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Alexia

The plane's wheels touched earth, and I reconnected my phone to the network. Underneath the coat spread over my lap, my fingers rubbed back and forth, making sure I was nice and wet for my husband. Smirking, I simply sent him a picture of my coat while the plane taxied down the runway. He would know what it meant. Both meanings.

Shortly before takeoff, I thought I’d be taking a taxi home, knowing he was out on assignment, but Paul had bribed one of his coworkers to switch their days off. He was now off tonight and tomorrow. I looked forward to being able to see my husband tonight, and was secretly relieved to not be going home to an empty house.

My week off from work had relaxed and refreshed me somewhat, but it didn’t fix the fact that Paul and I had barely seen each other in months because of differing work schedules. Thank goodness we’d gotten away for a week of vacation when we had. I was grateful he’d arranged for us to get a little bit of time to spend together before my next assignment began.

The moment the plane stopped, everyone was up and grabbing their things despite the fact it would still be a few minutes before the door opened. I stayed in my seat, growing wetter while I kept idly stroking myself. My nipples grew hard, and I wondered if anyone could tell what I was doing. A breathy sigh told me at least one person had.

Looking up, I saw a man in his mid-thirties with his eyes glued on my coat, which moved slightly from the motions of my hand. I boldly gave the guy a wink. I won’t lie, having a random stranger realize I was masturbating in public and watch me was hot. He gave me an intrigued look, but they opened the door, and he was forced forward with the crowd before he could say anything to me.

Pulling my skirt into place, I got up and reached for my bag. Trailing after the others, I took my time walking through the airport since Paul wasn’t quite here yet, and the workers still needed time to unload luggage.

Still horny, I stole into a bathroom to play with myself some more. Here, I was better able to spread my legs and touch myself in the semi-privacy the stall gave me. I wanted Paul to be able to smell my arousal when I got in the car.

My fingers slipped back and forth across my clit, sending little bolts of pleasure through me, but I kept myself from coming. I wanted Paul to be present for my orgasm. It was hard, mind you. I’d just left Sana’s warm embrace, and our first time together had been in a bathroom at the bar I worked at, in a stall about this size. Being in here brought back very pleasant memories.

Tugging my skirt into place, I left the stall and washed my hands. While I still wished Sana and Liam would have followed me to this city when I moved away, I’d known it would never happen. Sana had a huge family, and she was very close to them. Plus, they weren’t only her support network but Liam’s too.

I loved my life here. Loved this city. I would never have met my husband if I hadn’t moved here, and I couldn’t picture my life without him. The only things missing were Sana and Liam.

Giving my head a shake for pining for things that weren’t going to happen, I washed the soap off my hands and dried them.

Heading to the luggage area, I saw several people glance at my legs appreciatively. The short skirt I wore showcased my muscles nicely, a gift from Paul a few years ago. I won’t deny that I got off on people looking at me like this. Catching a young woman looking at me shyly, I gave her a wink as I walked by, brushing past her a little closer than necessary, wondering if she’d masturbate tonight thinking of me.

If I hadn't been missing my husband so much and wanted to see him, I might even have considered striking up a conversation with her to gauge her interest. I only wanted Paul right now though.

The luggage gods were with me today, and my bag was one of the first ones out. Hearing a beep, I didn’t bother checking my phone. I knew it was Paul saying he was here. Heading outside, I found him waiting at the drop-off area.

Catching sight of me, he hopped out of the car. His clothes were a little rumpled from being in a car for the past few hours as he drove here from his work site. The wrinkles in his clothes did nothing to hide his attractiveness. His hair was freshly cut. I’d always loved that his eyes were almost the exact same shade of brown as his hair. “Hi, darling.”

My chest squeezed at the sound of his voice, so close, right in front of me instead of over the telephone like it had been for some time now. He wrapped his arms around me and kissed me. The familiar smell of his scent set me at ease. He was the first person I’d ever dated who was taller than me. Standing at a perfect six foot height before me, he was an inch taller than me. Though Liam was barely shorter than me. Less than an inch between us.

“Hey, babe.” I made sure to return his kiss passionately, letting him know how much I missed him. When his arms wrapped tighter around me, pressing me against his chest, my own arms clamped around him.

“I missed you,” he said, his beard scratching against my cheek. I knew I’d held on for too long when he gave me a squeeze and spoke softly. “You okay?”

“Yeah. Missed you is all.” Letting him go, I gave him a quick peck on the lips, caressing his face with my fingers. His nostrils flared, and I knew he smelled the pussy juice on them despite me washing my hands.

He gave me a sly look. “Get bored on the flight, did we?”

“Yup.”

Taking my bag, he tossed it in the trunk and gave me another kiss before we headed out. “What are you smirking at?” he asked, catching my eyes in the rearview mirror.

“Just thinking about how it’s an hour's drive home, and I don’t feel like being bored.”

“Oh?”

I waited a few more moments until he safely merged into his lane, then reached out and slid a hand down the front of his pants. “Good boy,” I purred. The last time I’d flown home, I’d told him not to wear any underwear when picking me up from the airport in the future.

