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I really just picked her up at the bar because I
could. Being divorced and approaching my late-thirties with very
few pickup artist skills, I would sometimes go to the hotel bar
where every business in the city would hold their conferences and
get-togethers. If I was lucky, I’d find a horny wife who was away
from her husband and looking for adventure. I’d been lucky twice so
far…which was a terrible record considering I’d been doing the
exact same thing for a year. She was pretty enough which short,
short blonde hair and big boobs that were threatening to burst out
of her mostly modest businesswoman’s blouse. I’m sure a lot of guys
looked at her and decided it wasn’t worth the effort because the
short hair, lack of makeup, and twenty extra pounds on her hips
that were covered in boring black slacks said “dyke”. I noticed the
wedding band on her finger and decided to take a chance.

She accepted the drink I bought her, laughed at the
joke about the incompetent governor and blink attorney general,
then I decided to stop wasting time and propositioned her.

“Want to go up to my room and have the best sex of
your life?” I asked with all the suaveness of a horny teenage
boy.

She laughed at me. I smiled sadly and got up to
leave, but she put a hand on my arm before I could leave the bar
stool.

“Don’t leave,” she said.

“Why not?”

“Because I’ve been waiting for you to ask me that
for the past fifteen minutes. It took you long enough.”

I blinked at her. Third time lucky. “Oh.”

“But let’s go to my room instead.”

That was luckier because I didn’t have a room to
take her to. We walked calmly and sedately up to her room, not even
holding hands or playing little teasing games on the elevator. The
moment she closed the door behind me she was all over me like a
minx in heat.

As she kissed me fiercely, stuffing her tongue in my
mouth, I struggled out of my jacket while she pulled off my shirt
and worked her way quickly down my chest. I wished I had spent more
time at the gym but she didn’t seem to mind my lack of tan or
slightly paunchy stomach. As she unbuckled my pants and started to
push them down I stopped her. “Wait! I don’t even know your
name.”

“Does it matter?” she asked with her fingers just
inside the waistband of my underwear.

I hesitated in my answer. Did it? “No, I
suppose not.”

“It’s AnneMarie,” she told me as she pulled down my
underwear and popped my half-erect cock into her mouth. It had been
a long while since I had received a blowjob and AnneMarie was an
expert at giving them. Her mouth was accommodating, wet and
willing, her lips and tongue were strong. In less than a minute my
cock was pointing toward the ceiling and I wanted nothing more than
to empty my balls into her mouth.

“I’m gonna cum,” I groaned at her.

Immediately she released my cock and grinned up at
me. “You weren’t going to cum in my mouth, were you?”

It was all I could do to prevent myself from shoving
my cock down her throat. “Yes. I so wanted to.” In
frustration I leaned back against the wall. I felt ridiculous like
that, leaning against a hotel wall with my pants around my ankles
and an attractive and willing woman on her knees in front of me.
Her hand was still around the base of my cock and she didn’t seem
at all put off by my behavior.

“Good,” she said standing up. I watched with wide
eyes as she quickly unbuttoned her red blouse to fully display her
massive chest that was barely contained by the red silk bra
underneath. I wasn’t sure if it was a pushup bra or she merely
needed huge cups to contain her tits, but my eyes didn’t move from
her cleavage. I goggled at her wonderful breasts. They had to be at
least double D cups, maybe larger. What comes after double D?

Her pants came off too. I saw her bend half-way over
and her arms moved but my eyes never strayed from her cleavage.
“You’re a tit man, aren’t you?” she asked me.

“Uh-huh,” I agreed as I watched her breasts bobble
and shake ever so fetchingly inside her bra.

“Come on,” she said grabbing me by the cock and
leading me to the bed. “I didn’t bring you up here to give blow
jobs. Let’s fuck.”

We tumbled into the bed and she wound up on top of
me. I wondered how she had suddenly become the aggressor in this
encounter. With her panties already off she straddled my hips and
started running her wet quim up and down along my dick. “Oh, that’s
good,” I mumbled.

“Got a condom?” she asked me. Abruptly the rubbing
stopped and she looked at me expectantly. I froze.

“Yeah, in my jacket.” I started to push her off me,
but she just held down on my hands.

“No need,” she said. “Just asking.” She wriggled her
hips and suddenly my cock was up inside her pussy. “Oooh,” she
sighed as I reflexively pushed up into her. “That’s the way I like
it. Are you worried about getting me knocked up?” she breathed in
my ear and kissed the side of my neck.

“What?!” I started pushing back on her harder,
suddenly scared I was being used for something I didn’t want to get
involved with.

She giggled in my ear now. “Don’t worry. I’m safe.
What about you, are you safe?”

I breathed heavily from the anxiety she had
inflicted on me. “I don’t have any diseases, if that’s what you
mean. But I haven’t had a vasectomy either.”

“Good,” she told me. “I like my spunk to be full of
little swimmers.” She leaned back and displayed her body to me. Her
tits were still hidden behind her silk bra but her body was
otherwise naked. She was full of curves, there was a slight swell
to her tummy, but she was otherwise perfect. Apparently AnneMarie
took her coif seriously because her pubic hair was as carefully
trimmed as the few curls on her head. There was just a small
triangle of blond hairs barely hiding her wet quim. She took notice
of my inspection of her pussy. “Like what you see?” she asked as
her hips started moving up and down again.

