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Chapter One

 


Sabrina wandered inside the bar of the hotel. She
could still watch the revelers on the patio and pool deck but the
sun was too hot and bright for her. The hotel had helpfully
installed a bank of windows and glass doors to line the patio and
keep it separate from the bar. She welcomed the air conditioning
even as the chilled air made her nipples erect and form little
bulges in her swimsuit. There was no reason for concern, except for
the bartender, the room was empty.

“Just water,” she said to the woman behind the
bar. The middle of the day was always slow and the real action was
taking place outside at the portable bars rolled out for the
occasion. She hated these annual meetings that were a bigger waste
of time than weekly sales meetings, but insurance managers love
their meetings and PowerPoints so there was no escaping the
dreariness unless one went along with the inane games that were
played on the patio. Sabrina considered shuffleboard an anachronism
from the nineteenth century and sunbathing a sure way to skin
cancer. Being a fair-skinned blonde she spent most of her time
hiding from the sun. There was one other escape. “Wait, change that
water to gin and tonic.” The bartender nodded, her dark hair
falling into her eyes as she changed the order.

“Little early to be drinking so hard, isn’t
it?” A tall man approached from the other side of the bar. She had
missed him when she had first walked in. Either he had just entered
from the other side or had been hiding in the shadows. He was tall
and had auburn hair, boyish freckles were scattered across his
cheeks though he was certainly well into his thirties—he was no
boy.

“It’s never too early with this crowd,” she
complained. It was just past one in the afternoon. The second set
of training sessions were in an hour. Lunch was winding down. It
was time to start drinking. His gaze briefly traveled over her
body. At first she had a brief flash of embarrassment because she
knew he could clearly see the evidence her hard nipples even with
the protection of her modest red one-piece suit. She wished she had
thought to pull on a robe or wrap of some sort. Then Sabrina took a
second look at him and changed her wish to be wearing something a
little more revealing.

“I know,” he agreed. She jumped. For just a
moment she thought he was referring to her silent wish. “You here
for the insurance adjusters training as well?” He was wearing a
green polo shirt and a very plain swimsuit. She was barefoot
compared to his sandals.

“Yes. Two more days of this,” she sighed in
mock exasperation. “I’d actually rather be back in the
office.”

“Oh really,” he said doubtfully.

She grimaced. “I burn easily. The morning trainer
wanted to have class outside on the patio.”

“You’re very blonde,” he told her. “Your
coloring, that is. I’m certain your skin has no bearing on your
intelligence. Or wit.Though it does compliment your
beauty.”

She blushed just a bit at the compliment. “Careful,”
she warned him as she took a healthy sip of the drink placed in
front of her by the bartender. “Keep talking like that and someone
will think you’re hitting on me. Or that you’re drunk.”

“Or maybe both,” he said. Now she noticed a
few of the tell-tale signs he had been drinking well before her.
His words were slightly off, his eyes were glazed, and he looked a
bit unsteady on his feet. She glanced at where he had been walking
from; the bathroom sign was prominent.

“He’s been here since before lunch,” the
bartender confirmed for her when Sabrina looked at the tender with
an arched eyebrow. “Nice guy. Good tipper.”

“Sam,” he said holding out his hand. “My
morning training was on something so unimportant I let halfway
through and didn’t go back.”

She shook his hand. “I wish I had the guts to do
that. Sabrina, by the way. My friends call me Rina.”

“Can I call you Rina?” he asked with a crooked
smile.

“We’ll see,” she said. “Why aren’t you outside
with the crowd?” she asked. “Training is over and lunch is
free.”

“Same reason as you. I can’t stand the heat
and sun.”

“Oh really?” she took another drink. He was
handsome enough…and she was horny enough. Maybe she’d make them
both skip their afternoon training.

He ran his hands through his slightly too long hair.
“I used to be a redhead. It faded in my old age.”

“You hardly look old,” she said.

“Old enough to have disappointed my parents by
failing to give them a daughter-in-law or grandchild
yet.”

She made a face and took another swig of her gin and
tonic. “Ugh. Don’t talk to me about parents and their wishes for
grandkids.”

He laughed. “What should be talk about?”

Sabrina tried to remember what her afternoon
training was for. “Insurance risk and fire protection.”

“I like to take risks,” Sam said with a
knowing wink. “And I always come with protection.”

“Really?Because I like risks as
well.”

Ten minutes later they were upstairs in her
too-small hotel room. The moment the door closed behind them Sam
pushed her up against the wall and kissed her fiercely. She opened
her mouth and accepted his tongue. He moved quickly, pushing the
straps of her suit off her shoulders and then peeling it off her
body as he kissed his way down her skin. It was always strange
getting naked with someone new for the first time. Sabrina wasn’t
terribly shy and she knew her breasts were impressive enough,
though she was somewhat self-conscious of her slightly bulging
tummy and the tiny bits of cellulite on her thighs. Sam didn’t seem
to notice any of that. He simply buried his face in the blond hairs
that covered her crotch, inhaled her pussy’s scent and licked at
her clit.

Sabrina shivered. What he did felt wonderful. It was
at moment like this that she wishes she was more daring. Abruptly
he backed off. “You said you liked risks,” Sam said from his
kneeling position on the floor.

“Yeah,” she replied absently. Her nipples were
still erect and her waters were starting to flow in her
pussy.

“But you don’t have any tattoos or body
piercings. You don’t shave your pussy. I’m a little
disappointed…unless you have a tattoo on your ass.” He half-turned
her body to inspect her curvy ass that had a little too much
padding. “Nope.”

