
        
            
                
            
        

    


    
      In A Room At The Inn

    

    




      
        Shannon Irving

      

    

  


  
    Contents

    
      
        
          About the Author
        

      

      
        
          In a Room at the Inn
        

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          About the Author

        

      

    
    
      Shannon Irving is a Texas Transplant living in New England. She is a lover of all things tea related, and of cute pictures of hedgehogs.

      

      In a Room at the Inn is her first publication.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          In a Room at the Inn

        

        By Shannon Irving

      

    
    
      A stack of mail lined the kitchen counter.  The kids were running around, hyped up on goodness knows what. Dinner was in the oven and my feet were killing me.  I had cleaned, but the house looked exactly how it did before I started cleaning. Right after school, hell broke loose.  Forts were built, homework was littering the floor and a shoe flew by my head. I eyed the pile of mail. It had the usual bills, post cards and regular junk mail, but buried within was an invitation.  I could tell from the return address that the card was from an old friend.  As I suspected it was for a second wedding. The invitation was ornate with white calligraphy on black cardstock.  The wedding was two months out.  I surprised myself that I actually wanted to go.  I said to my daughter, “Put this some place so I won’t forget,” she came into the kitchen with a stack of papers for me to sign. We exchanged papers and she tacked it up onto the fridge. “Mom, add it to your calendar on your phone or you really will forget.”  I was on cloud nine for a full hour after reading the invite. Not because of the wedding, but because it meant I had a night without the kids and a night without the kids was rare, since my divorce a year and a half ago. My youngest was screaming from the bathroom, “Can someone help me with finding the band aids?”  If only the wedding was this evening, then it would be perfect timing.  No need to get dressed up. I would roll in wearing my jeans, too big shirt, burgundy lipstick and a glass of wine in my hand, if it meant I could escape for a little.

      I was curious why the wedding was almost two hours from where my friend Amanda and her fiancé Kit lived. I knew Kit, passed him in the halls at work, nice guy.  I also knew his first wife and the three kids that came out of the union, good guy. He did two tours in Iraq and was now running our IT department.

      I had recently decided to quit a job that I sort of liked, but brought little value to. I had risen through the ranks from junior designer to Creative Director at a medium sized ad agency in the suburbs of Boston.  I busted my ass climbing up the ladder and being a black woman in a field that lacked diversity, was not an easy feat. I shined when I needed to shine and faded when work no longer brought the same excitement it had when I first started.  About six months before my departure I chopped off my relaxed, colored hair and now sported my natural curls with a little gray at my temples.  Initially, when I cut it, it felt like a weight had been lifted and the hair at my feet was a symbol of my past. Before I got into the shower to wash the rest of the “old me” away, I really studied my body.  My silky deep brown skin was without a wrinkle. I had no visible stretch marks and my around ass was firm, my legs muscular from hours of running on the treadmill in my basement.  I nodded at my reflection, my dark brown eyes shining back at me.

      I had lost my drive to create and leaving without a job to fall into was scary and exhilarating at the same time. I decided to do the mom thing, though I don’t know what the mom thing means.  The first Monday I had off I had to go to the front desk of my son’s school to ask when school released. I had gone through 6 years of living by the 5 o’clock rule, which roughly translated to, my other life starts when I leave this job and pick up my kids.  Discussions about stock photography and meeting scheduling have been replaced with "how much homework do you have?  Did you finish the book report and read all the books you asked me to get from the library for you? ” This wedding was a much needed break and a possible new beginning for me.

      I reflected on my own married and how all marriages go through those moments when you look at your spouse and go, oh, I remember you. Before kids you used to be up in my shit. You lived and died by getting a little piece of each other. Kissing was sacred.  Sex was constant. Sweaty bodies on top of each other, doing positions you hear about, but are unsure if you are doing them correctly, but if felt good and that was all that mattered.  Then kids burst on the scene, spread out by three years and slow drawn out sex went out the window and bottle feedings and washing clothing became the norm.  For me going back to work after each child made logical sense, until I started questioning my worth. I had figured out how to do all that needed to be done during the weekends, with a little bit of sanity tucked into my pocket.  With eyes wide open I made the change and realized staying home was way harder and even harder as a single parent.

