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Ordinarily I wouldn't have given him the time
of day. Don't get me wrong, he wasn't a bad looking guy. He wasn't
particularly good looking either. He wasn't short, and he wasn't
tall. He wasn't fat and he wasn't skinny. He was just sort of
there. A default, like the bland, boring guys in stock photos. If
anything, I wouldn't have talked to him because I just wouldn't
have noticed him. My eyes would slide right off him and onto the
next guy.

But here he was, and he was sitting next to
me at the bar and offering to buy me a drink.

What the hell, I thought. "Sure," I said. I
held up my empty wine glass and gave the bartender a pointed look.
She nodded and got out the bottle I was drinking from earlier.

He nodded as the red liquid filled my glass.
"Why is a pretty lady like you drinking on your own?"

I shrugged and tried to play it cool, but I
also found myself opening my mouth and telling him the reason. "I
got dumped," I said with a sigh.

His expression was sympathetic but not
surprised, like he was expecting that answer. Now that we were
close enough, I could see that his eyes weren't just brown, like I
had thought at first. They had little flecks of gold in them around
the iris. It was really nice and made me want to look at him a
little longer. The bar was dim, like most bars, but the little
light there caught his eyes. I found myself smiling for the first
time.

"What an idiot," he said in a tone of voice
that told me that he meant it. He wasn't just saying it; he really
thought that any man who could give me up was a certified
moron.

I smiled gratefully as I sipped from the
glass of wine he bought me. "Thanks," I said.

This was usually the point in bars where I
thanked the guy for the drink and tried to end the conversation. I
didn't go to bars much by myself, but when I did it was usually
because I wasn't feeling great about myself. I didn't really like
chatting with random guys. I wasn't the kind of girl who let
herself get picked up at bars by strangers. There were just some
times a girl didn't want to drink alone, not if I didn't want to
finish the bottle by myself and be in a world of trouble the next
day.

Instead, I extended my hand. "I'm Michelle,"
I told him.

He shook it. "Roald," he said. "Like Dahl." I
could start to hear a little accent to his voice. Maybe it was
British? It was hard to tell. Definitely not foreign, but not too
foreign either, if that made any sense.

"Wow," I said. "I've never met a Roald
before."

Roald just smiled like that didn't surprise
him either. "Where I come from it's a really common name," he
said.

I raised an eyebrow at him over the glass.
"Where do you come from?" I asked.

"The future," said Roald.

What you have to understand about me is that
I'm not the kind of girl who's impressed by bullshit. Ridiculous
pickup lines, forget it, I've heard them all and they weren't even
funny the first time. Made up stories about how you did something
impressive when you were in the army or saved a kid from a burning
building, whatever, even if they're intended to be jokes from the
start, they're stupid jokes.

So no one was as surprised as me when I just
laughed and leaned in closer. "Well, tell me what happens in the
future then," I challenged him with a laugh.

He wasn't drinking, I noticed then, but it
didn't seem so weird to me that he was in a bar and not drinking.
It might have seemed weird but I couldn't stop staring at his eyes
long enough to think that. "The sun runs out of fuel and collapses
on itself."

I rolled my eyes at him. "Everybody knows
that. Some fortune teller you are."

"You didn't say when," he pointed out in his
defense.

I found myself stroking the back of his
knuckles. They were smooth and soft, almost as soft as a woman's,
but still unmistakably male. I found that touch was addictive, all
I wanted to do was touch him more. "Then tell me what I'm going to
be doing in a year."

"A year?" asked Roald. He looked at me
thoughtfully, staring deep into my eyes almost like he was looking
at my soul. Then at the last minute he pulled back and laughed.
"You don't want to know."

I pulled back and almost let go of his hand.
"Something bad?"

"No, no," Roald assured me. "Something very
good. Here, I'll tell you that no matter what you're doing in a
year, you're going to be happy. Is that a good enough prediction
for you?"

As strange as it sounded, that did make me
feel better. The breakup was awful, and even though I knew it was
coming it still stung. He was cheating on me, the bastard, and when
I called him on it he didn't even try to say he wanted to work it
out. He said he was in love with her, the younger, tighter piece of
ass who was a waitress at the restaurant he managed. He didn't have
time for my old dried up cunt anymore.

I was barely thirty! And I knew he was saying
all these things just to be hurtful. But they still hurt.

So right now, it didn't seem like I was going
to be happy in a year, it didn't seem like I was ever going to be
happy again at all. And it was weird for me to hear otherwise from
a complete stranger in a bar and have that be what started making
me feel better.

But there was something so nice and
convincing about Roald. He just had that trustworthy of a face, the
kind of face that said it was going to be all right, and he knew
from experience. At that moment I knew that even though it was
ridiculous of him to say that he was from the future, it was almost
more believable than thinking that he was from anywhere or any time
around here.

"So what do you do for a living?" I asked,
drinking more of my wine.

"I'm a scientist," Roald told me.

