of his face in the dim light emanating from the edges of the curtains. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have done what I did.”

“That’s not your responsibility, Rachel. It’s mine.”

“I know you didn’t want to.”

“That’s not true. I wanted to. I’ve wanted to since the moment I met you. Even more after I got to know you.” I felt the same way. It was good to hear. “If it weren’t for the fact that I’m married and that I love my kids, I would have chased after you like a lost puppy from the start.”

“You wouldn’t have had to chase me hard. You are a such a kind, honest, and decent man. Not to mention gorgeous. You know, when I saw you in the bar downstairs after I found out I was going to be stuck in a frozen hell for who knows how long, I was so relieved. I couldn’t imagine anyone I’d rather be stranded with than you. I’m so sorry I screwed it up.”

“You didn’t screw it up. We just all kind of crossed a line somewhere accidentally. Except for sleeping beauty over there. He’s single. He can do whatever he wants. Let’s just chalk it up to it being an exceptional circumstance.”

I don’t know if the light got brighter or if my eyes had adjusted, but I could see Steve’s face a little better in the darkness. I wasn’t sure he could see me as well. Regardless, it somehow made me feel unrestrained in studying Steve’s face. A girl would have to be crazy to not be attracted to him. “Fair enough,” I whispered. “Thank you, sweet man.” I kissed his cheek, maybe a little longer than I should have.

“Goodnight, Rachel,” he whispered.

“Goodnight,” I whispered back and rolled back over.

No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t sleep. I kept replaying what happened earlier. I got stuck every time on Steve staring at my naked body and saying, “We can’t” but knowing that he wanted to as badly as I did. My pussy got wet again. I was afraid I would wake up Steve and Jeff if I masturbated. I shifted uncomfortably in my little corner of the bed, trying to forget. I felt my backside graze Steve’s body as I tried to get comfortable. Then I felt his hand on my hip in his slumber. I scooted back just a bit further, wanting to feel him, but trying not to wake him. I felt him spoon against me. I felt the warmth of his body against mine. I exhaled deeply and pinched my hand between my thighs, pressing it into my pussy. I didn’t dare do more. “Oh fuck,” I sighed ever so quietly. I felt Steve move his hand slowly down my hip to my leg, meeting the hem of Jeff’s t-shirt. He slid his hand back up, dragging that side of the shirt with it. Then it hit me. Steve wasn’t asleep, either. I curled my leg up as he ran his hand back down along my skin. I put my hand on top of his as he slid his hand back up again and guided it along the back of my thigh to my ass.

“Yes,” I whispered.

I gently ushered Steve’s fingers to my pussy in the darkness. My breath quickened. I felt his cock growing along the crack of my ass. Steve’s hand left me while he fiddled with his pajamas behind me, freeing his cock.

“Are you sure?” I whispered.

“Yes,” he replied, finding my entrance, and easing his cock inside of me.

“Oh, thank god,” I whimpered.

Steve started fucking me slowly. Sweetly. He put his mouth to my ear and his hand on my breast. “You’re so beautiful, Rachel. I wanted you from the first moment I saw you.”

I rolled over to face him so that I could kiss him. I slid beneath him and spread my legs. He kissed me as I guided him back inside of me.

“Oh, god,” I whispered. “You feel so good, Steve. I’ve wanted you for so long.”

We made love in the dark, trying not to rouse our bedmate. It was slow. Intense. And passionate. I came one time. And then again. Having orgasmed so recently, I could tell Steve wasn’t going to be able to finish easily. I kissed him and whispered, “Are you ready?”

 Steve knew what I was talking about. “Yes,” he whispered back.

“When he wakes up, I’m gonna fuck both of you. You can do anything, Steve. Anything you want to me. Just know, please, that I adore you and that in another life, I would be truly happy alone in your arms.”

Steve kissed me passionately and rolled me over on top of him. I straddled his cock and slid down his length. I pulled Jeffs’ shirt over my head and started grinding in Steve’s lap, digging my fingers into his chest. He gripped my hips, helping my gyrate, shaking the bed harder and harder as we fucked.

“Oh, fuck. Yes!” I groaned at full volume, no longer trying to contain myself.