      Every day leading up to the day of the wedding, I smiled every time that I thought about being away from my kids for an overnight. The wedding was not until two in the afternoon. My mental checklist was something like this: attempt to dance, avoid the Shuffle (all incarnations) or the Chicken Dance, drink to excess, have conversations with adults, pose for pictures, make sure I do not embarrass myself, continue to drink to excess and perhaps meet someone.

      I dropped the kids off in the morning and came back and packed.  After a series of false starts and forgetting one thing after another, I realized I might be a little late. I put in the address into the GPS, but didn’t hit start. I was motoring along for a while and thinking about the morning activity of packing and dropping the kids off at my brother’s for the weekend, before I realized I was on automatic pilot and had been heading in the opposite direction for twenty minutes.  After I course corrected, I started to feel myself relax. The landscape was nothing to get excited about, we were still in the in-between stage of it is still winter, thus brown and uninviting and spring is near.  “I’m in some teeth, no teeth country,” I said to myself while sucking down my cold chai.

      There was no question about it; I was going to be late. I looked myself over in the mirror as I got closer, the GPS had me going in circles and the only place to park was across the street from the Inn and it was metered parking. I took the bare essentials, which was me, myself and I. I made it in shuffling and clicking across the hardwood floor to the front desk and asked for directions to the wedding.  “Down the stairs, follow the hall to the end and take an immediate right,” I heard the man at the front desk say, it made sense.  I made my way down the stairs, holding on for dear life, my dress was tight. I was wearing shoes that came out once a year for gatherings and were about 15 years old, but had come back in style. They did not show any signs of wear and tear, but I was not comfortable walking in them. I got there right as the minister was leading them into the kiss, I heard nothing. I was more concerned that the lone black woman was l-a-t-e.

      “You didn’t miss a thing,” was the comment that came from behind. I didn’t know the voice, but it was teasing me.  I turned around to a woman, about my age, with dark red lipstick on and a shimmering hunter green dress and bright red hair. I noted it would have made more sense at a 6 pm wedding, but eventually 6 pm will come and go and she would be perfectly outfitted for the occasion. The woman, Lesley, was a childhood friend of Amanda’s. I liked her immediately.  Scanning the crowd I realized I knew about a total of 6 people, besides Amanda’s family.  I picked up my name tag and smiled Tilda Carter.  It looked strange. I hadn’t used my maiden name in 8 years and seeing it there in elegant script was jarring.

      “What do you want to drink?” a strange hand was cupping my back, and slowly moved down and rested on my ass, my womanly ass, in a form fitting dress.  “Magnus, I had a feeling you would find me.”  I turned around and found myself looking up at a heavy salt and pepper beard and short slicked back black hair with a few streaks for gray running through.  Magnus is massive, 6’4” with thick limbs, crystal blue eyes and aura of otherness that turns most women into puddles of water. If you are not paying attention and only heard his accent, the image that would pop into your head would be of your stereotypical ginger haired Scot. His accent at times is heavy and very proper. The first time my brother Lincoln met him, it put him off a bit, not because he was white, but because of his booming voice. “At least he doesn’t have a Boston accent,” my dad said. He always said Lincoln and I would probably end up with someone white. We were one of a handful of black families that lived in our neighborhood in Wellesley.  We had gone to private schools, played soccer and lacrosse, vacationed in the Vineyard and brushed elbows with those equally privileged and sometimes of the same complexion.

      Magnus smiled at me when I told him my order, “Gin and tonic for now.”

      The last time I saw Magnus was at Amanda’s first wedding. We had started dating my last year of college and broke up nine years later. The circumstance of our break-up was lost on me at the moment. I had pushed the idea of talking to him out of my mind, told myself I would not succumb to the attraction I still had for him. I started to get nervous, though his touch felt completely natural.

