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AN ILLICIT RENDEZVOUS
I shouldn’t be here. I shouldn’t be on my way to meet him.
But I am, because I can’t resist him.
Mercifully the hotel corridor is empty and quiet, and the plush carpet silences my footsteps as I hurry toward the meeting place. Room 161 is just ahead. Cautiously, I glance over my shoulder to make sure no one has seen me. Satisfied that there is no one around, I knock on the anonymous hotel room door—two rapid knocks followed by a lone third. It’s our code. My heart races while I wait for him to answer. I hear voices approaching further down the corridor, and my feet shift restlessly. If I’m seen here, it could be the end of everything.
The door opens and Scott’s tall frame fills the space.
My body tightens with anticipation, triggering an expectant ache in my core. He looks so good, stripped to the waist as he is. His chest is sleek and limber with smooth, lean muscle. He pushes his hair back over his head, then reaches up and rests his hands along the top of the doorframe as he eyes me up and down, his body exuding tension.
“So, you had to come,” he says.
He’s keeping me on the doorstep on purpose, making me squirm.
“Couldn’t help yourself, hmm?” he adds, pressing me.
The way he points that out makes me burn up, the comment exposing my sexual vulnerability in a way that undermines my sense of self-control. I hang my head, ashamed of myself and my needs, wishing he’d let me inside the room, away from prying eyes. “Please,” I whisper, and shift from foot to foot.
“You can still do the right thing,” he says.
My body wavers. Part of me wants to turn away, to run. He’s taking risks. If we’re seen together our illicit meetings will be over, and I cannot bear that thought. I lift my head and stare at him, silently begging him to let me in before we are seen. We’re stealing time together, stealing time from others who have a more rightful claim on it. But he wants this too, I know he does.
“You can walk away now…” He reaches out and dips one finger into my cleavage, his touch drawing me to him like a magnet. “…or you can get down on your hands and knees for me.”
Hot, urgent need pumps through me. My pussy floods, dampening my thighs. I have to close my eyes for a moment to maintain my equilibrium. I picture myself as he describes, with him above me, and my libido is in command now. When I answer I can hear how breathless and desperate I sound. “I think you know what I want.”
He nods, his mouth lifting imperceptibly as he steps to one side
I enter the room and glance around. It’s an expensive suite, richly furnished and glamorous in its design. A deviant thrill flares up in me. Neither of us can afford this, but here we are.
I hear Scott close the door. Grabbing my wrists, he backs me into the room. I jerk slightly in his grasp, his action jagging my taut nerves. “Scott...” I whisper, pleadingly.
His hands lock on my upper arms and he squeezes me through my jacket while he whispers to me under his breath, his mouth close against my ear. “We shouldn't be doing this.”
“No,” I murmur, his comment heightening the anxiety inside me. My chest aches. I’ve longed for him so badly. I've had to look at him while his time belongs to someone else, and I’ve been wanting him, wanting his hard, virile body pressed against mine, claiming me, taking me.
He moves the jacket on my shoulders, taking it off me, peeling away the outward me. “You can’t even last through the day without being seen to.”
His voice is low, edged with mockery, and it kicks the ache inside me up a notch. My eyes close. I can smell his cologne and his sharp male scent. Oh to be covered in it, to be stained by him, now, in this expensive suite. He drops my jacket to the floor, runs his hands over my arms and then grips my shirt at the collar. Without warning he pulls it apart, ripping it open, sending the buttons scattering over the floor.
“Scott!” My mind races. I’ll have to keep my jacket tightly buttoned up for the rest of the day to hide the evidence of our secret liaison.
Cupping my breasts through my sheer bra, he squeezes them and then peels my bra down to reveal how hard my nipples are. He traps them, the edge of the bra applying pressure as he tugs on my nipples with strong fingers, merciless fingers, making me moan.
“What are you wearing under your skirt?” He asks this then steps away, leaving me wavering unsteadily, shirt ripped open, nipples swelling over the edge of the bra that he’s peeled down.
He paces the room behind me.
Struggling to hold it together, I turn and lock eyes with him, pulse racing. “I did as you instructed. I left my underwear in my desk drawer.”
He’s some three feet away and his expression tells me nothing. He’s so good at that. “Show me.” He jerks his head. “Lift your skirt up and show me.”
That turns me on so much, and how he knows it. He knew it would when he told me to take my underwear off under my desk and leave my knickers in my drawer. He knew how worked up it would get me as I made my way here to meet him, each step a reminder that I was already partly undressed—and wholly under his command.
