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At 39 years old
I thought I was doing pretty damn well for myself. I had just made
partner in a well know firm in the city, purchased a gorgeous
little house a 45 minute commute from down-town, and had just
bought my dream car, a brand new Range Rover. Not bad for a
middle-class girl from a small town! I had graduated top of my high
school class of 57 students, which wasn’t too difficult… honor
role, valedictorian, scholarships everywhere I applied, yup a real
geek. I waited until everyone had decided which schools they were
going to before I chose, that way I was sure I was going to a
college where I knew no one. A new start I thought.






Being as
studious as I was, I had little to no social life all through high
school. I thought heading to a school where I wasn’t known would
give me a chance to be seen differently. Maybe a different
perspective for me too. Perhaps everyone would be there for the
same reason I was, to study. I soon found out not everyone was
there to study of course. So I continued to go through the rest of
my education as I had high school, head down in a book most days.
Nights spent at the library or studying in my dorm room, getting me
a double major for an undergrad degree and my law degree. I would
go out once in a while on society nights, but wasn’t much of a
drinker. So as folks got more spirited I would normally duck out.
All this didn’t do much for relationships either. I dated a few
people during my undergrad, and had one boyfriend my second year,
but once I started law school all my focus was on my books. Men
weren’t as important I guess.






Now for the
past three years all I was doing was spending all my time at the
office, “married to my work” my mother told me. “How will I ever
get any grandkids?” I guess I was married to my job… but that’s
what I wanted and it had served me well.






My mother was
partially right though. I had just turned 39 and hadn’t been in
anything even closely related to a relationship for a long time.
After graduating and starting as an associate, I dated a few men I
met. Nothing very serious but enough to keep my parts working. And
then there was Jonathan, a co-worker who, like me threw himself
into his work. We had struck up a friendship which led to a friends
with benefits relationship. It had worked for us as neither seemed
interested in anything that took us from our main goal of making
partner. Problem was when I made partner the previous year,
Jonathan didn’t, and took a job at a rival firm across town. This
of course ended our extracurricular activities as well, since we
usually found ourselves at his place after work functions and a few
late nights working together.






And now here I
am, another week and another morning drive to town. My routine was
always pretty predictable. After leaving my empty house I head to
work ahead of all the traffic, arriving around 7:15am at my spot in
the parking garage I rent three blocks from the office. Expensive
but well worth it when the weather’s crap. I turn the opposite
direction for about a block to stop at my favorite coffee shop
before backtracking to start my day. There and ready to start
usually around 7:30 depending on the line up at Starbucks. I didn’t
mind the wait as they made one hell of a… “Cinnamon Latte!”

That was the
thirty-something barista who always had a smile, and was ready to
start my drink as soon as he saw me walk through the door. Michael
I think I had heard someone call him a few times. I didn’t pay much
attention really. I took it as good customer service that he
remembered my beverage of choice each day. He should after my going
there every day for the past three years practically, you’d think
I’d be sick of them. Holding up an extra-large cup with a warm
smile that reached his eyes, waiting for my acknowledgement. A cool
blue colour that looked almost opaque, like coloured contact
lenses.






He was an
attractive man, a little old for working at Starbucks I thought,
compared to the young girls he worked with anyway. I put him around
his mid-thirties. Not the manager, which you might have thought he
would be by that time in his career, but then maybe he just wasn’t
coffee shop management material… whatever that was, and who was I
to judge.






On Thursday
afternoon, the day before my assistant Rene’s birthday, I found
myself back in Starbucks sitting at a table for the first time
ever. Rene had taken Friday off so I wanted to treat her to an
afternoon break and give her her present. I had made reservations
for her and her fiancé at a restaurant downtown for Friday night
after consulting with Darnell to see what his plans involved. He
was taking her to a show so I convinced him to let me cover dinner
beforehand for them. Rene had been a huge asset to me while I
worked my way up to partner so I wanted to show her my
appreciation. That, plus I had just been approved to hire my first
associate, which meant an allowance to increase Rene’s salary as
well since she would now be admin for myself and whoever I might
hire. I figured this was a great birthday package and wanted to
take her out to celebrate before she left for the weekend.






Rene had to be
convinced there was no choice but to let me pay for part of their
night out. She was thrilled and at the same time hesitant with my
news about her raise and my hiring someone new. Rene was a very say
it like it is type of lady, and was worried bringing someone new in
who didn’t get her as I did may cause some concern. I put her at
ease, offering to let her help me pre-screen applicants before I
interviewed them to give her the opportunity to have her say. Then
we put work aside and relaxed, chatting about her weekend, gossip
at the firm, anything and everything.






“So how well do you know Cinnamon Latte over there?”






“What…” I was thrown by Rene’s change of subject. “Who, the guy
at the counter?” I asked her turning sideways to look in Michael’s
direction.






“Don’t be so damn obvious!” Rene grabbed by arm to pull me back
around. “He’s been checkin’ you out since we walked in. And that
smile, girl it lit up the room when he saw you.”






I was shocked
at what she was saying, and oblivious to whatever it was Rene was
seeing. “Whatever… really?” She was nodding in reply. “Bullshit…
there’s no way.”






“I know I’m gorgeous and it should be me he’s lookin’ at, but
he’s hardly taken his eyes off you since we got here.”






I could feel my
face flush at what she was saying. I stared down at my half empty
cup, thoughts swirling through my head… All the smiles and comments
he had made over the past couple years. I guess he spoke to me
every day, a little more than just giving me my total and counting
back my change. But checking me out… why? Rene was probably wrong.
“Whatever.” I said again.






“That’s all you got?” she asked. “Listen, what ever happened to
your boy toy…?”






“My what? You mean Jonathan??? He wasn’t…”






“Oh yes he was!” She cut me off. “You even knew who I was
talking about, and everyone knew you two were gettin’ friendly on a
regular basis… especially since the Christmas party last
year.”






“Yeah well…“ Now I was really flushed. “That was just casual,
nothing we continued after he left.”






“That’s too bad… So you haven’t been gettin’ any for the past
few months then?”






“….. Rene!!!”






“What…. Have you?”






“No but…. You make it sound like…”






“Like what? Like you haven’t been gettin’ any?”






“Ummmm…. Done with that?” It was the barista, Michael… offering
to take our dessert plates. I was mortified at what he might have
heard.






“Sure honey” Rene answered when I sat there red faced and
dumfounded, unable to speak. “Thanks for coming over” she said as
she eyed him up and down with a smile.

He grabbed the
plates clumsily, obviously embarrassed and caught off guard at her
forwardness and turned to head back to the counter. “Now wasn’t
that cute? He was all flustered being so close to you.






“More like you embarrassed the
hell out of him, checking him out like that… Now I’ll be the one
embarrassed tomorrow morning when I come in for my coffee.” I said
standing up. “Be right back.” I turned to go to the bathroom, which
was luckily in the opposite direction as the counter and next to
the entrance. “I’ll meet you outside.”






“You don’t want this?” Rene was holding up my
unfinished latte. I just shook my head.






The rest of my day went by pretty quickly.
I let Rene leave early for her weekend and finished up some
paperwork before heading home. I went over Rene’s observation on
the drive home, thinking back to all of Michael’s friendly comments
and gestures. Was he being extra friendly? Was he actually checking
me out as we sat there? I was no doubt reading into it, letting
Rene get to my imagination. Although it wasn’t hard to let my mind
wander.






He was fairly good looking, broad
shoulders and his rolled up sleeves tight around what appeared to
be muscular arms. Not the ripped body building type of muscles
women were told their men should have, but solid thick muscles. The
kind a man has from being naturally active and working for a
living. His short cropped dark brown hair had some grey showing
through the sides. He didn’t have a beard but always seemed to have
a shadow like he never shaved in the morning. Yeah okay he was
fairly good looking the more I thought about it.






The next day I almost skipped my coffee,
not wanting to face Michael again. But thought what the hell,
besides all the coffee at my office sucked. I expected him to bolt
when he saw me walk in, but no. He had almost the same reaction as
every other day… almost.






His smile seemed a little larger, and his
face a little flushed as I reached the counter to pay. “Morning” he
greeted me. I noticed his teeth for the first time, well looked
after… and nice full lips.






“…I asked if you wanted your
change?” I realized he was repeating himself, breaking my
concentration on his mouth.






“What? Oh, no that’s fine… sorry I was…”






“It was a twenty… are you sure?” He had a
concerned look as he stood there in front of me, hand out. “I mean
I appreciate a fifteen dollar tip, but it’s not necessary…”

“Oh god…. Sorry. I mean yeah
that’s fine….” I turned and practically ran to the door, bumping
some lady in the process. “Sorry!!!” What the hell was I doing?
Staring at some strange man’s mouth… I didn’t even realize I was
holding my coffee until I was half way to my office building. I
took a breath trying to slow my pulse from pounding in my ears, and
lifted the cup to take a sip of the smooth familiar drink. As I did
I realized there was something more than the usual “Cinn Lat”
written on the side. Instead it read “Nice to meet you Beth,
Michael” with a little :) underneath.






My head was still spinning as I got into the
elevator. I only had one thing on my mind as I hurried into my
office.






“Oh don’t over react” I could
hear Rene’s smile as she chastised me. “You’re such a tight
ass!”






“Seriously Rene!!! What did you
do? Or more to the point what did you say to that
guy???”






“I didn’t say anything actually. Although I
might have left a little note on a napkin under your coffee
cup…”






“A note? What did you write???
Come on Rene this is embarrassing s hell…”

“Relax hon… I just left him your name.”






“What! Why?” I was furious.






“Why?” I could hear the laughter in Rene’s voice. “Are you
kidding me? Why…” I said nothing in response to her question. “Beth
it’s obvious he thinks you’re hot… and by your reaction you think
he is too, am I wrong?”






I still said nothing. “I might have added your number
too…”





“What the fuck! … Rene!!!” Now my head was really spinning. She
gave him my name AND my number! “What if he’s some random freak… or
a stalker? Did you think of that?”






“Well no, but does he look like a stalker?” She didn’t wait for
me to answer. “Look, you’re over reacting, he probably won’t even
contact you if you ran out of there the way you said you did. I
wouldn’t worry about it.”


Chapter
2:

That night I
kept playing the scenario from the morning and afternoon before at
Starbucks over and over in my head. Was Rene right? Had Michael
been overly friendly all this time and I just hadn’t paid him any
attention, caught up in my own little world? By my third glass of
merlot my thoughts had turned more about his arms and mouth with
the full lips than anything else, and found myself wondering if he
would call… or text… hoping he would.






