A Casual Obsession

HedbangerSA

The computer beckons from my darkened study; it’s eleven o’clock. Our time. I was thrilled when she first responded to one of my messages. She’s a regular on the online amateur porn sites, posting in weekly contests and newsgroups. Her face is always covered or turned, like the neighbor across the fence on that Home Improvement show and she posts under different names, but her body is unmistakable. After dozens of intimate online conversations she’s still a mystery in many ways. From the faceless photos I know that she’s tall, at least 5’ 8”. She’s educated, mid-twenties, probably a professional and has a good job judging from the clues she let slip. 

I don’t know her real name or where she lives. But I know her, her fears and insecurities, her fantasies and fetishes in ways only the anonymity of our relationship will allow, like talking to a stranger on a plane. She keeps me at a distance but that distance is the key that lets me unlock and explore her soul, and in time, will let me own her. 

Traveler signed on. 

Calla: Hi! 

Traveler: Hi to you. I love the new photos you posted in that boob contest. Nice tan. Was that your back yard? 

Calla: Maybe. 

Traveler: Oh, right. Can’t have anyone figure out who you are, not even me. 

Calla: Especially you. That’d ruin our fun. You promised me another story today, remember? 

Traveler: Did I? 

Calla: COME ON! It’s been a week! I NEED! 

Traveler: Okay. Give me a minute to think. Inspire me; tell me what you’re wearing. 

Calla: Cashmere sweater, pink, v-neck. Very soft, clingy. Designer jeans, low-cut. Pink satin bra, D-cup, clasp in the front, just a hint of lace. No jewelry, no panties, no shoes. Nice tan. 

Traveler: Okay, I’m ready. Are you in a comfortable chair? 

Calla: Check! 

Traveler: You won’t need a lot of light, so turn off the overheads and just use a desk lamp if you’ve got one. Now stand up and get undressed. Everything except the tan. Let your hair down, loose over your shoulders, like in the new photos. I’ll wait. 

Calla: Okay. Naked it is. Ooh! Chair is cold! This better be good! 

Traveler: We’ll see. Relax. Don’t respond unless you want to; I want those hands busy, though. 

Calla: Already busy…hehe! 

Traveler: You’re drifting, happy. You feel secure and protected. You play your little games but no one touches the real you. You’re the best there is; the girl with the million-dollar body; perfect, and that gives you the power. You’re in control, always. Still drifting, eyes getting heavy. Now you wake up. You’re standing in a brightly-lit hallway, with your back to one wall. You feel disoriented, with no idea where you are. You look around and decide it’s a hotel, the doors have numbers. It’s a very nice hotel, with wide hallways, white crown moldings, pastel walls, faux Persian carpeting. 

You look down and realize that you’re naked. In public and naked. No shoes, not even a ribbon in your hair. You’re shocked, and scared. You look down the hall to see if anyone is around, but it’s deserted. You can’t see all the way down the hall, though, because it curves very gradually – you can only see eight or so rooms in each direction and you’re worried because you think you hear noises. You realize that about fifty feet to the left what you thought was a doorway is an elevator, and the light on the wall has lit up – the doors are getting ready to open. You look around, terrified, trying to decide which part of your body to cover with your hands. 

Calla: This is creepy. 

Traveler: Trust me. The doors start to slide open and you hear voices – laughter and conversation – it sounds like a family, with kids. In a panic you run to the door directly opposite you and shove. The door wasn’t latched so it swings open. You can’t believe your good luck! You run into the room as quickly as you can and slam the door shut behind you, making sure it latches this time. Relieved beyond belief, you lean against the door for a second and rest, until it occurs to you to check out the room you’ve run into. You turn slowly. 

It’s a suite, a big one and extravagant, with thick carpeting and dark, tasteful furniture. There’s a beautiful arrangement of fresh-cut flowers and you can smell them, the delicate aroma mixing with other scents. Expensive, clean fabrics and furniture wax. The lights are on, but you see no one. You run toward the bedroom to check there, and to see if you can find some clothes. It’s deserted too, no luggage. The king-sized bed is untouched. You hear a noise and spin around, back toward the entrance, realizing that it’s the sound of a keycard being inserted in the lock, and of the mechanism disengaging. The door swings open, and I walk in. 