      After he left, I quickly fell into conversation with the one woman, besides Amanda that I knew, Petra. We talked kids naturally.  She told me that her daughter was at a dance competition and the two boys were the “lucky ones,” she said half smiling. I am not sure what she meant really.  When my cold and strong drink was dropped off, Petra’s husband piped up and says to Magnus, “You want to join me outside?”  They escaped. I watched as Petra’s youngest bee-lined to the tables of food, coming back with a heaping plate of fruit and cheese.  He was cute, double fisting the food into his mouth, crumbs shooting out, as he joked with his old brother. Normally, when I see kids in public doing what kids do, I get that pang of missing mine.  Today was not the case. I still felt like I was an imposter in a too tight dress. I threw backed the drink. I shifted my weight and decided to let the alcohol overtake me. It was my goal  to see what strange conversations I could have that didn’t involve talking about braces, summer camp or school choice.

      Lesley ended up sitting next to me, which was the best thing that could have happened.  She was without a husband or kids.  We talked about traveling abroad and getting older.  Three whiskey sours later, I had to pee. Magnus was sitting on the other side of me.  We fell into our old routine and comfort level. It almost seemed like we hadn’t been away from each other as long as we had.  I let me had rest on his knee. “You could crawl to your room, if you really need to go” I was getting a little more touchy feely with Magnus than I normally would and he noticed I was getting anxious.

      “Oh. That is good to know. Can you walk me there? I don’t know if I can stand.”  He was right the room was within crawling distance, I hadn’t paid too much attention after I dropped off my stuff.  The image of me actually crawling on all fours to my room was a comical image.

      The room was simply decorated, king size bed, white sheets with shades of blue on the curtains and in the folded converter at the foot of the bed.  The bathroom was my dream bathroom: subway tile on the walls and shower, white pedestal sink, black and white honeycomb tile, chrome hardware. My buzz was full on. I stood against the door frame swaying, “Call the front desk. We need a measuring tape.”  The warm stream of pee exited my body when I finally sat down.  Magnus was watching me and smiling. “What do we need a measuring tape for?”  My finger was in the air, shaking as I circled it over my head, “The size of the bathroom is perfect for my bedroom. We need measurements. Need to take pictures.”   I could feel myself loosen up. I struggled with my dress and Magnus helped me pull up my pantyhose. “You okay?” He was watching me in the mirror, steading myself against the sink. Now looking at his freshly groomed beard, his slick hair and his black suit, I wanted him to help me take off my clothes instead of helping me put them back on.

      “I am fine.” I smiled at him.  I looked myself over, my make-up still looked good. My dangling silver earrings brushing my jaw, one loose curl hung down at the nape of my neck. I ran my fingers over my lips to spread out my lipstick. I puckered my lips and blew him a kiss.

      I remember the first time I met him, it was in my last year of college and I had come home from New York for Christmas break. I had left my roommate Jessie, with my younger brother, Lincoln to attend a party at a friend’s house. I had sensed for weeks that they need their space, but yet, it was a party that I didn’t want to go to, but I went anyway. Before I reached the door, I wanted to run away, the blaring music reminded me of high school and the smell of smoke nearly made me gage.  Magnus was behind me, trying to get around me as I reluctantly crossed the threshold.  He knocked my elbow when he passed. “Sorry, I am trying to find my sister.” He said over my head, heating coming off his body. His Scottish accent caught me off guard. Instantly I wanted to stay.  Who was he and why was he looking for his sister?  He saw me later once I settled into the party. I had found a few people I knew and was deep in conversation. He smiled and nodded from across the room and pointed to a girl in the corner, sitting on a boy’s lap her head drooped to one side. I mouthed “Oh,” like it mattered.  It was then I realized he towered over everyone at the party and was completely out of place in his black sweater and kilt with thick black boots and was the only white boy in a sea of black faces. No one seemed to care that he and his sister were at the party.  I looked away. We had made a connection based on his need to share an insignificant piece of information with a complete strange about his sister. His smile tugged at my heart and between my legs later when he caught up me the next day in town. We started dating shortly after that, first long distance and then after graduation I moved back to Massachusetts. At first we lived in Boston, but when his uncle got sick, we move two towns away from where I was raised so he could run the stables.