“Yes. I like your tits even better.” I reached up
and ran my fingers over her bra then followed the edge of the silk
touching both flesh and fabric as I fondled her. AnneMarie closed
her eyes and enjoyed my touch. She never stopped pumping her
hips.

I leaned forward and wrapped my arms around her,
pulling her down to me. We continued humping as I scrabbled around
her back, looking for the clasp to her bra. “Get it off, baby, and
you get a treat,” she whispered in my ear. I was distracted by her
pussy and the excitement of the moment. It took me far too long to
find the hooks and then I began having trouble loosening them
enough to pull the garment from her body.

As was befitting a woman with huge tits the bra had
a substantial back strap with at least four hooks keeping it
closed. It might have had six for all I could tell from the
front.

“Having a touch of trouble, honey?” AnneMarie asked
me.

“Nope, I’ve got it,” I told her, momentarily
stopping my cock thrusts up into her pussy and concentrating long
enough to slip the hooks from their eyelets. Her silk bra came off
with a sigh and AnneMarie leaned back displaying her more than
ample charms to me.

“Like what you see?” she asked.My eyes immediately
went to her left nipple. It was pierced with a small golden ring.
My cock got harder and I wanted to fuck her so hard she’d cry. My
hips rose up and slammed into her wet pussy. She groaned in
response to my needs. “You do like it,” she declared.

“Fuck yes.” I leaned up with my head and kissed her
unadorned nipple, pulling it into my mouth and sucking
furiously.

She gave a little moan of appreciation and ground
her cunt down on my cock. “Yes,” she sighed with a shiver. “Suck
the other one.” She pulled her breast from my mouth and turned her
torso slightly, offering me her pierced nipple, dragging her pink
flesh and metal ring across my lips until I automatically opened my
mouth and took it in.

The contrast of metal and flesh on my tongue was
odd. I had never been with a woman with a body piercing before. I
only managed to date and marry the slightly dull and unadventurous
women of the world. But then again I was slightly dull and
unadventurous, so I didn’t really have anything to complain about.
AnneMarie didn’t seem to mind anything I did with her tit. I sucked
on it, bit it lightly, teased it with my tongue, then released and
pinched it just enough to make her moan. I sucked the right one and
twisted the ring in her left nipple. It was odd to see her flesh
stretch in such an unnatural fashion, but she didn’t complain, in
fact she seemed to enjoy every little bit of torture I inflicted on
her.

“I know you love it, honey,” she managed to wheeze
out as I took the ring back into my mouth to play with it some
more, “but you need to finish me off. I need to cum. Cum inside
me.”

Her tit slipped from my mouth. “Right,” I agreed and
redoubled my thrusting. Our flesh came together with the
unmistakable slapping sound of vigorous sex. Finally, finally I
reached my peak and came inside her pussy, flooding it with spurt
after spurt of thick cum. Apparently that’s just what AnneMarie
needed to as well, she called out when I exploded inside of her and
her body shook as her orgasm washed up and down her body. She
fairly shook with pleasure and needed to support herself on hands
and knees as she finished cumming.

“Good for you?” I asked her as she rested half her
weight on me and slowly recovered from her climax.

“Hell yes,” she moaned a she rolled to her side,
collapsing on the mattress. We were both slightly covered with a
layer of sweat. The room was warm and our enthusiastic fucking had
exhausted us both. Even though it was almost too warm I moved
closer to her and kissed her on the lips. She responded, opening
her mouth and letting me push my tongue inside her.

“You’re still horny,” she told me as she pushed me
away to look directly into my eyes. Hers were beautiful and light
blue, the palest blue eyes I’ve ever seen. I must have been a
boring choice of bedmate; I’m average height with dull brown hair
and even duller eyes. Her hand had wandered down to my cock and she
was now holding my balls. Her touch was firm, almost a little
painful, as she played with my balls, making sure they were in
working order. I could just feel the stickiness of our sex juices
on the edge of my sack.

“I just haven’t had time to lose my erection yet,” I
said automatically. Not that I normally shrank away immediately
after cumming, but the intensity of our encounter had kept me at
least semi-hard.

“You want to fuck me again, don’t you?” she
asked.

My reply was immediate. “Yes.”

Her hand now went up my shaft. It was still wet with
my semen and her juices. She stroked me and I closed my eyes. My
body shook involuntarily as she played with my cock. “You like that
don’t you?” I nodded my head. In truth, her playing hurt a bit. My
cock was still super-sensitive after cumming and she wasn’t being
gentle with me. “You’re going to fuck me again, understand?” she
asked.

“Yes.”

“But first you need to suck on my tits. I like that.
It gets me ready.” She took her hand away from my cock and I opened
my eyes. Her hand now went to between her legs and she scooped up a
bit of my cum and her juices. I watched as she brought her fingers
to her lips and tasted them. “Delicious.” She smiled and offered me
her fingers. I couldn’t have resisted if I wanted to. My lips
parted and she deposited our mixed essences on my tongue. It was
tart and musky, not all that unpleasant, not exactly pure pussy and
not fully spunk either. Her smile brightened. “I like you.” She
placed her hand on top of my head and pushed down lightly. “Suck my
tits.”

She didn’t have to tell me again. I moved down and
took her unpierced nipple into my mouth and started sucking happily
away
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