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One Room

There was a convention in town. No one had mentioned this when they decided to send Bill Ormsvich and me to negotiate a contract with a plastic molding company there. It was just, “Get there by Tuesday, and talk to the owners on Wednesday.”

Bill did the driving. We’d made one overnight stop on the way, at a little motel just off the Interstate. Not exactly first-class accommodations. The place looked like it belonged in a Hitchcock movie, and so did the tall, skinny desk clerk.

I suppose it didn’t help that odd feeling that my name is Marion. But I’m a redhead, not a blonde, and I wasn’t running away with a purse full of stolen cash, either.

Anyway, I’m an O’Mara, not a Crane. The two rooms he had for us were comfortable enough, the air conditioner, while a little noisy, worked okay, and I managed to take a shower without being murdered by a cross-dressing psychopath with mommy issues. So far, so good.

The bed wasn’t bad, either. Firm enough to be supportive, but soft enough to be comfortable. Being an experienced traveler, the first thing I did was turn up all the corners. As there was no sign of any bugs, I climbed into bed, propped myself up using all four pillows, and switched on the television.

What came on explained the clerk’s surprised look when we asked for two rooms. The TV was tuned in to a porn channel, and as I flipped through the channels, I discovered that I had a great variety of porn channels to pick from. There was literally more porn available at that motel than there was normal television.

I always sleep naked, and watching what was on the television soon had me lightly running my hands over my body. I rolled my right nipple between my thumb and forefinger, feeling it harden.

I’ve always had sensitive nipples. I can cum just from playing with them, and I was well on my way as I lay there watching a pretty blond girl sucking a giant cock on the television. I found myself wondering what Bill was doing. There were several gay porn channels, so quite possibly he was watching one of them and doing the same thing I was.

My body was already trembling as I lowered my left hand to my crotch. The fingers pushed gently through the closely-trimmed thatch of copper-colored hair and pushed between the outer lips, parting them. The middle finger worked its way up from the bottom of my sensitive slit, through the moist interior, and began a circular rubbing motion around my swollen clit.

I started to cum at once. Each gentle finger’s touch triggered a new spasm, jerking my body this way and that. I was moaning loudly, gasping, trying to catch my breath, while my body reveled in wave after crashing wave of pleasure.

I was still fingering myself when I fell asleep.

I think I woke up about three o’clock. The TV was still on. I went into the bath and peed, not turning the light on, just using the glow of the TV through the open bathroom door to take care of business and wash my hands.

Getting back into bed, I got rid of two of the pillows, turned off the TV, rolled over onto my right side, and drifted off to sleep again.

Bill phoned the room just after seven, waking me up. The motel was one of those old-style places that had rooms and not much else. The closest thing they had to a restaurant was a candy machine in the lobby.

I guess you’d call it a lobby. It was just another room, really, but with a registration desk instead of beds.

We got checked out and drove about a quarter mile to a fast food place that served breakfast. Generic pancakes, what appeared to be powdered eggs, and generic sausage. It was a generic sort of place. A bad local imitation of a national chain, but it was about all they had in that little town so it had to do.

“Not a lot of TV choices in that motel, were there?” I commented, when we were back on the Interstate.

“I watched CBS,” Bill said.

“I went to sleep. I get tired driving long distances.” I didn’t see any reason to say just how I’d fallen asleep.

He looked over at me sharply, then back at the road. “You weren’t driving,” he pointed out.

“You know what I mean.”

I liked Bill. He was a genuinely nice guy. I figured that had something to do with being gay. The best part about dating straight guys was, naturally, that they were straight and liked to fuck, which was a favorite pastime of mine. The worst part was that most of them tended to be assholes. The gay ones were a lot easier to get along with, even if they could get a little snippy.

I figured I should let that go. We still had several hours of driving. And it wasn’t as if I wouldn’t be happy to do some of the driving. It was just that Bill wouldn’t let me, because he was cheap and didn’t want to pay the extra $10.00 to put a second driver on the rental contract.