I shift the skirt up and over my thighs, bunching it awkwardly at my waist. He stares at my pussy but doesn’t make a move. The atmosphere is filled with tension. I’m so desperate for him I'm almost ready to beg. We haven’t much time, and yet he’s making every moment last.
He moves, circling me. “Get down on your hands and knees.”
A tide of heat rises inside me. He's behind me and he stays there.
Awash with humiliation, I drop to the floor and as I do I realize how vulnerable and exposed I will be, down on my hands and knees with my skirt up around my waist and my sandals half off. The carpet is rough, and my breasts loll out of my bra, making me feel cruder than if I were fully naked, stripped and exposed the way I am.
He gives a soft laugh from behind me. “You look like an alley cat in heat.”
Moving restlessly, I moan aloud, frustration getting the better of me. The carpet chafes my hands and knees. Even so, I’m anxious for his every word, each comment edging me into a frenzy of need.
“I can see how wet you are,” he adds.
My face burns. Futilely, I squeeze my thighs together. It’s an act of shame, but it only makes my situation worse. I feel liquid run from my pussy. I hang my head. Then Scott climbs over me, one foot on either side of my legs caging me. Even that slight touch of his body against mine makes my pussy sizzle with expectation. Somehow, it anchors me.
“Look at yourself in the mirror, alley cat,” he commands.
My anchor is gone.
“Scott, please, it’s too much,” I whisper. I can’t move—can’t look at myself this way. But Scott bends over my back and forces me to look, cupping my jaw in one large, powerful hand, making me look toward the mirror.
At first I’m too dizzy with arousal and humiliation to see straight, but when I blink and look at the reflection…I see what he sees. There’s a flush on my cheeks, my eyes are so dark they are black, and they flicker restlessly. I see a woman I barely recognize, a woman who is fatally aroused, a woman who needs to have sex—at all costs. I have to swallow down the urge to beg him to let me look away. Instead, I look up, focusing on his reflection.
His body is taut with restraint, his expression powerfully commanding. His eyes narrow. “Doesn't that look like a woman begging to be fucked?”
His words make me squirm. My heart is pounding in my ears. I nod in response. He laughs, and there’s a hard edge to it that makes my pulse trip. He reaches for his fly and I have to squeeze my eyes shut when I see his cock in his hand, so hard and ready.
With one foot he pushes my legs apart, forcing me to shuffle on my knees and widen my stance, and then he’s there, kneeling right between my legs. He runs one finger up and down my damp slit. I cry out with longing. He chuckles and then kisses my neck, baring his teeth against my skin. I wriggle in his grasp, shifting my bottom against that glorious erection, unable to help myself. I’m desperate with need
“You want it, don’t you?”
I can feel his cock nudging at me, and I know he's teasing me, to get what he wants.
“Yes.” I move my hips against him. It’s a plea.
“Say it.”
I whimper, lust and humiliation washing over me. “I want you, Scott. I love you. Please, I need you to fuck me…hard, really hard.”
There’s silence at my back, and the atmosphere intensifies.
My lashes are wet now, restrained need making me crazy.
“On one condition,” he responds, eventually. “I want you to watch me fucking you. I want you to see how you look”
Heat flares in my face. My arms are trembling now. The nagging ache at my center has become a pain, a desperate, gnawing need for his cock there. But he knows how hard it is for me to beg, to tell him, to be…obvious. And to watch—no!
But I also know that he won’t let me refuse him.
He moves his hand between my thighs, runs one finger back and forth over my clit, making me crazy. “Do it,” he insists.
His order is like a match to a fuse.
I toss my head back, forcing myself to look at the mirror that stood alongside us.
“Oh yes,” he says, his eyes locked with mine in the mirror, “you’re ready now, aren’t you?”
I nod my head, watching our outrageous reflection in the mirror as he eases his cock inside me, mesmerized by how sexy it looks—just as he always tells me it does. Once inside me, he pushes deep, filling me up, pressing against my most tender spot. Then he locks his hands on my hips and begins a determined thrust and grind—a fuck so willful and direct that I’m soon whimpering, my body bucking and my core on fire. The way it looks, so hot!
His body arches against me, pivoting hip-to-hip on each thrust. He looks so powerful, conquering me. My pussy is throbbing and my knees sting because he’s shifting me across the floor with his relentless thrusts. But still I watch, and I see it all. Him, my lover, fucking me. Here, where we shouldn’t be together, on borrowed time. Me, like some dirty alley cat getting her fill, crying out with victory when we reach our crescendo, my body bucking wildly.
