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The title of the Craigslist ad read, "Student Aid."
The ad was brief but to the point. It read,
"Gentleman in town on business and would like to meet a college student over eighteen. Very discreet. Please, no escorts. "
At the time, I was about twenty and my family was hurting for money. My father had been in poor health for years and had been unable to work. My mother was struggling to keep the household afloat. I was at a local college as I could not afford to go out of town. I had an old beat-up car that was costing me more than it was worth. I had a part-time job, plus I was babysitting, and still, I could not make ends meet. Times were tough.
Although my family was struggling, we all hid it very well. My friends all went away to college, drove nice cars, and had designer clothes. They had no idea of my family's struggle, and I never spoke about it. I never even told the guys I was dating. Without being asked, I did my part to help out as much as possible.
I had heard about Craigslist, and I did browse the personal section on occasion. I found it amusing as most of the ads were quite provocative. I never dreamt of responding. I was raised in the church with religious morals, and besides, I was too shy. I read the ads strictly for entertainment purposes.
Yet there I was one morning staring at this ad on the computer. It had caught my eye, and somehow I felt it was written for me. Maybe because the author referred to himself as a gentleman, or maybe it was the fact that he was looking for a student and not an escort? Maybe it was my craving for adventure? Or maybe it was because I was broke.
Suddenly, the act of responding to a Craigslist ad wasn't so farfetched. I had never done or even contemplated doing anything like this before. That morning, I was too frightened to respond to the ad, so I walked away and left for my classes.
That Craigslist ad was in my head for the rest of the day. How bad could it be? It said he was from out of town, so nobody would ever know. I was already having occasional sex with one of the fathers I was babysitting for, and he was paying me more than the going babysitting rates for sure.
Besides, six months earlier, I had sex for money with an older man. I stumbled into that adventure when I was waiting outside the movie complex after being stood up by my boyfriend and a man propositioned me out of the blue. I was pissed at my boyfriend and had no plans for the evening, so I accepted his offer. It turned out to be quite rewarding.
I wondered if I could do it again.
The ad did say "a gentleman." I wondered how much money he was talking about. Am I even worth much money? I'm not a sexy hooker, just a normal-looking student. I wondered if...
I was trying to convince myself that this wasn't that bad of an idea. After all, it was just sex, and it would only involve a couple of hours of my time. I tried not to think that there would be an exchange of funds.
I decided that if the ad was still up when I got home from classes, I would respond. It doesn't hurt to ask. I wasn't committing to anything, right?
Sure enough, the ad was still up when I got home. I cautiously responded to the ad, just asking for more information. I mentioned that I was a twenty-year-old college student that had fallen on hard times. Within minutes, there was a response to my inquiry. Oh My God, my heart rate picked up as I now realised that this was real.
The man seemed very nice in his response, and we ended up exchanging numerous messages over the following day. The more we corresponded, the more comfortable I felt. He introduced himself as Jim, and I reluctantly told him my real name... a dumb move on my part.
We exchanged pictures, and he seemed pleasant enough. I wouldn't say he was attractive, but on the other hand, he wasn't repulsive either. He looked to be in his late forties or early fifties. He also had a short beard. I had never been with anyone with a beard before. Most of the boys I had been with hardly had any whiskers.
Jim said he was in town only for a couple of more days, so I agreed to meet him the next evening in the hotel lobby for a drink. I made it clear that this was just a meeting, no promises or commitments, just a drink. He agreed and said he would be very respectful of my wishes.
I didn't sleep all night. I was nervous and scared. What am I doing? Does this make me a prostitute? Imagine if my father found out. He would be horrified. So much for my religious upbringing. What was I going to wear?
It was a Wednesday evening, and I had spent hours getting ready for my date. I told myself it was a date to ease my mind and calm my nerves. I tried on several outfits, but in the end, I decided to forgo a skirt and just go with my tight skinny jeans and a nice tight sweater. He did ask for a college student in his ad, so I wasn't going to dress like a call girl and show a lot of skin. I dressed just like a normal twenty-year-old student... like myself.
Just the same, my jeans were super tight and showcased my small ass as well as a cameltoe on the front. My sweater also fit tight and defined my braless breasts nicely, including my pokies. I went with a pair of three-inch high heels to give my legs some length. It was a casual outfit, but sexy all the same.
For reference, I stood at 5'4", weighed 105 lbs, and my bra size was 34B. My hair was a natural light brown and was long and wavy.
------------------------
I arrived at the hotel and texted him from my car before going in, so he could meet me at the door. I was too timid to go walking through a hotel lobby looking for him.
As I got out of the car, I paused to contemplate what I was doing. I was nervous, but in a way, I was also excited. This was a new adventure for me, and the thrill of meeting a stranger and the possibility of having sex with him in his hotel room was very erotic.
The thought of being paid for sex was very taboo and such a large contrast to my religious and sheltered upbringing. I never thought of myself as sexy or desirable in any way. Why would anyone pay me for sex when they could just as easily pay a sexy call girl?
It occurred to me that we didn't even discuss money. It was like if I asked about the money, it would really make me a prostitute, so I never asked or mentioned it. The thought was too dirty, too disgusting.
It also occurred to me that we didn't discuss exactly what he was expecting from me. I should have set some rules or boundaries. This was all new to me, and I was too timid to negotiate the sexual and financial details with a total stranger. The lack of details made it less dirty and also gave me the option to back out. Besides, I might not be his type and the night might end after a drink.
"Hello April, nice to meet you," he said.
Damn, I shouldn't have given him my real name. I don't think I'm very good at this.
He motioned in the direction of the hotel bar, and we walked towards a quiet seat in the back.
As I moved through the bar, I could tell he was checking my ass out. Being on the slim side, I have always had a nice firm small ass. My skin-tight jeans and high heels surely accentuated my ass. Every guy I have dated told me I had a nice ass.
We sat down in the bar and began some small talk. Jim seemed like a nice man, not like anything I was expecting. I suppose I had preconceived ideas of what a man that propositioned young women on Craigslist would be like.
I did notice he kept looking at my breasts as we sat there. The more he looked, the more my nipples swelled up. My pokies were pretty obvious, I suppose. Overall, he behaved like a gentleman and was very polite.
Physically, he wasn't much taller than me in heels and was definitely overweight. He was not my type at all, but then again, I wasn't planning on dating him. He could have easily passed for any of the men from the church. There were no red flags, and he gave me no reason to run.
After a couple of drinks to calm my nerves, he asked me if I would like to go up to his room. There was a pause. Oh wow... he wants to have sex with me. The question somehow caught me off guard. I'm not sure why, but it did. I took a deep breath and timidly nodded discretely.
In the elevator, he put his arm gently around my waist. This was the first time he actually touched me. My heart was beating through my chest. I could not believe I was actually going through with this. My mind was racing with all kinds of different scenarios as we walked down a long hallway. I prayed he wasn't a serial killer or some sexually deviant individual.
He stopped, opened the door, and I hesitantly walked into his hotel room. I heard the door slam shut and locked with the latch behind me. There was no turning back now.
I couldn't help but notice the king bed was huge and the central focus of the room. The room was dimly lit, and there was soft music playing in the background. There was no doubt about what was now expected of me.
I was a bit startled when he immediately embraced and kissed me. He obviously wasn't wasting any time. He ran his hands over my body. Squeezing my ass and then brushing my tits with particular attention to my now fully erect nipples poking up through my sweater. I could feel a slight bulge in his pants as he pressed against me.
My mind was racing with all kinds of thoughts. What on earth had I gotten myself into?
I had convinced myself that this was like a date and now we were going to have sex. I kept telling myself this was no different than with other men I had been with. I knew what men wanted and I would engage in the sexual act, as I had done many times before.
Then he pulled away from our embrace, stepped back, and said, "Strip for me," in a firm voice.
I could tell by his tone that this was not a request, it was an order.
That's when it hit me. As much as I wanted to pretend that this was no different than any other guy I had sex with, it was. He had purchased me to have sex with him! He was in control, and I was there for his pleasure. He owned me for that evening, and I was obligated to meet his needs.
I just stood there frozen for about 20 long seconds while I processed everything. There was silence as we locked eyes. He didn't flinch, and I could tell from his stare that he was serious. For some reason, I was expecting things to move slower.
The idea that I was selling myself for sex was very humiliating, yet on the other hand, extremely arousing. I could feel the heat building up between my legs as I became moist standing in front of him.
The thought of bolting crossed my mind, but then I calmed myself with a deep, long breath.
I slowly began to strip as he stood back and watched.
As I slowly pulled off my top, I could feel my swollen nipples rub against my sweater before they dropped free, my long hair falling down in front of me as my sweater cleared my head, but not long enough to hide my breasts.
I paused momentarily before I lifted first one leg, then the other, as I awkwardly unfastened and removed my heels.
I paused and glanced at Jim with my arms crossed as I stood there topless in only my jeans. Neither of us spoke a word. I could see the bulge in his pants as he stared at my young, perky breasts as my nipples peaked over my crossed arms.
He didn't say a word but nodded his head, gesturing me to continue.
I bit my lower lip and proceeded to slowly unbuckle my tight jeans. I slowly swayed my hips from side to side as I peeled down my jeans, kicking them free as they hit the floor. Again, I paused as I stood there in my white high-cut panties, before quickly removing them.
Jim kept his distance as I quickly crossed my arms and clenched my thighs. I stood there fully exposed in front of him for what seemed like an eternity.
He finally broke the silence, "Put your heels back on," as he pointed to them.
I slid my feet into them and leaned over to buckle them up, my breasts freely swaying as I bent over.
He then twirled his finger to motion for me to slowly spin around so he could see my ass. He was inspecting his acquisition. For the first time in my life, I felt like a piece of meat.
Jim commented on my youthful appearance and my lean body. He reached in and got a feel of my breasts as he seemed taken by them. He then slowly ran a finger up my freshly shaved, moist pussy, sending shivers through me as I stood there frozen.
"Hmm..." from the moisture on his finger, it was quite evident that I was aroused. He proceeded to lick my nectar off his finger.
I didn't say a word as I trembled with anticipation. He gently pushed me back to lying on the bed as he removed his shirt. I could now see just how overweight he was. A large roll of fat hung over his belt line.