The wine and my
thoughts had me playing out some scenarios in my head that started
to get me thinking of more than what Michael looked like. How would
his hands feel on my body, his lips pressed against my own. How
would he taste if he kissed me… I took my glass and headed to the
bedroom, dropping my skirt and walking out of it as I went in the
door, followed quickly by the thin thong I had on. I placed the
glass on my bedside table and opened the top drawer as I sat down,
reaching in and grabbing the familiar pink rubber cock from its
hiding place. I shivered as I heard the low hum as I turned it on,
feeling it pulsing in my hand. Moving it to my chest as I lay back,
I ran it slowly down between my breasts. Slowly over my left
nipple, vibrating through the fabric of my blouse against the
hardened tip, I closed my eyes and pictured Michael pressing his
lips there.






As I ran my toy down over my stomach to bare flesh, I spread
my legs and reached down with my left hand to feel my almost bare
mound. I was wet from thinking about Michael and could hear the
moist sounds as my fingers rubbed over the moist lips of my pussy.
I lightly passed the cock over my lips top to bottom, lubricating
the head with my own juices and my other hand. I pictured his face
above mine and heard Michael moan as I grabbed the head of his
cock, rubbing it and sliding my hand up and down the shaft. With
both hands I held it hard against my clit, holding its vibrating
head there as I thrust my hips up to grind into it. I could see
Michael’s hard throbbing penis in my fantasy, hear his grunts as
was getting close to cumming. I plunged it in and out of my wet
hole, rubbing my clit with my other hand as
my climax took control of my body and sending me over the edge.
Wave after wave flooded over me and I moaned out loud several
times, shaking from head to toe with the pulsing of my
orgasm.






I lay still for
a few minutes after my heavy breathing subsided and I drifted into
a bit of a sleepy daze. I hadn’t orgasmed like that in a long time
and it had taken a lot out of me. At first I thought I was dreaming
when I heard my phone and I didn’t move. The familiar repeat of the
text message pulled me out of my slumber and I sat up slightly
thinking where I had left my iPhone. Still in the living room.






The pulsing
cock was sticky and still in my hand. I switched it off as I slid
my ass to the side of the bed, realizing I had left a wet spot
there. I quickly wiped myself off, and rinsed the toy along with my
hands and left it on the counter in my bathroom as I headed bare
assed to get my phone. I grabbed it and headed back to the bedroom
but stopped short of getting there…






“Hi :)” was the first text from an unfamiliar number. But the
second… “Its Michael from the coffee shop, I hope u don’t mind me
msging?”






I felt my face
flush as I smiled and read it again. I didn’t know what to do at
first and fought off an urge to text Rene. I went back in and sat
on my bed, being careful to avoid the wet spot, and took a sip of
my merlot. What do I say back? As soon as I thought it I realized
how stupid it was. Why was I planning what I should say? “Hi
Michael from the coffee shop”.






His reply was
almost immediate. “Hey! How are u?”






“Fine, u?”






“Good. Me too, how’s ur night?”






If he only knew
how my night was he’d be doing more than stumbling over small talk.
“Good thanks, just relaxing with a glass of wine, what’s up?” Get
to the point Michael!






“Oh nothing really, just relaxing too. Beer not wine :) Thought
since you left me your number I’d check to make sure you were
ok”.






“Ok… why wouldn’t I be ok?”






“Oh well this morning, you gave me an unusually large tip and
practically ran out the door, not the usual greeting I
get”.






I had
completely forgot about this morning “This morning, no I realized I
had an important meeting to get to, I was ok… just rushing” Likely
story Beth, he’s gonna see through that!






“I see, big meeting first thing huh?”






I was cringing
at the stupid excuse “Yup, big meeting first thing”.






“That’s too bad, I was kinda hoping it was me :(“ Oh my, now
he’s getting bold.






I was trying to
think of what to say, and when I didn’t respond he kept going. “I
thought u had finally noticed me and left your number, then when
you were all flustered this morning I was hoping it was me that did
it”.






“Flustered was I?”






“I guess not, now I feel like an idiot :( I didn’t mean to
assume anything”.






“No no, you didn’t” Shit! Hit send before I thought that
through.






“I didn’t? What do you mean?”






Shit shit shit…
Think… what do I say… can’t wait too long. “I mean you didn’t
assume”. Okay that gives me a minute.






“You’re kinda talking in circles here, I don’t want to
embarrass myself, and had no intention of embarrassing you, just
that you left me your number the other day and I have to admit I
was excited that you noticed me.” As I read he continued typing so
I waited.






“I remember you walking in that first morning the day I started
working there, not in a stalker kind of way don’t worry, but in a
WOW kind of way! You were wearing a dark blue blazer and matching
skirt, your hair was up, you looked amazing, most attractive woman
I had seen in a very long time. And then there you were, every day
like clockwork, I was soon looking forward to starting every
morning off with a smile from you. A few times I had tried to
strike up a conversation when it wasn’t busy but you always seemed
to be in a rush. I had decided a long time ago I wasn’t in your
league, or not your type… or you were in a relationship or
something, so when you left me your number, like I said, pretty
excited… but now… thinking you’re not as excited, or you didn’t
actually leave it for me? :(“






Now what… screw
it “No I did, sorry I’m not very good at this, spend most of my
time thinking about work.” No harm in playing this through,
considering I just fucked this guy in my mind I should probably get
to know him a little… plus he remembers what I was wearing the
first time he saw me and thought I looked amazing… can’t be all
that bad! “No relationship and I don’t think I belong in a “league”
of any sort. But thanks for the compliment :)”






“Are you kidding??? How can u NOT be in a
relationship???”






“Oh well I am I guess. From early morning to early evening he
demands all my time, then with I’m not with him I’m researching
things for him, evening when I’m on my own with friends or family
he’s constantly in my head. Which is why I don’t always notice
things, or people for that matter.”






“Your job?”






“”How’d u guess?”






“You don’t seem the type of lady that would let a man dictate
your life like that is all.”






“Oh I see… and what type of “lady” is it you think I am?” If he
could see me sitting there with no underwear and a glass of wine he
might have a different idea.






“Eeeek! You’re putting me on the spot here.”






“Eeeek???”






“Eeeek… like ‘oh oh’ or something.”






“Oh I knew what you meant, but who says eeeek?” Who does say
eeek, and more importantly who would think to write it? This was my
thought although I was smiling at the cuteness of it. “You’re not
getting out of my question though.”






“Questions… oh, classy lady? Okay well… you have real style and
care about your appearance, in other words you dress
classy.”






“That’s all you got Michael?”






“Sorry… you’re obviously successful but modest about it, and
know the importance of subtlety. How’d I do?”






“Well” I was smiling as I read this and replied, quite the
compliment from never having spoken to me. “I do take pride in how
I dress at least!”



“See right there :) proving my comment on modesty. And obviously u
know how to be subtle or I wouldn’t have got your number.”



“About that.”






“About what?”






“Getting my number. That wasn’t exactly me.” He started to type
but I didn’t wait. “I mean I’m ok you have it, but it wasn’t me, my
friend… she thought you were looking at me and wrote it down when I
left.”






There was a bit
of a pause before he responded this time, and I was about to tell
Michael I was glad he had it worried I had offended him. “I have…
for a long time.”






“You have? What?” I re-read my last note after I
replied.






“Looking at you :) Every day… you’re the highlight of every
day.”






“Oh my… now I’m blushing.” I was.






“Sorry, I mean if that makes you uncomfortable I’m sorry, but
it’s the truth. I’m not just feeding u a line… your friend was
right. I can hardly keep my eyes off u each time u walk in, I was
excited to see u there out of the blue the other day and took at as
a sign maybe it wasn’t just me. But maybe it was?”






“Well yes and no… I mean day to day I wasn’t checking you out
while I waited for my coffee, but I had noticed you, and then the
last couple days I may have noticed you too.”



“May have? :) Don’t commit to anything now Beth.”






“Sorry, I guess what I meant was I took more time to notice
you, although I had noticed you I hadn’t really NOTICED you?”
You’re talking in circles Beth. “Sorry if that was
confusing.”






“No not at all… I’m happy it’s not only me doing the noticing
:) Anyway… sorry but I have to go, second job so to
speak…”






“Second job?” Oh oh, debt problems probably, just my
luck.






“Well it’s like a job, I’ll tell u about it someday, if u don’t
mind me msging agin?”






“No that’s fine, sure, see ya I guess.”






“I hope we can chat again over the weekend if that’s ok? And
yes I’ll see u Monday morning for your usual?”






“You will, and yes, I’d like to chat again.” I had a little
know it my stomach thinking about talking with him more.






“Great! Bye.”





“Bye.”







Chapter
3:

It was all I
could do to not text Rene the previous night, but knowing she was
out I held back until morning. First thing I did when my eyes
popped open was reach for my phone and got to the point.






“I talked with Michael last night!!!” … Nothing, no response.
“Hello” Still nothing, what the hell. “Hello Hello Hello!” … What
the hell was she doing? Does she not realize I wanted to talk? “H”
… “E” … “L” … “L” … “O” Finally I could see her typing.






“What the fuck is so important? Do you realize it’s 8:30 on a
Saturday morning? And that I’m in a hotel room with a sexy naked
man beside me? Who I just realized has a big morning hard on
pressed against my ass right now?”






“WTF Rene? I don’t need to know about Darnell’s hard
dick!”






“Who says it’s Darnell??? Kidding…” She never failed to shock
me. “So he msged u? Wow hun that’s great, what did u say? Did you
have phone sex?”

“Of course we didn’t! We just chatted…”



“Of course u didn’t, why would u? So how did it go? What did he
say? Are you going to see him?”






“Slow down, we just talked a bit. He told me he thought I was a
classy lady! :)”






“HA!!! Classy? Wait til he gets to know u”



“Hey!”






“Kidding darlin’, so was that it? U chatted, he told u he
thinks ur classy and what else?”






“Well nothing much really… that’s he’s noticed me since he met
me, I told him I noticed him too.”



“There u go girl! That’s better… D’s movin’ his big thing in my ass
crack, I gotta go babe.”



“Christ Rene I don’t want to know that!”






“Okay, I won’t tell u he’s squeezing my big titties with one
hand and rubbin’ my ass with the other while he grinds into me
then.”






“Stop it Rene I’m going, msg me later please.”






“K bye… he just slid it between my legs now so my hands are
gonna’ be busy anyway :) chat later…”






“Fuck off” My last reply went unanswered.