That caused her to laugh in the back of her throat.
“I’m too old for those things,” she said. “Or not stupid enough.Or
crazy enough.” She sighed. “Does that mean you’re not going to fuck
me?”

“Hell no,” he said, jumping to his feet. It
only took him a moment to shuck his shirt, kick off his sandals,
and pull off his swimsuit. Freckles covered his arms, chest, and
shoulders. There was a scattering of light brown hair on his chest.
He was in remarkably good shape for someone pushing forty. Sam’s
half-erect cock poked up from a curly nest of light red pubic hair.
And just like her he sported no tattoos or body
piercings.

Looking at his cock she decided to reciprocate his
previous compliment to her sex. Sabrina fell to her knees and took
his manhood into her mouth. For just a moment she felt like a
spring break college student hooking up with a complete stranger.
She loved the feeling. She loved the taste of his cock in her mouth
and he quickly hardened for her. There was a thrilling moment of
panic that ran over her body when she realized she was going fuck
in a minute. It had been how long? Three months since her three
week fling with Elian?

Sam pushed her back a bit and she looked up at him
with faux disappointment. “Let’s go to the bed.” He pulled her up
for the three step journey, the pushed her down onto the hard
mattress. There was no pause as he got on top of her and they
continued making out, tongues traveling back and forth, lips
exploring mouths and faces. By years of practice Sabrina opened up
her legs and helped Sam get between them so he could enter her.
Only as his hard member pressed against her wet slit did she come
to her senses.

“Oh shit! We need a condom. Fuck!” Sam froze
and pulled back.

“I don’t have any with me,” he said
softly.

“Shit!” she cursed again. Just then it hit her
how badly she wanted to get laid.

“I’ll eat your pussy out,” Sam added as he
moved down her body slightly. He didn’t mind. Eating pussy was a
way of pleasuring a woman he enjoyed almost as much as fucking
her.

“No, I want cock,” she complained. “Wait!” she
exclaimed and pushed him off her. She jumped up from the bed and
bounced over to her purse. Sam watched. All of the right parts of
her body jiggled and jumped in the right ways. She grabbed her
purse from the small table in the corner, fished around inside it
for asecond, then triumphantly pulled out a single condom. “Always
be prepared.”

“I didn’t realize you were a Boy Scout,” Sam
teased her.

“Not me, but my brothers were. But this,” she
said waving the rubber at him as she started to tear it open, “is
actually a gift from a friend who wanted me to be safe when I
was…um… having a rather torrid affair.”

“Really? Tell me more.”

“Later,” she said pulling the piece of latex
free of the wrapper. She looked at his cock which had partially
deflated during the distraction, gave it a few licks of her tongue
and a firm sucking. It was all he needed to get fully hard. She
rolled the condom on him.

“You do that like a pro,” he complimented
her.

“Thanks,” she said, and then realized what he
had said. “Are you calling me a slut?”

“Only in the best of ways.”

She smiled. “Good.” She got on top of him, straddled
his hips, and smoothly slid her cunt down onto his cock. She sighed
deeply as his flesh expanded her pussy, filling her up. “Fucking
good,” she shuddered softly.

Sam reached up and held her breasts, lightly
flicking her nipples. Sabrina leaned forward, rested her weight on
her knees and hands on his shoulders. The sex wasn’t for him now,
it was for her. Automatically her hips went up and down. Her
continued to tease and torment her tits. Somehow as they continued
to fuck his hand went to her face and she kissed his palm, then his
fingers. Only then she noticed his ring.

“Oh fucking shit, are you married?” she
complained. At this point it didn’t matter, she was going to
continue to fuck him, and she just didn’t believe she had missed
such a detail as a wedding band.

“What? No! Why?”

She twisted the ring on his finger.

“That’s and old family ring,” he said to her,
displaying the etchings on the metal. “And it’s on my right hand,”
he added. “I’m not married.”

“Oh. Right.” She flushed with embarrassment.
“Sorry.” She leaned forward onto him, dragging her nipples across
his chest. He started to thrust his hips up into her pussy. “Oh,
don’t stop doing that.”

“Is that how I make you cum?” he
asked.

Sabrina shook her head and buried her face into his
shoulder. “No. I need…something else.”

“What?” he asked her as he grabbed her hips
and thrusted faster.

Sabrina was approaching a peek but she knew she
couldn’t get over the hump without some help. “More,” she
moaned.

“What do you need!” he insisted.

Closing her eyes and pretending she was masturbating
was the only way she could say it. “Put your finger up my ass and
make me cum.”

Sam was more than willing to fulfill her wish. His
long arm slid down to cup her buttock. A finger wandered around a
bit, then found her bottom hole. She tensed up as he pressed his
digit against her sphincter, then it slid in up to the first digit
and she started to hyperventilate.

His hard thrusts upward into her combined with the
finger was all that she needed. A tortured squeal of pleasure
dribbled out of her mouth as her orgasm overtook her. She could
feel his pulsing cock as he erupted within her but his hot semen
was contained by the condom.

When they were both finished he smoothly slide his
finger out of her ass and she rolled off him. “Back in a minute,”
he said while heading for the bathroom.

As promised he returned shortly. “We should hurry if
we’re going to the afternoon training,” Sabrina said with a sigh
but she didn’t move to get off the bed.

“Are you going?” Sam asked her.

“I suppose.”

She still didn’t move.

“Do you want to fuck again?” he
asked.

“Yes,” she replied and raised her knees and
opened
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