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  The Fix 3


Pulling into the Park and Ride, where I was meeting Deborah, I put my car in a space towards the far end and turned off the ignition. I looked around but didn't see her large, black SUV. 
It had been about a month and a half since our last romp at her house, and she had suggested that we go away for the night to a town that was about an hour and a half drive away for both of us. Apparently, she was getting worried about some curious neighbors, but it also sounded like a fun idea. 
Presumably, we could have met at the hotel she had booked, but I assumed Deborah was excited to get it on in the car before we went for dinner. It was fine with me either way. I just wanted to slide my dick into her warm pussy. 
Unfortunately for me, I hadn't had sex since the last time with Deborah. The woman I had been seeing broke it off with me shortly after that (not because of Deborah, but for other reasons), and I hadn't had any other dates since then. So, I was definitely ready to stuff Deborah's holes and fill them with every drop of cum that I had. 
Out of the corner of my left eye, I saw a vehicle pull in, and when I looked closer, I saw that it was Deborah. I stepped out of my car so she could see me since she had only ever seen my work truck, and she parked in a space a little ways down from me in the next row. 
The lot was about half full, and Deborah had left space on all sides of her car, which was good because we would definitely be fucking in the back of it. 
Her car door opened, and I walked toward her with a huge grin. When she turned to me, she had one as well, and before either of us said anything, we wrapped each other in a big hug.
She looked around, prompting me to do the same, but no one else was in the lot right now. She opened the driver's side back door of her SUV.
"Get in." She smiled.
I hopped in and went to the bench seat in the back, then scooted over to the vehicle's passenger side. She got in, closed the door, and sat on the back seat next to me. The windows back here were tinted, which was good because we obviously didn't want anyone else to get an eyeful. 
She placed a hand on my thigh and leaned in to kiss me, sliding her tongue into my mouth. My pants began to tent a little.
"How are you?" she asked, rubbing my thigh.
"Good. Excited to see you," I said, kissing her on the mouth again. "How are you?"
"Wonderful," she said, her eyes sparkling. "Very excited to see you too."
Our mouths met again, and I had a feeling those would be the only words exchanged until we had both cummed. Kissing her deeply, my hands roamed her body, kneading her breasts over the lightweight, short-sleeved sweater she wore, rubbing her bare thighs below the hem of her skirt. 
She rubbed my chest while her tongue wrestled with mine, then slid her hand right to my crotch and grabbed my cock, stroking it over my slacks. She undid my belt buckle, unbuttoned the button, and unzipped the fly of my pants before I pushed them down to my ankles, then did the same with my underwear.
Stroking my cock, I watched Deborah kick off her sandals, then reach underneath her skirt and pull off her panties, dropping them on the seat beside us. Hiking her skirt up around her waist, she straddled me, grasped my cock, then lowered herself down onto it, burying it in her pussy.
At the same time, we both said: "Fuucckkk."
Deborah laughed as she rocked her hips back and forth, riding my pole, hands on my shoulders. "I guess that felt as good for you as it did for me, huh?"
"Good, god, yes," I managed to get out as I grabbed her waist and moved her body around my throbbing cock. 
Deborah rode me steadily, not moving too fast, but not slowly either. Her pussy was wet and warm and felt amazing wrapped around my fat cock. I was coming along quickly, and she seemed to sense that.
She lifted herself off of me, and the sudden exit from her body left me longing for her. She knelt in front of me and slid my cock into her mouth, bobbing her head up and down a few times.
"I didn't want a pussy full of cum during dinner," she said, running her hand up and down my shaft.
"Perfectly reasonable," I answered, but I could only focus on my impending release.
Deborah sucked my cock, licking me up and down, stroking with her hand, and driving me crazy. I placed a hand on her head, tangled up in her hair a bit, and thrust gently into her mouth as she took me in repeatedly. Groaning, I closed my eyes and let the pressure build as Deborah serviced me with her mouth.
"I'm gonna come soon," I said, which was the understatement of the century, and Deborah looked up at me and nodded. 
Watching my dick go in and out of her mouth while thinking about filling her mouth with my cream had me on the edge in no time. Putting a little more pressure on her head, I thrust each time she pulled me in. Cursing and moaning, my release was getting closer and closer…
"Here comes my load," I said seconds before cum exploded from my dick. 
Deborah stopped moving but wrapped her lips around my cock as I blew it hard in her mouth. Not a drop of cum escaped her while I busted several good times. Swallowing it all down, she milked the last drops out of me, then licked me top to bottom, making sure I was all clean.
When she was done, she dropped my cock, and I laid my head back against the seat rest, catching my breath. She stood up for a kiss, and I kissed her back where she had just taken my entire load.
"Holy fuck," I exclaimed, and she smiled and raised her eyebrows.
Turning her around, I had her sit in front of me in between my legs, skirt still around her waist. She spread her legs, anticipating what I was about to do, so I reached into her wet folds and ran my fingers up and down her slick pussy. After a few laps around her labia, I stroked just her clit, using circular strokes. Then, I used my middle finger to tap it quickly, which, as I had learned, sent nice little vibrations through the area. Deborah cried out, and I alternated between stroking and tapping her sensitive nub.
