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 A lifetime in thirty minutes

 


I looked up from my steaming cup and caught her
peeping through her blonde fringe and long lashes. Her smiling eyes
recognised something in mine, something unexpected, and we sat
transfixed by each other's gaze, the reality of our mutual
attraction suddenly laid bare and irrefutable. Our grins were
conspiratorial. She bit her lip to stifle a giggle and I felt my
heart begin to race with the inevitable physical consequences. I
leaned back, put my drink down on the dark oak tabletop that
stretched between us. Her steady stare scanned my soul, began
reading my every secret till I was forced to glance away. Face
reddening, my eyes finally settled on the two piles of second-hand
books we'd just purchased together. At random, I chose one and
began to read to her. The spell was broken

I was rarely alone with her, could rarely find an
innocent reason, so each time was special to me. However, today
would become very special; our love was suddenly undeniable, though
my momentary joy was instantly tempered by the reality of our
individual commitments and inescapable responsibilities.

*

Another cup, another table. We sit side by side on
the end of the hotel bed, our reflections in the dressing table
mirror almost blanking out the creamy quilt and plump pillows
behind us. Her hand strays to my knee and the touch makes me
shiver, fills me with yearning. Twenty years have flown by. She
married, moved away, and I have rarely seen her since that day in
the cafe. Recently, desperately searching for someone I could
confide in, I'd emailed her and, incredibly, she'd replied. I
discovered she too was having a traumatic time and she too had no
one with whom she could share the shame, pain and frustration of a
failing marriage.

It was wonderful to have someone to talk to, someone
who knew me. Someone who cared and who would not judge me. She
expressed similar gratitude. Emails quickly turned to phone calls,
then to video calls and now, inevitably, to this. Desire,
providence and inconstant partners have contrived to bring us
together for this one brief encounter, our joint lives focussed
into this one pinpoint of pleasure. This will be our time, a
lifetime of loving and giving compressed into thirty minutes; a
love symbolically conceived, suckled, nurtured, matured and laid to
rest before the Earth has barely shifted on its axis.

Again the eyes, and I'm taken back to that seaside
café all those years ago - the coffee, the books, my thumping heart
- and I’m suddenly empty with loss, full of regret at our missed
chance. 

I kiss her lips and her eyes close. When they
reopen, love overflows. Unlike the last time we said goodbye, there
is neither judgment nor remonstration. We kiss again and I feel her
hand cover my groin, the palm pressing down on the place she never
touched, fingertips drawing circles between my balls. My hand
sweeps from her waist to her breast and she gasps as my fingers
close around it. Our mouths are hungry. Tongues wrestle. Spit
swirls and mixes. This is for the morning kisses I never gave her,
the dreamy, snug, Christmas, birthday, spring, summer and fall
kisses that my fear, hesitancy and irresolution stole from us.

 I unbutton her white blouse. Slowly. Months
steal away but I take my time, savouring the widening triangle of
tanned flesh. Buttonholes open and close like winking eyes and
pearlescent discs slip through like tears. They trickle down her
cleavage and across her taut belly till her tanned, toned torso is
bared to me. 

And still we kiss, too afraid to stop. Each ticking
second in here is worth a blissful week of real life. She pops the
silver button at my waist and tugs the fly open, one button at a
time, echoing my progress on her blouse. All this I see in my
mind's eye as we kiss passionately: months of breathless stripping
and coming together; night after night of lust and love; a secret,
quiet wedding that never was; a perfect stolen honeymoon. Her hand
slips into my pants as if to press home the point. Never - except
in my dreams - has she touched me thus and as she uncoils me from
the dark heat of my underwear, I hear her breathy disbelief.

'Oh... Oh, fuck. Fuck me! Jesus, you're
big!' 

I bare her shoulder and plant my lips there, my
tongue drawing wet lines on her soft skin. I need to kiss all of
her, be intimate with every inch of this exotic familiar mystery.
Fingers close around me - one, two, three, four - and the opposing
thumb grips the bone-like flesh. I feel every joint, every minute
adjustment of placement and pressure through this, my most
sensitive organ. And now she tugs gently, pulling back the
foreskin. It peels from my tip and I swell more in her grasp, my
cock attaining full hardness in preparation for its forthcoming
task. Again she moans, her tongue probes my ear and her whisper
fills my head with unexpectedly coarse directness.