We come, in unison.
Even while the afterglow spreads through my body I urge myself to pull away. Within moments I’m climbing to my feet, trying to keep it together, trying to cover up our illicit rendezvous. I pull my clothes into place, securing my jacket over the damaged shirt, covering up as best I can.
Scott sits back on his haunches, buttoning up his fly. When I go to leave, he follows. He grasps me around the neck for one last kiss. “Until next time?”
The thrill of his suggestion flares inside me, anticipation for the next stolen meeting already building inside. I try to stay focused and meet his demanding stare, savoring it. “Maybe, if I think you’re worth the risk.”
His eyes flash a dark warning, but there is humor there, too.
I turn away, my heady sense of release pumping in my veins. As I leave the room and walk away down the corridor my skin sizzles with awareness. Avoiding the elevator, I take the stairs and hurry down to the hotel reception. Would I be noticed? Did I look like a woman who’d just had a secret encounter with a man in a hotel room? The place is busy, a queue growing at the reception desk.
Annette, the duty receptionist, looks at me as I approach.
Stepping behind the desk, I push my hair back, greet the guests waiting to be seen to, and savor the afterglow. Annette winks at me. She's been covering while I was away from my desk.
Moments later Scott strides through the reception, his immaculate doorman’s uniform back on, his hat in his hand. As he walks by the desk, he locks eyes with me and cups his cock through his drill pants.
Thrilled, I watch as an attractive older woman signals for him to pick up her case, eyeing him up as she does so. Locked behind the desk, I can only watch him now, while his time belongs to someone else, while I can’t touch or taste him. My damp, sticky cunt clenches, savoring the echo of him inside. Scott lifts the woman’s case and speaks to her briefly, before coming over to the reception desk and sliding the master key back to me, so I can hide the evidence of our minor deviance.
“Until tonight, sweetheart,” he whispers.
I nod, smiling to myself. Tonight, we’d be somewhere else. We’d be in our own bed, at home. If the management discovered that two of the staff had been fucking on their time, in their expensive hotel rooms—the very rooms that the guests were arriving to occupy—we’d both be fired on the spot.
But didn't that make it all the more exciting?
Oh, yes.
COMMUNAL
I vow that I will be as decadent and liberated in my sexuality as she is.
Kirstie Jefferies made this vow while she listened to another woman reaching orgasm. She was standing outside the communal shower in her university hall of residence, transfixed. She’d been about to return to her room and come back for her shower later, but the sound was so incredibly sexy that she had been forced to stay and listen, her own sense of sexual need rising all the while. Steam billowed over the top of the shower cubicle door and—with it—the sound of another deeply pleasured female moan. Her entire skin prickled, her pussy instantly slick.
A moment later she heard a male voice whispering encouragement. There were two of them in there. Who was the woman? Whoever it was hadn’t wasted any time getting laid. It was the third day of the new term. Kirstie smiled to herself—this was part of what she’d come to University for, liberation of the sexual kind.
“Oh, yeah, you’re so tight,” the man said. “I’m almost there.”
The woman gave a breathless grunt in response. The sound of it sent a shiver of need through Kirstie. Her pussy ached to have that kind of attention and she was getting more aroused by the moment. Female laughter bubbled up inside the cubicle, and then morphed again into intense moaning.
Kirstie’s body responded, identifying on a deep, innate level with the other woman’s orgasm. She was absurdly aroused, trapped there by her need to relate, her need to be that woman. Shifting from one foot to the other, she lifted her hair from the back of her neck, where the skin was feverishly hot. Her sex clenched repeatedly. She brushed her hands over her robe, touching her aching breasts through the fabric. Inside the cubicle the woman began to pant. She’d reached climax. It was such a turn on that Kirstie couldn’t help herself. She slipped her hand inside her robe to cup and squeeze her pussy in her hand, massaging her clit until it thrummed and slick juices spread half way down her thighs.
Then the man let out a deep, animalistic sound, and Kirstie knew he had come as well. She worked her hand, rubbing her clit until she too reached orgasm. Waves of pleasure washed over her. Dropping her head back against the wall, she closed her eyes for a moment to regain her composure, and then straightened her robe.
The couple eventually emerged.
Kirstie stared at the door as it opened, dying to know who they were.