I’m sure she
did have her hands full. Not that I hadn’t heard this sort of stuff
from Rene before, she was very open talking about her sex life with
Darnell, but I always acted like I didn’t want to hear it when
really I did to some extent. If I were to believe everything she
said they were having enough for both of us. She’s told me more
than once he’s always getting hard and they’ll sneak off and have
sex anywhere they can. Usually at her doing. She’s told me about
rubbing his cock under the table at restaurants even when they’re
out with other people, in the movie theatre, one night at a
baseball game. She said she was rubbing his cock under their
blanket one chilly September evening. They noticed there was never
hardly anyone sitting in the outfield stands so she convinced him
to make their way there. They sat as far away from everyone as they
could and got situated under their blanket again. This time she had
unzipped his pants and got him hard again, stroking him until he
released himself into her hand and onto the blanket.






When I spoke to
Rene later that afternoon she had some sound advice for me, “Flirt!
See where it goes. It’s harmless enough, plus you can have a little
fun for a change. I bet he’s good at talking dirty!”






“I have fun!”






“Yeah… no you don’t, not the kind that makes your knees weak
and your hips grind. Play around with him a little, see if you can
get him hot enough to masturbate for you over the phone… and you do
the same!”



“I don’t know if I can Rene... that’s not really me, plus I see him
every morning at Starbucks, what if he says something?”






“Says something to who??? You think Cinnamon Latte’s gonna tell
his manager he’s sexting some hot customer? Not fuckin’ likely… and
trust me there’s nothin’ to it… try it.” I wasn’t about to start
sexting with Rene but she kept insisting. “Beth it’s just me, I’m
not one to brag but maybe I could give you some pointers you know
:) Try something on me, what would you say that would let him know
ur open to it?”






I sat silent,
nothing was coming to mind. “What do you mean? Like ‘What do you do
for fun?’ something like that?”






“Mmmmm, not quite…. Just don’t wait for him to msg first, and
not just a ‘Hi’… Try ‘U looked great this morning’ ...that should
get him thinking a little, and do it from work so he knows ur
thinking about him since u saw him that morning.”






“Okay” I was smiling at the thought “I like that, anything
else?”






“Just give that a try, but when u see him, smile... pay
attention... don’t keep ur nose in ur cell phone... and
SMILE!!!”






“What, I smile.”






“Yeah when ur thinking about a deposition!”






“This is true.” It was unfortunately, but I was smiling
thinking about Michael. The rest of the weekend went by pretty
slow. I had tons of work to do, but my mind kept wandering back to
him, and still had tons to do Sunday night because of it. I was
hoping to hear from him again but didn’t, and couldn’t get up the
nerve to message him first. Of course that made me worry he would
start thinking I wasn’t interested after all, but I also wanted to
try Rene’s line. It was cute, classy and flirty, I figured I
couldn’t go wrong with it.







Chapter
4:

So there I was,
standing out of sight of the window on the sidewalk next to
Starbucks Monday morning. I had rehearsed twenty different
scenarios in my head while I was getting ready and driving in, all
of which I was positive wouldn’t happen anyway. Especially the one
where he comes out from behind the counter to lift me up into his
strong arms, kissing me passionately before carrying me out the
door... yeah that one was a little much.






I had spent
extra time getting ready, and found something that I hoped reminded
Michael of the first outfit he saw me in. I wasn’t sure the dark
blue outfit was still in my rotation, but had a skirt I hoped would
do the trick. It was shorter than anything I would typically wear
to work, but I was feeling brave after the comments Michael had
made. It wasn’t a mini skirt by far, but did show a hint of my
thigh underneath. I wore some sexy stockings and underwear too,
knowing he wouldn’t see it all but knowing how it made me feel
would give me some confidence, or at least that’s what I told
myself.






I didn’t wear
the matching jacket as he remembered either. Instead I wore an
almost shear dark blue flowered-lace pattern top, with a black bra
under it. I did bring a black jacket to wear in the office and hide
what I had on, but planned to carry it into Starbucks. I typed “U
looked great this morning” into my phone but didn’t hit send. I
wanted to be sure I was the first one to say something, as per
Rene’s advice. Took a deep breath to calm myself a little and
walked around to the door…. Shit! The line was already back to the
door itself, with about twenty people ahead of me… just my luck. Oh
well, I never missed my morning coffee and didn’t have any pending
meetings or calls first thing so I opened the door and stood there,
with not quite enough room to step fully inside.






The strong
aroma of fresh brewed coffee filled my nostrils as I craned my head
around those in front of me trying to see him. After a few minutes
I felt a sense of panic as I couldn’t see him anywhere behind the
counter, or out picking up from the tables. Crazy thoughts started
running through my head that he decided I was from Crazytown and
called in sick today or something, but then I saw him. He had just
appeared!






As he ducked
down again I realized I hadn’t seen him as he seemed to be stocking
shelves under the counter or something. At one point he carried a
couple large racks of coffee mugs from the back, and I realized
just how thick and strong his arms were, straining against the
weight. Although I wasn’t as close as I would have liked I could
still see the corded muscle of his forearm below the rolled up
sleeve, and the bulge of his bicep under the shirt. “Yummm” I
thought just as he caught my eye for a second but then continued
working away as if he didn’t even see me. My heart sank.






What seemed
like minutes but was probably not a few seconds went by, and he
stopped dead in his tracks and whipped his head around to find me
staring, frowning at him. His eyes lit up, turning my frown into a
giddy smile as he mouthed “Wow!” and very obviously looked up and
down at my unexpected appearance.






This made me
blush and I lowered my head, still smiling like a fool. I realized
this wasn’t part of my plan at all unfortunately and I found my
thoughts frantically searching how to handle it. I had it in my
head I would casually let on I didn’t see him noticing me if he
did, play hard to get sort of thing, but that went straight out the
window. Instead I stood there red faced like some girl in junior
high, smiling away as I watched him work, stealing glances at me
every time he had a chance.






It was about
five minutes in the line, and I had come up with nothing to do or
say when his voice called out the familiar “Cinnamon Latte!” but
this time he added just to me looking deep into my eyes as he
passed me the cup “extra spice”. I felt my stomach anxiously lurch
with a million fluttering butterflies as I silently gave him my
cash and took my change. Still saying nothing I turned and as
casually as I could, slowly walked out of the store.






The fresh air
hit me like a slap, waking me out of the daydream of what had just
occurred. I hadn’t even thought of my iPhone in my hand with the
pre-typed message ready to send until it went off. “Wow! In case
you hadn’t caught my reaction, you look amazing!!!”






Shit again!
Missed my opportunity… I took a second to delete the message and
then took an unaccustomed leap and replied “I was thinking about
you getting ready this morning, hope you liked it.”






“Liked it? You made my entire week!”






“That’s good… and I appreciate the extra spice, it’s making my
lips all tingly” This was not me, I felt as though Rene was
suddenly playing the part of Beth.






“Gulp… ummmmm… not sure how to respond to that, you just made
my entire body shudder with that comment. Okay have to get a hold
of myself, working and all.”






I was thrilled
with his reaction, but crap he was working and I had to get to my
office too, no fair. “I’ll let you get back to your other lattes
then, maybe I’ll hear from you later?”

“Most definitely! Enjoy your day beautiful.”






“You too.” Beautiful! He called me beautiful? I wanted to ask
if that’s what he really meant but knew that would look stupid. I
practically ran the rest of the way to the office. I couldn’t wait
to share with Rene.






“Mmmm, mmmm, mmmm…. Girl you look hot! You have a date with
Cinnamon Latte this morning or somethin’?”






“Something like that maybe” I said as I walked past Rene into
my office with a confident grin, knowing she would be right on my
heels.






“Whoa whoa whoa, what do you ‘Somethin’ like that’? Don’t you
walk away droppin’ a bomb like that.”






I shared with
Rene my morning and how my plan didn’t at all work out like any of
the hundred scenarios I had thought out in advance. Of course I
thought it was better than anything I could have come up with.
“Anyway, now I’ve got to get some work done, and I’ll wait for him
to message me.”






“No you’re not!”

“No really Rene I’ve got tons of work to do…”






“Not work fool! You’re not waiting for him, you gotta’ keep
this goin’, send him somethin’ to get his blood flowin’… somethin’
hot!”






“Rene!!! I’m not sending him some random sex
message…”






“No that’s not what I’m sayin’… You gotta’ flirt, send him
somthin’ that’s gonna’ make him think about you all
day.”






“I already did… I told him the cinnamon made my lips all
tingly…”






“Ok, there you go, I’m impressed… but add something more… get
him hard!”






“Rene!!!” I walked over and closed my door. “For Christ sakes,
that’s not exactly professional conversation for the
office!”






“Here gimme your phone, I know what to say…”






“No!”






“Seriously? You don’t trust me?”






“You left him my number on a napkin!”






“Uh huh I did… and how did that work out so far? Hand it over…”
She stood there with her arm outstretched.






“Please don’t make me look like an idiot… or a skank…
or…”






“Shut up, I won’t, just trust me. I guarantee this will have
him hooked.” Rene was smiling a devilishly sly smile as she took my
phone and started typing. “Okay let’s see what he has to
say.”






“What did you write?” I asked, reaching for my phone but Rene
took a step back.






“Hang on, he read it already… he’s typing…”






I stood there
holding my hand out, my heart beginning to hammer in my chest. What
the fuck did she write? Why did I let her? What is he saying?
“Rene?” I said as I heard a message come through. Her smile grew as
she read it.






“Ooooooooo girl…. What did I tell you? He’s yours…” she said as
she handed me the phone.






Her message to
Michael, ‘The lips I told you were tingling weren’t the ones on my
mouth.’ His reply, ‘Wow!!! You just made it move… I need to see
you.’ “Oh my fuck! Now what do I do???”






“Now you play.” Rene was proud of her accomplishment as she
started to walk out.






“Where are you going?”






“My work here is done, it’s up to you now my little
sexter.”






“Rene come on, you started this…”



“I did but if it’s still me it won’t be you, and he’ll know when
you do meet him. Just don’t run off and fuck him right away… play a
little. Have some fun.” She was walking out as she said
this.






I went and sat
down after she closed the door, rereading the message Michael sent.
I knew he was probably waiting for my next message. ‘Play a little’
Rene had said. “Sorry I’m working.”






He replied
instantly “My break is at 11:30 are you close?”






“I am but I can’t leave… and what makes you so sure I want
to?”






“Well I guess I don’t :( but I’m hoping after saying that
you’re as excited as I am.”






“Excited? What do you mean excited?”






“What do I mean? I’m hard now, you not only made it move but I
can’t get mind off your tingling lips and what I want to do with
them.”






Oh my, Michael
wasn’t wasting time getting to the point. “Is that right? And just
what is it you think you could do, if I gave you the chance?”

“I’d want to taste you.”






This made me
tingle, I squirmed in my seat waiting as he kept writing. “I’d
slide your skirt up to your waist and run my hand down the inside
of your thighs gently pushing your legs apart.”






“I am at work you know, aren’t you? I’m sure you’ve got
customers who aren’t appreciating you standing there on your
phone.”






