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The End | Of Part One

Also By Rex Haltier

While it's terrible when a relationship dies, it can be the door to a new and better relationship.

It happened to me when Julie ended it for us.

Ironically, it happened in the middle of what should have been some really hot sex. 

I was at Julie's place. It was Friday and the wine and the music and one thing led to another. It had been a week since we last saw one another so when the moment came, our mouths were locked together, our tongues intertwined. I had one hand on the back of her neck and the other on her leg, under her skirt. Hers were on my cheek and on my chest.

Her hand on my chest slid down to the hard-on in my pants. I slid my hand up her thigh until my fingers pressed against her already soaking panties embossed tight against the thick lips of her pussy. Julie slipped  off the couch and tore at the button and zipper of my trousers, then yanked them down to allow my cock to bob and weave in the cool air.

It was cool for only a moment. Julie's lips closed around it, enveloping it in her soft mouth. I was swept away by the exquisite sensation of her lips and tongue sliding up and down my shaft. The evening became timeless, focused completely on my penis and the mouth enclosing it. 

And Julie was a great cock-sucker. She knew how to bring a man to the edge and hold him there. And until I met Ana, it was always Julie's mouth I imagined when I fantasized about being sucked off. And, of course, Ana had something Julie did not, but that's for later!

After a timeless time that night, Julie pulled her mouth off my cock, which stood straight up, thick and throbbing, glistening with her saliva. “Let's go in the bedroom,” she muttered huskily, with a sparkle in her eye, and gleaming drop of my precum on her lips. 

She stood, and stripped in front of me, quickly. She unbuttoned her sheath dress and pulled it over her head, disheveling her long, blonde hair. Bra came off. For a moment she stood looking down at me, clad only in black, frilly panties, a tall, pale, slender woman with smallish, upstanding tits. 

Involuntarily, I grabbed my own cock at the sight, something that never failed to bring a smile to Julie's face. But how could I not? She was my ideal. I had always favored women who were tall and slender. I was never into huge butts or huge tits, or tiny girls or any of that. I knew what I liked – tall runner's bodies or tennis-figures.

And still, as much as I lusted after Julie's body, when she stripped those cute panties off, I felt a momentary disappointment when I saw her gorgeous pussy.

The feeling was fleeting, but I felt it. And I thought it was weird, because Julie's pussy was truly lovely. She kept the golden pubic hair nice an trim, gathered in a wide landing-strip with bare lips. It was elegant with plump outer lips and barely visible inner lips, even when she was horny. But the one thing I really loved about her cunt was her clit, Julie had a huge clit, almost two inches long when she got hot and bothered. When we first met, she had been self-conscious about it. But the love I showered on it and the joy she felt at my enjoyment of her body and this most special part of her helped her to feel better about herself.

And I truly loved her clitoris – I've always loved women with big clits, they looked so hot, emerging from the folds of their labia. When we fucked, I would spend a long time sucking on Julie's massive button, bringing her to orgasm after orgasm before I finished either in her pussy, or ,even better, in her asshole.

And it was all of this that really caused Julie to end it that night.

And it was that night, and Julie's angry words, that made it possible to meet Ana. And change my life forever.

I remember it so well...

Julie's thighs pressed my head between them as I nuzzled against her pussy. I had her lovely, plump inner lips between my own lips and sucked them hard. I flicked my tongue between them and lapped the juices that flowed out of her steaming vagina. She tasted so sweet, I wanted to drink that lovely liquid. I had her ass-cheeks gripped in my hands and I kneaded them while my nose pressed against the tight, muscular ring of her asshole.

Her mouth enveloped my dick, taking the whole length of it between her lips, which slid up and down my shaft with each bob of her head. I had not been this hard in a long time and I felt like I was about to blow my load directly into her stomach.

I pulled my lips from between hers, and lapped the length of her vulva, from her swollen bulb of a clit, all the way to her anus. I swirled my tongue around her back door, pressing the tip against the opening before slipping into her steaming pussy-hole. I moved a little down and sucked her clit, making her moan around my meat, which made delicious vibration in my cock. 

