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Airport Rendezvous






“All flights have been cancelled until further
notice.” The announcement over the airport’s P.A. system wasn’t
surprising considering the number of emergency vehicles that
surrounded the airport and littered the runways. I checked in at
the ticket counter with everyone else and found I was rescheduled
for a flight tomorrow shortly after noon. I headed for the exit,
hoping to catch a cab to a decent hotel.

I was almost to the door when I heard someone
call my name. “Isabelle?”

I turned to my left and saw a tall, very
handsome man dressed in a black tailored suit. “Izzy?” he said.
Only one person had ever called me Izzy.

“Hi, Parker.”

He put down his briefcase and opened his arms. I
went into them without hesitation, my body instantly remembering
the feel of him even after almost a decade. Parker and I had dated
through all four of my university years, breaking up only when he
left to pursue a job on Wall Street; I hadn’t been invited along. I
hadn’t stopped loving him, he’d just moved on.

Parker broke the embrace first, pulling back to
kiss both of my cheeks. He smelled exactly like he used to, a
mixture of manliness and mystery. “You look amazing, Izzy,” he
said, his eyes drilling into me like they used to when we were
young lovers. I’d forgotten how piercing his gaze could be, as if I
was the only person in the world. Parker ran his hand down my arm
as he continued to look at me.

“Thanks,” I said. I was wearing my usual work
outfit – a pencil skirt, blouse, and heels.

“Are you stranded, too?” he asked.

“I am. I was going to see if I could catch a
taxi and find a hotel.”

“Want to share a cab? I’ve got a room booked at
a nearby hotel. You could check and see if they have any
availability.”

“Sounds good.” I was curious what Parker had
been up to since I last saw him so it would be gratifying to catch
up. The past ten years had obviously treated him well as he looked
yummy enough to eat. Whoa – I immediately pushed that thought as
far out of my mind as I could. Running into him in an airport
didn’t mean I had to invite him back into my life.

We took the first taxi in the queue. Parker
plunked my bag in the trunk along with his and held the door for
me. I slid across to the opposite side and he followed me in. His
presence filled the space and I felt myself getting sucked into his
orbit. He had always been one of those magnetic people who was
larger than life and that clearly hadn’t changed.

Parker took my hand and I let him, our fingers
interlacing. I rubbed the tips of my fingers of my free hand over
each of his fingers. Memories flooded back to me, thoughts of what
those hands could do; they had brought me so much pleasure for
years. From the way they caressed my face to how he always held one
on my waist when we walked, they had such tenderness and strength.
And when he made love to me, those hands gave me orgasm after
orgasm. I blushed at the memories of those amorous times.

Parker undid my seat belt and pulled me sideways
onto his lap as if I was as light as a stuffed teddy bear. My back
rested against the door and I turned my head to look at him.
“You’re blushing. What’re you thinking about?” he asked, running
his fingers down my neck and across the line where my blouse sat on
my collarbone.

I couldn’t tell him that I was having flashbacks
to the last time he’d finger fucked me so I was vague. “Just
memories.”

His hand moved to my cheek and caressed it. “I
know. They’re hitting me hard, too.” He pulled my face toward his
and kissed me softly, the touch barely registering. When I didn’t
push him away, he deepened the kiss. My lips parted to let his
tongue probe inside my mouth. I was shocked again by how familiar
he was, considering how long it’s been since he touched me. Even
the way his tongue searched as if it was looking for something
stirred up more memories.

As the kiss deepened further, the hand that had
been touching my cheek moved to the back of my neck and grabbed a
fistful of hair. He yanked on it, pulling my head backward so I was
looking up at the cab’s roof. Parker sucked the tender skin below
my ear lobe, causing a line of goose bumps to race down my body.
His other hand tightened around my waist, his fingers digging into
the fleshy part of my hip. It was almost painful but in a
turn-me-on kind of way. Parker was strong and the power in his
touch always was an aphrodisiac.

Despite being fearful of getting lured into a
place I wasn’t sure if I wanted to go with Parker, I was itching to
know how his body felt. My hands had been lightly lying on his
chest but I moved one to his shoulders, surprised at how much wider
they were than when I last had an arm around them. My other hand
pressed harder into his chest, the hardness of his pecs easy to
feel through his dress shirt. I wondered if he had more hair on his
chest now; the Parker I touched ten years ago had about a dozen
hairs on his entire body besides the tuft around his belly button
that trailed to his crotch.
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