"What kind?" I asked, and then I laughed as I
realized it was obvious. "Oh. Time travel."

"Actually, immunology," Roald answered with a
dry chuckle, one that seemed so sweet that I couldn't help smiling
right back and leaning closer. Right now my leg was brushing up
against his and I really wanted him to put his hand on my thigh,
right below the hem of my skirt. I wanted him to slide it upward,
toward my hip, toward what lay between my...

No, that was crazy! Had he put something in
my drink? But no, he never touched my drink and I never let it out
of my sight from the time the bartender poured it. Maybe I was just
rebounding hard. But even though my ex caused me a lot of pain, I
wasn't the kind of girl to get on the rebound. I had broken up with
men before, and had them break up with me too. Not once did I fall
into bed with a guy not two hours later.

And yet here I was, unable to stop licking my
lips as I looked at him. I wanted to know what his soft hands felt
like on my skin. I wanted to see what was underneath his trousers.
I didn't care if he thought he was from the future or had some sort
of insane delusions like that. What mattered was that I was hungry
for him.

He looked just as hungry for me, too. When I
raked him up and down with my eyes, he didn't pull away or look
disturbed. Instead, he looked intrigued. The way he looked at me
made me feel beautiful and I wanted him to look even more.

I drank down the last of my wine and squeezed
my fingers around his hand. "Do you want to come back to my place
with me?" I found myself asking, which was startling and yet not
that strange all at once.

Roald smiled and nodded. "I think I'd like
that very much."

My apartment was just a short cab ride away,
but we didn't even make it out of the cab before we were all over
one another. My hands were grabbing his shirt, pulling it up so I
could feel his chest and start to unfasten his belt. His hands were
unbuttoning my blouse, and seconds later my tits burst out,
spilling over the tops of the fancy bra I put on to make me feel
better about myself. Looks like it was getting some use here.

The cab driver was definitely getting an
eyeful and for a moment I was ashamed. Then I thought, what did I
have to be ashamed about? I was gorgeous and in the prime of my
life, and I was going home with a handsome, interesting man who
made me feel beautiful when he looked at me. So I made sure to
catch the cab driver's eye in the mirror and look at him as Roald
pinched my nipples and made me moan.

We stopped at a red light and there was a
couple next to us in a car, a young pair probably on their way to
or back from a night out. I grinned at Roald and turned, then
pressed my tits up against the window. The cold night air made them
harden to fierce points. I could see the woman notice me first, and
then the man. They were both startled, then started smiling. I saw
her hand creep over into his lap, taking his cock the same way he
would take a gear shift. I would bet all the money in my bank
account that she had him spilling fountains of cum all over her
hand and his lap before they got to their destination.

The doorman's eyes went wide when he saw us.
"Hello, Ms. July," he said, his throat dry. I saw that he was
looking down and realized he could see my nipples, but the thought
just made me hotter.

I'm really not a slut. I like sex, but I
don't like it with a lot of different guys, and I definitely have
never thought about getting fucked in public or being an
exhibitionist or anything like that. So why was I delighting in
letting all these men see my body and think about what it would
feel like to touch me, to suck my nipples? I didn't know, but that
was all I wanted to make them think.

By the time we reached the tenth floor, where
my apartment was, my panties were off. I stepped out of them and
left them in the elevator, hoping someone would find them and have
a good time with them, maybe one of the old men who lived alone
would enjoy that find. I grabbed Roald by the hand and dragged him
down the hall.

"I guess I should offer you a drink," I told
him. I shrugged off my blouse and let it fall to the floor.

"I don't drink," he said with a smirk.

"Then what were you doing in a bar?"

"Waiting for you."

As answers went, it was a pretty good one. I
pushed off my skirt, leaving on only my shoes, stockings, and bra.
I felt sexy and free! This was definitely better than moping over a
stupid cheating asshole. He could have that piece of waitress trim.
I was about to get some real cock.

I walked through the bedroom, letting him get
a good look at my ass when I walked, taking each step slowly. I may
have been thirty but I still looked damn good, as good as I had
when I was in high school. Hell, I looked even better now, because
my butt and thighs were bigger, meatier. I had more to shift and
wave while I walked. And if my fucking ex couldn't appreciate that,
I was going to give this to someone who could.

I lay down on the bed and let my thighs fall
wide, letting him see my whole pussy. Roald grinned and knelt by
the side of the bed, stroking it with his fingers. Those warm, soft
fingers made me shiver every time he ran up and down the folds of
my skin. And then he dived right in.

It's a sad fact that too many guys out there
won't eat pussy. They expect you to suck their dick and then they
won't return the favor. Some of them complain about the smell,
others say it's dirty. For a while, especially back in high school,
they had me believing that this wasn't a thing guys should do. But
with the way Roald ate me out, I knew I would never go back again
to a relationship where someone wouldn't eat me out and enjoy it.
He kissed and sucked and teased and nuzzled my cunt, going from
sensitive part to
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