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It has been two weeks since Mason
left. Two weeks of sleeping alone. I am at the airport waiting for
him to come out of the gate. Security keeps me from meeting him at
the plane. I can't stand it. I want him in my arms, in the car, and
then in our bed. I feel that if he doesn't hurry I'm going to do
something embarrassing right in the middle of the airport, and fuck
the damn security.


When Mason finally comes out of the
luggage area dragging his bags on wheels I run to him and throw my
arms around his neck kissing his lips and his neck. I press my
aching breasts into his chest, "Shit I've missed you!"


He smiles and hugs me around the
waist, "You too babe. Another night and I'd be insane."


We get to the car and he slides into
the passenger seat, "Would you mind driving?"


I nod and slip behind the wheel. He
has to be tired, and I want him rested for what I have planned for
him at home.


We hit the highway from the San Diego
airport and head north on the I-5 for the journey home. The sun is
setting as we pass the ocean views of Torrey Pines and Del Mar. It
is dark when we come up on the rest stop up past
Oceanside.


"Would you mind pulling in there?" he
asks.


"The rest stop? Sure," I say. We are
only twenty minutes from home, but I figure he has to go, or is
hungry or something.


I pull into the parking lot and there
are no other cars around. "Pull back over there," he tells me,
pointing to a spot that is away from everything.


I nod and pull into the spot that he
suggests.


Once I've parked the car he takes off
his seat belt and leans over to me and starts kissing me, "I've
missed you so much I can't wait."


After he lets me breathe I laugh, "You
can't wait twenty more minutes?"


"No," he smiles, and takes my breast
in his hand, "I can't, besides, we haven't fooled around in a car
for ages."


"Seriously Mason?" I grin, but he is
really turning me on with his hand, and his lips on my neck. I undo
my seat belt and slide a little closer to him, "The highway patrol
is going to spot us," I complain weakly.


"Let them," he tells me, putting his
hands between my thighs and moving my skirt up so that his fingers
find me wet and waiting for him. "We're married, and over the age
of eighteen."


"I don't think that matters," I moan
as he strokes my venus. I move my hand to his cock and find him
seriously hard. "Oh God," I moan.


He reaches behind me and pulls the
zipper down on my skirt, "Mason?" I moan, "You want me to
strip?"


"Oh yeah," he smiles.


"Here?"


"Yes," he grins.


"Oh shit," I moan, but I start to
squirm out of my skirt. I'm wearing lingerie panties and a matching
bra. Lights flash across our wind shield from the freeway. Every
flash sets my heart racing a little faster as my skirt gets past my
hips and down my legs.


As soon as my skirt is off my feet I
feel exposed and nude.


"Now your panties," he tells
me.


"We're twenty minutes away from our
bed Mason!" I squeal.


"Please Carol," he presses.


"No, first I'm getting you out of your
pants," I giggle and start working on his belt.


"Alright, fair is fair," he
laughs.


I get his pants down and frees his
cock into my hand. Looking around I see that the lot is still empty
and lower my lips to him. He moans as I suck his cock into my mouth
and stretches out to give me better access to him. I swallow him as
far as I can, and then start sucking him hard. Kneading my breasts
he pulls at my shirt, lifting it up and exposing my bra. I moan
with excitement. I'm so aroused now I don't care anymore who sees
us.


I strip my panties off and climb
across his legs, getting his cock to my opening, "You want to fuck
me in the car Mason?" I moan softly.


"Yes," he nods.


"Alright," I tell him and guide his
cock into my opening, moving my hips. I'm so aroused he slips into
me with very little resistance, and then I squeeze him
hard.


"God I've missed you," he
groans.


"Ah shit Mason, that feels so
good."


"You been playing with yourself while
I was gone?" he asks.


I nod my head and grind down on him,
"Yes, I couldn't stand it."


"Show me," he moans.


So I lean back a little and move my
hand to my clit, rubbing it for him, "Like this Mason, is this what
you want?"


"Yes, show me how you missed
me."


"Oh God," I moan, "I can't show you in
the car baby. Not how much I really missed you."


