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Last summer, I took a job
driving for a rideshare company between college semesters. It’s
boring work. Doesn’t pay much. But it filled the time until school
started up again. And it paid a few bills. Especially my partying.
Booze and weed ain’t cheap. Also, there’s no health care plan. No
pension or retirement fund. Nothing like that. No company
benefits.

At least not until one
afternoon when I got a benefit of another kind.

It was late in the day. The
sun was broiling, beating down on the car. Searing through the
windshield. So hot I could barely hold the steering wheel. I had
the A/C on, but it hardly made a difference.

I’d been about to call it a
day and go spend some time at the pool, drinking and getting high,
when I got an alert for a pick-up. Outside an office building
downtown. A woman named Adele. She needed to go to the suburbs.
That meant a decent fare. It was a little after five, but I took
the assignment anyway.

Three minutes later, I
pulled the car to the curb outside an office building. Almost
immediately, my back door opened. City noises filled the car’s
interior. A woman with long blond hair stuck her head in.
“Blair?”

I said, “Adele?”

She nodded and climbed
in.

Using my rearview mirror, I
watched her get in.

A businesswoman. She wore
blue slacks and a pink jacket over a white top. A stretchy,
skin-tight thing. I couldn’t help but notice the size of her boobs.
My mouth twitched at the corners. I guessed she was in her early
forties but strikingly fit, tanned, and put together. I’d picked up
women like her before. High-powered, corporate types. Gym in the
morning, work all day, palates or tennis with the ladies at night.
Weekends poolside drinking margaritas.

She carried a heavy leather
bag. She plopped it on the seat beside her.

She slammed the door kind
of hard. I winced.

She must have noticed
because she caught my eye in the mirror. “Sorry. It was a fucking
day.” She sighed. “You’ve got the address?”

“Yes.” I recited it to
confirm, checked the traffic, and pulled away from the
curb.

Adele flung her long,
straight hair out of her face, letting out another heavy sigh. She
tugged at the lapels of her jacket, but they wouldn’t stretch
passed her boobs. She had a pretty, angular face, a narrow nose,
full natural lips, and sky-blue eyes.

“Bad day?” I asked. Stupid
question.

“The worst.”

“What do you
do?”

“I’m an attorney.” Adele
immediately opened up as if she needed to talk. “We’ve been working
on this big, mega-deal, and I thought we had it all sewn up, but at
the last minute, opposing counsel, they dropped this fucking
bombshell, and blah, blah, blah. You don’t want to hear
this.”

“It’s okay. I like
listening, talking to people.”

“Anyway,” Adele said,
“we’re further apart now than when we started. We’ll have to
basically start from scratch. If we can get it done at all. I’m so
angry, so tense, I could scream.”

“Sex,” I said, making a
left at the corner.

Adele’s blue eyes widened.
“Excuse me?”

“Oh, I’m sorry.” I pushed
my sunglasses up the bridge of my nose. “I didn’t mean anything. I
blurt out things without thinking.” She stared at me in the mirror
with such intensity I felt my cheeks get red. “My mom says I have
no filter. My dad just calls me a motormouth.”

“No. No. What did you
mean?” Adele asked. “What about sex?”

“I just meant. Whenever I
have a day like that. For me, sex is the answer.”

Adele asked, “The answer
for what?”

Suddenly, it felt very hot
in the car. “I, um, sex. It’s like a stress reliever for me. All my
problems, anything I’m worried about. When you’re having sex, they
go away.”

Adele looked out the side
window wistfully. She swept her long blond hair off her face. “I do
like getting laid.” She laughed. “It’s been so long I’ve probably
forgotten how.”

“You can’t tell me you
don’t have a boyfriend. You’re so beautiful.”

Her cheeks darkened to a
rosy pink. “Worse. I’m married. Five years. He works as hard as I
do. As many hours. When we do see each other, we’re usually either
too tired or too uninterested in each other to do anything else but
go to bed.”

“That’s too bad. I bet
he’s a hunk.” When Adele didn’t answer right away, I thought I’d
overstepped. Again. “I’m sorry. There I go again.”

Adele was staring out the
window. She waved her hand, dismissing my apology. “It’s fine. I
was just…thinking.”

“About the last time you
had good sex?”

She laughed. “Yes. As a
matter of fact, I was. You are a very perceptive young lady.” She
turned back to the window. “When I was young. In college. I was a
free spirit. Willing to try anything. Do anything. I miss that
me.”

“What happened to her?” We
were on the highway, traveling north fast.

“I met my husband. Fell in
love. Settled down. Got absorbed in our jobs, our careers. Don’t
get me wrong. Tom and I are still very much in love, but after five
years? The same person, the same sex. It gets…stale.
Boring.”

“Maybe you need to find a
lover?” I looked at her in the mirror. “Get a little something on
the side.”

Adele dismissed the idea
right away. “I love my husband. I could never cheat on Tom with
another man.”

With another man.
I glanced at her in the rearview mirror. She
pensively stared out the window. There was something sad about
that.

“Maybe a girlfriend then?”
I suggested.

She barked a laugh. “Oh, I
couldn’t. I haven’t. Not since college.”

“But you have?”