I lay on the bed staring up at the ceiling as he parted my legs. He didn't say a word; he just leaned forward and buried his tongue in my wet, pink folds. I was already wet and aroused, but when I felt his beard touch my tender pussy and his tongue rasp across my swollen clitoris, I quivered as I could feel an orgasm beginning to build.
I closed my eyes and gave myself totally over to the moment. I began to moan as his tongue worked its magic on me. I tried to keep some semblance of control, but it was no use. I got caught up in the sensations, and they carried me away like the current of a strong river as I had my first orgasm.
Jim was older and overweight, but by God, he was good. I had never had a man with a beard go down on me before, and it felt glorious. I was moving my hips in time to what he was doing and pushing myself into his face, and he pushed just as strongly back.
I could hear him breathing heavily as he was as excited as I was. He then began growling as he moved up my body to my breasts, sucking first one nipple into his mouth and then the other. He was a heavy man and his weight had me pinned down to the bed, and I liked it.
He was getting wild. He pushed my breasts together and somehow got both nipples into his mouth at the same time. It felt just awesome; I arched my back, offering him more. He was rough, and I loved that too, his beard scratching me as he manhandled my sensitive breasts.
He slid back down my body and attacked my pussy again. He growled loudly as he slid a finger inside of me. At the same time, his mouth devoured my clitoris. That was it. I went over the edge, with both hands, pulling him hard into me as I pushed my pulsating pussy into his face. I was moaning, and the waves of another more intense orgasm were firing through my body, as I arched back and let out a deep, satisfying moan.
"Oh my god, that feels so good, "I moaned as my body continued to quiver and shake to the rhythm of his fingers fucking me.
I had barely recovered from my wonderful orgasm when Jim pulled me off the bed and pushed me to my knees in front of him. Gathering my composure, I lunged and fumbled with his belt buckle.
Jim helped me unbuckle his pants, and I pulled them down, revealing a short but fat, throbbing cock. If I had to guess, his cock was no longer than four inches, but what he lacked in length he made up for in girth. The head was purple, huge, and looked ready to burst. He put his hand on the back of my head and just stuffed his hard cock past my lips and into my mouth. There was nothing smooth or sexy about it; he was definitely out of control.
Jim put both his hands behind my head and started pumping his cock into my mouth with abandon. He was stuffing that thing in and out of my mouth, literally fucking my face. Fortunately, he wasn't long, and I was able to take his entire length in my mouth, although his girth did stretch my mouth.
I'm good at giving head and love doing it, but he wasn't giving me a chance to slow things down to show my talent. I wrapped my tongue around his shaft and sucked as hard as I could, but he was just pumping away like a madman. I just kept rolling my tongue around his shaft and head as it slid back and forth while he fucked my mouth. I wish there were a more polite way to put it, but there just isn't. It's what was happening.
His breathing was hoarse as he moaned and pumped away like a machine until, without warning, he blew his load. He clutched my head tight as he shot blast after blast of his load into my mouth. I began to choke and gag as he held my head tight, not allowing me to pull back and breathe. His thick semen was gushing out of my mouth as I loudly moaned in protest. He finally eased up his grip on my head and I was allowed to breathe. I continued to suck and swallow as fast as I could, but to my surprise, he started pumping again, not losing a bit of his hardness. When the spasms of his orgasm finally weakened and he had spurted out all of his semen, he finally slid his semi-hard cock out of my mouth.
That was one of the biggest loads I had ever experienced. I was a mess. The makeup that I had spent hours applying was all smeared. There was semen all over my face and dripping down from my chin onto my breasts. This guy must have been holding his load for months.
I grabbed the bedsheet and wiped my face clean as best I could as Jim fell onto the bed. I then pulled his pants all the way off and crawled up his body, positioning myself on top of his belly. I leaned in and gave him a sloppy, cum filled kiss. I wanted him to taste his semen on my lips.
It was blatantly apparent that he had a thing for my young, perky breasts, so for the next thirty minutes or so, I swayed and tormented him with my breasts. I even told him to lick his sperm off my breast.I don't ever recall having my tits suckled, pulled, kneaded, pinched, and sucked as much.
With him being older and so out of shape, I was beginning to wonder if he would ever get hard again. Maybe this was all his body had... Maybe it was time for me to leave?
Even if he did recover, I wondered if he could satisfy me with such a stocky cock. Honestly, with him being so out of shape, I thought he wouldn't last more than five minutes before he either ejaculated or passed out from exhaustion.
It wasn't long before he proved me wrong and I felt his manhood twitching. I reached down and supported his cock in my hand, squeezing and pumping it back to life as my breasts lapped his face. I couldn't get over how short and fat his cock was. I had seen many cocks, but never one like his. I kind of felt sorry for him.
He was now rock hard again and grabbing at my hips to ride him. I held back momentarily and mumbled something about a condom. He looked at me with his glazed eyes and urgently said,
"No, just fuck me... quick."
"But..." I was interrupted by his loud, stern voice, "I SAID, JUST FUCK ME...NOW."
Sensing his urgency and too timid to make a scene, I guided his stout cock to my wet opening. Then, with one quick motion, he thrust his hips upwards and stabbed his cock inside of me, burying it in my quivering wet pussy. I sensed that this wasn't going to take long, and my plan was to withdraw before he ejaculated inside of me.
He was thick, and he stretched me open in the most delicious way. To my surprise, it felt wonderful. With my hands on his chest, I started to leisurely ride him, enjoying the feel of how his fat short cock filled me. I ground my hips into him hard, trying to engulf as much of his cock as possible. His short cock wasn't reaching deep inside of me, but his thickness was giving me much more pleasure than I anticipated. I was surprised at how wonderful it felt. Most of the time, I have trouble with large cocks as they can be painful, but Jim's cock felt very comfortable. I could have ridden him all night long.
I ran my hands over his hairy chest as I began riding him faster and harder. I just love hairy chests, and he had lots of hair.
He was running his hands up my body, aggressively playing with my breasts as I moved on him. I was into it as much as he was. He pulled me down to him to suck my nipples. He rubbed his face all over my swollen breasts, squeezing and sucking on them. He grasped my hands and moved them to my breasts, and then started to squeeze and tease them, using my hands under his. He made me feed him my tits. I did, and after a few moments, he let my hands go and I put one hand behind his head as I fed him, first one breast, then the other, into his hot, hungry mouth. He was definitely a breast man, and he devoured my pearl white, firm breasts like no one ever had.



He was also rough; he bit and sucked hard, practically taking my whole breast into his mouth. I screamed in pain and pleasure as he mauled my super sensitive nipples.
He was getting too rough, so I sat up, pulling a nipple out of his mouth with a pop. I was still riding that fat cock and was having trouble keeping focused on what was happening to my body. The sensations were just too much for me. I always lose perspective during good sex.
Baby, play with your titties for me, show me how you like it... twist those nipples of yours."
Geez, what is it with this guy and my breasts? They were now swollen and sore. I never had my breasts mauled like this.
I sat up a little straighter, bringing my hands to my breasts and began to gently knead them, squeezing and pulling on my nipples as he watched.
He was moaning with pleasure. He had his hands on my hips and was meeting the movement of my hips with hard thrusts of his own. I looked down at him, and his eyes were riveted on my breasts and what I was doing to them.
I placed my arms back behind me and leaned way back. I threw my head back and pushed my pussy on his cock. In this position, he could see his member sliding in and out of my tightly stretched pussy.
I was extremely flexible back then, and I wanted to really make a show of it. I laid all the way back, moving one hand down to my pussy and starting to gently rub my clitoris while moving slowly on his dick. I noticed a wall mirror next to the bed, and I could see that he had noticed it also. We were both catching glimpses of each other in the mirror.
He moaned, "Oh God," put his hands on my hips, and started to thrust so hard that he was bouncing me into the air. A few moments later, he stopped, supporting my hips hard, forcing me to stop moving as well. I could feel his cock pulsing at the opening of my pussy and knew he was extremely close to losing it.
The head of his cock was the only thing in me at the moment, so I could feel him swelling as he fought back his orgasm. I didn't want it to end either, so I didn't move a muscle as he struggled to control his twitching cock.
When he was finally back in control, I slowly leaned back again until I was lying back on his knees. I didn't move. I just squeezed his cock with my pussy, contracting and releasing at a slow, rhythmic pace. I started to play with one of my breasts and, with my other hand, rubbed small circles around my hard, sensitive clitoris. I'm certain he could see his cock deep in my pussy as I played with my clit.
I was moaning loudly now, totally excited. It really got me off thinking about him watching my pussy stretch as his cock moved in it.
I started to slide back and forth on him slowly. I'd move back until I could feel the head of his cock just ready to pop out and then just as slowly slide back onto him. It was an agony of pleasure. I was so ready to orgasm, but I was trying to draw out the moment.
I pulled back one time, and his cock popped out of my hungry pussy. I could feel his eyes feasting on my stretched open pussy before, with a slight movement of my hips, I engulfed his hard cock again.
My nipples were huge and swollen, and my pussy was starting to quiver as I continued playing with my clitoris. My clit was totally swollen, looking like a rosy pearl. On another stroke, I let his cock slide out of my pussy, gripping it and rubbing it over my engorged clit. It was driving me crazy. I slipped his cock back in and pushed myself onto him until he was submerged in my pussy once again.
Suddenly, he sat up and lifted me off of him. I felt so empty and moaned in disappointment. Swiftly, he jumped off the bed and pulled me to the edge of the bed, spreading my legs wide. He then just plunged his cock deep into me as I let out a deep gasp.
He was out of control, pumping away like a madman. I watched his soft belly jiggle as he fucked me. My orgasm had been building for so long that I couldn't stop it even if I wanted to. I was into it before I even realised I was there. I came hard, and he continued pumping away. Every contraction of my orgasm wetly clamped down on his hard, driving cock, and I was thrashing about and screaming out my pleasure as he continued to fuck my pussy. I felt like a prisoner pinned to that bed by his cock in my pussy and his weight. It felt wonderful.
