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“So what should I call you?”
I asked, aiming the DVR on the table across from where she
sat.

“Do you really need to know
my name?” she asked cynically, sitting down on the foot of the bed,
cradling her legs up against her chest as she sat in black thong
panties and an almost see through lace bra.

“No… I guess not… not
really,” I hissed, sitting in the chair across from her, our eyes
locked onto one another’s, “but I need to call you something, the
viewers need something to call out while jacking off to this
video,” I added.

“For now… For now my name
is… you can call me Ericka.” She sighed.

“Fine… Ericka, such a pretty
name to choose on the fly,” I said playfully.

“SO…,” I sighed.

“So…,” she interrupted,
combing her fingers through the strands of her long brownish-blond
hair.

“So… Ericka,” I paused;
zooming the camera in on her before continuing my question. “Tell
me a little about yourself.” I said.

“Like, what is it you want
to know?” she asked.

“Describe yourself,” I said.
“Sell yourself to the camera, to the viewers who will be watching
this later.”

“Well… let’s see.” Ericka
paused, “I’m about 24 years-old, paying my way through college to
become an elementary teacher. I weigh about 112 pounds, stand about
5’ 5”, have a pair tight, well curved double C cup breasts size and
everything on me is very much homegrown. I like exercising, biking,
running, yoga, boxing, and so on. I’m a natural blond with all the
right curves and the attitude at times to put it to good use.”
Ericka giggled slightly allowing her jugs to jiggle wildly from her
chest. “Oh and I also love getting pounded, getting fucked, having
sex, that kind of thing.” She added.

“Very good… very good,
especially that last part” I hissed. “Now tell me Ericka, When was
the first time you became a courtesan, a concubine; an adulterer to
an already married man? I asked bluntly.

“I… I,” she paused, taking a
deep breath, “First off, let me say I didn’t go out and plan to
have sex with another woman’s husband, it just happened that way,”
she said.

“I never said you did, but
at some point you must have come to the conclusion that you were,”
I said.

“True,” Ericka
hissed.

“So tell me about
it.”

“Well… my first time with
another woman’s man was more than three years ago with my boss at
the pizza place I worked at.” Ericka hissed, her face turning a
bright red as she spoke.

“It was on a Saturday, the
early morning shift, we were the only two people there, making the
dough for the upcoming day.” She sighed; slowly freeing her legs
from her grasps, her fingers feather across her inner thighs
cracking them open ever so slighty, revealing her see through thong
panties to the DVR and myself.

“It happened so fast… so
fast I really didn’t have a chance to think about what was going
on.” Ericka said as her breath drew slightly heavier, more erotic,
“Instead I just allowed my body to be used as his fuck
toy.”

“What happened?” I asked,
“Where were you when this took place?”

“I was,” she paused,
moistening her lips with the tip of her tongue, “I was in the
supervisor’s office, the room was no bigger than an average broom
closet, just enough space to have a computer, a desk and chair,
file cabinet and cleaning supplies.” She hissed.

‘And?”

“And he just came upon me,
opening the door, which caused me to jump up, standing next to him,
against his chest as he shut the door on the both of
us.”

“What happened then?” I
asked, watching her from the bedside, the tips of her fingers
scrolling down her finely sculpted stomach, zeroing in on the gate,
the heavenly moistened box between her thighs.

“I don’t know how, but
he…,”

“He what Erica?”

“He was able to get my pants
and panties down around my thighs, my pants falling to the wayside
as my panties clung around my left ankle. I could feel him… his
lips, his heated breath rattling me from deep inside.

“How could you feel him like
that?” I asked, widening the shot of the DVR before walking up to
her, her eyes wide open as I fell down between her open thighs, her
eyes shimmering deeply as I pulled away her panties, rolling them
slowly down her thighs before widening her again, this time pushing
the tips of my fingers deeply inside her hot, tight
wetness.

 

“He was close… between my
thighs, his mouth and tongue,” she gasped midsentence, suddenly
feeling my face against her drenching pussy, I knew at that moment,
that second the woman known only as “Ericka” could feel my tongue
rolling across her outer lips with soft, long strokes.

“Mmmm yes like that… just
like that,” Ericka panted, her voice turning ragged and rough as I
began circling my tongue lightly over her clitoris, with small
butterfly licks.

“Oh god yes, lick it harder…
please… just like that,” Ericka hissed, her hands raking down into
my locks of hair, only to pull me into her deeper, forcing her
pussy roughly into my face.

“Mmm,” I moaned deeply
between her damp thighs, lips locking onto her clit, fingers
jabbing in and out of her pussy, I could feel her getting closer to
her edge, closer to getting herself off. “What did he do next?” I
asked.

“Ugh God… he… he knew I was
close… so close, and he hooked his fingers,” she grunted loudly,
unable to finish her train of thought, but I heard enough of what
she said to know.