      I started heavily nursing a large cup of over seeped Darjeeling tea when I got back to the table. I had grown accustomed to loose tea after I stared dating Magnus, so teabags were suspect. I flicked the teabag off the spoon, the tea was a little bitter, who was I to be picky. Lesley had found someone else to talk to between taking very suggestive pictures with Amanda. The sun had set and the wedding was winding down. I knew that once those with kids left, that only a few of us would remain. Since we were in a college town, an oasis in the middle of the country, we needed to go out exploring and exploring meant more drinking.

      Magnus and I did a quick costume change. I came out donned in jeans and a black and white sweater, I even put my nerdy glasses on to complete the look. Magnus was wearing a vibrant red t-shirt and black jeans and a scully cap. Everyone else dressed down, as well. The group of four swelled to a group of eight within twenty minutes

      We settled on Irish bar on the main strip and we were by far the oldest motley crew there. The night slowly went downhill. We ended up separately at the Inn many hours later and at different stages of drunkenness. I had walked ahead to get away from their drunk conversation.  Lesley and her roommate, her name escaped me, but I know she was the best friend of Amanda and had come up from some southern state I have only driven through, were walking with Magnus.  By the time I found Magnus, he was stumbling down the hall to our rooms talking about going to Lesley’s room, “She has more beer up there.”   My buzz was slowly fading. He followed me into my room. I started peeling off my clothing little by little. “You are not going anywhere. You can barely stand.” The scene that was unfolding and could go in any direction.  I stood without a bra on, my breast exposed to the cold air in the room. My nipples were getting hard.  I put on my nightgown, one I specifically packed if such an occasion presented itself. It had a spray of flowers drowning in a sea of navy blue.  I ignored his rationale about why going to her room was a good idea.  I watched him trying to decide to stand or sit, a drunken smile creeping up his face as I slipped into bed. I wanted to have sex, but not sloppy sex.

      “Why don’t you sit down for a bit?”  I pulled the covers down. He realized I was not leaving and neither was he.  Was this going to unfold badly? I watched him struggle out of his clothes, talking about goodness knows what. I ignored him. A few minutes later I get the tap on the thigh and then a few pillows are girlishly thrown at my face. I was becoming miffed. I said a few choice things. He popped out of bed. The room was beyond cold. He started to guzzle down a bottle of water we purchased at a late night donut shop. “Where is this water from?” he asked.  “The donut shop by the bar. You remember you got donuts for everyone and gave the kid a $10 tip.”

      “I don’t know what you are talking about,” water dripping from his mouth, he face planting into the four fluffy pillows on his side of the bed.  Thirty minutes later, he pops up again, talking dirty, and touching me all over.

      “I need to get in there. I need to see that pussy.”  The lamp by the television was on and cast strange shadows behind him.  His hair no longer was slicked back; it was partially matted to his head. He ran his hands through his hair, shaking his head. I could see he was trying to get the image of me to stop spinning in front of him.  When he was done messing with his hair, he looked like a male model; every inch perfectly formed, with a little crop of curly black hair on his chest.  He was wearing boxer shorts with mustaches on them.  His penis was starting to get hard, tenting his shorts.

      “Oh you do, you want to get inside of me. What do you want to do?” I follow his eyes to my open brown legs, my nightgown pushed up to my stomach.  I was getting wet.  “Do you want me to take them off?”

      He shakes his head. “Push the underwear to the side. I want to see just a little bit of your pussy.  Are you wet?”  I nod.  He face relaxes; his eyes no longer glazed over, become big with anticipation of entering my box.