Just when I thought my orgasm was over, I rolled into another one and he continued to pump. I couldn't believe his stamina. He must have taken Viagra to have that much stamina and staying power. Most younger guys would come when I did, and most of the time I'd be left wanting more. Not this time. This guy was an animal.
He bent down and snatched one of my nipples between his teeth and roughly pulled on it. I moaned in pain and pleasure. He twisted the other one around in his hand, pulling on the tender meat of my pale white breast. That set me over yet again, and finally, during this orgasm, he lost it too. I knew he was close when he let go of my nipples and started to pump away at my pussy even faster. I could barely speak in the state I was in, but I did manage to say.
"Don't... cum... inside of..."
Suddenly, I could feel the hot streams jetting deep into my pussy, and he continued thrusting away as he came, grunting his pleasure.
When he finally calmed down just a little bit, he pulled his penis out of my pussy and moved up to my head, sliding it into my willing, warm mouth. This time I slowly started to perform oral. He seemed to enjoy it, but I guess he was pretty much done. His cock kept semi-hard for a while as I played with his balls and tried every trick I knew, but he had shot a couple of good loads and as much as he wanted to, his body refused to give any more.
I pumped his shaft gently while wrapping my soft tongue around him, but after a couple of minutes, he pulled his soft cock out of my mouth and walked over to the bathroom, closing the door behind him.
I lay on the bed contemplating what had just transpired. I was rather proud of myself in that I had the courage to actually go through with this. Although Jim had given me an unexpectedly good fucking, I felt a tingle of arousal.
Through my half-closed eyes, I caught a glimpse of my used, red pussy in the mirror. Something clicked inside of me. I reached down and started playing with my clit again. I spread my lips open and slid two fingers into my stretched-out pussy while my thumb gently rubbed my still swollen clit. With my other hand, I rolled a nipple around just like Jim had done.
I heard the bathroom door open, but I ignored it. It only took a few minutes before I quietly came back again while watching myself in the mirror. I moved my hand and could see my pussy clenching tightly closed and then relaxing open as the contractions of the orgasm coursed through my body.
Jim was standing at the foot of the bed watching me and made a comment about me being such a nympho.
Just as I was regaining control, he walked over to me as I lay spread out before him. He rubbed and squeezed my breasts for a few moments while with his other hand he vigorously rubbed my pussy, sliding a couple of meaty fingers into me. He finger fucked my cum soaked pussy and I instantly had another orgasm. The thought of being purchased by a stranger for sex was too much. I was in a heightened state of arousal. I wanted more.
As I lay there recovering, he inserted his cum-soaked fingers into my mouth, and I licked and sucked them clean.
As we both lay there naked and resting, I wasn't sure what to do or what was expected of me next. I asked him if it was time for me to leave. He just smiled and asked if I wanted to spend the night. I wanted to, but I couldn't as I lived at home. I told him I could stay for another hour or so if he liked. He said he would love to spend more time with me. His thoughtful response was all I needed to hear. I told him I wasn't leaving until we had sex one more time. I wanted more of that chubby four-inch cock.
I snuggled in his arms as he continued to gently play with my breasts. He did love my breasts.
After about an hour or so, I detected some movement. I reached down and began playing with his limp cock. I have always had a thing for watching limp cocks come back to life, so I was eager to watch and help. I was more than happy to slowly suck him and give him a proper blow job.
Once he was good and hard, I told him to fuck me doggie style before I left. He obliged.
When it was time to leave, he pointed out the gift he left me on the dresser. I liked that he called it a gift and that he left it on the dresser as opposed to handing it to me. I discreetly collected the gift and placed it in my purse without even looking at it. I didn't want to look at it or count it until the next day. This way, it seemed less related to sex. Well, it did in my mind.
He was relatively generous with his gift, which surprised me. I have always had a low sense of self-worth and the idea that he thought I was worth so much was very good for my confidence.
Overall, he treated me well, and I enjoyed the evening. I could see how some women could fall into the habit of doing this sort of thing.
About a month later, I met Jim again.
Student Aid Part 2 will follow soon.
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My Craigslist encounter with Jim was quite a memorable experience. In the end, Jim was nothing special to look at, but he was kind and respectful to me, which always goes a long way in my book. But the thing that stood out the most, or should I say, the least, was his penis.
He had the shortest, fattest cock I had ever seen. When I jerked him off, the entire width of my small hand almost covered his entire length. I estimated his cock at maybe four inches long when fully erect, and that was being generous.
Yet that fat little cock gave me one of the best sexual experiences of my youthful life. His girth stretched my pussy walls and filled me up wonderfully. Jim was a very comfortable fuck. No worries about bouncing too hard on his shaft and hurting my cervix. No, I could ride Jim's cock as hard as I wanted to, and all day long without feeling any pain.
His stamina and endurance were also a big surprise. I never would have guessed that from his overweight appearance. I'm reasonably certain he had taken Viagra, as he was constantly hard, but that's something I would never ask about. Either way, he gave me a wonderful experience.
I was also proud of myself for mustering the courage to actually meet him at his hotel. I have always been very timid, and I consider that a character flaw. I have always had a hard time speaking up and standing up for myself. I was a pushover, and the guys took advantage of this.
So about a month after that first encounter, I received a message from Jim. He said he was back in town and he would like to see me the next evening. He asked me to come by early so we could spend more time together, seeing that I lived at home and couldn't spend the night.
The pleasant memory of our previous encounter prompted me to make an excuse to my boyfriend, and so I was knocking on his hotel room door less than twenty-four hours later.
Being late spring, I wore a short denim skirt and a cute white top without a bra. The top wasn't see-through, but it was flimsy and thin. It was typical of me not to wear a bra back then. I had nice young, perky tits, and I enjoyed the attention of going braless.
Jim answered and immediately hugged and kissed me as we stood in the entranceway of the room. He complimented me on my outfit and how hot I looked in my short denim skirt and heels.
He poured me a glass of white wine, and we moved to a couch that was next to the window. It was early evening, and a pleasant light was coming in through the open blinds.
He didn't seem as rushed this time, which I appreciated. As we chatted to catch up, his hand was on my bare leg, gently caressing my thighs. The wine was sweet, and I drank it rather quickly as it tasted more like a fruit drink. He quickly topped up my wine glass. The wine was loosening me up, and his hand on my leg was getting me aroused.
He mentioned that he had missed me and thought about me often over the last month. I smiled and said I also had. What I didn't tell him was that I was thinking of him for different reasons. I still couldn't get over his small cock. It reminded me of a childhood story about the little train that could.
He pulled out a camera and asked, "Mind if I take a few pictures to remember you by?"
"Um. I hate getting my picture taken. " I knew from previous boyfriends that pictures meant naked pictures.
"Oh come on, just a few... You look so adorable, " he promptly moved off the couch and began clicking before I could respond. He took a few pictures of me on the couch and then asked me to stand up and slowly remove my top.
"You want pictures of my boobs, don't you?" I playfully teased him. I was feeling the wine now, and my promiscuous side was showing itself. Besides, I felt a little obligated as he had given me a generous gift the last time we met.
"Yeah, I love your breasts," he responded with a big grin as he grabbed my hand and helped me stand up.
"By the window light..." he gestured towards the window.
"Not my face though," I asked. Jim didn't respond to my request.
I playfully began to model for him. Having my picture taken by a guy has always been a big turn-on for me. It's great foreplay.
I'm sure that standing in the light from the window, my thin top was translucent. The more he clicked away, the more I could feel my sensitive nipples swell and brush against my top. My nipples always swell up when I'm aroused and give me away.
As I playfully swayed and began removing my top, I stopped and said
"These are private pictures, right? You're not going to show these to anyone, are you? "
"Of course not, they are for my eyes only," he reassured me.
"And your cock, "I giggled.
He just smiled and nodded.
Click, click, he continued as I bared my breasts like a good little slut. I tried to hide my face behind my hair or look away from the camera as much as possible. But I knew he was getting my face in his pictures.
After multiple topless poses, I dropped my skirt and gave him a view of my white high-cut panties.
"Bend over... Turn around... on your heels... "he furiously clicked away.
After about five minutes of him taking pictures of me in only my panties and heels, I had enough and embraced him.
I whispered into his ear, "I'm fucking horny... Put down the camera. "
I reached into his pants and grabbed his hard, stiff cock as we kissed.
He pushed me down on the bed and pulled my panties off. He was about to attack my pussy when I softly said, "No, I need you inside of me now." I was hot and aroused from the picture taking. I also recalled how wonderful his cock felt inside of me last time. I greedily wanted him to fuck me without any further delays. I was wet and ready.
Within seconds of my request, Jim quickly stripped and ploughed into me. It was pretty obvious that our little photo session had gotten us both hot and bothered.
His short, fat cock was just as I remembered it. I can best describe it as a bit smaller than a beer can... short and stout.
I felt him stretching the walls of my vagina as he entered me. I wrapped my legs around his fat waistline as he humped and pushed into me. His weight pressed down on me, and his hairy chest tickled my erect nipples. He huffed and puffed as I surrendered to him.
"Oh, fuck me... Yes... just like that... " Although I was having regular sex with my boyfriend, his cock was nowhere near as thick as Jim's. Besides, my boyfriend never lasted very long. It was more about him getting more satisfied than me. Jim was a good lover. He worked hard to satisfy me.
Jim was out of shape, and I could tell he was running out of breath. I was close to climaxing and needed more, so I asked him to roll off of me as I jumped on top of him. I lowered myself back onto his hard, thick member and rode him as hard and fast as I could. He was a breast man, and he grabbed and tugged at my perky tits as they bounced and swayed in rhythm to my hips riding him.
His cock felt incredible as jolts of excitement shot through me. I couldn't hold back any longer as a wave of pleasure poured through me. I let out a loud moan as my head fell back and I had a satisfying orgasm on that wonderfully perfect cock.
Jim was still as hard as a rock. I am certain now that he was being helped by one of those blue pills. Most guys I've been with would have cum by now. I mean, he had a sweet twenty-year old fucking his brains out and cumming on his cock... what guy wouldn't have cum by now?