“Oh I had to make a quick trip to the bathroom, I couldn’t
stand there where everyone could see how hard u made me. Now I can
rub my cock in private.”






Now it was my
turn to gulp, I couldn’t believe how excited I was getting him just
talking, well texting. It was exciting, I felt like someone else,
and could feel myself getting wet thinking about Michael holding
his hard cock thinking about doing things to me. “I want to see
it.” Holy fuck, what did I just do? He’s gonna’ think I’m nuts!






“Seriously?”






Too late now.
“Yup, I don’t believe you’re doing what you say… you’re probably on
a coffee break.”






“OK, hang on, but then I need to see u!”






Shit!






“Ok are u sure?”






“You’re a chicken, I knew you weren’t doing what you said!” He
was typing.






After a bit of
a pause he sent it… with “Enjoy” under the pic. It was his cock!
Hard, thick, shining in the light from what must be the bathroom. I
couldn’t believe he actually sent it. I stared at this beautiful
thing and spread my legs so I could reach down to rub my pussy
through my now very wet underwear. I wouldn’t have believed how hot
this was. Michel was holding his cock with one hand at the base,
his balls were hairless and only a thin tuft of light brown hair
around, he obviously groomed himself.






Not that I’ve
studied a lot, but his hard cock looked amazing and strong, I
noticed it took his whole hand to fit around the thickness of his
shaft, veins popping out on the sides. The head was glistening and
a slightly darker purplish color. It looked good enough to eat! His
message brought me back to my senses, but only slightly. “I hope u
liked that, now your turn :)”






“No way, sorry but that wasn’t a deal I made!”






“Come on, fair is fair… what happened to ‘I’ll show you mine if
u show me yours?’ I need to see your hot, wet pussy…”






“How do you know I’m wet?”






“I’m hoping you’re as horny as I am right now I guess. I need
to see u.”






Fuck what am I
doing! I stood and shimmied my skirt up so I could get a pic. I
wasn’t about to drop my drawers so I reached under and clicked a
couple pics... they sucked! Not enough light. I swung my chair
around so it faced the window and sat back down putting one leg up
on the arm and tried again. The result with the extra light was
much better this time. My panty clad pussy was barely covered and
you could see wetness on either side of the lace fabric from my
busy fingers earlier.






Send.

I straightened
my skirt and swung back to my desk. He wasn’t replying. I felt a
small surge of panic as the seconds ticked by, still nothing. Fuck!
What did I do? I guess I’ll be finding another Starbucks for my
morning coffee now! He’s writing something…






“U have a beautiful pussy… Sorry it took me so long, someone
was banging at the door and I had to wipe my cum off the sink
before I let them in.”






“Pardon?”






“I couldn’t stop when I saw ur pic, sorry, you had me so hot I
couldn’t help it.”






I was smiling,
I did this to him? “That’s ok, I’m flattered.”






“Awww… that’s so sweet! Ok sorry Beth, I need to get back, when
can I see u? I REALLY need to see U! Tonight, please?”






“I’m not sure about that, I’ve got a lot going on at work right
now, but maybe we can chat later?”






“For sure, but I really want to see u, think about it, let me
know when and I’ll make it work.”






“We’ll chat later, and I’ll see you in the morning
anyway.”






“U know that’s not what I’m talking about! Let me
know?”






“I’ll check my schedule, bye Michael.”






“See ya… I hope soon…”






“Bye”







Chapter
5:

The rest of my
day sucked! I couldn’t focus on work at all. I kept daydreaming
about Michael’s cock. What made it worse was it was there on my
phone, I must have looked at it twenty times of more. And when I
did all I wanted was to have it in my hand, put my mouth around it,
taste it, feel it inside my pussy. It was all I could do a couple
times to stop from running out the door and finding Michael, but I
stayed where I was… just after lunch I decided I had to deal with
the aching between my legs somehow. I couldn’t lock my door I knew
as Rene would hear it click and wonder what the hell I was doing.
Instead I made my way down to the lunch room where there were three
accessible single bathrooms which were hardly ever used.






I went into the
last one and locked the door. Rather than hiking up my skirt I
dropped them and my damp underwear to the floor. I sat on the seat
and spread my legs as I brought up the picture of Michael’s hard
cock. My pussy had been wet most of the morning and I wasted no
time getting my fingers busy. Now wasn’t the time to enjoy the
buildup, I needed some release!






My pussy ached
and tingled as I rubbed my fingers around the wet lips making sure
I was well lubed. I moved to my clit, lightly running my first two
fingers over my engorged button. I was so turned on a few light
strokes was sending over the threshold. I couldn’t control myself,
hearing the moist sounds of my fingers was driving me crazy. I
closed my eyes imagining it was Michael’s glistening cock, and
thrust my hips into my hand as I got myself off. I was having to
bite my lip to stop from moaning out loud, afraid someone would
hear and know what I was doing.






My body
convulsed in a powerful orgasm in no time, causing me to slump back
and slow my hand. It was the hottest orgasm I had ever given
myself. With my free hand I typed… “Guess what your pic just made
me do?”






I felt pretty
brave, and self satisfyingly naughty, walking back to my office. I
hadn’t bothered putting my underwear back on as they were so damp,
and the coolness on my bare pussy felt great! “What happened to
you?” This was my colleague James, one of the senior partners.






“What?” I felt my face heat with the flush of embarrassment.
“What do you mean?” I was mortified thinking he knew I just
finished masturbating, but how could he?






“You’re neck, you’re all red and blotchy! Are you sick? It
looks like a rash or something.” I held my hand up to my upper
chest knowing just what James was seeing. Any time I had an orgasm,
blood seemed to rush to my neck and chest area above my breasts,
leaving the skin hot and blotchy looking.






“Oh she’s got something.’” This was Rene. “I noticed this
morning she was catching somethin’.”






“Oh well, I hope it’s not contagious or anything.” James was
holding his hand up to his mouth as if to block any germs I might
be spreading. “Maybe you should work from home a couple days, til
it passes…”






“No James that’s not necessary, I’m fine.”

“I’m not saying you’re not fine, but look at you, you’re
obviously not taking care of yourself…”






“Oh I think she was, or is I mean…”






I shot daggers
at Rene and she smiled and mockingly licked her lips behind James’
back. Seriously James, we’re starting the first session
pre-interview screening this week, I need to be here.”






“Oh yes, the associate. Well, Rene is sitting in on the right?
And I know she knows you… I’ll sit in and get a couple of the
others to help out as well. Beth you’ve obviously been a huge asset
to us or you wouldn’t be where you are now. I won’t have you
burning yourself out, and it seems to me you have barely taken a
day this past year or two. I insist and I won’t hear any more of
it. I know you’re not due in court this week and anything you have
can be managed from home.”






“James I…”






“No Beth, it’s decided. Rene will keep you up to date on our
progress with the candidates… You go pack up your stuff and I don’t
want to see you again until Monday… Maybe go see your doctor about
that.” He was gesturing towards my neck and chest. I think I even
caught his eyes drop to my exposed cleavage for an ever so brief
second. “Now go…” He turned. “Rene forward me the list of
candidates and their meeting times and I’ll have Roberta take care
of scheduling someone to sit in with you as each of them come in,
is that fine?”






“Yes James that’s great, I’ll get right on it… and you know
you’re right, Beth does need to be in bed I think. Enjoy a little
goin’ down time at home.”






“Er what? Oh down time yes, yes I agree she does… You keep her
in line Rene.” James responded as he started to walk
away.






“Thank you James!” I called out. He waved as he left without
looking back. “Rene what the fuck?” I whispered harshly.






She laughed out
loud as she followed me into my office. I was ticked but only a
little, I would love to sleep in a couple days, work in my jammies
and not worry about getting to work ahead of traffic.






“So what WERE you doin’ missy? I think I know what that ‘rash’
is from…”






“Shut up!”

“Mmmm, mmm, mmm… did you sneak out for a quickie? No? Did
Cinnamon boy come here? No?” She hesitated a minute thinking… “You
did it yourself didn’t you?” Rene clapped her hands as she asked
the last question. “Holy shit you did! Good for you girl” My
silence gave it away. “What the fuck? What made you so hot and
horny to go and feed your beaver?”






“Good ol’ Rene, always to the point!”






“Oh what? What do you call it? Pettin’ the kitty? Butterin’ the
biscuit? Slappin’ the lips? Flickin’ the clit?” I was glaring at
her with a smile on my face. “What… hey don’t think I’ve never done
it at work!”






“What really? When? Where?”






“Oh I don’t know, a bunch of times, usually after lunch with
Darnell. I get him all hot, rubbing against him or somethin’, which
gets me all hot, so I make a pit stop to the bathrooms next to the
lunch room. Then sometimes late in the day just
because…”






“Holy shit that’s where I went!”






“Oh yeah that’s where everyone goes, Betty over in Family law
mentioned it to me once after seeing me all fidgity after Darnell
walked me back to my desk after lunch a year or so ago. She said
she saw me rub my ass into his crotch and could tell I was all
horned up… She walks over and leans into my ear and says ‘When I
get like that, I go feed the beaver down in the lunch room
bathrooms.’ It took me a second to realize what she was sayin’ and
then she winked and walked away. I sat there a couple minutes and
then said fuck it and went for it.” Rene walked out leaving me
standing there dumbfounded at what she was saying. She came right
back carrying her saddle bag of a purse and was reaching into the
bottom.






“After a while I was in there regularly so I keep this in my
purse.” She brought out a smaller soft looking velvety purple cloth
bag and passed it to me. “Don’t worry it’s clean.”






I knew what it
was before I pulled the ties and looked inside. About six inches of
rubbery cream colored dildo was cradled inside. I just shook my
head and passed it back. “Well I won’t be making it a habit.”






“Suit yourself, there’s about six or seven of us I know of that
use those bathrooms, no one would ever say anything.”






“Not the point Rene!” I was a little shocked but then, after
what I had just done I guess I couldn’t say much. “Anyway……. Okay
I’m going to send off a few emails and get my shit packed up… am I
really doing this?”






“Yes” she replied putting her bag back in her purse. I’ll go
through your calendar but there isn’t much other than the
pre-screening and whatever there is can be done by
phone.”







Chapter
6:

The rest of the
day I spent on myself as I decided to take advantage of the free
time I was given. Oh I hadn’t planned to! As I drove home I was
thinking of the work I had ahead of me and where to start and
whether or not I should work through dinner as I normally did. That
led me to a realization I had little to nothing in my fridge, and
was tired of take-out considering that was my meal most days, so I
took a detour to the market on the way home.






