Fantasy Finding

By Jaymac

Today had been a hard day at the office.  The sales team were nonchalant about missing our budget for the second month in a row.  A valued client threatened to withdraw their business because our delivery guy sexual harassed the receptionist verbally.  Poor guy, he had traded crude banter for months with their young receptionist, both enjoying the sexual connotations of their dirty talk.  Today though the battle-axe office manager, who is in dire need of decent shag, over heard poor Deano and Kim, the stunning little receptionist.

Today way one of those days that every thing I touched turned to shit and my stress levels were reaching fever pitch.  On days like these I feared going directly home, risking the chance of taking out my frustration on the people I love.  My wife had called earlier today and I was very short with her when she had only rang to confirm I had not forgotten to contact a plumber about our temperamental drainage.  I had forgotten and was pissed off for being remind of my own shortcomings.

Yes, on nights like these I liked to stop off at my local pub and wash away the grime from a chaotic day with a couple of drinks.  I needed the time and isolation to change from my workplace demeanour to my normally pleasant, fun-loving domestic persona.  Pulling into the car park behind the pub I could already feel layers of stress dissolving from my body.

Pushing open the solid wooden door with its thick stained-glass window and being hit by the pungent smell of stale alcohol and cigarette smoke help remove yet another tension filled layer.  Directly in front of me wiping the dregs form the enormous mahogany island bar, which filled the middle of the main room, was Eve.  At twenty-ish, Eve had a permanent smile showing two sumptuous dimples, highlighting a pretty face with soft features.  Her shoulder length dark brown hair was very practical and tonight tied back in a pony tail to show a slender neck and large loop earrings.  She was petite and the obligatory tight white tee shirt revealed the delicate lacy bra that secured full rounded breast, in nice proportion to the rest of her body.  Her small waist accentuated her beautiful chest, gorgeous ass and shapely legs with no obvious panty lines visible through the form fitting black pants.  Eve was perfect for the hospitality industry. The pinching between my shoulder blades released as I settled on the barstool.

“Hi Jas, what will it be tonight?” came her unusually low and husky female voice.

A pot of light beer thanks Eve, I have the car with me tonight”

With a well-practiced style she poured the beer and placed it on a coaster on the bar and removed the out stretched note from between my fingers.  I took my first long sip of the icy cold fluid, opening my eyes to see Eve place my change by the coaster.

“Hard day?” she muttered as she resume wiping unseen spillages from the bar surface.

“You have no idea” I added and took another sip of my beer.

As I replaced my beer on the coaster, the rest of the bar came in to focus.  Sitting directly opposite me sat my picture of perfection.  The woman looked aged in her mid thirties, her bright red dress, nails and lips brought the mental picture of Kelly LeBrock from ‘The Woman in Red’.  The comparison was very close, light brown wavy hair that fell all around her attractive face.  Wide shoulders supported a shapely neck and the shoestring straps of a bright red evening dress, which looked completely out of place in this setting of the local pub.  Her large breasts were pushed together to create an inviting cleavage in the plunging neckline of the dress.

My sheepish adolescent lust must have been written all over my face.  She smiled and tipped her glass slightly in recognition of my attention.  Awkwardly I returned her gesture and divert my stare to look around the rest of the bar while I tried to regain some level of composure.

The bar was sparsely occupied.  Two men were the only other patrons seated at the bar.  The attractive female opposite my position at the bar was obviously the centre of their conversations as they shot quick glances in her direction then hid their mouths behind their drinks as they congratulated each other on some unheard comment.  These two guys in ruffled business dress seemed to be building up the courage and inebriation to a level where they felt comfortable in making an approach.

At the tables spread throughout bar sat pockets of people talking, smoking and drinking.  The noise level was not great except for a group of three men and the only other female in the bar playing on the pool table.  They laughed and taunted one another as each person had their shot.  Their overalls gave the impression that the three men were tradesmen.  The girl was in jeans and a tight fitting top that gave the impression she was fun loving, cheap and available.  In all there was only fifteen or sixteen people in the whole main bar.

Draining the last drops of my beer and placing it back on the coaster with a thud, the only tension I felt left in my body was coming from my full bladder.  I gestured to Eve for another beer and headed to the men’s room.