I jumped off of him and knelt down on the bed over him and began sucking his cock. He began fucking my mouth, the head of his short, fat prick battering the back of my throat. I looked up at him. I could tell he was close to coming. He put one hand on the back of my head and pushed hard, making me gag while he groped my tits with his other hand.
I had one hand wrapped around his big balls, milking him while I sucked him, and the other between my legs, giving my clit a rub before inserting a couple of fingers into my sopping cunt.
"Oh, fuck, yes." He stiffened up, pushing hard into my mouth as he pumped and ejaculated his warm sperm. I gripped his balls as hard as I could. He moaned loudly as I squeezed and sucked as much semen out as I could. Just like before, he shot an enormous load, much more than I could possibly swallow or hold in my mouth. He wasn't lying when he told me he hadn't had sex since the last time we met over a month ago.
Looking up, I removed his cock from my mouth and showed him his load all over my face and on my tongue. I then swallowed it all down. Jim scooped up the remaining semen all over my face with his finger and fed it to me. In return, I licked his cock clean.
His arms snaked around my ass, pulling me closer as I snuggled in. He kissed me hard as our tongues shared his taste. I couldn't help but think how much I enjoyed having sex with Jim. He smelled nice, and he was soft and chubby to cuddle with.
As we lay in bed recovering, the hotel phone on the night table rang. James answered the phone. "Hello... yup... yup... OK... bye,"
"Everything OK?" I asked.
"Yes... is everything OK with you?" He smiled back.
"It will be as soon as you get hard again," I laughed.
A few minutes later, there was a knock on the door. I looked at Jim, and he said, "Your surprise is here."
"Oh, I love surprises," I shot back, wondering if it was room service.
Jim got up and put on a hotel robe as he made his way to the door. I ran into the bathroom to wash up for dinner. I jumped into the shower for a quick wash, taking care to make sure my hair or makeup didn't get wet.
While drying myself off, I could hear voices. I thought Jim had turned on the television. I wrapped a towel around me and opened the door, walking through into the bedroom.
"What the fuck?" I wrapped my arms around my chest, pulling the towel tighter in embarrassment and shock. Sitting on the couch with Jim was another man.
"Wha..... this is...." I couldn't form a sentence.
"Relax. This is a colleague of mine. I've told him about our arrangement; and, he wondered if you'd be interested in... umm... extending the deal to him. " I stood there, half-naked and wet, with these two guys in front of me. I was being offered up like... I don't know what! A hooker!
He stood up. "Look, sorry, I thought James had explained. I've got $200 for you, but obviously if you aren't interested..." he let the words trail off.
Could I? Between the two of them, that would be... uh, a lot of money. Fuck, it was tempting. That was something like over two months of part-time work.
Still, a bit confused and humiliated, I couldn't find my words, "What... are you... do you want to join us?" As soon as the words left my mouth, I realised it sounded more like a proposition than a confusing question. I was just trying to make sense of the situation, as I had no idea what they were thinking.
He looked at Jim.
"I don't mind a threesome," Jim said.
The other guy smiled. "If you're up for it," he said to me, "then I'm OK with that." I was still in shock as I looked at Jim smiling at me.
I could see Jim was nursing a hard-on, and the other guy was showing signs of excitement too. Oh shit, this was moving fast. I was now blushing and embarrassed as I sounded like a cheap hooker.
"OK... but... you have to wear a condom," I said in a hesitant tone.
"I don't have any... But I'm very clean... honestly, "he shrugged his shoulders.
I didn't really know what to say or do. Remember, I was very timid back then and I always avoided confrontations.
Picking up on my hesitancy, "I'll give you $300..." he said.
"Um... OK," I shrugged, thinking, wow, did I just negotiate a great deal?
"Paul," he said, as he started to unbutton his shirt.
Jim must have read my mind as he handed me another glass of wine and put his arm around me. I don't think I ever drank a glass of wine so quickly.
Jim held me in his arms tight, making me feel secure and protected. He then spun me around and hugged me from behind. As he held me, he began nibbling on my neck. I let my head fall back onto his shoulders. I could feel the towel loosening up and starting to slip. Paul stood there in front of me, watching as Jim slowly tugged on my towel, letting it fall to the floor.
Jim was holding me from behind and running his hands all over me as I surrendered to him. With one hand, he was rubbing and pinching my erect nipples, while with the other he was running his fingers up and down my wet, bald, and swollen vagina. He was showcasing me to his friend Paul.
"Holy shit," Paul muttered in approval.
I reached behind me and slid my hand inside Jim's robe, grabbing his cock as Paul watched me stroke it.
Jim moved me onto the bed. He began kissing me hard, his hands on my tits, pulling at my nipples. I pushed his head towards my groin. He kissed my stomach before burying his head between my legs, his raspy tongue finding my hardening clit. I groaned as he started to tongue my lips, making slurping noises as he got to work. His short beard roughly rubbed my pussy in the most wonderful way.
I couldn't believe this was happening. I was on the bed naked with my legs spread as Jim was licking me and Paul was watching. I began to thrash about in pleasure.
Paul pulled off his boxer shorts and I got a good look at him. He was about thirty. He was taller than Jim and in better shape, with quite a well-defined body. His cock looked nice, long, more than a mouthful. His balls were shaved. He looked at me, perhaps waiting for permission.
As I stared at him, I licked my lips, and he got the message. Paul slid onto the bed next to me, feeding his cock into my mouth. Jim's tongue was deep inside me, along with one finger, and I moaned around Paul's shaft. He was hard, really stiff inside my mouth. I ran my hand up his thigh and cupped his balls as I began to take my second cock of the day.
"She's good," he said, looking down at Jim. Their eyes were locked in agreement.
I started to cum as James pushed two fingers into me, pumping his hand in time to his tongue fucking me. My mouth gripped Paul's cock, and I pulled at his balls as I boiled over into orgasm. My chest went red, my nipples hard. Paul reached down and caressed my tits, flicking his fingers over the nipples. He began to thrust it into my mouth. I slurped my tongue around the head and shaft, and I began to stroke his shaft as Jim continued to bring me off with his tongue and fingers.
I was concentrating hard on Paul when I felt Jim shift. Then, I felt his cock against my pussy lips, rubbing the head over my clit before he pushed hard into me. I was all for a rough fucking. I took Paul's tool from my mouth.
"Come on, you pussy, fuck me properly," I goaded Jim.
He gripped my knees and spread my legs, his thick cock filling my cunt and his thumb rubbing my clit. I took Paul back in my mouth. He thrusted against my lips and teeth, deeper than Jim had done earlier. I felt him tense. I looked at him with my best begging face, squeezing his testes and pumping hard, my mouth tight around his shaft.
"Fucking hell..." Paul grunted and flooded my mouth with his cum. I tried to swallow it all down, but I had lost my focus. I was on the edge of another orgasm as Jim was now banging me for all he was worth. There was too much going on. I moaned with pleasure as I tried to swallow Paul's semen, but most of it dribbled down my chin. Paul stroked some more cum into my mouth, then used his finger to scoop the overflow into my mouth.
As Paul groped me and watched, Jim continued to fuck me in different positions. I was on the cusp of another orgasm when Jim pulled out.
"Let Paul fuck you," he commanded. I lay back, spreading my legs. The wine was hitting me now as I felt the room spinning.
"No, you get on top." Paul was hard again, so I did as Jim said, taking Paul's cock into my sodden, wet vagina. At first, his cock felt different than Jim's, or my boyfriend's for that matter, but at this point, I was too hungry for cock to make any comparisons. I leaned forward, my tits in Paul's face, and he sucked and bit on them.
Jim positioned himself behind me. I felt him work a finger into my ass. I moaned at the sensation of having Paul's cock inside of me while Jim was fingering my ass. Because I am petite, I have always been hesitant about anal sex, and to be honest, I had only done it a few times at this point in my life.
I felt Jim withdraw his finger and then, without warning, I felt his cock begin to push against my anus.
"No, please don't do it... oh". Jim ignored me as he held me firm from bouncing on Paul's cock and continued to push and feed the head of his cock into my ass. Paul was now holding me firm as his cock twitched and pulsated inside of me.
"Oh...FUCK..." I cried in pain as I felt the head of Jim's cock pop inside of me. I just froze as I overcame the pain of Jim stretching me. He held me tight from behind and, with multiple slow and small thrusts, he was inside my ass.
This was the very first time I had been double penetrated.
I could feel Paul's cock against the head of my vaginal walls, and Jim was up against it, too. It took me a minute or so to overcome the pain, but then something came over me...
"Oh, yes, you fuckers, fuck me..." I couldn't believe what was coming out of my mouth. I was being too sound and feel like a cheap hooker. I mean, what kind of girl has sex with two paying men and performs double penetration? It certainly wasn't supposed to be me. I was raised in the church! I was a good person. What has come over me?
Paul was happy to let Jim's thrusts do all the work. He pounded into my asshole as hard as he could. I felt his hands on my hips and Paul's hands on my tits. I was covered in sweat. The room was thick with the smell of climax and cum.
The encroaching darkness outside filtered into the room, making it all the more animalistic. I came, again and again. I kept telling them, "Fuck me harder... more... more..." I could feel my cunt and ass holes being stretched. My clit was on fire. I needed Paul's semen in me to cool me down.
"Come on you fucking bastards," I urged them on. I was playing the role of a prostitute, and I liked it. It felt very liberating. The shy, conservative, and timid girl had lost all control... My inner slut had finally been unleashed, and it exploded out of me.
Paul began to thrust up hard against me. I could feel Jim getting close, his cock twitching inside my back passage. I drove down hard against them both.
"Fuck.... me..... fuck.... me..... fuck.... me..... fuck.... me..."I was on the verge of another orgasm when I felt Jim slam his cock in deep, and he pulsed as he released his cum into me. His breath was hot and heavy against my neck as he leaned against me, spent.
Paul's grip on my tits tightened as he lost control and his seed flooded my vagina. I pushed down hard on him, desperate to drag that last orgasm out of my tired and well-used body.
I felt Jim's dick slip from my ass and I drove down against Paul's cock, once, twice, three times. That was it; a powerful orgasm racked my body. My legs turned to jelly and my face was burning hot. I collapsed onto Paul, sweaty skin against sweaty skin. My ass and cunt felt alien, like they didn't belong to me.