In the dim light I saw Jeff move and reach for his phone on the nightstand. Using it to illuminate the darkness, he saw me grinding on Steve’s cock as fast as I could, nearing another orgasm.

“Holy shit,” he gasped. He quickly lit a candle and ambled up to stand on the bed, jerking his cock in my face, waiting for me to suck it.

I ignored him and continued fucking Steve like an animal other than to whimper to Jeff, “Let me come first.”

Jeff waited patiently as I got myself off with Steve’s dick. When I finished coming again, I leaned back, Steve still inside of me, using my hands on Steve’s legs to support me. Jeff brushed his cock against my lips hopefully. I opened my mouth and let him in.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned.

My legs were killing me, being in that position for too long. I told Jeff to lie down. I got on my knees between his legs and continued sucking him off. I looked at Steve. I knew what a sweet man he was and that he truly cared about me, therefore he might have a problem treating me like a whore. But I also knew how hot I looked with a big, fat cock in my mouth. I looked in his eyes as I made a messy, wanton display of sucking Jeff’s cock. “Go to the kitchen,” I told Steve. He looked at me quizzically. “Get the olive oil.” The expression on his face melted from curiosity to disbelief.

I was prepared to do it myself, but when Steve returned and started preparing my ass for what was about to come, I was relieved that he knew what he was doing. When I felt Steve’s finger breech my hole, I turned my head over my shoulder and cooed, “Oooo, are you gonna fuck my ass?”

Steve kept working my asshole and spreading my cheeks. It caught me off guard when I felt the sting of his hand as he slapped my ass. Apparently, we had awakened a sleeping dragon inside of Steve. I took Dave’s cock out of my mouth and looked over my shoulder again. “Oh, fuck.”

“Yeah?” Steve gritted his teeth and growled. “You like that?”

“Fuck, yeah.” I growled back.

Steve spanked me again. Harder.

“Oooo, fuck!” I hollered.

“Are you my little whore?” Steve taunted.

“Yes.”

“You want me to fill your ass while you fuck Jeff’s fat cock?”

“Yes,” I replied and moved forward, hovering my pussy over Jeff’s shaft.

“Oh, fuck, yes,” Jeff moaned as I slid down his cock. I started riding his cock while I psyched myself up to take a second one. Steve stood up on the bed and stepped in front of me. He grabbed my hair in his hand and pushed my head onto his cock. I went willingly.

“I’m not gonna come in your mouth this time,” he sneered. It turns out that Steve, kind, gentle, Steve, had a dark side. I wanted to see more off it.

“Yeah?” I challenged. “Where are you gonna come?”

“Why don’t I show you?” he jeered.

Steve moved behind me and pushed my torso down onto Jeff’s chest. He wasn’t gentle about it. I felt a stream of oil run between my cheeks and then Steve’s cock press against my asshole. I forced myself to relax and accept his dick as it entered. He slowly started fucking me, easing his way deeper, stopping if he felt me tense. Jeff started pumping, as well, the two doing their best to keep time. When I was in the mood, nothing was as satisfying as two cocks. Nothing. And I was most definitely in the mood.

“Yes. Fuck me,” my voice quivered.The boys picked up the pace at the sound of my pleasure. I had to remember; this was their first time sharing a woman. I coached them along, guiding them until they reached the perfect combination of tempo and force.

“Yes. Right there! Fuck me just like that!” I cried. “Oh, fuck!”

The boys followed orders perfectly and soon I was on the verge of coming and coming hard. I craned my neck over my shoulder as far as it would go to watch Steve as he fucked me. I reached back and put my hand on his hip. I couldn’t quite reach his ass. “Yes,” I whimpered, almost crying. “Make me come…please…please…please…”

Steve leaned down so that we could look in each other’s eyes. That was all it took for me. My orgasm overtook my whole body. It forced my eyes closed, and I fell onto Jeff’s chest again. Steve and Jeff had no choice but to slow their pace. They gently fucked me through my climax and then fucked me just enough to keep themselves going. I had probably come that hard before in my life, but never harder.

“Oh my god,” I panted. “That was unbelievable.”

“Rachel,” Jeff quipped. “I can officially say that you are the hottest woman I have ever know.”

“Well, thank you, Jeff.”

“No, I’m not kidding. I’m gonna have a plaque made for you. And get one of those cakes with writing on it.”