As I pulled in
I saw the new massage place I had noticed opening up a month or so
ago, and they still had their intro offer sign in the window. ‘What
the hell’ I thought. Not that I needed the discount, but it helped.
When I walked in I was greeted by a pleasant little
twenty-something who had skin like porcelain… attractive in a
creepy sort of way. If nothing else she was an amazing sales woman.
I had agreed to a package deal rather than the massage I was
inquiring about, and would be getting a facial, mani-pedi,
exfoliating body rub and then my massage. They were working on
building their clientele and had would give it to me for the price
of a regular massage. That’s reasonable I thought, and decided I
would forego work for the day and settled in for a few hours of
pampering.






Sarah brought
me a chai-latte and led me to a changing room. She suggested I lose
the underwear if I was comfortable to as I’d feel more free having
my treatments. Again I went with my new for today motto of ‘what
the hell’ and did as she suggested. They had a big fluffy white
robe and fuzzy slippers for me to wear. Both were warmed somehow
and I felt like I was being wrapped in a big hug as I as I shuffled
back out to see where I should go.






Sarah met me
again and led me to a comfy armchair where two young ladies dressed
in white were waiting for me. They first helped me decide what I
wanted on my nails then eased me back and went to work. Jessie and
Suzanne chatted briefly at first as they both started working on my
feet and hands but quickly realized I was more interested in
relaxing. Jessie, or Suzanne… can’t remember who was who… gave me a
great foot rub first, including my ankles and calves, before
working on my toes and nails. The other massaged my palms and
fingers, and then started on my nails there. I quickly lost track
of time, letting my latte go cold as my mind drifted on what I
could do with the rest of my day, which included thoughts of
Michael’s cock still on my phone.






After the girls
finished I was led by Rebecca to another room with soft relaxing
mood music piped in from some hidden speaker somewhere where I was
laid back on what seemed like a massage table without the head
rest. She prepped me and talked to me about what she would be doing
for my facial, explaining the products and their benefits. I showed
a little interest but realized she was selling the products as much
as describing them as she described what could be done at home so
only half listened to her spiel. As Rebecca worked on my face she
also explained she would be doing my body scrub as well, and what I
should expect. She mentioned it was a full body scrub if I was okay
with that, but wouldn’t work on any area I wasn’t comfortable
with.






“What the hell Rebecca, it’s a ‘me day’ today, something I
don’t do very often. Let’s go for the full treatment.”






Rebecca seemed
happy with my decision and explained she would be leaving me in the
same position on my back to start, and then turn me over to finish.
There was a shower in an attached room and she explained I was to
rinse off the treatment completely and dry before returning to the
same table for my massage.






I had never had
a body scrub before and was amazed at how wonderful it felt. I was
expecting some kind of gritty, sandy cream of something making my
skin raw as it exfoliated, but boy was I wrong. The beautifully
fragrant flowery lotion was only lightly rough on my body as
Rebecca gently smeared it over my body as she started at my feet
and worked her way up. She explained it contained finely ground
oatmeal and was meant to gently exfoliate. I was surprised how
comfortable I was in my nakedness as she moved up over my inner
thighs and hips smearing the warm cream and then gently working it
into my skin. She did avoid applying it to my vagina as I had
expected, but was at times so very close I expected to feel her
fingers brush my lips.






Comfort changed
a little to slight arousal which I was embarrassed as hell about as
Rebecca moved to my chest and breasts. I felt my nipples perk up
and knew my face and neck were flushed as she rubbed the lotion
over and around them. She couldn’t see my face of course, and if
she noticed anything at all she didn’t let on. After completing
both arms she asked that I roll over onto my stomach and helped me
settle into place. I thought the oatmeal scrub might be somewhat
uncomfortable to lie on, but the sheet covering the table was so
soft I didn’t even notice.






She again
started at my feet and worked her way up my inner thighs, and then
over my butt. My cheeks are a very sensitive part of my body when I
get horny. I loved having my ass grabbed and squeezed when having
sex. I loved having a man grab and pull me into him as he thrust
like he’s trying to get as deep inside me as he can, and when I was
close to orgasm it became super sensitive and just touching it
drove me wild. Her hands on my ass weren’t making me super horny,
but it was bringing me back to being flushed and I was starting to
enjoy the feeling. At one point I was a little surprised as Rebecca
slid her fingers up and down the crack of my ass, smearing her
cream all over and it sent a little tingle through my body and
straight to my pussy. I felt an urge to move my ass up into her
hands but didn’t of course, and released a breath I didn’t realize
I was holding and forced myself to relax. Soon she was up over my
back and then finished and my small wave of tingling passed which I
was happy for.






Rebecca went to
wash her hands and start the shower while I relaxed. As I had been
told, the shower was nice and warm and a new robe and big think
towel were waiting for me. While I cleaned off she told me they
would prep the massage table for the final part of my treatment so
I should take my time and make sure I got all the cream and oatmeal
scrub off. I waited for her to leave the room before slowly sitting
up. I sat on the edge of the table for a few minutes feeling the
tingling had now spread over my entire body. The flowery scent I
had thought I could smell earlier I now realized must have been
mint or something similar as it now filled my nostrils. It was also
the cause of the new sensation I was feeling all over. The body
scrub left my skin with a slight reddish tinge and now the mint was
producing a cooling feeling that was giving me goosebumps.






I slid from the
table and walked into the steam filled shower room closing the door
behind me. The room was tiled on all four walls with a creamy light
pinkish colour and had a sink just inside the door with a small
rack with towels next to it and my new robe. The shower itself was
one of those large rain water types coming down from the ceiling
and was about four feet by four feet with a drain in the floor…
huge! The water was the perfect temperature and I stood there a few
minutes listening to the soft music surround me as the scrub and
now dry face mask dissolved and ran into the drain. I know Rebecca
had said take my time, and the warm water felt so great on my skin,
but I didn’t want to be rude and leave the massage lady waiting. I
ran my hands over my body to help remove the scrub, but quickly
realized it was taking a little too much effort as it must have had
an oil base and seemed to be clinging to me.






Looking around
I saw a cloth rolled up on a small corner shelf with some body wash
and shampoo, so took it and held it under the water. I didn’t add
soap as I figured I would have the opportunity to shower again
after my massage, but used the plain cloth to remove as much of the
body scrub as I could. I spent a little extra time on my breasts
and enjoyed the feel of the soft material as I slid it over my
nipples. I could still feel the slippery cream between my ass
cheeks as I moved around so I bent over slightly and let the water
run down my crack and used the cloth in there to make sure I wasn’t
leaving any bits of oatmeal hanging around where I didn’t want
them.






Putting the
used cloth back on the little shelf, I went back under the water
and used my hand on and around my vagina to make sure there wasn’t
any cream there. Of course there hadn’t been. I knew this because
once I rubbed my fingers across my lips a few times I could feel a
slight tingling from the mint extract or whatever it was, spread
through my pussy. Although when I realized just what I had done I
stopped, cupping my pussy with my hand, cringing and waiting for
the sting I knew was coming. It felt pretty good actually, and no
stinging came. Being brave I rubbed my fingers around a little more
and let one push slightly inside as I slid it up… then waiting.
Nothing but a little more tingling, and it was beginning to feel
really good. I slid a finger inside and moved it around as I
started to get myself aroused. Then my eyes which I hadn’t realized
were closed sprang open as a knock came on the door and I
remembered where the hell I was. “Yeah?”






“Kevin will be with you in a few minutes, are you nearly
ready?”






“Yeah…” Kevin!!! A guy… I hadn’t thought of or expected that
the massage lady would be a guy!!! “Just about ready…”






“Okay, the table’s prepped. Just crawl under the blanket and
lie on your stomach when you get dried off.”






“Okay…” I was going to ask if it had to be a guy giving the
massage but was too embarrassed. All thoughts of rubbing myself
were completely gone now and I turned off the shower and grabbed
one of the soft oversized towels.






I’m not sure
what it was made of but it seemed to suck the water off my body as
I dried myself. I put the robe back on and peeked out the door. No
one. The room was dimly lit now and I could smell some kind of
vanilla scented something. No candles in sight but that’s what it
reminded me of. I hung my robe on a hook on the wall and quickly
scampered onto the table and under the blanket, pulling it up
around my neck as I lay with my face in the little head stirrup. A
few seconds after a gentle knock came on the door. “Ready…” I
called out, lifting my head then quickly burying it again.






I heard the
door open and close and a soft male voice “Hi I’m Kevin, I’ll be
treating you to your massage today. Have you had a massage
before?”






“I have yes a few times.”






“Okay great.” I could hear him walk around to the small table
by my feet and place something on it. His voice sounded soft as I
said, and I told myself Kevin was probably gay which for some
reason made me feel more comfortable. I guess the thought of have a
strange man rubbing and touching me as I lay completely exposed to
him was a little unnerving, but not so much if I thought he
wouldn’t be looking at me and comparing me to a girlfriend or wife
for some reason. Not that I would expect any professional would
look at a client as anything other than a client, but it just
seemed better.

Kevin noticed
how nervous I was telling me to relax and ‘melt into the table’ as
he started rubbing oil over my back. He had folded my blanket down
to the top of my buttocks leaving only my top half exposed.
Relaxing was easier said than done at first, but he soon had me
melting as he kneaded and worked the oil into seldom used muscles
in my back neck and shoulders. I believe a considerable amount of
time was spent on my shoulders as Kevin mumbled something about
tension and knots, but he had me to a point where I was dozing in
and out of awareness and practically falling asleep and I lost
track of time. I came out of my daze when he folded the blanket
back up over my back, pressing his hands on me as he walked them
back down to pull the bottom half up. He folded it just above the
crease where my ass and thighs meet, making me very aware my pussy
would be exposed to his view as my legs were parted slightly.






I didn’t move,
even though I felt like I should squeeze my legs tight as he took
another couple squirts from his bottle of oil and smeared it up one
leg and down the other before starting to work it into my skin. He
spent some time on my calves and thighs on each leg, one at a time,
before moving to my backside. Kevin worked on one cheek at a time
and made me realize just how neglected the buttocks were. There
were more muscles in there than I thought, and wow, did he work
them! It didn’t seem sexual to me as I thought it might though. And
although I know I tensed up when he started there, by the time he
finished I was relaxed and wishing he would spend more time on
them.






He had me roll
over then and I gladly did so, taking a peek while my head was up
to see what this soft spoken man with the magic hands looked like.
Of course I had tons of visions running through my head with my
face buried, none of which even came close. Kevin was a skinny
older man, with a slight build. Balding with a fringe of hair like
Friar Tuck only just stubble, two small hoop earrings and a nose
ring. His forearms had thickly corded muscle, both covered in
tattoos that went up under the sleeves of his tight white T-shirt.
The glimpse I got also showed me a face that you wouldn’t say was
unattractive, or attractive really, but kinda’ in the middle,
kinda’ plain actually. Yes plain would be the best word, not
someone you would really notice walking down the street, except for
maybe the piercings and tattoos.