You don’t recognize me, of course. I’m a complete stranger. I’m wearing a tuxedo, very conservative with a shawl collar and pleated shirt, with gold studs. You freeze – you don’t know what to do. There’s nowhere to run. It seems silly but you say “hi”, or at least try to. Your throat is very dry, and you can’t seem to talk. You’re amazed by my reaction. I don’t seem surprised, or annoyed or alarmed to find a beautiful, naked intruder in my hotel suite. 

Calla: Ooooooh! Typiny w one hnd 

Traveler: I smile, then reach up and give my bow tie a tug; two narrow strands of black silk are now hanging down against the front of my crisp, white shirt. I take a couple of steps forward, then stop and look at you. 

I say: “Hello, I’ve been waiting for you. So good to finally see all of you.” 

You’re even more confused. You want to explain – this is all a mistake, you don’t know how you got here, or why you were in the hall naked. You just were. And that you had to run into my suite, there was this family coming. And the door was open. 

Then you realize that it’s me. You’re not sure why, maybe it’s the way I’m looking at you, staring at your body like an art critic studying his favorite painting. Taking in every curve and delicious part, though I’ve already memorized them. You bring your hands up and cover your breasts, or at least try to. You’re embarrassed and feel very self-conscious. Then you change your mind and bring your left hand down to cover your pussy – the neat, narrow trimmed patch of pubic hair feels soft against your hand. And just a little wet, too. Keeping up with me, Calla? 

Calla: ueth ditr 

Traveler: I’m not as attractive as you imagined me, but you’re not disappointed, either. A bit taller than you thought. You’re even prettier than I expected, more...delicate and feminine. The way the angles and curves of your features, the soft and defined, full and tight mix together. And very classy – the intelligence is obvious in your eyes and you’re way more poised than most women would be right now. You realize that you’ve been gently rubbing yourself, middle finger sliding up and down in the wet crease of your sex. You pull your left hand up and rest it on your stomach. The silence between us suddenly seems overpowering. 

I say: “Well, then. Why don’t we get started?” 

You don’t understand, but can tell that I’m not expecting a reply. You watch me walk to the door, reach out and flip the light switch. The room is plunged into darkness – it must be night, no light is coming from the curtained windows of the suite. 

You say: “What are you doing? I can’t see anything.” 

I say: “Of course not. It would spoil things if you could.” 

I begin to explain the game. I tell you that I’m going to count to twenty, and that you can hide. And then I’ll come and find you, and when I do, you’re mine. You’re shocked. You’re going to tell me just that, explain that you’re not playing a game of naked hide and go seek in the darkened hotel room of some man you barely know, but before you can I start to count out loud. And between the soft, steady tones of the counting you hear other sounds. Right away you know what it is. I’m getting undressed. Counting and undressing. 

You turn, and head toward the bedroom of the suite, trying to remember where the furniture was. You find the doorway and slip inside, around and to the left and stand against the wall next to the door and try to be as quiet as you can be. But you’re breathing way too hard, too hard for just walking across a room. You bring your hand to your chest, above your breasts, and it’s wet there. You put a finger in your mouth and taste the salt of your perspiration, mixed with just a hint of the perfume you’re wearing. You struggle to control your breathing but you can’t. You’re too excited, and scared, and aroused. You listen. I’ve stopped counting. 

There’s just the slightest glow of light coming from across the room; there must be a window and despite the drapes some moonlight is coming through. You didn’t notice it before, the room seemed darker than pitch, but now your eyes are adjusting. Against the light you see movement through the doorway. It’s me, moving without a sound, slipping into the room to find you. You see the faint light glint across my naked back as I move away from you. You have an idea, and it makes you smile. You’ll give me a taste of my own game. 

You slide your hands down alongside your hips, then back and under the smooth, firm cheeks of your ass to push yourself away from the wall, not trusting your legs completely after standing so long without moving. You sense more than see the open doorway and glide through it. You think you remember where I was standing as I undressed. You’ll tiptoe over, scoop up my clothes, and be out of the suite before I can stop you! Leave me walking around naked. The pleated dress shirt has long tails, it’ll be plenty to cover you, and with any luck there will be some money in my pockets you can use to get a cab home, away from all this craziness and back to your normal life. 