“I remembered.” His breath came out in a little rush at the feel of my touch. He angled himself in his seat to offer me easier access. “How was your trip?”

“Good,” I said, stroking him softly, enjoying the feel of him in my hand. “But I missed you.”

“I’m sad I couldn’t make it.” Sighing, he gave my leg a squeeze. “I’m sorry work’s kept us apart for the past few months. It sucks.”

Holding his length with my fingers, my thumb slid up the length of him, rubbing against the head. “It is what it is. Anyway, you can make it up to me tonight. And tomorrow.”

He arched an eyebrow at me. “Jesus woman, you spent the past week having sex with three other people. Are you not tired?”

He did his shoulder checks before merging into another lane, and my hand paused, letting him concentrate on driving. “I’m glad you and Sana and Liam’s new girlfriend got along. I know you were worried about whether or not your relationship with them would change.”

“Well, the dynamics have changed a little,” I said. “But it was still positive overall. Liam is very smitten. While we all played together, he only fucked his two loves, though he did still give me some very nice orgasms with his hands and mouth. Those three have been fucking like rabbits since they started dating. I had to give him some pointers before he ground his knees into dust. I made him promise to see the doctor.”

Paul chuckled. He and Liam might not have seen each other in the last two years, but there’d been plenty of times before that where they challenged each other to see who could go the longest with Sana and I in friendly competition. Both of them could be insatiable at times and got along well, which I was grateful for.

Smiling, I remembered the shy looks Olivia had given me when we first met. “Olivia was somehow even more adorable than Sana described. We got along well and even hung out by ourselves for a while one evening.”

“I’m glad. I’m sorry you didn’t get some hot dick action from Liam, but I promise to give you plenty.” He used the muscles in his ass to thrust himself against my hand. “Traffic is getting heavy, sweetheart. Not that I want you to stop touching me, but I don’t want to risk getting into an accident.”

“Sorry,” I said, pulling my hand away. I was too horny for my own good if I wasn’t paying attention to traffic. Paul needed to be able to concentrate to drive; he could have an orgasm later.

Really wanting the orgasm I’d denied myself on the plane and in the bathroom, I slid down in my seat, spreading my legs out. Raising my skirt up, I caught Paul looking at me via the rearview mirror and chastised him. “Eyes on the road.”

“Yes, Miss,” he said, his voice sounding strangled as my top came off. His breathing deepened while I touched myself. “How many fingers do you have in you?”

“Two for now. How many times did you cum while I was gone?” I sank the fingers deeper inside me, my thumb rubbing against my clit.

“Twice. The time on the phone with you, and four days ago when you gave me permission to, Miss.”

“How many times did you masturbate while I was gone?” I slipped a third finger in.

“Too many times to count.” Frustration filled his voice. He kept his eyes on the road and traffic, though he tapped the steering wheel, impatiently waiting until he could safely give me some of his attention again.

“How horny are you?”

He made a sound low in his throat that had my pussy clenching around my fingers. “So much. I need to get you home. I want to bang you against the front door and fill you with my cum before we even get in the house.”

“Mmm, sounds like a lovely idea. When we get off the highway, I want you to start playing with yourself and get your cock hard for me.”

“Yes, Miss.”

Grabbing my purse, I pulled out my vibrator. It was going to be a while before we were off the highway, and I aimed at driving my man mad with lust.

Paul groaned. “Why do you tease me like this?”

“Because you love it.” The noise of the vibrator filled the car. “Mmm, this is much better than my hand. It’s hard to masturbate in a car without toys. Not for men though, they have it much easier.” I knew Paul was dying to touch himself. “Hey, eyes on the road. If I catch you looking at me one more time before we’re off the highway, you won’t be coming tonight.”

Swallowing loudly, he apologized. He knew from experience that I’d stick to my words. I ran the vibrator against my clitoris, grinding against it for a while before sliding it into me.

“It’s inside you now, isn’t it?” Paul asked, hearing me groan from the feeling of being full.

“Mmm, yes. My pussy didn’t like being empty.”

“I’ll fill it soon,” he promised.

“You certainly will. And at least twice tomorrow.” I played with myself, making sure to make sexy noises to titillate him.

He cursed under his breath about how the highway was never-ending, making me laugh. “Finally,” Paul huffed, turning onto the exit we needed. His hand was on my pussy in an instant when the traffic almost completely died off.

I smacked it. “I said you could play with yourself, not me.”

His lower lip jutted forward. “Miss, you were gone for a week. I really missed you.”

Why does he have to have such a sexy pout? I relented and let him keep his hand in my lap. He played with my clit while I fucked myself with the toy. Each flick of his fingers made me clench down on the toy.

“Mmm, do you want me to tell you a story?” I asked. His answer was yes of course. “On the last day of my trip, the four of us got together, and they completely filled me.”

I saw the smoldering look on his face as he pictured me with all my holes filled with cocks, both flesh and blood and silicone. “I’ve never eaten so many biscuits in my life.” I burst out laughing at my terrible joke.

He groaned. “I haven’t had Liam’s biscuits in two years. Dammit, now I’m hungry.”