I needed a little break after the fucking I had just taken. I started to roll off to one side. Steve helped ease me back down into the bed. “And I haven’t even made you come yet,” I joked in return as I landed comfortably on the mattress. “Give me a minute to catch my breath and you can put some icing on my face.” I reached over and started jerking Jeff’s cock just enough to keep him hard. “And you,” I looked at Steve. “You haven’t made good on your promise.”

“Not yet,” Steve grinned devilishly. “Just let me know when you’re ready.”

“I reached across Jeff and grabbed his cup from the nightstand, taking a big gulp of water.”

“Do you want me to get you a cup?” Jeff offered.

I looked at him like he was an idiot. “Jeff. I’m about to make you come all over my face. Do you really think I’m worried about using your cup?”

“I suppose not,” he grinned.

I crawled back between Jeff’s legs and lifted my ass high in the air, looking at Steve. “I’m ready.”

As I got to work on fulfilling my promise to Jeff, I felt another stream of oil run down my ass. Steve entered me much quicker that time. Even though I desperately wanted to reach for my clitoris, I wanted to make Jeff come as quickly as I could so I could focus all of my energy on trying to come again with Steve inside of me.

“You have such a nice, fat cock,” I teased, looking up at Jeff. “Do you want to see if it will fit in my ass next time?” I doubt that any woman had let him near her ass before. I doubted I’d be able to handle it, but I was willing to give it a shot.

“Oh, fuck,” Jeff groaned.

I was making a huge mess on my face with his cock. I think I could have almost made Jeff come by looking at him the way I was. “We could be stuck here for days.” I sucked and licked and slurped some more. “I’m gonna fuck you nonstop until that ice melts and I’m forced to go back to my husband.”

That must have done it. Jeff groaned and stared at me as I jerked his load all over my face and mouth. “Holy shit,” he sighed, looking at the mess. “You are so fucking hot.”

“How are we doing back there, Steve?” I asked, looking over my shoulder with Jeff dripping from my chin.

“Just enjoying the show,” he efforted, sounding about like he was jogging a mile.

“Here. Let me help,” I said. “I rolled over onto my back, put a pillow under me, and spread legs wide. “I want to watch you fuck me.”

I rubbed my pussy as Steve started fucking me in the ass again. We said nothing for a while. We just stared at each other, memorizing each other. I finally broke the silence, feeling myself getting closer to an orgasm. I wanted him to come with me. “Did you ever think you’d actually be fucking me, Steve? In the ass? In Buffalo?”

“Only in my wildest dreams.”

“I hope your dreams are pretty wild because I’m gonna let you do anything you want to me.”

“Anything?” he asked, staring into my eyes.

“Anything,” I stared back.

Steve’s imagination must have started taking over because soon he was finally about to come. “I’m gonna come, Steve. Please, come with me. Please?” He fucked me harder, pounding me the same way he would my pussy. I started coming again. Watching me must have finally set him off.

“Fuck, I’m coming!” he barked, bucking his seed into me. I watched his face as he came. He was gorgeous. I knew I wanted to see that face again and again.

And I would. The next thirty-six hours were a fuck fest. When Jeff was awake, the three of us fucked like rabbits. But Steve and I always waited for him to sleep so we could make a little nest on the floor with blankets and be together, just the two of us. Jeff was sexy as hell, too, but I was falling for Steve. Honestly, I had probably fallen for him long ago. When the ice melted and the lights came back on and the planes could fly again, Steve and I stayed an extra day. We blamed it on everyone else beating us to the first flights out of town. We said goodbye to a very satisfied Jeff and spent another thirty-six hours in bed together. I’ve passed Jeff a few times in airports since then. We hold up our pinkies and smile, remembering our adventure. Since the ice storm, Steve and I have lived double lives. Neither of us left our spouses. There was no need. We were on the road more than we were home. We coordinated our schedules as best we could. We weren’t always in the same town at the same time, but we could usually make it happen. I made love to Steve more than I did my husband. The same was true for him. In December, I’m expecting a son. I have no idea if he’ll grow up to be an athlete or a salesman.







Thanks for reading! I hope you enjoyed Stranded. If you're feeling kind, please leave a rating or review. It's a tremendous help and greatly appreciated. Come again!
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