What I did next pissed Julie off, but I couldn't help it. I yanked her hips forward and pressed my lips against her asshole. I stabbed it with my stiff tongue. I wanted to get her juicy and slip my cock in there. Eating and fucking ass were my favorite acts of love – even more than having my cock inside a pussy. I didn't know why then, but more than anything I wanted to worship Julie's asshole with my tongue, fingers and cock.

And, usually, she was okay with this. But not tonight. Almost as soon as I had my tongue deep in her dark hole, she pulled her mouth off my dick and squirmed away from me. “God damn it, Bob!” she said. “You're doing it again.”

I lay there panting a moment, trying to get my bearings. I had been close to coming, but now... “What?” I said stupidly. “What's wrong?”

“I feel like you like my ass more than my cunt!” she said.

“No,” I said. I shook my head. “No. I love your pussy.”

“Then why are you eating my ass so much?”

“I love your asshole too.”

She pushed herself up to sit cross-legged. What a sight. Her slender body. Her lovely petite tits glistening with her sweat. Her blonde hair matted with exertion. And there, between her spread thights, the matted patch of golden curls around her truly lovely pussy. But she was angry. “Jesus, Bob,” she said. “It seems every time we fuck, you end up putting your attention on my asshole and not enough on my pussy.” She folded her arms under her tits. “I kind of feel left out, you know?”

“Left out?” I was starting to let my frustration turn to anger. I glanced down. My cock was still hard as a rock and pulsing near orgasm. “What the hell, Julie?”

“Don't lie,” she said. “You were going to put your dick up my ass, weren't you?”

I didn't say anything. That had been my plan. I mean, I liked her pussy, and all. But she had such a fine anus! It was so tight and steamy! I loved fucking her up her anal canal. “Well, yeah,” I said.

She sighed. “That's what I'm talking about,” she said. “I feel like you want to fuck my ass much more than give me what I want.”

“Which is?” Jesus! I swear to god it just slipped out.

“What the fuck, Bob!” She shook her head. “I think you better leave now.”

“What?”

She pulled the bedclothes up to hide that magnificent body from me. “Just...” She tried again, as tears of frustration and anger started to spill from her eyes. “I... Just go. Please.”

I sighed. Then I nodded. “Okay,” I said. “Okay.” I scooted to the side of the bed and searched for my clothes on the floor, where we'd flung them in our haste for each other. I pulled my shorts over my shrinking dick, then my pants, and so on. I stood and looked back at Julie – as it turned out for the last time. “Julie,” I said.

She shook her head. “I don't know what's going on in your mind, Bob,” she said. “You need to figure out what you want. I don't think it's really me.”

I didn't say a word. I just finished getting my clothes on. I found my shoes and coat. I retrieved my cello in the other room – I'm in a professional orchestra in New York City . My last glimpse of Julie was from the door. She didn't look at me, but sat on the bed, partly covered by the sheets and blanket, tears trailing from her eyes to drip down to her lovely breasts.

“Goodbye,” I whispered as I closed the door after me.

I used an app too get a cab on the elevator. I got my confirmation by the time I reached the lobby. I waved to the concierge as I pushed through the front door of Julie's building and waited for the cab on the curb.

I never went back.

The taxi that the ride-sharing app was a medium sized Japanese sedan. Not too big on the outside, but with a good bit of room inside. I opened the back door and slid my cello across the bench seat. I said to the driver, “I hope you don't mind if I ride up front.”

The driver, who I had just enough time to notice was a woman waved me in. “Not a problem, sir,” she said in a mellifluous voice that seemed just a couple of note too low to be true.

I shut the rear door and slipped in the front.

“You're Bob?” she asked.

“That's right,” I said, as I pulled the belt around and buckled up. Then I turned to her to say hello and stopped, speechless. Holy shit! She was gorgeous!

She glanced at me as she put the car in gear. “Hi,” she said. “I'm Ana.”

“I'm, Bob,” I stammered.

“Yes, you mentioned that a moment ago.” She was smiling, on
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