‘I’m gonna suck your fucking cock.’

My heart thuds. 

She pushes me back onto the bed. My reflection rolls
its eyes to the ceiling then watches her head fall between my legs.
No licking or kissing. No gentle teasing. She knows what she wants
- the same thing she wanted twenty years ago in that café - and
simply swallows me till she gags.

‘If I’d known you were this big, I’d have raped you
years ago…’

Again her sweet mouth surrounds me, the mouth of the
lovely wry smile, the mouth of the sweet giggle and innocent,
intelligent words. Now it’s simply a wet, slurping cunt and it
fucks me, lips tight around my shaft, tongue like a long hard clit
stroking my glans, sucking, sucking, sucking the spunk from me. The
mere ten cubic centimetres I have in store today will have to make
up for all I have spilt without her, though I know this pathetic
offering could never satisfy her thirst for my cum; the cum I’ve
squirted onto tissues, into my hand, onto my fist, belly, thighs
and chest while thinking about her - and pumped into the cunts,
mouths and arses of countless girls since I last saw her. Wasted.
Every drop wasted.

She fucks me with her head, her blonde hair flaying
my flesh, while her hands drag down my pants and jeans, tearing
them over my ankles and sweeping my socks with them. After hurling
my clothes across the room, she takes off her blouse and her white
bra, violently mouth-fucking me all the time. I stare in wonder at
her breasts; my hands shake as I gently cup the delicious swaying
orbs. My T-shirt quickly peels over my head then I reach forward
and unbutton her jeans. Eyes wild with lust, she’s squealing now,
sobs and gasps escaping through the tiny gaps she leaves between my
cock and her lips. In contrast to her frantic, raping mouth, she
gently rolls the smooth sack of my testicles between her fingers
and thumbs, runs her fingertips over the shaved, soft skin
surrounding my genitals. Placing my hands on her hips, I pull her
jeans and knickers halfway down her thighs with one tug and bare
her vulva. Oh, God! Above a patch of gooey wetness in her white
knickers, her inner thighs curve outwards to form a most delectable
and inviting gap that is cleaved by her smooth glistening slit. She
shaves her cunt. And it’s a beautiful cunt… and… and I’m about to
spurt. So turned on am I by the sight of her moist and swollen sex
lips, I almost lose it, almost fill her mouth with my ejaculate.
Her mouth. My cum. Fuck, this is amazing. 

‘Oh, no, I want it, don’t stop! Cum in my
mouth…’

I’d pulled out, gasping for air, squeezing and
squeezing to regain control of my juices and my desire to fill her
with them, but she takes over, grasps the shaft with two hands and
firmly wanks me off into her open mouth. I’ve waited a long time
for this day, had longed to draw it out and savour every moment,
yet I cannot stop her. It is almost over. The tip rubs against her
velvet lips, her hands massage my stiffness and I’m
cumming. 

I watch it, somehow detached from it. Every
movement. Slow motion. She feels me tighten and hold, knows that
release is only seconds away. Still I hold on… hold on… till the
pleasure is so intense it hurts, then overwhelms me, and I can hold
on no more. As the orgasm anaesthetises my body and brain, the
automatic pumping begins. A skein of glutinous cream spurts from my
piss hole and splatters her face. There is ecstasy in her eyes and
her sighs and she adjusts her position so the next salvo squirts
into her mouth. Yes! Every drop. She swallows. Now sucks. Swallows
again. I contract again as she forces her hands down on me and I
spurt once more. Frantically she sucks and wanks, sucks and wanks,
pummelling my organ with mouth and hands till my erection starts to
fail and pain replaces rapture.

A quick movement and her jeans and white lace
panties are off and now she pushes me onto my back again, sits
astride my face and feeds her cunt to me. Red-varnished nails peel
back her lips revealing her dark innards and she forces herself
onto my face, covering my nose and mouth with her pungent lubricant
and hot flesh.