I shared kisses and cuddles with both Paul and Jim as we lay in bed, totally exhausted. After about fifteen minutes, both men started touching me. I sensed it would be wise if I made my exit before they got hard and started up again. Remember, I suspected Jim was on Viagra, so he could probably go all night.
I got to my feet, my legs barely holding me up. Paul jumped up to assist me. The wine and the sex had turned my legs to rubber. I could feel the combined juice of the two men dribbling out of me as I headed for the shower.
Paul adjusted the water temperature and then stepped into the shower with me. He held me from behind as we both washed and soaped the sex from our bodies. The warm water felt wonderful as it cascaded over me. Paul's hands were all over my breasts and ass. I could feel him getting hard behind me. His cock was pushing into me. To be honest, I had enough sex for one evening, but Paul persisted. It occurred to me that he was paying me a lot of money, so I thought it best to just bend over and let him take me. After all, I wanted him to be happy with me. So there I was bent over, ass up in the air as Paul gave it to me doggie style in the shower.



As I walked through the hotel lobby, I began to feel ashamed of myself. I couldn't believe what had just happened. A sense of guilt washed over me, no doubt from my religious upbringing. I behaved and felt like a hooker. I was even treated like one. What was wrong with me?
I told myself never again. This wasn't me. But my inner slut had been released and won that day. The battle inside of me continued on.
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Warning: This story is raw, disturbing, and not for everyone. It is an unpleasant account of how a young woman lost her virginity and was groomed by an older man.
For me this was very therapeutic to write and a story I had to get out.
The story sets the ground work for numerous other adventures.
You have been warned.
Growing up, I was abnormally slow to develop. I was always the smallest person in my class, and often mistaken for being much younger. I wore braces and looked like a complete nerd. It didn't help when all the girls reached puberty and I was left behind. I was teased relentlessly. I had no self-esteem, and I thought I was the ugliest girl in high school. It didn't help that my older sister was the beautiful and popular one in the family. She would tell me how ugly I was every day. She was evil in every sense of the word.
My father was very religious, so I was raised likewise. The only friends I was allowed to have were all from the church. The church was all-consuming during my formative years. In retrospect, it was very much like a cult.
Everything started to change when I was eighteen. I started to rebel against my strict religious upbringing and stopped attending church services and functions. I also began to develop physically. My boobs started growing and my body started to develop curves. I also grew several inches taller.
The thing that I remember the most were my breasts. I was so proud and thrilled with my new boobs. The fact that my breasts were bigger than my older sisters' was just icing on the cake.
As I began to fill out my clothes the boys started to take notice of my perky breasts, not to mention my pointy nipples in the tight thin t-shirts I normally wore. My nipples seemed to rise to attention often as my hormones were on overload at that stage in my life.
Although I was developing physically, socially I was still very immature. I had very limited knowledge about sex and had no guidance as I developed into a young lady. My mother was too wrapped up in her social life and not very nurturing towards me. There were no mother-daughter talks about boys and what to expect or what was right or wrong. There were no stories about the birds and the bees. When it came to sex, I was on my own. I was thrown out into a world of wolves to fend for myself. And yes, they hunted me down.
The summer I turned eighteen, I started my first summer job in an office. I was not only thrilled to be making money for the first time, but also to get out into the real world, away from my strict upbringing.
It wasn't long before I made friends with Mark, an attractive guy working in a different department. He was good-looking and nice to me. He had long hair and was so cool. He quickly became my dream man. I immediately developed a big schoolgirl crush on him. I found reasons to visit him every day.
I spent hours every night picking through my wardrobe trying to piece together sexy outfits from the drab clothes my parents had purchased for me. Needless to say, Mark didn't seem to notice my efforts.
Mark was much older and was a full-time employee. I never asked his age, but thinking back, he was probably in his mid-to-late twenties, about ten years older than me. I realized when I became older what a bad situation that was for a young innocent girl, but back then I didn't know any better and there was nobody to guide me. He was a wolf, and I had no idea.
I so desperately wanted Mark to be my first boyfriend, but although we talked every day, he never expressed any interest in that regard.
I was a typical teen, and I would fantasize about kissing him and what it would be like to have him as a boyfriend. As much as I flirted with him, the summer was coming to an end and he never asked me out. He was clearly out of my league; after all, he had a car, which was a big deal in my book.
On the last day of work, I went and said goodbye to him. He gave me a hug and wished me the best. I was depressed that he never asked me out or even for my phone number. I thought I would never see him again. I had low self-esteem and thought I was just plain ugly, as my sister told me over and over.
My family would spend most of the day on Sundays at church. They would typically return in the late afternoon. I must have mentioned this to Mark over the course of the summer.
One Sunday morning, a few weeks after my summer job ended, I heard a knock at the front door right after my family left for church. I was in bed sleeping and ignored it at first. The knocking continued, so eventually, I put on my robe and went to see who it was. It was Mark. I couldn't believe my eyes.
Oh my god, I wasn't even dressed. I slept in a t-shirt and panties. I had an old long robe over top, and my hair was a mess. I didn't have time to straighten up. What if he left, or worse yet, the neighbours spotted him on my porch? I quickly opened the door and pulled him into the entranceway. I was shocked. Had my prayers been answered? What was he doing here? How did he know I was home alone? He must have been watching as my family left for church.
He told me he had been thinking about me and had missed me. He said he just had to see me again. Then he grabbed me and kissed me right in the entranceway. My first kiss, and I didn't even see it coming! I was in shock.
I closed and locked the front door in case any of the neighbours were watching. I was mortified by my appearance and attempted to leave him to get dressed and groomed, but he didn't care. He quickly grabbed my hand and pulled me onto the living room couch. We began making out right there and then. I had so many questions but never got a chance to ask them.
This was the first time I had kissed a boy, and I had no idea what I was doing. On the other hand, Mark knew exactly what he was doing. He kissed me softly, holding my face in his hands. He told me how much he had longed to kiss me all summer. He was telling me all kinds of nice things. Things no one ever said to me before. I couldn't believe what was happening. I just melted in his arms.
As we were making out on the couch, his hands began exploring my body. His hands snaked inside of my robe and began running up and down my body, slowly loosening my robe before pulling it off.
Mark was really getting into it as he pushed me down on the couch and was all over me. I never objected. How could I? This is what I had been dreaming about since I first laid eyes on him.
Mark ran his hands up and down my soft, virgin legs and then grabbed my ass. His hands slid up under my tee-shirt and caressed my breasts. This was the first time anyone had touched my breasts. Within seconds, he sat me up and pulled my shirt right off. It happened so fast that I don't recall having the time to object, even if I had wanted to.
I was now sitting on the couch topless in only my panties. I was so embarrassed and tried to cover my boobs with my arms, but he just held me and kissed me. He told me to just relax and trust him. I was in his trance and just surrendered to him.
He began playing and exploring my breasts. He seemed to like them, and his big hands felt warm on them. He then began sucking my nipples, which seemed odd to me. I was thrilled that Mark seemed so fascinated with my boobs. He told me I had fantastic tits and that he dreamt of touching them all summer long. He had noticed my perky braless outfits at the office after all. He knew exactly what to say to me.
Mark took off his shirt and then pulled me onto the carpeted floor. He reached down and, in an instant, my panties were off. Oh my God, I was naked. With one hand, he held my wrists up above my head as he lay on top of me. His bare chest rubbed against mine as we kissed. He commented on how erect and swollen my nipples were. I had never seen them in this state before.
Again, I had no experience, and things were moving very fast. My mind was still grappling with Mark coming to visit me and the things he had said to me. My brain had yet to catch up with what was physically happening. I had not contemplated what this was leading up to.
I was young and naive. I knew it was wrong to let Mark into the house. It was wrong of me to be naked in front of him and let him touch me, but I didn't care. I had dreamt of kissing Mark all summer and now it was happening. I was in uncharted waters. I liked him so much that I trusted him completely. I didn't want to say "no" to him. I didn't want to sound like a child; I wanted him to know I was grown up and a woman who was worthy of being his girlfriend. He could do whatever he desired, and I would follow his lead. He knew he had absolute control of me.
His hand slipped between my legs and he began massaging my virginal area. A finger was pushing its way inside of me. He stopped and sat up, as I lay there naked before him. He pulled off his pants and then, to my horror, he pulled off his underwear. I remember the shock to this day. Holly shit, what is that thing? I had never seen a penis, let alone an erect penis. I had only sisters, no brothers. I was confounded. I mean, I knew guys had a penis, but I didn't know they got erect and so large. Why had nobody ever told me? Things were moving very fast, and I was confused and getting scared.
Mark laid back on top of me. Our naked bodies became interwoven. I had never been held by a man before, and the heat from our skin felt so nice as we kissed. His hands and lips were moving all over my body as I just lay motionless. I didn't know what to do with my hands.
He parted my legs and manoeuvred his hips between them. I felt his cock rubbing and pushing against me. Then he spit in his hand and reached down to lubricate his cock. Well, I didn't know that at the time, but that's what he did. He positioned his cock for entry. Then he started pushing his way inside of me.
My head was spinning trying to make sense of this fast moving and foreign situation. I didn't fully know what was happening, but I was determined to follow his lead. I wasn't going to ask or say anything, as I didn't want to appear foolish. I trusted Mark, and I just submitted to him.
As he pushed into me, it began hurting, but I remained silent, except for a whimper. He could tell by the look on my face that I was in pain. He reassured me not to worry and just let him continue. He said he would be gentle.
"Im fine... continue..." I bravely said, hoping to prove to him I was a woman.
He eased up a bit and slowly began rocking back and forth, gradually entering me a tiny bit at a time. It was now hurting like hell, but I remained stoic and held back the tears. The last thing I wanted to do was let him see me cry.
The thought that we were about to have intercourse hadn't yet registered as I was thinking of so many other things. Between the pain and the confusion, I was like a zombie. I just laid there and let him do whatever he wanted. I trusted him. Hell, I was in love with him. If this was the price I had to pay for him to be my boyfriend, so be it. I was eager to let him do whatever he desired. I was all his.
