We kept in touch. She texted me to let me know she would be attending a conference with her boss at a hotel close to where I stay when working away from home.

On the day, I let her know the room I had booked, and she replied with an approximate ETA. I tried to relax, and eventually heard her excited knock. Throwing open the door, she burst in with a small flight case and a shoulder bag. 

"Hiya! Hi babe! Mmmmm..." She smiled affectionately, kissing me full on the lips. "I've missed you..."

I felt her heat as her big boobs pressed against me, her scent swimming around her. Her breath tasted of fresh cigarette smoke. "I've missed you, too..."

We kissed again. "Mmmmm. Jessie, you taste fucking delicious. I was worried that you'd have given up..."

She grinned. "Well now you know."

I took half a step back, holding her hands. She wore a black pinstripe suit with a pale green silk blouse underneath, her heels were low and her makeup was subtle- pale lipstick complimented by smoky eye shadow and mascara. Her hair was pinned behind her ear by a slide and she wore a single pair of silver earings. "You look... demure!" 

"Yeah, and I'm gonna fix that right now! I may be some time; amuse yourself." She turned on her heel, tossed her hair and headed for the bathroom, closing the door behind her. Outside I listened to those wonderful little rustles and clicks of a woman 'glamming up.'

She emerged transformed. The piercings were back, the blouse was gone with the jacket now buttoned across the tan lace bra, fringing those magnificent breasts. Best of all, that arrogant mouth was painted in the thick red lipstick that suited it so well.

She walked over to me again, placing her bag on the table as she looked around the room, finally spotting the wine glasses. "Ah, you got them, well done." She placed one on the table by her bag. Reaching in, she took out her Silk Cuts and lighter, placing them next to the ashtray. My heart skipped; I genuinely had no idea what she was thinking. The blonde bundle of fun who had burst in with her sunny disposition had changed...

"Why don't you get undressed for me, and we'll have some fun!" Her eyes sparkled. I stripped off, standing next to her, mentally willing her to light a cigarette, to no avail.

"Oh, look!" She took out a big cigar, the kind that is about eight inches long with a small coloured label. "My boss's associate offered them around, and I took one! He said 'you take that home for your husband,' but my boss told him that I was probably going to smoke it myself... I said I was. The guy's face was a picture!"

She placed the cigar between her coated lips. Hands on hips, she pushed out her bust. She seemed to be asking me to light her, so I reached for the lighter. She just smiled and put the cigar away. "Later, I think. When we go out."

I thought how sensational she would look smoking that cigar in public. I felt a cool discharge of precum.

"Come a bit closer..." 

We stood close to the table, next to her bag. Not for the first time I was naked in front of a fully-dressed Jessie. It was a strange feeling, submissive and vulnerable; not words I would have associated with sexual pleasure just a few short months previously. I didn't know what would happen next, and it excited me.

She reached into her bag (a tan leather affair about the size of an A4 document, with a long shoulder strap), taking out a vibrator. I assumed it was meant for my anus, and my eyes must have widened. Jessie giggled. It occured to me later that there wasn't much else in that bag; she had been working all day as the PA to the boss of a huge company, at an important business conference, with nothing in her bag except her makeup, phone, cigarettes and vibrator.

"Hold this." She passed me the wine glass, and I felt her fingertips on my cock at last, as she grasped my shaft, firmly pulling back my foreskin to expose my swollen and glistening glans. 

She switched the vibrator on full with a twist of her hands, and grasping me again around the balls with her left hand, brought the buzzing vibe into contact with the exposed head. My knees buckled involuntarily at the intensity of the stimulation. She gripped my balls tightly and played the vibe around my head, alternating between the fleshy, swollen top surface and the super-sensitive area just below the eye, then back again. I groaned. 

She kissed me. "Hold that glass up, like that. Don't spill any." 

I was thrusting automatically as my orgasm approached. "Ohhh.... Wank me..."

"No," she smiled. "We don't want you to enjoy it too much, do we? Have you been saving up for me? Are you aching?"

I moaned a pathetic affirmative. She smiled and, holding my shaft gently between finger and thumb, let the tip of the vibe play around the eye. She applied pressure and I winced with a stab of intense, localised pain. 
 
"I saw a vid once, of a woman shoving a slim vibe down some guy's piss hole. They must've been doing it for ages for him to be that stretched. Stuff like that is really fucking dirty, don't you think?"
 
"Really fucking sore!"

She continued to work me with the vibe, running it over and under, over and under. "I love seeing a guy spunking off into a wine glass. It's so tarty..."

My breathing was getting deeper; I felt dizzy. I couldn't take my eyes off her mouth as the filthy words dripped out.

"...Especially when he's dressed up like a French slut, in seamed stockings and suspenders..."

I jerked. Steadying myself on the desk, I just managed to hold the glass steady as Jessie slowly wanked the gobs of spunk out of me. As the jets subsided, she took the glass from me, putting it on the desk with a clink, and led me to the bed.

 

My erection didn't get time to recede. She lit a cigarette at last, and kneeled beside the bed. I pulled a pillow under my head as she started to caress my shaft again, then I jumped as I felt the buzzing vibe on my super-sensitive glans. "Fuck, Jessie!"