      I was wetter than I had imagined, like virginal wet, he slid into me and stopped and lingered, his eyes closed, my legs far apart, his hands pushing my knees into the soft folds of the sheets.  My mouth was open; I was controlling myself, keeping that sound of pleasure from bubbling up to the surface.  He must have been doing the same, because when he opened his eyes, I understood.  We were alone, no need to be quiet.  My moaning increased, his dick was hard and he was pushing deep into me, thrusting with an intensity that made me feel like he was possessed with the idea of being inside of my sex, my hot wanting sex.  Each thrust was harder than the last and it hurt a little, but I was thrilled at the feeling of my snatch being ravaged.

      Eyes closed, moaning, breathing heavily, I opened them to him, watching his dick going in and out of me.  I was envious of his view; the angle I knew was hot. He pulled out and rolled my wet underwear down over my legs, throwing them over his shoulder.  He backed up and looked at me, licked his lips. “Touch yourself. I want you to get wetter, baby. Can you do that for me? I want to watch. It turns me on. Yes, like that.  Not too fast.  Don’t close your eyes.  I want to see the pleasure on your face.”  My hand was working my clit rubbing fast, which was how I did it when I am alone.  Knowing he was watching me, increased my desire for him. I was not looking at his face, but his swollen dick, wet with my juice waving in the air. He was sitting back on his knees. My head was half way on the pillow. My nightgown complete pushed up to my neck, my breast pouncing to and fro as I increased and decreased my speed.  I teased myself by fingering my pussy and moaning loudly. That must have done it for him. He pushed my hand away and with his leg forced me to lay on my left side.  My right leg bent against his torso, and he tore into me. I couldn’t catch my breath, over and over, deeper and deeper he thrusted into me, my tits hard and tingling. “Does that feel good? Does that feel good?” he repeated.  Between my moaning, his extremely hard penis glided in deeper touching my core, my body reacting to each movement. I felt like flying, it felt so good.  The pillow was covering my mouth, the softness of the fabric catching on my teeth as I screamed.

      “I want to come so bad,” he was clinching his teeth.  “It feels to fucking good, to fuck you like this.”

      My face was completely buried. He was running his hands up my ass, my torso; he pushed down on my shoulder so he could see my quivering breasts.  I was contorted and a little uncomfortable. “Move the pillow away.  I want to hear you scream.”  I could feel myself blooming into coming and it would have come extremely fast if I opened my eyes. I ignored his request and let him fuck me a little more.  “Open them, Tilda. I need this. I am about to come.”  As the slow moan rose through his throat and he dug his nails into my shoulder. With the final thrust, I opened my eyes, as we came. I scratched the shit out of his chest, my shoulder ached, he had pushed me down so hard when he released inside of me.  He was staring down at me, his dick pulsating inside my pussy.

      “You look beautiful,” he did. We used to gush “I love you” after, but it didn’t fit the occasion.

      I don’t remember falling asleep.  I woke the next morning without a hangover. The cold air had gone off at some point and I was buried under the covers.  The morning light was spilling into the room under the shades.  I looked over at Magnus, sleeping on his stomach, his white ass peeking out over the mounds of sheets.  I caressed his butt and he instinctively turned over showing me his morning wood.

      “How are you feeling?” his eyes slightly open. I propped up on my elbow and started rubbing his hard dick while he touched my pussy.

      “I want you to fuck me in that bright white shower.  But tease me a little, get me wet. Lick me to the point when I am ready to come and drag me in that shower and pound me against the glass.”

      I stopped touching him and moved to the top of the bed, my back against the headboard. I sat on top of the fluffy pillows. My legs wide open my hands above my head holding to the edge of the headboard, ready for him to tease me with his tongue.  He did bring me to the edge pretty fast. He didn’t drag me. I led him to the bathroom and forced him to sit on the toilet seat. I turned around and slide on top of him, I was moving slowly and touched my clit and I inched up and down his shaft. He was moaning in my ear. I was biting my lip while I watched myself in the mirror on the back of the door. I watched his face as my pussy swallowed his thick pink dick.  I could feel his body tense up. He pushed me forward and while still inside of me. I braced myself against the door, my face close to the mirror, my breath fogging up my reflection. He took me swiftly, my breasts swaying and knocking against each other.  He kicked my legs open and I repositioned myself. He spread my butt cheeks open more, pulled himself out and jacked himself really hard, his hand slapping against my ass. I watched him in the mirror, he was not staring right back at me, but he pushed himself back inside my box, bringing me nearly to release.  “Do you want me to come?” he said to my reflection.