It was Doug, a big beefy blond American anthropology student. The woman he’d been ramming up against the slippery tiles was Teresa, a pretty French student with dyed red hair and tribal tattoos on both arms. The big American guy winked at her as they passed. Did they know that she could hear them? Would they guess that she was aroused, and that she’d been touching herself while she listened to them? She smiled at them, admiringly. Doug looked back and grinned, and Teresa winked at her, too. Whoa, that made her even hotter.
“Hey Kirstie,” Teresa said, and left the shower door open. She had a knowing look in her eyes and a wickedly suggestive smile. “It’s all yours.”
Kirstie thanked her, then darted into the cubicle and drove the bolt home. The way Teresa had looked at her, almost as if she was identifying, made her feel even more horny. When she stepped into the shower after them she felt them even closer around her. It wasn’t just hearing Teresa have sex and wanting to be in her shoes that made her so hot. There in the shower, the sounds haunted her. Looking up she saw that the showerhead had been twisted half off the wall. She pictured the French woman with her hands wrapped around the jutting fixture, reveling in her sexual freedom, her body pivoting from it as the American worked his erect cock into her under the flowing water.
Kirstie’s body burned up all over again with the idea of it. Under the powerful sluice of the water the event played over in her mind and as it did it was with a sudden, breathless realization that she became aware of all the sex that might have gone on in the cubicle over the years, all the women who had found their way to freedom in here. She closed her eyes, almost hearing the whispered voices of the others who had been in here, touching each other, sharing the heat, or stroking their own bodies under the shower. How many orgasms had happened here?
“Hundreds,” she whispered to herself. Hundreds of people getting dirty while they were supposed to be getting clean. The rapidly splashing water was a burbling chuckle that only seemed to confirm her thoughts. A moan of frustration escaped her lips. Her hands closed over her breasts and she trapped her nipples between her fingers and tugged on them. She imagined someone else doing that, maybe like Doug had been doing for Teresa. She imagined Teresa pressing her up against the slippery tiles to suck her breasts, while Doug was at her side with his fingers between her legs, toying with her swollen clit, his cock hard and eager for her touch. Swaying under the showerhead, the pounding water touched and stroked her like so many fingertips, echoing the intensity of her fantasy with real, physical sensation. She was closing on another orgasm, fast.
Bracing herself against the wall, painfully aroused, she opened her legs and let the spray run over the juncture between her thighs, where the water bounced off her tender, aroused flesh. With her free hand she opened herself up to the jets of water, reveling in the sensation. She fingered her slit faster, rubbing over her clit roughly. Her hips moved back and forth, moving with imaginary lovers who were in the shower with her, their hard, wet bodies riding against hers, her orgasm fast approaching. She shoved two fingers inside, wanked vigorously, and when voices passed by in the distance, she came, crying out with joy as she experienced a second dazzling orgasm.
For several days after it was the shower that did it for Kirstie, that communal space with its echoes of liberated sex. Until she went to the next level, the shower became indelibly connected to her ability to climax. “Getting communal” was, to her mind, the key to getting off. Nothing like tuning in to what works for you, she figured, and she was doing exactly that, having had her eyes—and her legs—opened. And she was opening up--the more she thought about sex and used the communal shower space for masturbation, the more liberated and confident she felt in general.
I want to be like her, she silently chanted whenever she saw Teresa, and whenever she went into the shower and looked at the twisted showerhead. Silencing the alarm clock in the mornings, she slipped out of bed and grabbed a towel, tying it around her chest. Out in the corridor, she made her way to the bathroom area, past the two toilet cubicles, and up the step into the shower. She shut the door, sliding the metal bolt home. Her body thrummed with expectation. She dropped her towel and stepped into the square of white porcelain and tiles, her core responding to this illicit fantasy, her skin tingling with anticipation of the thrill.
Oh yes, yes, the communal shower was working its magic already, and she was going to come. Bliss. Sweet, sweet bliss. Could it be any better than this?
* * * *
James saw Kirstie flit into the bathroom as he came out of his room. He paused, his interest flaring. Usually he caught sight of her as she darted back to her room after her shower, her silky black hair all wet and clinging to her neck and shoulders, that slip of towel stuck to her damp outline. She was a small woman, but perfectly packaged. He’d been attracted to her right away, that sexy smile and her nonchalant attitude. She looked as if she always had something on her mind.
Something raunchy? Maybe.
