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Cynthia sighed
and joined the long queue. She had been stood up. David was
supposed to have arrived 20 minutes ago and everyone was already
entering the movie theatre.



"To hell with him." She thought "I'll get myself a real man who has
the guts to turn up."



Then she noticed Him.



She turned to her handbag to find her compact mirror and check her
lipstick when He, that absolutely hottest of hot gods any woman
could not possibly fail to notice, entered the very periphery of
her vision. Before she even looked straight at him she already
measured his major assets. Tall, very lean, broad shoulders and
long arms. Long fingers and a gold eagle ring on the third finger
of his right hand.



Suddenly her entire brain lit up into lucid focus and intense
attention. She noticed the expensive well shined loafers and his
designer black slacks. That clip on belt with engravings, his crisp
white shirt that was worth her whole week's income. Then the
cufflinks – a month's income. It was a warm evening and his collar
was loose. Sharp, formal, yet relaxed and at perfect ease with
himself.



Oh God the bulge in that crotch. It must be huge. She couldn't stop
flicking her eyes back 'down there' as she audited every fine
detail of his perfection. The relaxed expression on his face, which
carried a small smile – maybe even a half smirk – that surpassed
the complacence of Buddha and Mona Lisa combined. This man was not
merely flawless in body – but also in mind. No inner demons to find
and understand – only his absolute godlike perfection to
adore...



Cynthia swallowed. Her heart skipped a beat as she began to fidget
in her handbag, rustling desperately – where's the goddam compact
mirror! My lipstick! Not now! I need it!



Desperately she reapplied – gut instinct drove her on. Somehow, she
had to get his attention.



To hell with David.



I'll get myself something better tonight. What's more – I'll go all
the way with him.



With HIM! God imagine that!



Cynthia looked directly to him and gave a cheeky smile as she
zipped her handbag. A desperate, tremulous little giggle.



Find something to say.



She ran her fingers through her shoulder length mouse brown hair,
pursed her pouty lips. Fixed the hem of her corporate red skirt and
checked her white blouse.



Lesson learned – don't try to date an accountant. You dress as if
you're going to a meeting not a date. And accountants aren't
exactly courageous Alpha Males are they?



The god stood some two feet behind her. Smirking. His hands in his
pockets. She looked up to his hawkish blue eyes, intense,
aggressive, sublime yet... Endearing. That long aquiline nose
rested easily above his large manly mouth beset on a squarish but
not butch jawline. Symmetric and perfectly balanced. He looked her
up and down and smirked. He smirked straight into her eyes –
somehow daring her to do something... Say something... He obviously
had courage – but did she?



Damn it – I'm better than Dave! And I'll show him!



"Um... I got stood up... Would you like to watch a movie with
me???" She stammered, trying not to giggle. A thousand thoughts and
fears crossed her mind. Is my nose too pointy? Does he like my
brown eyes? Are my lips too fat? My neck and shoulders too skinny?
I'm only a 34C – is it enough? Are my size 10 hips too wide?



She looked to the god like a helpless puppy.



"Ohhh you have courage!" He winked. That smirk, that cheeky grin –
as he still looked her up and down – somehow in some indescribable
way encouraging her...



Cynthia felt her heart race, a bolt of adrenaline shot through her
abdomen, her skin prickled and perspired all over. She felt her
cheeks flush. Her mouth went dry and her throat tied in a knot as
she swallowed. If ever a man knew how to unnerve her yet cajole her
– this was him.



She looked at his big broad manly chest, filling that crisp white
shirt. Her eyes flicked back 'down there'. God that bulge. A tiny
bloom of tingles welled deep inside.



She couldn't help but purse her lips and try in vain not to blush
as she looked back to his hawk eyes and realised he caught her
looking 'down there'. He simply chuckled under his breath and took
his time looking at her bosom, down toward her crotch – then all
over her body from head to toe. She felt his eyes 'touch' her – all
over her body – his gaze burned into her nipples and vulva as he
openly locked onto her breasts and mons veneris.



"I would love to sit beside you during the movie." He smiled
warmly. "I'll even pay and take you back to my hotel room
afterward. It's the Ritz – just a block away."



Cynthia could only giggle like a nervous schoolgirl. Thank God
David didn't come. She felt her entire body overheat beneath her
clothes – dying to get them off – perspiring and tingling. A bloom
of tingles erupted in her vaginal deeps, beneath her clitoris, in
sympathy with her nipples now clenched taut and erect. The idea of
going back to the hotel with Him – this unbelievably hot stranger –
and a 5 Star hotel! Better than winning the lottery.



"Sure." She half whimpered. Suddenly dying to be naked.
Could she even make it back to the hotel? Perhaps the bathrooms...
The tingles were beginning to surge as he motioned beside her. His
big manly hand wrapped around her waist, gently tugging her close
to his big firm hot body. She suddenly felt so warm and safe. Her
breathing changed from short intense breathes to big, slow, easy
shallow sighs. The scent of his hot body beneath obviously very
expensive cologne. Just his scent was bliss alone.