As I re-entered the first thing I notice was the Woman in Red was no longer at the bar.  Immediately my heart sank at the thought I had missed an opportunity to flirt with the most sensuous creature I had seen in a long time.  I took my seat and took a sip from the fresh beer that had been place on my coaster.  A loud laugh drew my attention towards the pool table.  There she was, the Woman in Red was playing pool and every eye in the bar was staring at her magnificent ass as she bent to line up a shot.  There was a new tension in my body as my hard-on pushed violently at the front of my pants.  The part of the dress I couldn’t see while Red sitting at the bar was the short hem, to just below mid thigh.  Black hosiery cover long shapely legs, which finished in matching red pumps.  After her shot she stood back from the table and chalked her cue.  She was tall, about 5’10” in those heels and very curvaceous.

I assume her skill at pool was limited as she returned to her seat at the bar after just one game.  There was that seductive smile again as she made herself comfortable on the stool, I smiled back in an intimidated fashion and took another sip of beer.  I played a number of different scenarios in my head of how I would approach this woman.  The direct approach, yes definitely. She presents like a woman who knows what she wants.  I’ll walk straight up and introduce myself.  I took one last big gulp of beer and placed it back on the bar.  As I readied myself I look over, only to see one of the pool playing tradesman walk up to my Woman in Red and capture her attention.  Shit!

I hadn’t noticed that he was older when I had watched them early.  He was about fifty with wrinkled, leathery skin hardened by years of outdoor weathering.  He was around 5’8” and solidly built and carried a cigarette with an air of confidence as he approached.  He walked straight up, place a hand on her shoulder and bent to whisper into Red’s ear.  She laughed and gave him a playful shove.  She then grabbed the front bib of his overalls and manoeuvred him so she could whisper something back.  He whispered into her ear again and they both laugh heartily.  I thought this guy looks like he’s doing okay.  He then turned and walked back to his pool partners to applause and high fives.

The Woman in Red giggles and shakes her head from side to side as she watches the commotion at the pool table.  She raises her glass to a new round of applause.  She turns back towards me with a smile that appears much more inviting.

It is now or never, I start the long walk around to her side of the bar feeling every eye in the place on me. She turns towards me, as I get closer.

“Hi, I’m Jason” I say introducing myself straining to make the words leave my mouth.

“Very nice to finally meet you Jason” she replies looking deeply into my soul.

“Can… can I refill your drink” I manage to stammer out.

“No! I think I have had all the drink I need for tonight,” she answers still piercing me with her glistening blue eyes.

In a rare display of confidence I bring my right hand up to touch her hair and side of her face.  She responds by rubbing her cheek against my hand.  I place my left hand on the exposed area of her right thigh.  A slight moan escapes her lips and her hand comes down on top of mine guiding both hands to in between her slightly parted thighs and up closer to her crutch.  I can feel the lacy stocking tops, as her eyes never leave my own.

“Let’s get out of here,” I suggest with newfound confidence.

“Let me visit the ladies and then we can go”

As she raises herself to leave I grab her wrist firmly.

“Why don’t you remove your underwear while you’re at it” I demand not knowing where the words are coming from.

She turns and makes her way to the ladies.  She really does have a sensational ass.  I become aware that all eyes are still upon me.  Looking up from the floor I notice Eve drying off a glass with a tea towel and smiling slyly.  I think she is impressed with my pick up display.  “You dirty dog” she sniggers.

My Woman in Red returns and I can notice the less pronounced cleavage as she walks up to me and takes my hand.  In between our hands I can feel the silky material of her knickers.  Although my palms are clammy, I’m sure the moisture I can feel is not only my own sweat.  There is another round of applause and wolf whistles as we circle the bar to the doorway.  My face must now match the shade of my lady’s dress.  I pull open the heavy door and usher her through and acknowledge the cheers of the other patrons with a nod of my head as I close the door behind us.