It may be a little dull, but at least you won’t have to put up with me staring at you like that. Like I wanted to devour you. Staring at your full, perfect tits; at the exquisite, firm triangle where your smooth, creamy little tummy curves down between your legs to the place you know I want most of all. Now you really feel wet there, dripping, and your nipples are hard like small pebbles. It’s just the tension you tell yourself, but there’s a nice, warm tingling feeling, too. And it feels so good. 

You move faster now, and you’re almost to the center of the sitting room. Here, somewhere right here was where I was standing as I counted. The suite is deathly quiet now, and you listen, straining for any sound that will give you a clue to where I am. Still in the bedroom, looking, or nearby ready to pounce? Your foot catches on something. It’s soft and it gives but holds you just enough to throw you off balance and you feel yourself going down. You stifle a little cry of alarm, but immediately wonder why you bothered. 

You fall on the thick carpeting, but make enough noise that the people in the next suite will know where you are. You feel around yourself on the floor and find what tripped you – my clothes, all tangled in a pile. You’re lying on your stomach, and you gather them up. The shirt is on top, and the gold studs are still in the shirtfront and they feel very heavy and are still warm from being against my body. You can smell me on the shirt too, a masculine smell of soap and cologne. 

You hear something, very close, and suddenly remember what you were trying to do. You have the clothes; there’s still a chance! You start to roll onto one hip so you can pull your legs under you to get up. But then you feel me touch you for the first time. A hand on the back of each ankle, and you tense up. Pull away, run for the door! But you can’t move at all, your body won’t obey. You just lie there, panting softly. Gently, I pull your legs back until they’re straight again, then spread them just a little. My hands move slowly up your calves, stroking, fingertips swirling in tight circles against your smooth skin. They move to the little depressions at the back of your knees, and my fingers feel warm as they slide through the sweat that gathered there. You felt the cold drops running down from the small of your back earlier, as you waited against the wall. 

I follow the little wet trails up, feeling my way across the insides of your thighs where the sweat mixes with the sweet juices from your pussy. The muscles there tremble as I begin to rub them, softly at first, then a bit deeper; working from the inside, then up and onto your perfect ass. I pull your cheeks apart and let one finger trail down slowly between them, pausing to rub ever so lightly around your anus. You tense as you feel a soft, cool caress of air and realize that I’m blowing gently against your puckering hole. 

There’s the slightest glow of moonlight in this room, too, and your skin catches it, seeming weakly phosphorescent against the darker carpeting. I can’t really see you; I sense shapes and curves, but I know your body so well that I need nothing more. As you writhe slowly to my touch, the shadows fade then deepen, revealing parts of you; the tensed muscles in your shoulders, the narrow taper of your waist and the indentation at the small of your back that flows so smoothly into the silky, pert roundness of your butt. 

You can feel my calves against yours; I’m kneeling between your legs and have been gently nudging them out to make more room for myself. You again feel my fingertips on the insides of your upper thighs, swirling against the tender, sensitive skin and it makes your legs twitch involuntarily as you gasp softly. 

You shake your head to clear it. What the hell are you doing, allowing this? You want to protest, to tell me to get away, take my hands off you but your throat and mouth are even dryer than before, and all you can manage is a kind of moan. The sound of it startles you. Low and plaintive; animal-like. 

I’ve stopped massaging your thighs now, and you feel me move higher. I’m cupping your sex with my fingers now and you pull your knees up a little, arching your back to make it easier for me. I probe gently, kneading and stroking the wet, warm folds of soft flesh. A finger slips into your pussy, and then two, and with a third I find the hard nub of your aroused clitoris. You’re rubbing your forehead and cheek against the carpeting and a quiver, ardent and overpowering courses through you. You didn’t realize how close you were, how ready, but the game – me chasing you in the dark and the fear and excitement were too much for you. You’re breathing in short, ragged gasps now and your arms are pulled under you, bracing. 