Tonight she had the best boyfriend ever. And even if it was only
for one night – it was worth it. Why shouldn't girls get to roll
the dice and enjoy themselves too???



She looked up to his big face, snuggling into his body, he smiled
warmly down to her. He turned and drew her faceward against his
chest, his big hands clasped on her lower back, drawing her tight.
Up and down her back those big hands meandered, massaging her,
pulling her bosom against his hard chest. His scent... She sighed
softly.



Suddenly he squeezed her bumcheeks – the sheer nerve of it! She
gasped up into his big cheeky face only to receive a wicked smile.
She couldn't help but blush and smile. What else could be said or
done? It's not as is she could even remotely convince herself that
this wasn't what she wanted. It was already clear he knew her own
desires. He was simply encouraging her. This hot rich
stranger.



Upwards his hands wandered to the back of her neck. His long
fingers combed through her mouse brown hair as he looked warmly yet
wantonly into her eyes – hypnotising her with his hawk gaze.
Cynthia felt her eyes half close then look back up to him. He drew
down, like a swooping eagle, and planted his hot lips against hers.
Kissing softly, slowly – each kiss carrying a restrained intensity
yet a gentleness that drew her deeper into the blooming tingles of
her own desire. Her eyes closed as she received his full mouth,
kissing along her lips, then back dead centre, over and over. The
kisses grew heavier and lingered longer – lips upon lips, lips
suckling lips and massaging lips. His tongue rimmed along and under
her lips, dipping into her mouth with broader and deeper pulsing
sucks. His fingertips tickled the back of her neck as the palms of
his big hot hands rested along her cheeks and ears. Cynthia's
breathing deepened and quickened, she could only draw into him and
reach up to wrap her hands around his big shoulders and neck,
hugging him closer.



When he drew back, smiling down to her, the queue had moved along.
Cynthia was still a little breathless. Her nipples ached beneath
the bra and tingles washed and bloomed over her body. The root of
her clitoris and vaginal deeps were beginning to burn. She felt her
own internal heat. Glowing, tingling, blooming and torturing.



"Time to go in." The god smiled, and led her gently to the ticket
booth. As he paid, the cashier girl – around the same age as
Cynthia – simply looked him up and down, smirked into Cynthia's
face and nodded knowingly. Cynthia felt herself blush as she pursed
and licked her lips. "It's our first date..." She said
awkwardly.



"Have a good night." The cashier winked. God the shame.




 


Cynthia pursed
her lips as they settled into their seats. She felt his big firm
arm and shoulder brush against hers – causing her to simply need
him more. She was tempted to poke at his big hard muscles but
didn't want to shame herself. The lights went out and as the movie
started she felt herself automatically reach over and massage his
big chest. Her breathing was deep and heavy as she rested her head
on his shoulders. The urge to get as close as possible to him was
unbearable. The tingles bloomed and surged deep inside, like cola
being shaken in a can. It was already getting hot and unbearable
and this movie lasted two hours.



She just wanted to get back to the hotel.



His big hand reached over and lightly brushed up and down the top
of her leg, lightly tickling around the knee before meandering back
up to the hem of the skirt. He smiled to her wickedly in the faint
light from the movie screen as each brush stroke from that big palm
and long fingers lingered longer and further beyond the hem. The
fingertips lightly gliding along her inner thigh – deepening and
intensifying her tingles. She felt her lips pursing and pouting
automatically as she leaned over closer to him. Her nipples ached
underneath the padding of the bra. She was dying to feel those big
hot hands massage her breasts. Now his fingers were getting
unbearably close to her vulva – skirting around her pantyline. Now
brushing her puffy outer labia.



When he whispered into her ear "I can visualise what you look like
down there using my fingertips" then kissing her full on the mouth,
slowly, intensely, passionately as his fingertips evilly
tickletickled and swirled in random squiggles all around her erect
clitoral hood Cynthia could do nothing but stifle her whimpers by
drawing her mouth deeper into his, breathing intensely through her
nostrils, enjoying the firmness of his kisses as his tongue now
danced and darted inside her roasting mouth. She felt herself
overheating all over her body, tingling, surging, perspiring,
suffering. His fingertips danced incessantly over and around her
clitoral hood, then running up and down her creamy slit, tickling
and teasing her turgid and sensitised inner labia through the
creamed panties.



She squirmed in the seat. "Mmff! Mmmff! MMMMM!!!" She moaned and
whined, her whimpers muffled into his mouth as her left breast
pressed against his right pectoral across the arm of the seat. She
felt his fingers push her thighs ajar, widening her legs, she
slouched down the seat, raising her mons veneris and clitoris for
more torture. His big hand petted and rubbed and massaged up and
down, round and round, over her entire vulva. His hot kisses now
streaking across her cheeks and around her neck and earlobes. She
was gasping in agony. She opened her eyes and looked around. Was
anybody looking? She couldn't be sure. Waves of shame washed over
her but the waves of
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