‘Eat my cunt… lick me out! Oh, Jesus, yes! Tongue
me…’ 

I grab her tight arse and pull her pussy into my
mouth. This is my one chance to do everything I ever dreamed. I
penetrate her with my tongue, swallow all I can, sniff in her
animal aroma and fill myself with her. I'm suffocating. An upward
glance sees her violently twisting her nipples, eyes screwed up
with an overwhelming, all-consuming bliss. Then I lube my fingers
with her cunt juice and roughly slide two into her anus. She yelps,
says no and tries to pull them out, but I cling to her and push
them in further. A series of breathless grunts are followed by a
deep sigh and then she accepts the pain, sinks back and rides it
till it metamorphoses into a rich seam of pleasure that she mines
to exhaustion. Finally pulling away, she turns around so she can
fellate my softening cock while I tongue her arse, thumb-fuck her
sweet cunt and rub her erect clit with my fingers. Ragged breathing
and spastic thrusts tell me she’s getting close. A final parcel of
cum oozes along my length and surprises her mouth. She swallows
hungrily; consumes the feast, knowing a lifetime of famine will
follow.

‘Mmm, I love the taste of your spunk! Fuck, I’ve
dreamt of this so…  many… times… Oh, God, I’m cum…
cum…’ 

Her first orgasm is loud. So fucking loud that I
think there’s something wrong. And it goes on and on and on. I feel
her teeth close around the base of my flaccid member and I fear for
its safety as her frenzied contractions continue. I grasp onto her,
ride the wailing storm, maintaining firm contact with her clit for
as long as I can. Then her climax ends as soon as it began, the
hurricane quickly replaced by a zephyr of gentle sobs. Slowly
withdrawing my fingers and tongue from her holes, I gently
manoeuvre us so I am holding her in my arms. Tightly, lovingly,
like for all the world she is mine. Her sugar-sweet words dissolve
into a stream of lemon bitterness.

‘Oh, God… I love you! How will I ever cope without
you?’

Now she rolls me onto my back and sits astride my
hips, tits dangling into my face. I kiss them, lick them, see the
nipples rise and feel a twinge in my cock as they do so. I suck and
suck, as though feeding from her, mother of our imaginary children.
Sitting down on my semi-erection, she wipes her eyes, smiles again
and laughs out loud.

‘This is fucking great!’ then squirms her arse,
gyrates her hips till my cock starts to rise once more in the wet
heat of her groin. She feels it, shifts her weight to accommodate
it and it slips inside her, grows inside her, thrusts deeper into
her hot insides with every new heartbeat. 

Time is almost up. Our lives near their end. Work is
behind us. Kids have left home. The brief candle of our time
together is almost out. The final days are for us two alone.

We embrace, lips lock together and she lifts herself
and lowers, lifts and lowers. I feel her rhythm, sense her gentle
acceleration. Synchronised in the timeless act of reproduction, we
are driven by a basic need to spread our seed, proliferate our
genes. However, there is much more to this seemingly simple
biological act. It is a confirmation of our love, yet it is
simultaneously a wake too, for we will never meet again and we both
know it. I am stiff as a truncheon, even harder than I was before,
and she is slippery and tighter than a vice. 

I roll till we are side-by-side then lean back so I
can see our sex organs at work. My shaved balls are slick with her
wetness and her beautifully smooth cunt grabs my thick shaft, her
perfect lips pulsing with my every thrust. Slender legs wrap around
me; ankles cross, ensnaring me and pulling me completely inside her
till my cock completely disappears and I press my body against her
clit. The view is stunning and the noises are delicious. Hard flesh
rhythmically squelches into welcoming softness, and we both gaze in
awe at where our naked bodies join together. The awareness that a
secret part of my anatomy is entering a secret, forbidden part of
hers is totally thrilling. I am inside her; my body invades hers. I
pierce her, enter her, penetrate her, violate her. We fuck, shag,
copulate... commit adultery. Every thrust is bliss. Biting her lip,
she looks up at me through her fringe and the giggles of twenty
years ago replay, become the soundtrack to our present loving. Then
she is suddenly serious.

‘It's almost time, my love. I have to go. Cum… cum
in my arse, please. I want you to cum there. He’s never had it. I
saved it for you, always knew that one day…’

Tears blur her vision - mine too - as she offers me
the ultimate intimacy. On all fours, she thrusts her lovely rounded
backside into the air. Positioning myself behind her, I part her
legs. She is breathless.

'Quick, Darling, please. Do me. I have to go!'