As soon as the door closes the Woman in Red pushes me up against the outside wall of the pub and kisses me deeply and presses her body against me.  She is soft and warm; my cock is hard and hot as it squeezes into her lower abdomen.  She breaks away as quickly as she started and begins leading me towards the car park.  Not wanting to be the submissive in this encounter I seize the opportunity to force Woman in Red up against the car park wall and return the hard deep kiss from before.  Shifting my attention from her hungry mouth I tongue and nibble her left ear.  The scent of her mild perfume fills my nostrils as I move lower to her neck and feel her body squirm against mine.  My hands reach for her breasts and quickly discover erect nipples.  I roll the nipples gently in my fingers hearing slight moans come from those bright red lips.

Noting how sensitive Red’s nipples appear to be I shift my attention from the soft warm neck to cool material covering the hard nipples.  I kiss and then rub my cheek over each nipple in turn.  Continuing my journey south, I kiss down her flat tummy until I reach the mound guarding the entrance to the pleasures between her thighs.  I lifted one black stockinged leg over my shoulder and slip the hem of the red dress up to allow easier access to the area I now desire to explore most.

The moment my tongue touches the out labia lips, two hands with long fingernails pressed into my head.  Sensing no need to tease and build slowly towards an orgasm, I franticly search for the clitoris with my tongue and lick with heavy strokes, once my target is located.  The pressure from the fingers increased and push my head more firmly into her pleasure organs, which are arched forward and gyrating into my face. Her body stiffened then convulses with waves of pleasure as small cries fill the car park.

I continued to lap gently around her clitoris and down the sweet silky valley to the opening of her vagina as the shudders from her body and the pressure on my head diminish.  As I lick and swallow copious amounts of her sweet nectar I could hear sucking and gurgling noise from her vagina as it makes preparations for the burning member bulging uncomfortably in my pants.

The tender moment was brutal interrupted as the leg slips from my shoulder and two hands grab the scruff of my shirt and forced me up to the greedy mouth that engulfs my own.  The mingled taste of beer, what tastes like scotch, saliva and Red’s juices combined to create a strange, exotic cocktail.

I was certainly not in control of my own fate at present.  Red turns me and pushed my back up against the wall without releasing our lips.  The bricks were cold the kissing was hot.  Hands pull at my belt and fumble with the button and zipper of my pants.  My cock jumped forward from its prison and the head popped up from the elastic waistband of my briefs.  I could feel the cool night air on the tip of my cock and the stretch in the elastic choking the head of my prick from the shaft.  The warmth from Red’s lips leave my mouth and moments later warm the head of my hard-on as my pants and briefs are being pushed down to my ankles.

There was no slow teasing for me either.  Two hands surrounded the base of my shaft with fingers spread out pointing to my belly and the thumbs pushing roughly into my ball bag.  The Woman in Red’s head moved rapidly over my cock, taking in the majority of its length with each stroke.  I place a hand on the back of her head feeling the softness of her hair and began trusting my hips in time with her head motion.

I suddenly became aware that two powerful headlights had illuminated our position against the wall briefly as a car entered the car park.  I was way beyond caring about being caught as the beginnings of a powerful ejaculation builds rapidly.  The oral sex had only been happening for a minute or so when I explode, the muscles of my cock pumping my seed into Red’s sweet oral cavity.  Her rhythm and pressure barely flinched as what must have been a fair volume of seaman was deposited in her throat.

It had been a long time since my seed had been swallowed.  The experience, which always gave me that little extra pleasure, was never something my wife enjoyed.

The rhythm of the fantastic blowjob slowed but didn’t stop.  My cock stayed firm and the sensation continued to tingle and send waves of pleasure across my lower torso.

The sound of a car door closing and footsteps brought me back to reality.  My Woman in Red must have also realised we were about to be discovered.  She stood up and kissed me passionately, adding my fluids to the aroma in our mouths.

Whoever the intruder or intruders were they walked past the back of the car that we stood in front of in our embraces, without hesitating or uttering a word.

My hard-on was once again pushing into the warm lower abdomen of my Woman in Red.  I took the opportunity to rescue back some control and shuffled her back towards the car we had ineffectively been hiding behind.  With my pants and undies still at my ankles restricting my movement we stumbled towards the bonnet of the old Volvo.  I landed on top of Red with our lips and tongues still entwined.  The hood and grill gave off some warmth as if the car had not been parked for long.