      “No.” I tried to say.

      He pulled out and stood staring at me when I turned around to face him.  His glistening dick was harder than the night before. “Lick yourself off of me. Clean me up before we get in the shower.” I obliged.

      I leaned over, my back straight like a table. I kissed his helmet and licked him every so slowly.  He grabbed the nape of my neck, telling me without words to hurry. I pushed back. I didn’t want to be rushed. I started to suck him, I could feel him jerk a little when I slightly bit and pulled his foreskin with my teeth.  I continued slowly licked myself off of him and sucked his tip. Gradually I got into a steady of motion of sucking him hard; my own salty taste turned me on. After a while I was on my knees taking him full into my mouth. I looked up at him, his head was throwing back and he was moaning the echo bouncing off the wall of the bright white tile. I started to slow down, letting my tongue circle his shaft over and over before I pulled back and kissed his tip.  He looked down at me, eyes glazed over. He removed his hand from my head and closed his eyes. “I think I am clean.”

      The blast of cold water and then burning hot water was refreshing. I stood under the shower head and let the water roll over my body. Magnus watched me, his dick completely erect.

      “Are we going to finish this?”  I could see he was dying.  I turned my back on him and stood there. I wanted him to get a full view of my tight ass, the curve of my tits from behind. To relish in the fact that my body was now completely wet. I back up once more and assumed the position. My back slightly curved. I pushed my ass in the air, my hands spread on the walls, ready for him to finish me off.

      When he entered me a memory shot through my mind.  The first time we had sex was in one of the barns at his uncle’s stables. He was just finished breaking in new horse. He was hot and sweaty and very tired.  I was like a school girl hanging off the fence, watching how his body moved. He was gentle and patient with the horse. At first the clicking noises he made to sooth the animal bothered me, but combined with his gentle caress on the horse’s nose when they were finished, made me look at him differently. He was walking back into the stable and taking his shirt off to sop up his sweat from his face and chest. I ran in front of him and flashed my tits and ran off. He followed me into the back of the stables to a storage area. I stood with my back to him just like I was doing in the shower. I let my pants fall to my feet and bent over letting my wetness invite him in.

      Magnus’s movements in the shower were unhurried and thoughtful. He was going to drag this out, even though three minutes ago he wanted me to hurry.  I listened to the sound of the water cascaded off my body. I looked down, his feet firmly planted on the white tile. His tip was inching into my pussy, and then would plunge in and then he would wait his hands on my hips, the clicking sound started deep in his throat.  I smiled. He was thinking about the first time too. “Take your time baby,” I put my hand behind me and grabbed his muscular ass.

      He shook his head, the water from his hair and his beard falling on me.  He came back into the present, and started fucking me hard. His balls were hitting against my ass.  The intensity of his last thrust almost had me crashing into the wall.   I couldn’t speak and I couldn’t look at him, my body was quaking. I could feel him breathing heavily behind me, equally shocked at what had just happened. I let him slip out of me and we showered in silence.

      Once we were dressed and we each made trips to our cars to drop off our bags, I met him at the front desk to check out.  “They have brunch here.  Are you hungry,” I handed him the menu.

      “Sounds good,” he smiled.  “I will call Lincoln and tell him I will be a little later than I thought,” as I hit speed dial. I was still living in my afterglow when I returned from my call. His hand on my back, slipping down to my ass, he bent down to kiss my neck.  The restaurant was modern, Boston-like. I didn’t care about the atmosphere. I just wanted quiet meal with Magnus in the middle of nowhere, drinking loose leaf tea on a Sunday morning.
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