When he finally entered me all the way, he just held me tight as I got accustomed to this new sensation. After a few minutes, the pain eased up and he began moving his cock in and out of me. He was taking his time and being gentle as he kissed and caressed me. I had never felt such love before, as I melted in his embrace.
Once comfortable with Mark being inside of me, he arched up and began fucking me harder and faster. He reached down and grabbed my ass, thrusting himself deeper and harder into me.
I wasn't sure what I was supposed to do, so I did nothing. I was startled at how violent it was becoming. He had an intense look on his face as he rammed his cock deep into me, pushing me forward with every thrust. He was making strange noises, grunting and moaning. He began pounding his cock hard into me, hurting me.
I was terrified but remained brave. Then suddenly, he arched his back and let out a deep moan. Oh my god, is he okay? Is he having a stroke? I experienced a warm sensation filling me. Did he just pee inside of me? I remained silent; my mind was racing. Holly shit, what just happened?
He fell off of me, gasping for air. I felt his cock slither out of me as he fell beside me. I asked him if he was okay, and he responded with just a grunt. He put his arm around me, and he held me as we lay there on the carpet. This was the best part, I thought. He was back to being warm and gentle. He was hot and sweaty and smelled like a man. I was in heaven in his arms, confused, but in heaven. He told me I did great. I wasn't completely sure what I was great at, but I was thrilled that he was so pleased with me.
As we lay there, I felt something oozing out of me. I reached down and felt this thick, sticky liquid. I got some on my fingers and was examining them when he began laughing. He knew I was a virgin, so he began explaining things to me. I couldn't believe what he was telling me. Why hadn't anyone told me this before? So this is what sex is? We just had sex? Am I a woman now?
I couldn't help but look at his cock. It was small, limp, and glistering from all the juices. He asked me if I wanted to touch it.
"Hell yes!" I said. I sat up and began exploring how it felt and how it looked. He pointed out his balls. I touched and played with them. They really are two balls in a bag. I never even knew they existed until then. I was totally fascinated by his sexual organ. To this day, I am still fascinated by them. He then told me to wrap my hand around his cock and gently stroke it. As I did, it began to grow hard and big. I was amazed. I was surprised that I could get him so hard just by touching him.
He then got up and sat on the couch and instructed me to kneel down between his legs. I obeyed. He told me to start playing with his cock, which I was delighted to do. I continued stroking him. He then instructed me to kiss his cock as I stroked it. I did as I was told. Then, to kiss his balls, I obeyed. Then he told me to put his cock in my mouth and suck it. Did I hear him right? I hesitated, but he insisted. I gradually put the tip of his cock between my lips. He instructed me to keep stroking him and to slowly take more into my mouth. I did my best. He gently forced my head down as I managed to get about a quarter of his erection into my mouth. I began to gag, but he kept holding my head down and encouraging me. I did my best not to vomit. I wanted him to be proud of me. He told me I would need more practise at that.
He then lifted my head up and told me to come and sit on his lap. I thought he wanted to hug me, but no, he wanted me to ride him. He positioned me on top of him and instructed me to slowly lower myself onto him. I was reluctant as it hurt so much the first time, but I did as I was told. I watched as his cock slowly entered me. It didn't hurt as much this time as all the cum inside of me helped lubricate his cock. I slowly slid right onto him. The sight of his cock entering me was breathtaking. He held and moved my hips up and down on his cock. He instructed me on how to grind myself on him at just the right speed and angle, just how he liked it.
I was a quick learner and soon I was bouncing up and down on his cock without any guidance. I was proud of myself and so was he. I kept looking down as his cock moved in and out of me. I found it very cool. It was starting to feel good also. It wasn't long before he moaned, grabbed my ass, and thrust deep into me. Once more, I was amazed at how intense he got before feeling his warm semen shoot deep inside of me.
He just held me in his arms this time, as I remained on top of him. This was proving to be the best part for me. I felt his cock slowly shrink inside of me. I could feel his juices beginning to flow out of me. These were all new sensations for me.
After about twenty minutes of me sitting on his lap, cuddling, we began kissing again. He sucked my tits and flicked his tongue around my erect nipples. I felt his limp penis coming back to life inside of me. The sensation of his cock gradually expanding inside of me was tremendous.
Just a few hours ago, I was a naive young woman dreaming of Mark, and now I'm a woman in his arms, having sex with him. I was in heaven.
I eagerly began riding him again. As I rode him, I could hear the sound of my tight pussy lips and the juices inside of me slurping his cock up and down. I was eagerly riding him just the way he taught me and was thoroughly enjoying it this time.
I could tell he was getting primed to explode again. That's when he stopped me, told me to hurry and get down on my knees. I was confused. Did I do something wrong?
I obeyed him, and he ordered me to suck him again. I opened my mouth and took him in. This time he was more aggressive, much rougher. He was gripping my head and thrusting his cock deeper than before, over and over. I was gasping for air, gagging, and saliva was dripping out of my mouth. But I was determined to do as he wished and not disappoint him.
Then, with one big thrust, he clutched my head firmly and erupted into my mouth. I was caught by surprise as I felt him convulse and shot a load of semen into the back of my throat. I had no idea he was going to ejaculate in my mouth.
I couldn't hold back the tears as I gagged and choked. He ordered me very forcefully to hold it in and keep sucking. I felt his cum spilling out of the sides of my mouth, down my chin, and onto my boobs.
"Hold all the cum in your mouth. I want you to get used to the taste, " he ordered me as he slowly extracted his cock from my mouth.
I held it in my mouth and then finally swallowed all of it at his command. He ordered me to lick his cock and balls clean. I obeyed. He was thrilled that I swallowed and did as I was told. He told me this is what good girls do for their men. I would have done anything for him. That's how obsessed I was with him.
He held me for a while, and then got dressed. Before leaving, he made me promise not to tell anyone what had just happened. He kissed me and left. I showered and cleaned up before my family returned home from church.
I couldn't believe the morning I just had. I was on cloud nine. All my dreams had come true. In my book, I was dating the most attractive and coolest guy in the world. Mark was my boyfriend, and I was his girlfriend.
At that time, my best friend Cathy and I were inseparable. We told each other everything. There was no way I could keep this secret from her. For the next week, all we talked about was how Mark and I had sex. She wanted to know every last detail, over and over. Cathy was very cute and bubbly, and all the boys liked her, but she was still a virgin. She was so jealous of me.
I sat by the phone day after day, waiting for Mark to call. He finally called later in the week, but the conversation was very short. He asked me to get on the "pill". Actually, he told me he wasn't going to see me again until I was on it. I was confused by his tone, but I didn't question him and just agreed.
I had heard of the pill, but I wasn't sure what it did or even how to get it. I didn't ask Mark, as I didn't want to look stupid or naive. Cathy wasn't sure either, so we asked her older sister. She was twenty-one and experienced, so she helped me out. She told me about a clinic where I could get some. She explained to me that I was lucky that I didn't get pregnant.
Mark finally called me again about two weeks later. I was excited to tell him I was on the pill. It made me feel very mature. Again, the conversation was brief. He asked if I had told anyone. I lied and said no. Then he said he might come over on Sunday and hung up. I was puzzled. Why didn't he ask me out? I hadn't even been in his car. Was it normal to call your girlfriend so infrequently? Why didn't he give me his number? I had no idea what a relationship was supposed to be like. Cathy thought it strange also. But he was my boyfriend, and I worshipped him. All my teenage dreams had come true.



I was so excited that I was going to see him again. I thought all week about what to wear. Maybe he will take me out for a ride in his car. That Sunday morning, I was up and dressed and ready for him. I went with a cute mini skirt and a halter top. I even put on my high-heeled wedge shoes. I spent hours on my hair.
Like clockwork, after my family left for church, he was at my door. Just like before, he rushed in and kissed me. He told me how much he had missed me and that I was all he could think of. He said he loved what I was wearing and that I looked beautiful. I soaked it all in. Nobody had ever said anything like that to me before.
He kissed and hugged me. It felt wonderful to be back in his arms. All the doubts I had since we last met just melted away.
It was obvious that Mark wanted to have sex right away. I resisted and built up the courage to ask Mark to take me out for the day. I so desperately wanted to go for a ride in his car. I wanted to spend time with my boyfriend.
Mark just snapped.
"I'm not interested in going for a drive. I've been thinking about you all week and I want you now. "
I was shocked and didn't know what to say. No one had ever spoken to me like that before.
"Now go stand by the front window and dance for me... strip for me," he ordered.
"What... you serious?" I was stunned.
"Now, you fucking slut, NOW, or I'm leaving. "
I was shocked; He called me a slut? I didn't want to lose him. I finally had a boyfriend, and I wanted to keep him, so I quietly obeyed.
I slowly began dancing, swaying my hips to some imaginary tune as he sat on the couch and watched. I purposely kept my distance from the front window, as it was Sunday morning and anyone could be watching.
After a few minutes, he ordered me to slowly untie my halter-top and let it fall off. I was hesitant, but I played along, and off it came.
He sat there and watched as I reluctantly stripped for him. Once I was naked he grabbed me and pushed me over a chair that was in front of the window. I was terrified of being seen, but he didn't care. He told me to shut the fuck up and bent me over the chair and proceeded to take me from behind. He began calling me all sorts of nasty names as he fucked me. I was horrified but complied.
He was rough and aggressive. There was no mistaking who was in control and what my role was. From that day forward, I was his slut. I was not allowed to question him or refuse him. He told me that he owned me, that I was his property, and he would do as he pleased with me.
I was scared at first, but I slowly accepted my role. I had never had a boyfriend, so the idea of being owned by Mark wasn't that bad. At least he cared for me, I thought. He was still my boyfriend.
Over the next several months, Mark continued to visit me three or four times a month on Sundays. He rarely called me. I stopped questioning him because he would always get upset with me when I did. I didn't want to lose him. I loved him dearly.
He used his age and experience to control me. I was insecure, weak, naive, lacked confidence, you name it. This was all new to me, and I had no one to ask or guide me. Sexually, Mark did everything imaginable to me. He blindfolded me, tied me up, spanked me, fucked me in every hole, and degraded me. I submitted to his every whim because that was what he expected of me as his girlfriend. Looking back, I was his sexual plaything, his sex toy.