“It’s getting hot in
here.” Adele pressed her hands against her cheeks. “I feel like I’m
blushing.”

I laughed. “You are. It
looks good on you.”

She smiled. “Thank you. You
look good, too, you know.”

“No. I’m plain. Not like
you.”

“You have a natural
beauty. A what-do-they-call-it? A girl-next-door look.”

“I try to take care of
myself. Eat right. Dress right. Exercise.”

Adele sat up in her seat.
She glanced at me between the front bucket seats. “Well, you are
sexy. I think. I can’t really see your body well. But you look
nice. Young. How old are you?”

“Twenty-one. Next
month.”

She told me to turn left at
the next street. While I made the turn, Adele took her jacket off.
Her top was a spaghetti-strap, skin-tight top. She wore a black bra
underneath. She sat forward again, hooking her long blond hair
behind her ears. Her gorgeous blue eyes traversed my
body.

“You look like you have
nice boobs. Big. They look natural.”

I coughed. “I, um,
they…they are.” I looked in the mirror. “Are your tits
real?”

She cupped them. “I’ve had
some work done. Do you like them?”

“They’re
beautiful.”

“Can I touch you?” she
asked.

“Like what? My
tits?”

“Yes.” She tugged my top
to the side, giving herself a better view of my rather deep
cleavage.

Nervous, I swallowed. “Um,
sure, I guess.”

She reached a hand around
and cupped my right breast. She rubbed her hand over it. “You have
nice tits. They’re big.”

All I could think about was
how sweaty my armpits were and whether or not I smelled of sweat.
Was this really happening?

I wore an opened neck
shirt. Adele’s hand slipped under it, cupped my bra-covered breast.
Her hand was warm on my skin. She rubbed and squeezed. “They’re
very nice.”

Adele sat back. She put her
hand between her legs, cupped her sex, and squeezed her legs,
scissoring them. She ran the fingers of her other hand over the top
of her chest, just below her throat, like she was applying a line
of perfume sensually across her skin. She ran her tongue over her
lips, rimming her mouth.

“I’ve been with girls,”
she said. “In college. Have you?”

“I, yes. I like
girls.”

“Do you want to see my
tits?”

My eyebrow rose.

She didn’t wait for a
reply. She pulled her tight-fitting top down and yanked her tit
from her bra cup, exposing just one breast. She ran her hand over
it and squeezed. She pulled the other side down. Freed her other
tit. She pinched and tweaked her ruby-red nipples and rimmed her
mouth with the tip of her tongue.

“What do you
think?”

“They’re
magnificent.”

“Would you like to touch
them?”

I stammered. “I very much
would. But we’d have to stop somewhere.”

“We’re almost to my place.
Pull into the driveway, all the way to the back.”

I drove on, squirming in my
seat, barely able to contain myself.

At her place, I pulled in,
following her directions. I put the car in park and shut off the
engine. I put the keys on the dashboard. When I twisted around,
Adele had her top twisted around her waist. She’d taken her bra
off. She was massaging her nipples with her fingertips.

“Will you show me your
tits, Blair?”

I quickly took my top off.
Underneath I wore a pretty maroon bra. I peeled my bra straps down
and my boobs popped out. I cupped them, lifted them, as if weighing
them. They were warm and heavy and sweaty where the bra cups had
covered them.

Adele sat forward, admiring
them.

“They’re beautiful,” she
said with a sigh of relief. “Why don’t you come back
here?”

I got out of the car,
topless, and jumped into the back seat. The leather seats were hot
and sticky against my skin. Adele wasted no time seizing my breasts
and kissing the deep valley of skin between them. She pressed her
tongue against my nipple and licked. I cooed. She rubbed my breasts
and mashed them together. She kissed and licked and suckled my
nipples.

“That feels so good,” I
said.

In between kisses, Adele
asked, “May I kiss you?”

“Please.”

She cupped my face and
kissed my mouth. So close I could smell her perfume, a sweet floral
scent. She ran her tongue over my lips, drawing me in. Then she
locked her mouth around mine. Her tongue invaded my mouth. I chased
her tongue with mine. A sloppy, wet, slurpy kiss.

“It’s been a while,” Adele
said breathlessly. “So long, I hope I remember how to do this
right.”

“I’m sure you’ll do
great.” I kissed her back, plunging my tongue deeply into her
mouth. Our tits mashed together, sweaty and slick. We rubbed and
squirmed against each other. Our breasts were big and warm and
supple and malleable.

She went back to assaulting
my nipples with her tongue.

Breathless, I said, “A hell
of a good start.”

I couldn’t wait to get my
hands on her breasts, but Adele had other ideas.

“Take these off,” she
said, tugging at the buckle of my pants.

Together we fumbled to get
my belt open. I unsnapped the button and unzipped the zipper. Adele
tugged my tight jeans off my ass and down my legs.

They’re so tight,” she
said, laughing and frustrated at the same time. They tangled around
my ankles. I kicked them off. Now wearing only my
panties.

A car whiz by behind us. I
popped up and looked around. “Your husband? Is he home?”

“No, he won’t be home for
hours. Maybe not at all. He does that sometimes. Here,” she said,
“pull these out of the way.”

My
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