I lick across her anus, resting my hands on her
plump, firm cheeks, then spit there and poke my tongue into her.
More spit hits my palm and I smear it on my penis tip then place it
carefully against her tight hole. My rigid tool bends slightly as I
push, then her arse opens and accommodates me. She cries out, but I
grab her hips and ease it inside her.

'Oh, oh... Oh, yes! Fuck me there!'

'I am, Jade, I'm fucking your arsehole.'

It turns me on incredibly to say those words, to say
her name, and it makes her gasp too. 

Cunts are slippery, self-lubricating, made to
squeeze and grip along the full length of a cock and I am at home
there. Arses are wrong, beautifully wrong and this beautiful arse
is bringing me close to orgasm. A narrow muscular ring grips me and
then there’s nothing but tightness and a sensation that this is
very, very dirty. Cheeks slap into me and my balls swing against
her. Jade reaches between her legs and I feel her fingers around my
pumping tool.

'Oh, fuck, yes... you're really there, fucking my
arse. Oh, God! Cum up my arse! I'm so close.'

A long breathy moan, its pitch oscillating in time
with my thrusts, rises from her belly. I reach to stimulate her
clit, but find her busy fingers are already there. Her tits fill my
palms instead and I squeeze and pull her nipples to improbable
lengths, using the purchase to lever my cock deeper into her
bowels. 

The end had to be like this. Just as in life itself.
Squalid. Beauty turned to filth and putrefaction. Life -
optimistic, shiny and vibrant - wasted and mashed into shit then
finally flushed away. Death would turn it all into excrement, no
matter how perfect our life together would have been. She backs
into me one time too many and my sore cock gives up the ghost,
fills her up with powerful squirts that are milked from me by the
tight ring of her sphincter. I am again numbed by my orgasm, but my
twisted face watches it all: the mirror parodies our lovemaking,
turns it into a grotesque animal dance. I grab her hair, pull back
her head and watch her features distort with the ecstasy and the
agony of this final unnatural and profane act. Momentarily, she
opens her eyes and I’m shocked; consumed by her orgasm, her dilated
pupils look straight through me as if I’m not even here. 

When we finally stop, I realise I am dripping with
sweat and so is she. My cock slips from her and I silently pad to
the bathroom, wash it, piss into the sink, and wash it again. A
thought pricks me: tonight I may fuck my wife with this sullied
thing. An uncharacteristically vengeful but satisfying scene plays
out in my head, causing my lips to curl into a wry smile: my
serial-cheating wife licking atoms of Jade's shit from my guilty
erection. The image dissolves as arms coil around my waist and a
head rests between my shoulder blades. I see her in the mirror;
feel her lovingly kissing my neck and back as her hands
protectively cup my soft cock and dangling balls.

Need still burns in my gut. The need to be punished
for the years we have missed, for my weakness and cowardice. I step
into the shower and sit down, my back against the cold tiles.

'Piss on me.'

My tone is pleading and urgent. Years ago, I wrote a
story with her in mind in which a girl had done just that, urinated
on her lover after sex, and I sent it to her among some songs,
stories and poems I'd written. If she was shocked, she’d never said
so. I wonder if she remembers, if she now understands the
relevance. Without hesitation she climbs in the shower with me,
squats over me and steamily empties her bladder onto my body. Her
hot piss splashes onto my chest, shoulders and face. It flows over
my flaccid genitals and down the crack of my arse then swirls down
the plughole. Perhaps she imagines this is merely a sexual fantasy
and so gladly obliges me, but it's a humiliation, a ritual
penitence. As the last drops fall from her, I clasp my hands to my
head, breathing deeply.

'Oh, love, I'm sorry...'

She lifts my chin, shakes her head as puzzlement
fills her eyes.

'Sorry? What for?' 

There are no words to explain. We shower. I purge
myself of her and she of me. Methodically, I help her remove all
traces of our coupling, soaping her back, belly, bottom, cunt, tits
and shoulders. She washes my genitals, gently and lovingly then
massages my chest, bum and belly, wiping her sweat, saliva, mucus
and excrement from the surface of my skin while not removing a
single trace of her from my heart. Our pristine, sated, naked
bodies hug together one last time then we dry and dress in
silence.

After one final kiss, she quickly turns her back on
me, leaves the room and closes the door behind her. It slams like a
coffin lid; her heels clicking down the corridor bring to mind a
handful of raining dirt.

*****
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