“I am too. Why don’t we try the place coming up over there? I’ve always wondered about it.” If I eat one junky dinner, he’ll leave me alone about my eating habits for a while. But then I really need to get back on track after all the things Liam and Sana forced down my throat.

The restaurant ended up being crammed full, so we ordered the food to go and ate in the car. I sat sideways in my seat, leaning against his upper arm a little to feel close to him.

Paul caught me up on everyone’s current assignments at work while we ate. He warned me to expect a bitchfest from Tonya because she hated the client she’d just finished with and needed to vent. It was something we all went through every now and again. She’d definitely listened to me complain over the years, so I’d lend her my ear.

“Here, give me your garbage. I’ll run it out to the bin.”

“Thanks.” Watching him walk out to the trash can, a wave of mischievousness came over me. This was an isolated building, surrounded by trees on three sides.

“Need the bathroom?” Paul asked when I got out of the car. “I’d rather take you somewhere else than have you see whatever horrors are in there. The staff is overwhelmed with people. There’s no way they’ve had a chance to clean.”

“Nope, follow me.” I grabbed his hand, and he gave me a playfully suspicious look. Pulling him along behind me, I walked along the side of the building. The back wasn’t lit at all. Perfect. I turned on the flashlight on my phone, leading him to a good spot. He looked at me with hunger in his eyes, and I opened the timer app on my phone.

“You have sixty seconds to fuck me, slave.” Bending over, I flipped up my skirt and braced my forearms against a picnic table that was clearly meant for staff to take their lunch breaks on.

Paul didn’t waste an instant and palmed my ass. “I love these panties on you. I’m glad I bought them.”

Looking at him over my shoulder, I asked a pointed question. “You know, I do need to own some panties that have crotches, right?”

“No you don’t,” he insisted, his cock slipping through the slit in my panties. He rammed into me, and my eyes closed as pleasure filled me. “God, I need to cum so fucking bad.” His movements proved he wasn’t kidding.

My cunt welcomed every one of his thrusts. “Twenty-seven seconds,” I said, flexing my internal muscles on him. He cried out into the bend of his elbow, muffling himself and started going at me harder. Fuck, why didn’t I have him bring a gag? I could’ve made him wear it the rest of the way home. “Ten. Nine.”

“Please let me keep going,” he begged.

I continued counting down, wondering if he was going to choose to be a good boy or a bad one. If he chose bad, I’d have to think of a suitable punishment. “Five. Four. Three. Two. One.”

He pulled out, a crabby look on his face. I ran a hand through his hair, enjoying the look of desperation in his eyes. Giving the side of his neck a good nip, I listened to his ragged breathing while he crammed his cock back into his pants.

“Good boy. I’ll give you a reward when we get home.”
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“Coast is clear,” Paul said, peeking around the corner.

We snuck back to the car feeling like two horny teenagers. Still intent on tormenting my husband, I removed my shirt again once we were back on the road.

“You’d be more comfortable with your bra off, Miss,” Paul suggested.

“Mmm, yes, I would.” Removing my bra, I pitched it into the backseat. I’d put my shirt on later, but the bra wouldn't go back on until I had to go to work.

“I'm allowed to touch myself now, right?” he asked, making puppy eyes at me in the rearview mirror.

“For the rest of the drive home, as long as traffic stays light.”

He pulled his cock out and began teasing himself, stroking it with his non-dominant hand. The sight of his hard length made me regret not letting him finish while we were outside. “Are you going to tell me a real story now?”

Repositioning myself in my seat, I set my knees against the dash and flipped up my skirt. I knew it gave him a thrill to see me like this in public, though no one driving by could really see my pussy because of the dash.

There was always the chance that someone would notice I wasn’t wearing anything from the waist up if they pulled up next to us at a stoplight, though. Being topless was legal for women in this state, but so few did it that people tended to be shocked when they saw it.

“The times all four of us were together were all super fucking hot times, babe.”

“What did you do?”

I watched him tease the tip of his cock with his fingers for a few moments before reaching over to take hold of him. He made a nice noise when I closed my hand tightly around his shaft.

“After feasting on Liam's home-cooked breakfast, we piled onto the couches to watch movies. Sana got very handsy during the movies. She really is having a second sexual revolution.” I laughed, remembering Liam and Olivia catching us playing under the blanket.

“Eventually, Sana and I weren’t paying any attention to the movie whatsoever. Liam gave up and turned it off. He ordered both girls to worship my pussy before the strap-on came out.”

Paul made a heated noise, and I stroked him slowly, keeping a firm grip.

“We all headed up to the bedroom to start playing. A very shy Olivia asked if she could go down on me. Her request was pretty adorably made.” I kept my strokes slow while I spoke, making sure to rev him up good. “She was running her hands all over my body, and I could tell she was entranced with my physique.”

Paul looked at me with smoky eyes. “You do have a magnificent body.”

I appreciated how much heat was in his voice. It had never diminished over the years. Ten years and I still wanted him as much as ever.

“Thank you,” I said, giving his cock a squeeze. I pushed away my growing frustration with how hard it was becoming to keep up this physique. At least I knew Paul didn’t give a rat's ass that my collagen was starting to loosen a little with age. “She goes down on me and becomes obsessed with my clit.”
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