"Show me what you can
Carol."


I fuck him and undo my blouse. Once
it’s open I undo the front clasp of my bra, and squeeze my nipples,
"Please Mason, suck on me, please."


He leans forward and I rub myself
hard, as he sucks down on my nipple. I grind my hips on his cock,
squeezing it like my pussy is mad at him. "Ah fuck Mason, I'm going
to come."


"Do it baby, I need to hear
you."


"Do you? Do you really need
me?"


"Baby I've needed this for
weeks."


"Alright, I'll come for
you."


My climax is hard and I wrap my arms
around his neck, grinding him and moaning against his head. His hot
breath covers my breasts. I grind and thrust and then I'm over the
edge, "Oh yes Mason, fuck me!"


His hips thrust into me, hard. He
grabs my hips with his thick hands and starts fucking me. "Ah shit
yes Mason. Fuck!"


When he climaxes I scream, feeling his
heat inside me. I rock and roll him harder and faster, wanting
everything from him.


"Ah shit Carol! Fuck!" He squirms but
I keep fucking him. I'm lost in climax and need it now.


When my climax stops he kisses my
breasts and grips them with his hands. "That was amazing baby," he
tells me.


I smile and get off of him, grabbing
my panties from the floor, "You're lucky the cops didn't come by,"
I chide him.


"It would have been worth it," he
sighs.


I squirm into my panties, "Well don't
think you are getting out of a real welcome home fuck when I get
you in bed," I laugh.


"Wouldn't dream of doing so," he nods
and leans his head, back. "But another five minutes in this car
with you and I would have been bending you over the hood as soon as
we were in the driveway."


I get my skirt mostly on and start the
car, "You are so bad sometimes," I laugh. Then I get us on the
freeway for the aching twenty minute ride home with him and into
our bed.


***


Mason and I have been married for
three years and it was a thrill that he still found me attractive
enough to make that pit-stop along the freeway. Six months later
though, his office was keeping him at work for longer hours and my
evenings were often spent alone. When he did come home his brain
was fried from lawyer duties, and writing contracts and briefs.
More and more often he was coming home drunk after spending the
evening with clients. We hadn't had sex in six weeks when I decided
that I was going to seduce him no matter what.


He came home about nine o'clock and I
asked him if he was hungry. He just smiled his little grin, "Not
really. We had a late diner with Rodgers."


Rodgers was seeing more of him than I
was. I took him by the hand and kissed him. He tasted of whiskey,
but I didn't mind. I took him to the bedroom where he swayed a
little as I undressed him. "What are you up to?" he asked, and I
wondered how safe it was for him to be driving like this. In the
morning I would bring that up, but right now I wanted more than my
own hand to curl up to my venus tonight.


After undressing him I got him on the
bed and took my robe off. I let it fall to the floor and got
between his legs and began to suck his cock. He groaned for me,
putting his hands on my head. He was definitely drunk, even his
groan was slurred.


After sucking on him for a while, as I
was fingering myself ready to take him, he said the words that
struck me cold, "Yes Janet, God yes."


I swore to myself he didn't
just say that. Janet was his secretary, but he moaned her name
again and I couldn't not
hear it this time. His hips started to move, and I
lost interest in having sex with him. I continued to suck him off,
not wanting to fight with him, or bring it up while he was drunk.
When he climaxed I sucked him down, drinking him in.


He was asleep before I could get my
hair out of my eyes.


I sat on the bed looking at him,
wondering all the thoughts that a woman in my position could
wonder. Was he tired of me? I've seen Janet and she was young and
blond and pretty. She looked like she never got out of high-school,
though I was assured that she was twenty-three. Was he fucking her,
or just fantasizing about her? Every time I called his office when
he was working late, her voice answered the phone with a bright
helpful hello. So she was there most of the time with him. Did he
take her out to entertain the clients as well?


Sometime around two in the morning I
lay down, after exhausting all the questions six or eight times. I
didn't cry, but I knew that he was going to be leaving his job and
getting one down in San Diego. I wanted him far away from
Janet.


***


The morning came and we had a heart to
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