One day at the mall, I ran into a lady from the office that I had worked with during that summer. She asked me if I remembered Mark. I didn't let on that he was my boyfriend, recalling that Mark told me not to tell anyone. I said I did remember him. Then she told me he had just become a father.
"What!" My surprise was obvious.
"Yes, he's been married for a couple of years now, didn't you know?"
I was shocked. I mumbled something and walked away. I went home and cried and cried. I didn't want to believe it. Maybe she was talking about another Mark?
The next time he called, I confronted him. He came clean; it was like he didn't even care. I was heartbroken. It was all a big lie. He was never my boyfriend. I didn't hear from him for about three weeks until he showed up again at the house on a Sunday morning. I was furious with him, but he didn't care. I said there was nothing to talk about. He agreed and said he didn't come to talk, he came for the sex. And just like all the other times before, he just took me. I made a feeble attempt at resisting, but the truth was that I wanted him just as much as he wanted me. He had a mental control over me, and I was hooked on him. He had his way with me for the next two hours.
Even after all the lies, I still somehow felt like it was my fault, that maybe I did something to deserve this. Mark continued to come over to the house for the next couple of months. At this point, I knew it was all about the sex for both of us, but I still held out some hope that maybe he would leave his wife for me. I was young and dumb. I was desperate for a boyfriend. I needed someone in my life. I was barely eighteen and having sex with a married man ten years my elder.
Eventually, Mark just stopped coming around, and I never heard from him again.
It took me a long time to get over Mark.
Mark had groomed me into becoming his fuck toy, a submissive slut for his pleasure. For the longest time after Mark, this is what I believed relationships were like. I didn't know anything different. I thought my role as a girlfriend was to sexually satisfy my partner and submit to them. This set the stage for numerous abusive relationships.
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When I was dating my husband, my younger sister would always flirt and tease him whenever he was at the house. She was young and it was obvious she had a crush on him.
The teasing intensified over time, and I began to have suspicions about the two of them. I never said anything, as I did not want to appear jealous. Besides, I loved my baby sister, and I didn't want anything to come between us.
Several years later, during a heated argument, my husband confessed that he had sex with my sister. He insisted it was only once. I didn't believe him, as there were many times when things didn't add up and I had just looked the other way. I let it go as no good would come from calling everyone out. Besides, I was no angel myself. However, I never forgot.
I later discovered that he was having an ongoing relationship with my sister that had spanned decades. My sister had married for money, and her husband was a jerk, so apparently she found comfort with my husband. Again, I kept my findings to myself and pretended all was well, even though I was deeply hurt.
I had cheated on my husband many times, so I suppose this was karma coming back to bite me in the ass.
Over the years, I maintained my close relationship with my sister, despite what I knew.
My nephew, James, is my sister's oldest son. I have always been very close to James. As a child, he often stayed with my husband and me when his parents went on vacation.
One day, my sister called me and asked if James could spend a week at our place. James had enrolled in a pre-college course, and it was being offered at an off-site location not far from our place. James' education was very important to my sister.
Since James did not have access to a car, the commute would be very long, so it made sense to stay at our place for the week.
I've always had a soft spot for James. He is always welcome in our home.
I had not seen James in over a year. He had just turned eighteen and, since I last saw him, had grown into a tall, good-looking young man. Like myself at his age, he was on the shy and quiet side.
On the day James arrived, I was wearing a short denim skirt and a light summer top. Nothing too sexy, just normal summer wear for me.
Throughout the day, I couldn't help but notice how James was always watching me. I caught him trying to peak down my top and checking me out in general. He seemed to be fixated on my tanned legs. I dismissed it as I recalled all the boys I had known at his age were constantly thinking about sex. Actually, they all had sex on the brain at that age.
That evening, James and I settled down on the couch to watch some Netflix. At dinner, I had consumed more than my regular allotment of wine, and I was feeling a bit flirtatious. My husband retreated into his office to do some work. We were watching a show called Shameless. During the episode, there was a considerable amount of nudity and sex.
I asked James about any girlfriends, and he timidly said he didn't have one. I playfully made a comment about the main character in the show having great tits. I was teasing him and wanted to see his reaction.
James turned beet red with embarrassment. I guess he wasn't expecting his Aunt April to make a sexual comment. He just moaned.
I noticed that James was fidgeting. After a couple of discreet glances, I could see he was struggling with a hard-on. He was wearing shorts, so he was having trouble hiding it.
That's when I changed positions on the couch and flung my long, tanned legs onto his lap. They landed right on his hard-on. I wasn't aiming for it, but that's just where they landed.
"James, can you please rub my feet?" I said.
James completely froze. "Go on, don't be shy... Auntie April loves having her feet massaged. "
James complied and slowly began to rub them. I could feel his cock growing under the heels of my feet. James was slowly trying to move my feet off of his swollen groin, but I was having no part of it. The more he tried, the more pressure I applied to his now well-outlined cock.
I knew I was behaving badly. I shouldn't have been tormenting the poor boy, but I just couldn't help myself. I was enjoying his company and was having fun.
James was getting terribly uncomfortable now. I could see him looking at my legs more than the TV. His breathing was starting to speed up. As I sat there with my legs up, my skirt began riding up, exposing pretty much all of my legs. I bent one of my legs up so he could get a nice full view of the entire length of my legs. In doing so, I even parted my legs slightly, just enough so he could see my panties. Oh, were they getting moist?
James was extremely uncomfortable now. His cock was tenting his shorts, and he had no way of hiding it. I began to playfully wiggle my feet, rubbing his crotch in the process. I think he was doing everything in his power to not ejaculate. Naughty thoughts were going through my head. Did he really like my legs that much? Hmm, should I restrain and behave myself?
I lowered my leg back down onto his lap and knocked his swollen tent. "Oh my, what is that? You like this show, don't you? " I said.
Just then, the show ended, and James quickly got up and almost ran up to his room. I knew exactly what he was running up to do.
I turned off the TV and headed up to my bedroom. As soon as I got into bed, I heard a woman's voice and the bed headboard bouncing off the wall.
Oh wow, James was masturbating to pornography on his laptop!
What James didn't know was that my bed and the guest bedroom bed shared the same thin wall. Yes, our beds were back to back, and the thin wall separating the beds provided no privacy at all.
As I lay in bed, I could hear every moan and grunt James made. I found it so arousing and, after tormenting him all evening, I couldn't help but touch myself also. It wasn't long before I heard James grunt and moan as he ejaculated. After a brief pause, I heard him jerking off again.
How hot was this? It felt like I was on the bed next to him as we both masturbated... side by side. I had an extraordinary orgasm as I lay there in silence listening. I was cautious to not make a sound, as I didn't want him to hear me... well, not just yet.
It was about an hour before my husband came up to bed. During that time, I heard James jack off three times, to my two. We were both totally aroused.
As soon as my husband came to bed, I ordered him to give me oral. I knew James had overheard me as his room went silent. I was so horny that I loudly orgasmed as my husband complied.
I then mounted my husband and went absolutely wild on his cock. I rode him like I hadn't in years. Not only was the headboard banging against the wall, but the bed was bouncing as I thrust myself onto his cock. My husband had no clue what had gotten into me. He was oblivious to the thin walls. We both orgasmed at the same time and were both rather loud.
James heard an earful for sure. My husband passed out, and as I lay in bed, I heard the guest room headboard lightly rattling against the wall again. Oh wow, is he jerking off again?
I could hardly sleep that night. I was aroused and my mind was racing. I was thinking of ways to tease James and the possibilities that were to follow. The week was just getting started.
The next morning, my husband got up bright and early and headed off to work. I'm certain he had a smile on his face after the ride I gave him.
I usually sleep in, but since James was staying with us, I jumped out of bed. I threw on my shortest bathrobe, one that barely covered my ass. I had longer bathrobes, but I had planned on flashing and teasing him at breakfast. I was naked underneath.
As I walked by the quest room, I heard sounds that froze me in my tracks. He was jerking off again to porn on his laptop. I stood outside the door and listened for a bit. How hot was this? I couldn't resist opening the door.
"Good morning James... Are you ready for breakfast?" I pretended for the moment not to notice him sitting up in bed naked and jerking off to porn. I reached up to open the blinds, knowing full well I was exposing my long legs and bare ass to him.
He hastily scrambled to reach for the covers that he had kicked off the bed.
"Oh, I'm sorry. Did I interrupt something?"
I could see he was completely flustered.
In a matter-of-fact tone, I said, "Oh don't be embarrassed, it's normal for boys your age to masturbate." The audio from his laptop was pouring out all kinds of sexual sounds.
I then sat on the bed next to him and said, "What's that you are watching?" I could see it was one of those stepmother does son videos. He immediately slammed the laptop shut. He was at a loss for words.
I don't know what came over me, but that's when I heard myself say,
"Here, let Auntie April help you... you can imagine I'm your stepmother,"
I didn't wait for a reply as I snaked my hand under the sheets and grabbed his stiff cock. He gasped as he tensed up. With my other hand, I unclenched his hand from the sheets and pulled them back to expose his magnificent hard cock. He just froze and was in shock.
He continued to gasp for air as I leisurely began stroking him. "Does that feel nice? Is this how the stepmother does it? " He just nodded his head.
"Would you like Auntie April to continue?" Another nod quickly followed.
It brought back memories of all the young men I used to give handjobs to when I was his age. I gradually began stroking and exploring his young, hard cock. His cock's skin was so smooth and young-feeling. He did have a nice-sized cock also. I could feel the blood gushing through his young veins as I squeezed him tight.
I slid my knee up to his balls as my slim tanned leg rubbed up against his thigh. It was only fitting since he seemed to like my legs so much the previous evening. It only took a few strokes before his breathing changed and I knew it was time. I stroked him hard and fast as he began to moan. He tried to nudge my hand away, as I think he was frightened of ejaculating in front of me or on me.
"It's OK... cum for me," I reassured him as I quickly cupped the head of his cock with my other hand to stop him from ejaculating all over the sheets. He let out a muffled deep groan as I pumped him hard and fast.