Kevin started
this time on my legs, keeping my neatly shaved mound covered with
the folded blanket, spending the majority of his time on my thighs.
When he covered me and moved to the top he came around by my head
and surprised me with folding the blanket down to my stomach and
exposing my chest. Surprising because he had taken the time to
leave me covered down below. By now I didn’t care and was feeling
too good anyway to worry.






He massaged my
upper chest to the tops of my breasts. Not moving his hands down
onto the fleshy parts but working the muscles underneath them and
up to my shoulders. He spent the remainder of his time on the sides
and back of my neck, cradling it in his hands as he stood behind me
and rolling it back and forth with his fingers. At the end he
finished by giving me a scalp massage as he explained I could help
myself again to using the shower and get some of the oil off my
skin. After he left and I lay there glowing. I felt like I had just
woke up from a long afternoon nap. I decided I quickly rinse off
here and wait and fill the tub when I got home. A long soak and
enjoy a glass of wine after dinner. Speaking of which I still had
to run to the market and pick something up, but now I totally did
not feel like cooking!







Chapter
7:

I had just finished off some creamy alfredo linguine I
found in the pre-made meal section at the market,
and poured a second glass of shiraz while I walked in and started
my tub. I drizzled some scented bath salts and grabbed a couple big
fluffy towels from the linen closet. I felt like I had an oily film
from my impromptu spa day as I walked back to the kitchen to grab
my phone in the nude, dropping my clothes in the laundry as I went.
I caught a glimpse of my neighbor in her backyard as I went by the
kitchen window and stopped in my track thinking she could see me. I
realized she couldn’t as it was still daylight and the shears on
the windows didn’t allow you to see in, only at night and when
there were lights on. Standing there for a minute I was hoping her
handsome husband would show himself. I pretended I’d flash him a
boob and he’d come running to me, leaving his perfect wife and her
perfect figure crying outside as he’d whisk me off to the bedroom….
But then they hardly noticed me the four months they’d lived there
so boob or not, that fantasy was highly unlikely.






The bath felt
amazing, a little hot but still amazing despite the tingling from
the heat. I lounged for a long while not moving, eyes closed,
sipping my wine and enjoying its sharpness on my tongue. I was
running through the last couple days events with Michael and
wondering what would be next if anything. Just the possibility of
something had me excited to hear from him, of course I didn’t have
to wait for him now did I?






As I sat there
eying my phone on the ledge beside the tub, wondering how I might
start the conversation, I could hear Rene telling me to flirt a
little. Rather than a clever come on line it came to me to do
something better… I dried my hand off on the towel and grabbed my
phone. Crossing my legs at the ankles as I propped them on the side
of the tub I took a pic from the water up. You could see me from
mid-thigh, and a watery shape underneath, but with the ripples and
bubbles it was all to the imagination. I sent it the quickly
followed up with “Wish you were here…” and waited.






Ten minutes
later I still sat waiting in my cooling tub, losing my excitement
as the anticipation of another erotic conversation dwindled.
Pouting I took a cloth and washed off as much of the oily residue
as I could before pulling the plug and getting out. I towelled off
and slipped into my robe, not feeling so much like an exhibitionist
any more, before heading to pour more wine. I took the bottled with
me and sat them on my nightstand before retrieving my briefcase and
laptop. No hot conversation so I figured I might as well be
productive since I wasted my afternoon on myself.






It was close to
10:30 when on my way back from a third or fourth trip to the
bathroom I had heard my phone go off. I felt almost nervous as I
picked it up and saw it was Michael!






“WOW!!! Apparently I missed out something a little more fun
tonight.”






“A little huh?”






“You’re right, what was I thinking? By the look of those silky
wet legs I missed a lot!”



“You did, and now it’s way too late. Out of the tub and enjoying a
‘just me’ night.”






“Crap! I suck…”






“Yes, yes you do!”






“So no more pics?”






“No more pics… So what were you doing that was so important you
couldn’t tear yourself away and respond to half naked lady in a
tub?”






“You were only half naked? That’s too bad, I’m picturing you
completely naked.”






“Oh I was completely naked at the time, I meant you could only
see half of me.”






“So I’ve got the bottom half… well almost half… and the middle
sort of, what about the rest? When can I see that?”






“The middle??? … Ohhhhh….. the middle! (blushing)” Yes the big
flirt that I am forgot I had sent a pic of my pussy earlier today.
“I think I’ve seen way less of you than you’ve seen of
me.”






The next thing
I received was a pic from the chest down. He had a soft looking
smattering of hair covering his thick chest. Again not ripped like
those fake looking romance novel covers, but real looking and
muscular. His stomach wasn’t perfectly flat either, but flat
enough. He had his free hand holding the base of his slightly hard,
thick cock. Holding it up so I could see it as it tilted off to the
left. His legs looked muscular too, and not too hairy either, but
they were partially under the blankets of what I assumed to be his
bed. “Does this make us even?” was the caption.






“Who is this???” I had a huge smile as I teased.






“Awwww come on!!!! That was mean… :( You hurt my
feelings…”






“No really who is this?”






There was a
brief pause before I saw Michael writing a response. “Shit you had
me there with your second comment, I had to scroll back and make
sure it was really you I sent that to…”






“LOL… really? That’s too funny!”






“It’s not THAT funny…”






“Oh its funny trust me…”






“Hey… you’re hurting my feelings again…”






“Poor muffin… Does muffin want his blanky?”






“Okay okay, so now that you’ve seen more what do I get to
see?”






“Who said anything about you seeing more? Besides it’s late and
I’m tired.” I had decided flirting mixed with ‘don’t give the farm
away’ was the way I’d go.






“Sorry if I offended, not trying to be rude.”






“No not at all, just it is getting late… had I heard from you
an hour ago or so… maybe? Now… not! I’m off to bed, big day
tomorrow.” As I said this I had had a wicked, exciting
idea.






“A big day at work?”






“Oh yes, I’ll be working hard tomorrow!”






“Ok well g’night… sorry we couldn’t have chatted longer… hope u
liked the pic at least…”






“Loved the pic, thanks… good night!”







Chapter
8:






I let myself
sleep in by not setting my alarm. When I woke up just after 9am I
jumped up and headed to the kitchen to brew a cup of coffee, then
back to my closet to find some clothes for my little adventure.






I had decided
to take advantage of my time off and pay a visit to Michael, but
not for my usual latte. I had a much better idea than my usual
quick trip in each morning… but I needed something a little more
exciting to wear than the usual office garb. Problem was, nothing I
was seeing in my closet said anything close to what I wanted it to
say… Hell beyond what I wore yesterday nothing I had even remotely
came close to saying sexy at all, frumpy…. Sure lots of frumpy
outfits, and some blah as well, but no sexy!






With that I
threw on some jeans and a hoodie and heading out to the mall. A
quick fifteen minute drive and I was inside looking around for a
shop that might have what I was looking for. The first few shops
were a bust, either too old or way too young. Then I saw a very
stunning woman walking into a boutique ahead of me and thought ‘she
knows where to buy clothes’ with her magazine look.






I walked in
looking around for her but didn’t see anyone at all in the small
shop. There was a younger woman working behind the counter who
smiled as she caught my eye, but no other customers. I started to
turn thinking I must have walked into the wrong place when the
clerk asked if there was something she could help me with.






“Well actually…” I was starting to notice how gorgeous the
clothes were. “I’m looking for an outfit…”






“Oh okay, what’s the occasion?”






I just smiled
at the question, thinking of my plan to tease Michael while he
worked. “It’s kind of a first date I guess, but I already know him…
well more than a first date… I don’t know what to call it really…”
Shut up Beth you’re rambling to this perfect stranger.






“Hello” came a smooth female voice to my left which nearly made
me jump out of my skin. “Oh sorry! I didn’t mean to scare
you.”






“No it’s okay.” I was looking behind the woman I had seem
entering the shop who had apparently had invisibility
powers.






“Oh…” she said turning sideways and looking back at the wall.
“We have a small stock room in behind.”






I could see the
handle now that I was looking for it and realized what had happened
to the mystery lady.






“I’m Deanne, can I help you find something?” She looked at my
hoodie and wrinkled jeans as she asked and I was immediately
embarrassed. This was obviously a high end shop and I certainly
looked out of place. And although she may have thought I didn’t
belong there she made no signs of it.






“Sorry I just threw this on when I realized I needed something
new, I didn’t really…”






“Sorry for what dear?” I was realizing the woman in front of me
was much older than I originally thought when I had seen her.
Probably in her late fifties but strikingly beautiful, an elegant
woman who most certainly took great care of herself.






“This is your boutique?” A stupid question considering her name
was written across the front of the counter ‘Deanne’s’!






Again she
didn’t let on she was judging me, just replied, “Yes, we opened
three years ago. So what kind of an outfit are you looking for? Did
I hear you say a date?” She asked, her smooth voice rising up with
what appeared genuine excitement as she asked.






I decided to
share a little of my intentions with the outfit idea. Judging by
what I was seeing on the racks near me they probably would have
something I was looking for and I didn’t want to waste time. “Well,
yes a date… in a sense, just that he doesn’t know it yet, and I
want him to be very interested before he knows it’s a date?”






I left the
statement/ question hanging there wondering if she understood my
meaning.






Deanne lowered
her voice a little as she leaned in with a mischievous smile. “So
something sexy?” My smile told her she was right and she walked
past me towards the other side of the small store.






“Oh wow!” I exclaimed at the fourth and fifth tops she held up
for me. ‘They’re just see through enough’ I thought.






“Am I right to say you’re about a 7?” She guessed correct as
she handed me identical items in dark red and black. “The dressing
room is over here, I’ll keep looking…. Are you thinking pants, a
skirt?” Deanne gestured to the curtained corner where I could try
on the tops.






“I’m really not sure… I had been thinking a dress maybe but I’m
open to suggestions.”






“Oh yes, perhaps a short dress! You try those on and let me see
how they fit.”






I realized as I
was behind the curtain pulling at the hoodie I hadn’t worn a bra in
my rush to get going, or underwear for that matter, not that I was
taking my jeans off at this point. The material was gorgeously soft
on my skin as I pulled it on and looked in the mirror, some kind of
a high end brushed cotton or something. My dark nipples were hard
which seemed to make them even more easily through the fabric, more
so with the red but you still could with the black. It was the one
I had on when I heard Deanne ask to see.






“Oh that’s okay I think they’re fine.”






“No dear, let me take a look, we’re sometimes not our best
judge.”