She was soaking wet, and her body was tense with arousal. Deborah grabbed both of my thighs, bracing herself against her impending release, which I was betting would be almost as quick as mine. Her breathing was heavy, and a little moan escaped her lips now and then.
While my right hand played with her pussy, I slid my left hand underneath her sweater and pushed her bra cup off her breast so I could knead it and tease the nipple. Stroking her clit steadily, I ran my thumb over her nipple, and Deborah whined with pleasure.
Tapping on her clit again, I moved my finger as fast as I could, then slowed to stroking when it seemed like she might burst. As I alternated between fast movements and gentle caresses, she gripped my thighs tighter, and I was pretty sure I had her on the edge.
I squeezed her tit with my left hand, her heavy breast spilling out of my grip, and flicked my finger as quickly as I could over her most sensitive spot. She dug her fingers into my thighs.
"Fuck, Ken…" she gasped, then went silent as she teetered on the edge of climax.
She cried out as her hips bucked, hands still gripping my thighs. I think she had been trying to keep herself quiet before, but now she moaned each time her body convulsed. I could feel her thighs shaking as I continued stroking her through the end of her orgasm. Her movements began to slow, and I made my touch gentler and gentler until she finally stopped moving and leaned back against me, letting out a deep exhale. 
I pulled my hand from between her legs and caressed her thighs, then kissed her on the neck while she relaxed.
"Holy fuck," she breathed, melting into my body for the next few minutes. I couldn't wait for later on tonight. 

    
  As I pulled up to the restaurant where we'd be eating dinner, I was glad as fuck that we had just gotten each other off at the Park and Ride. I wanted to enjoy this meal, and I knew that if I hadn't just had my dick sucked in the back of Deborah's SUV, I would have been really distracted.  
Deborah pulled her car into the lot a moment later, and we both hopped out of our vehicles. 
The restaurant had a low-key look to it from the outside. Simple, not flashy. But I had perused the website earlier in the day and knew this was a nice place. Both the meal and our room tonight were on Deborah. She insisted, and I had no problems with that. I was definitely going to enjoy myself.
"Ready to eat?" she asked. "This place is great."
"I'm starving," I replied, and she winked at me.
We opened the door and stepped into the waiting area, and the cool air felt good. It was dim without being too dark, and just like the exterior, the inside was simple and had a relaxed vibe. 
Deborah gave her name to the host so he could look up her reservation, and then he nodded at her and told us to come along with him. We followed him to our table, sat down, picked up our menus, and began browsing.
I looked at the food first while Deborah had the drink menu, and then we switched. I was sure that I'd be getting a steak. I just had to decide which cut. Glancing at the beer list, I figured, why not get a cocktail instead? I could have a beer any time I wanted to. I settled on an Old Fashioned.
Our server came to the table to take our drink orders. I gave him mine, and Deborah ordered a glass of chardonnay. We made eye contact and smiled.
This was the most date-like meeting we had ever had, and I enjoyed it. I wondered what the other guests thought of us if anything. I would imagine they would think I was Deborah's son or nephew. Maybe a more astute observer could sense the attraction between us and have an idea of what was going on. But it really didn't matter. And anyway, most people were engrossed in their dinners.
"So, what's been going on?" Deborah asked as she sipped from her glass.
"Mostly the same stuff," I said. "How about for you?"
"Same here. Although it looks like we'll be getting a visit from Dusty sometime next month, which is exciting for me."
Dusty was Deborah's son, who was two years older than me. I had seen his picture on the fridge. Deborah and I tended to text about once or twice a week, but it was generally flirty or outright sexting, so we usually weren't caught up on the details of each other's lives.
"How's work going?" she asked.
"Great," I said. "Busy. Just how I like it."
"Any other older women get frisky with you recently?" Deborah smiled, and I started anticipating what we might get up to later.
"I don't think I can handle any other older women right now. I've got plenty to work with already."
Deborah sipped her wine. "You'll certainly have plenty to work with this evening. Believe me, I'm very ready."
Our gazes locked, and it was so hot it might have caught fire.
Both of us turned our attention to the menu so we could pick our dinners. Perusing the steaks once more, I settled on a ribeye. Our server returned a few minutes later.
"What can I get for you all tonight?" he asked, attentive but not overbearing.
"I'll have the scallops," Deborah said.
"Wonderful. And for you, sir?"
"The ribeye, please."
"Great choices. Can I get you anything else right now?"
"Not for me," I said, and Deborah said the same.
We settled into an easy chat as we waited for our food to arrive. She asked me if I had been on any dates lately, and I asked her about some volunteer work she had done recently. But in the back of my mind, I was starting to imagine Deborah and I naked in different positions. Me behind her with my cock in her pussy. Deborah sitting on my face. Sucking on her nipples while she rode me. I couldn't wait to spend an entire night with her in our own private space. 
But when our food arrived, I was able to put aside sexual fantasies for the well-marbled piece of
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