But now I stop and you cry out. “No!” 

Then you feel my hands on your shoulders, urging you, and you roll over, your legs getting tangled with mine for a moment. Then they’re free and you’re on your back, knees up and spread apart, wide. You feel me move down onto you and smell my hair just below your chin as I take your left nipple into my mouth and play with it against my tongue. My hands are on your breasts, cupping them together as I suckle them, one then the other, flicking your hard nipples with my tongue then pressing them against the roof of my mouth until you wince with pleasure. And then I’ve moved on. Moving down, slowly, savoring every inch. 

Calla: hodup givme a minyte,. 

Traveler: I’ll wait. I’ll wait forever for you, Calla. 

Calla: Thx! Go! 

Traveler: You feel my tongue against your stomach, licking the sweat there, around then in your navel. And then lower, stopping for a moment at the little trimmed tuft of soft hair. You hear my breath catch, and then quicken, as I smell you - the deep, piquant scent that’s yours alone, different from that of every other woman. After that moment’s pause, I move in and I’m back where you wanted me all along, my tongue probing and darting where my fingers had been. But this is so much better than before. I run my tongue along your swollen labia on one side, then the other, and then thrust it deep into you. You moan, trying to stay in control as I send wave after wave of pleasure through you. I’m breathing hard too, and you can feel the urgent bursts of warm, moist air against your skin. 

Your back is arched at an almost impossible angle and your arms are up, behind your head to help support yourself. You can feel your hair and it’s soaked, dripping down into the thick carpeting. You shove yourself toward me, rhythmically, hungrily, and you bring your thighs together just a little to be sure I can’t stop until you’re ready. Your breasts are moving with you, rolling gently and then dancing wildly now and again as you thrust a little harder or squirm to get into a better position. 

You twist suddenly as you climax, deep and intense, and you cry out. You dig your fingers into my hair, holding me there just a moment longer. And then you collapse back onto the carpet, exhausted. But not completely exhausted, just the part that got what it wanted – that way. The rest of you wants more, a whole lot more. 

You pull me up, on top of you again, and run your hand down my chest and abdomen, feeling the tension in the muscles, tight and smooth. You reach lower and find my cock, stroking and measuring it in the dark. You feel giddy with anticipation, wanting every inch of it. I’m painfully hard, wanting you more than any woman in the world, throbbing and oozing pre-cum that lets your hand slide over me easily. 

“Take me now, damn it! Fuck me!” you say, your voice a thin wail. 

“Not here,” I say softly, panting in time to your own heaving lungs. I slide one arm under your knees, and the other under your shoulders and pick you up as I stand. You wrap your arms around my neck and as I carry you toward the bedroom you whisper “yes, yes, yes…” in my ear. 

That’s the story. The rest you can imagine for yourself, Calla. 

Calla: Don’t stop. Not fair! 

Traveler: Who said it had to be? Be well, until next time. 

Traveler signed off. 

Calla stays at her desk, fondling her sweat-soaked, naked body in the dim glow of light from her computer monitor, fingering her sopping pussy trying to recreate the nearly complete gratification he’d given her. After a minute she gives up, then waits for her breathing and pulse to return to normal. She stands, intending to get dressed again, then thinks better of it. She’ll go to bed early, and hope that her dreams will bring her back to the darkened hotel suite in the Traveler’s story. 

It was the best story yet. It made her feel vulnerable but so alive, and the darkness was scary and exciting for her at the same time. Darkness was scary when she was little, the excitement came later. As a young teen, exploring her rapidly developing body in bed at night alone, and later being groped by eager boys during movies and in parked cars and feeling so desirable and special. And so powerful knowing that her body could drive them wild, and put her in control. 

Calla picks up the neat pile of clothes and walks, naked, toward her bedroom. It was amazing that he could do so much for her with just words. Fantasies are like that; he couldn’t possibly measure up in person even if she let him try. Traveler had never tried to invade her life and expand their relationship. That was what made him feel safe, and meeting him would be complicated. Still, she has to wonder… 

The End

I welcome feedback, whether you enjoyed this story or not - your opinions are valuable to me. 