I took a breath
and pulled the curtain back, slightly embarrassed but knew it
really shouldn’t matter. “Well? I’m really not sure.” I
admitted.






“Oh it has the right effect!” She answered as she looked down
at my chest. “But this I think is what we’re looking
for.”






Deanne held up
a short white dress to me which I knew was exactly what I was
looking for, although “It looks a little small don’t ya think?”






“Oh on the contrary my dear, this will fit perfect in all the
right places.” She smiled as she handed it to me.






The dress was
simply beautiful. It seemed to be made of a similar material as the
other tops, but didn’t need to be see through as the material
itself was thin enough on its own, and the way it stretched over my
breasts as I pulled it down over my head really enhanced just how
perky they were. The body was loose feeling but hugged my curves at
the same time, and had an embroidered section at the mid-riff which
would show off my belly button. I didn’t have a flat stomach by any
means but it would be impossible to tell with the way the dress
hung.






“And take your jeans off dear.”






“Sure…” Crap! Hope she can’t see my bush through this… When I
straightened up from pulling the last pant leg off, I realized just
how short the bottom was. Definitely not something I already had in
my wardrobe!






“Ready?” Deanne was calling to me again.






I opened the
curtain again and saw the smile spread across her face. “I think
it’s a perfect fit!” She moved towards me and tugged a bit at the
top to straighten the neckline which plunged fairly low before
looping back up. “Yes I’d say you’ll have him begging for the
‘date’ as you called it!” She was still smiling as she said this,
smoothing and pulling the fabric with her hands as she moved around
me.






I took it all
in as I looked at myself in the full length mirror. I knew Michael
would definitely be able to see everything underneath this dress
and it was starting to excite me. The skirt part of the dress was a
little loose as well, but hugged my hips and my ass as I moved.
“This is shorter than the ‘Basic Instinct’ dress I think!”






“Not quite” Deanne chuckled as she answered. “And a little more
today’s style, but you will need to be careful sitting down and
crossing and uncrossing your legs… or maybe you won’t!”






I was a little
shocked, not to mention creeped out a bit at her comment, but
Deanne just kept on without missing a beat.






“Now do you have plans on what to wear underneath? Or is that
the plan?” She asked gesturing to my braless chest.






“No I thought I should have something new.”






“Follow me.” Deanne was already turned and walking towards a
large display of lingerie. “36 C?” She said over her
shoulder.






“Um… yeah?” How the hell could she tell that?

“Nothing to bold I think, we don’t want to completely distract
from the dress.”






“Okay, I guess not…” She seemed to know what she was doing so I
let her go with it.






Deanne handed a
couple sets to me as she kept looking. Off white, cream, a pale
pink colour, nothing was really jumping out at me. Then she passed
me a pale blue set, lacy bra and thong underwear. “Just what I’m
looking for.” I took them from her and handed back the others.






“Great! Anything else you think you’ll need? Shoes?”






“No, I’ve got that covered.” I had a nice black pair of heels
at home that weren’t too high to look slutty, but sexy enough to
make my new outfit work.






I headed back
to the corner and tried on the bra just to make sure, and then
quickly dressed and headed back to pay.






The young
assistant rang me in as Deanne talked about the fabric, Egyptian
cotton from somewhere or other. My mind was elsewhere now as I
started to imagine every possible scenario that could happen when I
showed up at Starbucks. I was three or four possibilities in, had
thanked Deanne for all her help when I stopped dead in my tracks on
the way to the door.






“Everything okay dear? Did you forget something?”






“No…… no I’m good.” I said as I continued out the door with a
horrible feeling of dread.” What if he’s not even there? Holy
shit!






I pulled out my
phone as soon as I got back to my truck. “Hey… how’s your day
going?”






Nothing…
Shit!!!






I sat there
nearly ten minutes… still nothing! Delivered but not read. I wanted
to cry. I hadn’t even considered he wouldn’t be there for me to
carry out my seduction plan. Now what?






I put my phone
down, turned the key and started for home. I turned off the radio
so I would hear if he replied. I pulled in the driveway and still
hadn’t heard the familiar ‘ding’ that told me I had a new message.
I grabbed my bag from the front seat with my phone and purse and
jumped out, glancing at the screen as I did, knowing it was blank.
It wasn’t… he replied…






“Working, you know… how about u?”






I had put my
phone on mute without noticing somehow. I felt a weight lift as I
replied… “Just getting ready to head out, thought I’d say hi!”






“Oh ok, we’re crazy busy today, sorry can’t chat…
later?”






“Sure, see ya.”







Chapter
9:

I have to say I
looked pretty damn hot! The new dress and lingerie had me feeling
attractive and confident. I had my hair down and in big ringlet
curls, and did what I thought was the best job ever on the little
bit of makeup I wore. The shoes really worked the outfit too, but
were not the easiest to drive in I soon realized, as I started my
way to the parkade near my work and Michael’s Starbucks.






The drive was
uneventful with the exception of the butterflies in my stomach and
the tingling in my pussy as I fanaticised about what Michael would
want to do to me after I had him hot and hard. I imagined him
getting down on his knees at my table and pushing my already short
dress up my thighs. I’d open my legs for him and lean back as he
placed gentle kisses on the inside of my legs as he moved his mouth
towards my wet treasure… Wet Treasure? Shit I sounded like one of
those soft porn stories everyone was reading online now!






I had no second
thoughts as I entered the parkade. I pulled into a back corner
where I took a minute to check my face and hair before I got out.
When I did I checked myself in the shiny reflection on my SUV,
smoothing my dress and adjusting the front over my chest. I did
look hot!






I walked out
and turned towards the coffee shop, strutting with confidence as I
took in the few men who passed me checking me out. At first I
walked slowly past without going in, looking inside to see if I
could see where Michael was. I didn’t notice him immediately, but
did see there were a couple puffy arm chairs and empty tables on
the side wall. I thought this would be the perfect spot to sit as
it wasn’t directly in front of the counter and he shouldn’t spot me
right away. Now I just had to make my way inside without him seeing
me. On my second trip past the big windows along the sidewalk I saw
Michael returning towards the counter with a bus pan full of empty
cups and plates. I took the opportunity when I knew he’d be busy
unloading them to slip in unnoticed and make my way to an empty
spot.

I chose one of
the arm chairs and sunk into it. The cool leather against the back
of my thighs sent shivers up my back and making my nipples stick
out as I wriggled my butt into the seat. I sat back, crossing my
legs and smoothed the bottom of my dress which was dangerously
close to sliding all the way down my thighs. I could see the
counter off to my left, and Michael at the sink, but there was a
shoulder high coffee display at my end which kept me someone hidden
from view I hoped. I pulled out my phone as I looked around,
worried I might see someone from the office but there was no one I
knew. I noticed a cute college aged student staring directly at my
legs over his girlfriend’s shoulder as she was busy texting, not
paying any attention to him, poor guy. I stared back until he
looked up and realized he was caught. His eyes went wide as I
winked at him, causing him to look down at his phone all abashed. I
went to my own phone then, ignoring him.






I knew in my
head I wanted to drive Michael crazy, but hadn’t planned anything
specific to say to get started, so I went with a casual “Hey, how’s
it going? Busy at work?”






It took a
couple minutes as I watched him from my hiding spot, but then I saw
him take him phone from his pocket when there were no customers and
reply. “Hey :) Was hoping to hear from u again today! No it’s not
too busy, steady… but my day’s almost half over so that’s a
bonus!”






“Oh good, must be great to be off work mid-day. It’s a
beautiful day, sun is shining, you’ll be able to enjoy the
afternoon at least.”






“Yeah not exactly, have a lot of work to do after I get
off.”






I took that as
my opportunity to start flirting, I was too anxious to keep up the
small talk. “How do you know you’ll be getting off later? :)”






“I mean getting off work… oh… ummm…” I could see the smile on
his face as he typed, obviously knowing exactly what I meant. “Well
that would be nice and all, but I’d rather not be getting off by
myself.”






“Oh that didn’t work for you the other day?”






“Oh it did! I just meant it’s more fun to share getting off…
Customer.”






As I read I
looked up and saw an older couple at the counter talking to
Michael. I’m not sure if it was my state, but he looked
scrumptiously handsome standing there with his black button up
shirt tight across his chest, pushed up his arms as he always
seemed to wear it. He chuckled with the couple as he served them,
seemingly pretty genuinely and comfortable looking as he did. “Oh I
agree, it is more fun sharing. I think I’m a very giving person
too, once you get to know me.”






I waited again
for him to finish, looking up at my college boy as I did. He was
looking again and quickly averted his eyes. I kept staring back
waiting to see how long before he’d look again as I knew he would.
He was cute, but looked much younger than I thought at first,
almost baby faced with a light colored unshaved shadow across his
chin. He looked up again within probably 20 seconds and quickly
looked back at his phone, then his girlfriend, then back at me. I
kept staring with a little grin on my face and he looked down
again. I found I liked holding this little bit of power over him. I
got a reply before he looked up again and went back to Michael.






“Oh really? Well that makes two of us then.”



“Does it? I’m not talking about sharing the last
cupcake.”






“Me either, although I would share the last cupcake too…” I
watched him smiling again as he typed. “…but I’m talking about
sharing something that lasts much longer, and feels better than
sharing a cupcake!”






“I think you’d like my cupcake. It’s moist, sweet, creamy…
everything you’d want in a cupcake.”






When I hit send
I looked for his reaction. It was perfect. Michael looked up and
around him, I assume making sure neither of his co-workers were
close, and took a couple steps towards the corner behind the
counter, a little further from me as he started to reply. “Wow…
sounds amazing! I know what I saw in your pic looked amazing…
something I could spend all day eating. Unfortunately for me,
thinking about it is having the same affect it did the other day
too.”






“Oh I’m sorry, maybe I should stop talking about my moist,
creamy cupcake, and how I’d let you lick all the frosting
off?”






“No no, that’s okay, don’t stop!”






“You like talking about it then?”






“I do.”






“Are you thinking what it would be like to taste it?”



“I am.”






“How much do you want to taste it?”






“I can’t even begin to imagine how I would explain how much I
want to taste you right now.”






Michael kept
looking around from his corner, and at one point when he hoped no
one was looking he squeezed the front of his pants and I assumed
his hard cock inside and behind his apron. The conversation was
quickly having a similar effect on me too. My pussy was starting to
ache and I could feel the wetness between my legs. I uncrossed and
crossed the other leg over, squeezing my thighs tight as I did
trying in vain to bring a little pressure and pleasure to the area.
My friend at the other table was staring directly between my legs
with an unobstructed view as his girlfriend had now left the table,
probably gone to the bathroom. I felt like the girl in ‘Basic
Instinct’, but he was probably too young to even know the movie. I
just gave him a mischievous smile and went back to my phone as he
looked up and was caught again.