I never understood that. It wasn’t even his money. The company was paying all the expenses.

The problems started when we got to the city and tried to check into the big, downtown hotel where the company had booked us. When Bill gave the clerk our names, he told us that our room was ready. Room. As in, one room, not two.

“We had a reservation for two rooms,” Bill said.

“You have a reservation for two people,” the clerk said. “In one room.”

“But we need two rooms,” Bill insisted.

Well, Bill wouldn’t want to share a room with a girl, would he? Anyway, the deal was that we’d each have our own room and file our own expenses.

“I can only give you the one. We’re completely booked up.”

“Maybe we should go to another hotel,” I suggested.

“That wouldn’t do you any good, I’m afraid,” the clerk said. “There’s a convention in town. I’ve had at least twenty people come in here today, desperate for any room they could get, and I’ve had to turn them all down. The room we’re holding in Mr. Ormsvich’s name may very well be the only room in town that doesn’t have someone registered in it.”

“Please tell me there’s more than one bed,” Bill said, sounding resigned.

“There are two double beds in the room, sir,” the clerk replied.

“Thank heaven for that,” I muttered.

The clerk glared at me. “I don’t want to hear anything more about heaven today,” he snapped. “That’s all I’ve been hearing about for the last two days. Jesus is coming. God is going to lift half the conventioneers straight up into heaven, and I’d better get right with him before that happens.”

“Whose convention is it?” Bill asked.

“The Northern Southwestern Full-Gospel Baptists of America,” the clerk said. “I do hope you’re not one of them.”

“Russian Orthodox,” Bill said.

“I’m not anything,” I admitted.

The clerk smiled weakly. “Good. Then I don’t have to worry about you trying to save me.”

“I guess we’ll take the room,” Bill said. “I mean, if that’s okay with you, Marion? It’s obviously not what we expected, but it doesn’t look like there’s any choice.”

I nodded. “Better than sleeping on a couch in the lobby,” I said. “I just hope you don’t snore.”

“Not that I know of,” Bill laughed.

The clerk gave us two key cards and pointed in the direction of the elevators. “Eighth floor, turn left,” he said.

We rode up with four conventioneers. They all wanted to know if we knew Jesus. Bill said that he did. I’m afraid I said that the only Jesus I knew was the guy who came around on Thursday to mow the lawn. I’m not good with proselytizers. Did you know that Jehovah’s Witnesses tend to  freak if you answer the door naked, with a big dildo in your hand, and invite them in?

One of the conventioneers, who I recognized as a moderately famous TV evangelist, spent the next three floors warning me about how foolish I was to not believe. I didn’t believe him, certainly, and the fact that he kept leaning closer, putting a fatherly arm around me, and letting his hand slowly drift downward until he was grabbing my ass didn’t make me any more inclined to take him seriously.

This was the same guy who got caught in a motel room with one of his congregants a few years back, but was restored to his position and forgiven after tearfully informing the congregation of how he’d been led astray by Satan and that wicked young woman.

You notice he didn’t take any of the blame himself. It was Satan and the girl.

I was fine with him blaming Satan. Satan wasn’t going to suffer from the libel, presuming he actually existed, which I rather doubted. If you want to blame someone for your failings, blaming a fictional character is the way to go. What pissed me off was that he blamed the girl. What sort of asshole seduces a barely legal high school senior and then blames her when he gets caught?

That’s like those jerk lawyers who go into court and claim their client couldn’t help raping that lady, because she was wearing hot pants and a halter top, so obviously she wanted to be raped. I always felt like it would be good to throw that lawyer into a cell with a giant gay biker with zero self-control and see if he figured it was his own fault for not dressing more conservatively when he wound up with eight-inches of tattooed cock up his ass.

Right. It was obviously Satan who packed the wiggly pink vibrator in my suitcase, too. I looked at Bill, who was diligently watching the floor indicator. If I was going to have to
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