I raised my body off the gorgeous creature below me and moved my hips so my dick could locate the entrance to Red’s hot little box.  Two legs wrapped around my waist and with little adjustment I was guided into those silky lips.  Resting on my elbows I place my hands on Red’s shoulders and drew her down towards my pumping cock to prevent her from being pushed up to the car’s windscreen.  Two arms stretched around my neck as I gazed into this beautiful woman’s eyes.

I bit my bottom lip and concentrated hard on the feeling of those smooth, warm walls of the tight pussy that engulfed my prick.  Having only just come moments earlier this was going to take some doing if I wanted to achieve another climax.

Red’s head tilted back, fanning her light brown hair all over the hood.  Small moans escaped her smudged red lips.  I noticed with delight the hypnotic movement of two hard nipples under the red dress as I pumped my hips with as much force as I could muster.  I could hear the faint slap of my balls against that perfect ass somewhere down below me.

The Woman in Red’s head now moved from side to side and the leg pressure on my lower back increased as I sensed her orgasm approach.  Here patting and movement stopped as she arched her back off the bonnet of the car.  Her whole body trembled for what seemed minutes.  Finally she exhaled forcible and started to pant hurriedly to regain her breath.

A completely satisfied look came to her face as she again looked at me deeply.  This combined with the hypnotic movement of those nipples floating on the swell of her breast was the trigger to my own orgasm.  It was much less intense that the explosion of the earlier knee wobbler but lingered as I collapsed face first between those exquisite tits.  That completely satisfied look was surely mirror on my own face.

Quickly dressing and regain my bearings I became acutely aware of the audience mingled around the car park entrance to the pub.  I noticed Eve with glass and tea towel in hand as cries of appreciation for our display came from the small group.

Grabbing Red’s arm I quickly made my way to my car and departed the car park with a screech of tyres.

“That was amazing, much better than I could have ever fantasised,” was my first audible thought.

“I could believe I would ever do that and that I could thoroughly enjoy it, I’m still tingling,” came the response from my Woman in Red

“You looked gorgeous when I walked in to the pub,” I honestly acknowledged to my beautiful wife of thirteen years.

“Hey what was that bit about going off to play pool with the locals,” I added as the thoughts of our evening raced through my head.

“I thought I would stretch your Fantasy just a little more” came my wife’s reply as she squeezed my hand playfully.

I don’t know if I was jealous or excited watching other guys drooling over your ass and tits

“And what did the old guy want when he came up to you afterwards”

“He asked if I wanted a quick fuck” came the answer.

“And what did you tell him”, I asked in some amount of shock.

“I said I didn’t want a quick fuck but wanted to be screwed slowly over and over again all night long”.

In increased shock I asked, “How did he respond to that?”

“He told me at his age once a week was about all he could manage and with a beautiful woman like me it was certainly going to be quick”.

“The dirty old bastard” I said not believing my wife could antagonise the old tradesman or anyone else for that matter.

“Talking about dirty old bastards, what was with starting sex in the car park,” my wife questioned with half serious eyes.

“Sorry! I just got completely carried away after your kiss” 

“Don’t apologies I kind of enjoyed, no I really enjoyed it”

“Shit! I didn’t know you were a bit of an exhibitionist” I retorted, now realising there was still a lot to learn about this woman.

“Either did I”

“How did you know I would be at the pub?” came my first rational thought.

“After our phone conversation I guessed you were having a pretty rough day.  I know you hate bring your work home with you, so I took a chance.  I don’t know what I would have done if you had not come.  I was already nervous after waiting for over forty minutes and three drinks and was in two minds on whether to stay longer or not”.

“I’m really glad you stayed” I added stretching out to caress my wife’s cheek with the back of my hand.

“Now remember next time it is my turn for a fantasy,” my wife stated firmly.

“Do you have any Idea what you want to do?”

“I always fantasise about making love in water, but after to night I think I may add a few additional elements”.

“Now hurry up and get me home you dirty old man” she taunted gently moving her hand to squeeze my hard-on and flicking her warm tongue in my ear.

“We have to relieve my parents from baby sitting duties”.