“I see, he touched your
special spot,” I hissed, lashing my tongue back and forth against
her clitoris, before slamming my index and middle fingers deep into
her wetness, hooking my middle finger inside her, dragging the tip
across the roof, across her G-spot.

“Ugh… Fuck yeah just like
that,” Ericka gasped, suddenly locking her thighs around my head
and over my shoulders, trapping me against her as I felt her pussy
tighten all around me, know that within those next few moments my
face was going to be plastered with her sweet, hot
nectar.

“Fuck… Fuck yes, yes,”
Ericka screamed aloud, flooding my mouth, my face with her spicy
nectar as I continued to lick and finger her to
oblivion.

“Mmmm, what happened next?”
I asked as she released my heard from her grasps, gazing up into
her shimmering blue eyes.

“What else did he do to
you?” I asked, “He didn’t just lick you out and left you there like
that, he had to do something more right?”

“He… he stood up, eyes
locked to mine as he licked his lips,” she panted watching me as I
stood up in front of her, mimicking her every word.

“And?” I asked, reaching out
for her hand, as she stood upright, her sweat glazed body close to
mine.

“His hands pressed against
my shoulders, before cascading down my body, fingers gently gliding
across my nipples.” Ericka gasped as I too placed my hands on her
shoulders, gliding the tips of my fingers over the erotic rounds of
her tits, pinching her nipples with my nails.

“And then?”

“Then he… his hands ran down
my sides, cupping my ass in his hands, he lifted me up, his body
pressing, molding into mine, before sliding his long, fat cock
balls deep into me.” She gasped, her head jerking upward towards
the ceiling as I too picked her up and without so much as a word
slammed my cock deep into her tight, wet inferno.

“Ugh fuck yes,” Ericka
cringed, as I walked her up against the dresser, lowering the firm
rounds of her ass cheeks on the top, just a few feet from the bed,
still in view of the camera.

“How did it feel?” I asked,
holding myself inside her, I could feel her pussy constricting
around my shaft.

“What,” she panted, gazing
questionably into my eyes.

“How did it feel being
taken,” I asked, “How does it feel with my cock inside you
now?”

“Please… please don’t tease
me, I need it now, my pussy is hurting for a fuck, you have to
move, you have to fuck me now!” Ericka demanded.

“How did it feel?” I asked
again, holding myself inside, wanting to do as she requested, I
could feel her insides heating up around me even more, her pussy
dripping more wet by the second, but so too needed to hear her
answer.

“It felt, it feels like I’m
alive, fucking and getting fucked, makes me feel like I’m buzzing,
as my entire body becomes one huge orgasm.” She gasped, wrapping
her thighs around my hips. “There’s nothing better than being a
woman, and getting fucked by a man, feeling his body pounding into
me and watching his facial expressions as I tighten my pussy around
him, forcing him to blow his hot thick load into me… it’s the
closest thing to heaven on earth.” Ericka said.

“Mmm,” I grunted, slowly
rolling my hips in and out of her, pumping my cock deep in and out
of her tightness, enjoying her erotic sounds, her moans, her grunts
as I moved faster and harder into her. “There’s nothing better than
being a man giving it hard and rough to a woman so in need to be
fucked,” I hissed, feeling her tightening even more around my
shaft.

“Fuck already?” Ericka
gasped.

“Cumming?” I asked, watching
her bite her bottom lip as if to tell me she was close.

“Yes, yes, oh god yes! My
god I’m going to cum!” Ericka yelled, her entire body shaking under
me.

“Then do it Ericka, do it,
cum for me baby, plaster your nectar on my cock! Show me how much
of a slut for cock you are.” I grunted tightening my cock as I
continued to fuck her hard and fast, holding myself back, wanting,
needing for her to cum before me.

“Fuck… fuck, fuck, fuck,”
She gasped, as her orgasm hit first, washing over her body, I could
feel her breaking way, her entire body tensing up around me as I
too let loose a second later, exploding insider her as we both
cried out, bodies shaking as our orgasms tore through each other’s
body.

“Was it like that,” I
whispered, kissing her for the first time, wanting to taste her
lips upon my own.

“No… not at all,” she
grunted, “this was much, much better.” Erika sighed, pushing me
away slightly from her lips as I continued to squirt a few smaller
loads inside her.

“Mmm,” I sighed, rolling my
lips over her right earlobe, “that’s it for the interview, but
would you mind going another round or so?” I asked.

“Please,” Ericka whimpered,
as I pulled away from her, my cock still fully erect.

“On the bed?” I
asked.

“Sure, how bout up my ass?”
she replied. “I’ve always wanted to take a good fat cock up my
ass.”

“Mm but what’s your real
name?” I asked.

“Ericka… really,” she
smiled.

“Hello Erica… nice to be the
one fucking you tonight!” I said smiling, before climbing onto of
her, aiming the very tip of my cock up with her small
asshole.
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