“I want you to tell me what you’d do to me if you get the
chance.”

“If I get the chance? :(”






“What kind of a girl do you think I am?”






“I didn’t mean anything bad by that, just meant I’ve already
been thinking about it… so you saying IF is
disappointing.”






“Tell me what you’d do if I were with you right
now.”






“Right now, like you mean at work with me?”






“Yes, you’re at work and I walk in… no one else is there. Tell
me what you would do to me. I know you’re hard, so I’m picturing
walking up to the counter and seeing you’re already excited… just
like you are now, what happens next?”






He started
typing but then someone came to the counter. My friend’s
girlfriend, at least I thought so from what I could tell previously
from the back of her, plus she wasn’t back at the table yet.
Michael slipped his phone in his pocket as he went to serve her.
One of his co-workers was busy stocking something behind the
counter now and the other must have gone on break as I hadn’t seen
him for a bit.

My young friend
was staring again as I looked up. He was acting a little more bold
now though, and didn’t look away. I guessed my catching him and not
doing much more than smile gave him confidence I wasn’t going to
call him out. Besides, I didn’t mind this cute twenty-something not
able to take his eyes off me. I expected he was only thinking of
what it would be like to fuck me, but I accepted that. And decided
it would be me he pictured later when he was on top of his
girlfriend, which made me look at him and smile back. I purposely,
and very obviously, took my time checking him out this time,
looking down below the table and at the bulge I expected was there.
Although the girlfriends chair was in the way and I didn’t have a
clear view, he couldn’t tell I’m sure. As she came back to the
table I kept starting and he started squirming as if caught in the
act. He sat a little sideways in his seat as she sat back down,
giving me the impression he was hard under his pants as I had
thought. I was feeling pretty confident with myself, getting these
two men excited, and Michael hadn’t even seen me yet!






Back behind the
counter he was in his corner again and on his phone. As I got the
message a group of five women came in and he was smiling at them as
he went to the front.






“It’s late in the day when you come in, not at closing but
close. As you walk to the counter I immediately start to fantasize
about kissing you, holding you close to me, which starts to get me
hard. You notice how excited you’re making me and come behind the
counter. As you reach me you slide your hands up over my chest and
stand so close I can feel the heat of your body against me. I can’t
wait any longer and grab your ass in both hands pulling you tight
against me as I kiss you full on the mouth and grind my hard cock
into you. You slide your tongue into my mouth and find mine, moving
one hand down between us to rub my cock through my pants. I don’t
care if anyone walks in on us, I need you. Need to be inside you. I
turn you around and bend you over the counter, pulling your dress
up around your waste and ripping the side of your underwear
dropping them drop to the floor. I drop my pants to my ankles and
slide my hard cock into your hot wet pussy from behind, moaning as
the pure pleasure of feeling you around me takes over my
senses.”






I could feel
how wet my pussy was getting as I read his text. This needed to
move along. I was thinking I may need to head to the parkade to
play soon at this rate. Michael was writing again I saw and looked
up to see if he was back in his corner. He was, and one of his
co-workers was at the counter now.






“I’m about to go to lunch, I think I need to go for some relief
in the bathroom again :)”






Fuck it! “I
have a better idea”. As I sent it I got up and walked to the
counter where Michael’s red haired co-worker greeted me.






“No I’m here to meet Michael for lunch.”






“Oh great… Michael? Your lunch date is here!”






“My what? Oh! Where did you…”






“Coming?” My plan to continue he flirt went completely out the
window. I wanted to fuck Michael so badly at this point I didn’t
care about anything else. He was red in the face and spluttering
something as he took off his apron but I didn’t hear him. My mind
was racing ahead to my SUV and wanted to get there as fast as we
could.






He followed as
I turned and walked out. “Where are we going?”






“How long is your lunch?”






“Thirty minutes… why? Where…”






I grabbed his
hand and pulled him along as I quickly headed back towards the
parkade. “Just come on.” His hand felt warm and strong in mine.






Suddenly I
jerked to a stop as Michael stopped and pulled me back to him. He
grabbed my ass with his free hand like he said he would and pulled
me against him. I stuck my tongue in his warm mouth and pushed my
body harder against him, feeling his hard cock throb against my
stomach.






“Where are we going?”






“I’m parked close.” I pulled away and started again towards the
parkade, pulling him along.






“Are you sure?”






“Yup” Looking sideways at him I squeezed his hand and smiled,
“Definitely!”






We walked up
the one flight to where I had parked. I was happy to see no one had
parked close to my SUV but didn’t care anyway. I unlocked it and
opened the back door for him to get in and crawled in beside him as
he slid over.






“I wasn’t expecting to see you…” I shut him up as I grabbed his
face and pulled him to kiss me.

“Were you outside?” He said as I stopped and unbuttoned his
shirt.






“Shut up and kiss me.” I ran my hands through his hairy chest
as I kissed him again. My tongue was exploring his as I dug my
nails into his firm body, his skin hot under my hands.






Stopping again
I reached down and squeezed his cock through his pants, bringing a
moan out of him as he slid his butt forward on the seat. I
unfastened and unzipped them, pulling the underwear down from the
waist until his cock was visible. It was hard and hot in my hand as
I took it, bending over and taking the head into my mouth.






He moaned as I
swirled my tongue around it and took him deeper in my mouth. His
cock was thick and hard and felt wonderful in my mouth but I needed
it inside me somewhere else. I stopped and yanked his pants down to
his knees then pushed him back hard against the seat as I climbed
on top and straddled Michael’s lap, my knees on the seat. I reached
under and stretched my thin underwear to the side before guiding
his cock inside my dripping pussy.






I was so
sensitive it felt like I could feel every ripple and vein as I
lowered myself all the way down, gasping at how much he seemed to
filled me. Michael slid his hands up my thighs, grasping my hips
and helping lift me as I raised myself up and back down again,
bracing my hands on the roof above me.






“Not too fast…” Michael said between moans. I sensed he was as
horny as I was and wasn’t going to last, but I couldn’t slow
down.






I continued
riding his cock, grinding my clit into him on every downward
movement. “We’ll take our time another day.”






He squeezed me
tighter and started thrusting up into me faster. I grabbed his
hair, kissing him as I pulled his head back against the seat. I
couldn’t keep quiet, moaning every time I slid down his cock. His
sounds were breathy and heavy in my ear. He moved his hands back to
grab my ass cheeks and I lost it. Like every nerve ending erupted
when I felt his hands on my bare cheeks. As I bucked I got louder.
With each thrust I convulsed and the muscles in my vagina squeezed
and released Michael’s cock as the orgasm it washed over me.
Michael was grunting too and I felt the first couple spays of his
semen squirting inside to mix with my own juices.






Slumped against
him, sweat dripping down my neck, I was still feeling aftershocks
when he stopped moving. Then sat there feeling his cock go soft
inside me, catching my breath, not saying a word. I wasn’t really
sure what to say as the realization of everything that just
happened started to unravel in my mind.

“Wow…”






I didn’t
respond, and kept my face buried in his shoulder.






“That was amazing… the hottest thing I have every
done!”






This brought a
smile to my face. “You liked that?” I asked, keeping my face
hidden.






Michael brought
his hands up and gently pulled my face to where I could see him.
His cool blue eyes were sparking with his smile. “Liked it…. Wow!”
He paused, searching for what to say. “Wow!”






I smiled at
him.






“Sorry, I’m still in shock that this amazingly gorgeous woman
that I’ve been dreaming about just seduced me and made me feel….
Like that’s nothing I’ve… I’ve never had any… Wow!!! I just don’t
know what to say.”






His being
flustered was flattering, gave me goosebumps.






“I’m glad.” I couldn’t stop smiling. “Sorry I kidnapped you on
your lunch.”






“Oh shit… sorry, what time is it.” He said looking at his
watch. “I’m really sorry, I need to get back.”



“No that’s okay… just a sec…” I climbed off him and reached between
the front seats to a box of tissue I kept there and handed it to
him. “Here.”






Michael took a
bunch and quickly wiped himself off. “Sooo…?” He said it as a
questions as he pulled up and zipped his pants.






“I’ll message you later?”






“Sure, please… I’m off at 3 if you’re not doing
anything?”






“Sorry…” I was thinking now of all the work I hadn’t been doing
since leaving work ‘sick’. “I really can’t, but we’ll chat
tonight.”






“Great!” Michael leaned in and kissed me after he opened the
door. His lips were warm and soft, like I could melt into them.
“Later.”






“Bye.”







Chapter
10:

A week later I
was back at work immersed in a couple new cases that had come up
and planning out with Rene just what our new employee would be
doing. She had taken care of everything with the help of a couple
of the other assistants in the office and had three finalists
showing up to be interviewed starting 10am. I hadn’t really spent a
lot of time looking over their resumes and transcripts, trusting
her and the advice of everyone else. Besides I would ultimately
have the final say.






I hadn’t seen
Michael again after the day in the parkade, well for my morning
coffee I did, but not ‘seen’ him. We’d been texting all week
though, sexting really. We had been messaging all week, getting
each other off over the phone every day, a couple times most days.
He was really good at it, and really got hot in a hurry. Of course
it helped that I thought about him all the time and could remember
how his cock felt inside me.






The first young
lady was great on paper, unfortunately nervous as hell. After about
twenty minutes I cut things short and thanked her for her time.
Rene was embarrassed for the poor girl, whose eyes welled up as she
was getting up and thanking us for the opportunity. “Going to be a
long road if this is how she acts under pressure” I told Rene when
she came back into the room.






“This next gentleman I think you’ll find much better than the
first candidate… in fact I think you’ve actually met him recently
but may not have realized it.”






“Really?” I asked as I glanced over the resume in front of me,
“name doesn’t ring a bell… Michael Weise? Not sure….”






“I’m pretty sure you do.” Rene smiled back over her shoulder as
she walked out to bring him in.






All I heard was
‘This is Michael…’ and I nearly fell off my chair. I could see by
the look on his face he had no idea who he was interviewing for
either. There standing in front of me, having stopped dead in his
tracks, was my recent lover. My mouth was moving but nothing was
coming out as I felt my face turn ten shades of red. Michael as
well was dumbfounded, and was looking around as if he thought he
was in the wrong place.






Rene finally broke the silence. “I thought you two may have
known each other! Michael please, would you like to take a
seat?”





“Sure, I… why? I don’t understand?” He asked turning to Rene.
“You told me a partner, I thought the gentleman who sat in with
us…”






“Oh I didn’t mention who you’d be working for? That’s
completely on me.” Rene was smiling ear to ear as she gestured to
the empty seat in front of my desk. “Now Michael if you’d like to
take a seat we can get started. Shall we?”
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