He smiled to himself as he pondered that one. There was something incredibly sexy about going into the shower after her in the mornings, that was for sure. Her scent lingered on the steamy atmosphere that she left behind, and he got a stiffy thinking about her being in there just moments earlier, soaping her gorgeous body. In fact he’d been working off his morning erections enjoying her lingering presence, thinking about her. Visualizing her. Feeling her presence. And it was good.
He was, however, up earlier than usual. Awake and ready for an early jog before his martial arts training session. Which apparently meant he had to wait outside and listen to her showering, with a morning erection lazily poking up against the towel he had tied around his waist.
Listening to the sound of the splashing water from outside the cubicle, he couldn’t help picturing her. He had a fair idea of what she’d look like naked, he’d been studying her enough. As he leaned closer he heard a sound.
A whimper?
What was she doing in there?
He frowned and studied the door. He heard the sound again, and with it came a quiet thumping sound. What was it? It sounded like a fist on the wall. Was she okay? Perhaps she needed help. The sound continued, accompanied again by another quiet moan.
Realization hit him.
Jesus, she’s masturbating.
He’d just about processed that thought when all the blood left his brain. His cock now had a real purpose, which meant he couldn’t even think about leaving and trying to walk back to his room. Inside a split second his lazy stiffy had turned into a full-on, stonking erection.
Thump.
His cock jerked in response. And that wasn’t all. The cubicle door rattled each time the noise issued from inside. The worn bolt that held the door shut was visibly jolting. His eyebrows lifted. Any second now that door was going to swing wide open. Should he try to warn her? Yeah, sure. He could shout out that the door was about to open while she was in the middle of doing herself. That would be a good way to announce his presence.
James scratched his head, laughing inwardly at his predicament. Before he had time to think about it any more, the bolt slid completely free and the door swung open, creaking invitingly. Maybe he should have walked away, but he couldn’t. Maybe he should never have leaned into the inviting space, craning his neck. But he did. And he saw her.
She had one hand up against the wall, pressed against the tiles. The other was buried between her thighs. She lifted her head, and her hair was stuck half across her face. She stared at him hungrily. Her eyes were bright, her lips parted.
He’d never forget how she looked right then.
He half expected her to scream, or at least tell him to fuck off and stop staring—because he couldn’t help staring right then. No man in his right mind could help staring. But she didn’t scream. Instead she laughed softly, as if at some private joke.
“The door opened, by itself,” he explained.
“Oh, okay. I was just wondering if I was imagining this,” she responded, playfully.
“Imagining what?”
“That.” She nodded down at his erection, staring at it avidly. “I’d just been thinking about...getting a cock like that....”
After a painfully long moment, in which his balls began to pound relentlessly, she returned her gaze to his. There was a shimmering glaze to her eyes, and then she bit her lower lip, her face flushing. It wasn’t embarrassment, he realized. It was blatant arousal. Christ, she knew what she was about.
“Can you fit me in there with you?” What did he have to lose? She could always say no.
She returned his smile and crooked her finger.
James didn’t need any more encouragement than that. He dropped his towel on the floor, fumbled for the door and shoved the bolt home.
When he climbed into the tiled space, he barely noticed the warm water on his back. He was too busy admiring her, eating her up. She touched his arm, measured his bicep tentatively, and then lifted her face to his, lips parted. He kissed her, his body keen and primed, his tongue thrusting into her warm, damp mouth. She clung to him, rubbing her body up and down against his, sending him into autopilot. He couldn’t wait to touch her all over. Cupping her breasts with their adorable nipples, he groaned aloud when he felt how hard they were, how wet and slippery.
When they drew apart, her eyes sparkled. She ran her hand up and down the length of his cock. He slammed his hands on the tiles either side of her. Looking down, he became mesmerized by the action of her hands. One was moving up and down against her pussy, giving him a visual display that he simply couldn’t look away from. Her other hand was stroking his cock so well that he was close to coming already. Water spilled down his face, obscuring his view. He flicked his wet hair back, desperate to watch. He could see her other hand moving, fingers slicked in her pussy. He wanted to taste her. His cock reached, arcing up in her grip.
She looked so impressed that he wanted to lift her in his arms and shove his cock deep inside her, so she could really feel it. But he knew he should play along and let her lead, because he was well into getting the lay of the land with Ms Kirstie here. Besides, right now she was giving him the best hand job he’d ever had. She was running her thumb over the underside of his crown as she stroked, back and forth on his wet skin, making him crazy.
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