He erupted, shooting a forceful stream of warm semen into my hand and across his chest. I was impressed at the amount of semen that he ejaculated considering how many times he had masturbated since he arrived.
I continued to hold his cock in my hand as it gradually withered down in size.
"Did you enjoy that?" I asked as I looked at the small puddle of semen in my hand. He grunted his approval. My robe had loosened up during the hand job, and I could see he was staring at my breasts as they peaked out. I could tell he was embarrassed.
I brought my hand up to my mouth and slowly slurped up his semen. He stared at me in astonishment. Next, I leaned into his chest. "Let's get you cleaned up..." and I began to lick the semen off his chest. In doing so, my rope was now gaping open and my nipples were brushing up against his chest.
I finished licking him clean and sat back to regain my composure before heading down to the kitchen to prepare breakfast. I saw that he was looking at my now completely exposed boobs. Without saying a word, I grabbed his hand and placed it on one of my breasts.
"Don't be shy, feel them... I love having my nipples stimulated."
What was wrong with me? I was really getting into it.
He began groping my tits and tugging on my nipples. Then I noticed his cock twitch as it was coming back to life! I had forgotten how virile young men could be.
"James, has a girl ever given you a blowjob?"
"No," he said, shaking his head.
"I would be happy to give you one... would you like that?"
"Uh hum..." he responded.
I sat up, removed my robe, and positioned myself between his legs on the bed. As I gazed at his perfectly stiff cock, I thought to myself how wrong this was. Here I was, his aunt, sitting on his bed naked, about to give him a blow job. What was I doing? This was only done by people on the Gerry Springer Show, not by me. But I was horny, and my physical desires overruled my brain. Besides, his mother had no qualms about having sex with my husband for all those years. It then occurred to me... I had a light bulb moment! Awe, this was sweet revenge.
He was rigid and ready. I slowly took him in my mouth and began sucking him. He tasted so good. I almost took his whole member in my mouth, but he was too big. I wanted to make his first blow job special, so I was taking my time. I licked and slurped the length of his young cock. I squeezed, licked, and sucked on his balls. I was giving him the full treatment. To my surprise, he was able to last much longer than I thought he would.
I lifted my head up and asked him, "Are you a virgin?" He sheepishly nodded.
Oh wow, it had been decades since I stole anyone's virginity. It had always been a fetish of mine when I was younger. I contemplated holding off and making it special for him, but I wasn't sure if I would have another opportunity. Besides, he was right here for the taking.
I jumped up and positioned myself over him. I was in control. I was dripping wet, and I was craving his cock inside of me. The mental thought of taking his virginity made me quiver and have mini orgasms before he was even inside of me.
As I knelt over him, I took his hand and placed it on my vagina. James slowly touched my bald pussy. I could tell he was afraid to finger his aunt, so I grabbed his hand and sucked on a digit. I then guided his lubricated finger to my clit. I slowly guided his finger into parting my folds and stimulating my swollen clit. I moaned in encouragement as he caught on quickly.
"Finger me..." I moaned as I watched him slide a finger into my soaking wet cheek.
"Thats it... Deeper... nice and slow...Curl your index finger upward. Oh yes... just like that. " I was on the edge of an orgasm as I began riding his finger. This was unbearably hot... I couldn't hold back any longer. I flung my head back and pushed forcefully against his finger as he reciprocated and grabbed a tit with his free hand.
"Oh, yes, fuck yes... Give it to me hard. Grab my nipples... "as an orgasm washed over me.
James kept fingering me as I orgasmed. I ultimately had to stop him as the sensation was just too much. I clutched his hand and licked all my juices off of his fingers.
I was still kneeling over top of him, so I reached back and grabbed his throbbing cock.
"Are you ready to fuck me?" I asked as I regained a bit of composure.
"Yes" was all he said.
I slowly lowered myself onto him as my moist vaginal lips quickly devoured him. I rode him slowly at first, so he could feel how wonderful it felt.
"James, do you like how it feels to be inside of me?"
"Oh yes," he said, as I rode him a bit faster. He didn't ejaculate quickly and was doing great. Unlike me, I was having one long, continuous orgasm as I rode him. He was pulling on my tits as I could feel a powerful orgasm being to wash over me.
I yelled. "Grab my ass and fuck me hard."
James did as he was told, grabbing my ass with his two big hands and thrashing me onto his firm cock. I was bouncing on him in rhythm, getting as deep as I could. After several hard and fast thrusts, we both came together in a spectacular orgasm.
Oh fuck... "Auntie April needed that," I gasped as I rolled off of my new stud.
"You did great. Did you enjoy it?" I asked as I gasped to catch my breath. James politely responded with a "Yes, thank you."
I got up and put my robe back on. You better hurry up; you don't want to be late on your first day of classes.
That afternoon, James arrived back from class early. He hung around as I was doing my chores, and we made small talk. He was watching my every move. I knew what he was after. He wanted to have sex again but had no idea how to approach it. It was so cute how he was following me around the house like a lost puppy.
Finally, I turned around and cornered him up against a wall and asked him if he had thought about what happened that morning.
He became instantly hard as he just said, "yes."
"Well... what did you think?" I asked as I leaned into him grabbing his groin.
He gasped as I tightened my grip..."It was awesome, amazing."
"What part did you like best? " I asked as I began to unbutton his pants.
James could barely speak "... all of it."
"I bet you would like another release, wouldn't you?" I purred as I released his hard cock from his pants and began stroking him.
"Oh yes, please,"
And so it began. Before that week, I never had any intentions or thoughts of having sex with my nephew, yet that was exactly what happened.
That week, I couldn't get enough of James. I was so aroused that this young man found me attractive. I wanted to teach him everything about sex and being with a woman. I lay awake at night thinking of all the things I could do with him the next day. He was my sex toy for the week.
That week, we had sex several times each day. Every morning, after my husband left for work, I was in James' bed. James would race home after class and immediately hunt me down. And no matter where he found me, or what I was wearing, or how sweaty or dirty I was, James wanted me then and there. I never refused him. It was so exciting for both of us. I had not enjoyed that much sex since I was in my twenties.
By the end of the week, I was sad to see James leave, but I was also looking forward to recovering from all the sex. I was sore and tired and was looking forward to letting my body recover.
The sex was fantastic, and what better way to exact revenge on my sister for years of cheating on my husband?
About two weeks later, my sister called me. She told me James had enjoyed his class and learned so much that he enrolled in another class at the end of the month. Could James stay with us for another week?
"Absolutely, James is always welcome in my home."
Yes, education is important, but revenge is sweeter.
Stay tuned for the next story about what happened that second week.
Do you have a favourite aunt?
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My first job out of school was working in an office. I was in my early twenties and just getting started in my work career. I was thrilled to have a full-time job and finally have money of my own.
I was hired by Mr. Wilson, who was in management. The job interview went very well, and I was thrilled to learn I was hired.
Mr. Wilson was a nice older gentleman, and he immediately began to take an interest in me. Maybe he felt responsible for me since he was the one that hired me. Maybe because I was the youngest employee. He wasn't my direct supervisor, but he was well above me none the less.
He picked up I was on the shy side and he would always go out of his way to talk to me or compliment me on a job well done. It was just office talk, but I did notice he talked to me more than the other women in the office. He was like a father figure to me.
Our relationship was purely professional. I was very careful to behave and act professionally. This was my first full-time job, and I didn't want to mess it up.
Over time, Mr. Wilson asked me to call him by his first name, Ben. It didn't feel right to me, so I kept calling him "Mr. Wilson" out of respect.
I couldn't help but notice Mr. Wilson was an attractive man for his age. He was easily in his late 40's or early 50's. He very much reminded me of my father, kind and gentle. He was always well dressed and groomed. He was a very classy man. He was confident and had that look of success, which is very attractive. I had no idea if he was in any kind of relationship. It wasn't my place to ask.
The other women in the office were all older than me, and they all spoke very highly of him. He was everyone's favourite manager.
One day, while chatting, I complained about the cold weather and how I hated winter. He responded that he felt the same way and suggested that we go to Florida for some sunshine. I jokingly agreed and said something like, "My bikini is already packed." That was the end of it. We were just joking. So I thought.
About a week later, he called me into his office and told me to close the door. He had never called me into his office before. I was worried that I had done something wrong. I nervously sat down across the desk from him. He pulled some papers out of his drawer and slapped them down in front of me. I was getting worried and asked him what this was all about. He said he had just purchased two tickets to Florida for next weekend.
I responded with, "How nice. Who's the lucky person you're taking? "
That's when he said, "you."
There was a pause as I processed what he had just said. Then I chuckled and said, "Great, but if you don't want to tell me, it's really none of my business."
He just smiled and said, "Seriously, you."
Was he serious? He wasn't laughing; he just smiled at me.
As I looked at the tickets, he explained to me that he had arranged for a three-day mini-vacation and he would be thrilled if I would join him. I was shocked and speechless. He explained it was Friday to Sunday and he could arrange for me to be off work on Friday if I so pleased.
I was taken aback. I was flustered and began to ramble on something about not being able to afford it with student loans and all. He smiled and said, "Not to worry, it was all taken care of." He apologised for being so forward and said he would completely understand if I refused his offer. For obvious work reasons, he also asked that we keep this between the two of us. He told me he had 24 hours to cancel, so I told him I would think about it and let him know the following day.
This came right out of left field and I was at a loss for words. I just nodded my head. I walked out of his office in shock. My mind was racing. What just happened? As I sat down at my desk, it hit me. I suppose he expects sex? Oh god, he is twice my age. I can't just go with him on a vacation. What if people in the office find out? I don't want to be known as the office slut. Why would he even ask me? I did nothing to encourage this. Why do I always get myself into these types of situations?
At this point, I was pretty sure I wasn't going. He was nice enough, but I didn't think of him in that way. How would this affect my employment? I was pretty sure there would be no repercussions, but he did hire me, so he could easily fire me also. I was confused and worried. I needed this job.
I had to discuss this with my good friend Jenny. Jenny had more experience than I did. She had street smarts and I always valued her opinion. She always knew what to do. I made arrangements to meet her that evening.
Jenny listened as I explained what happened. Jenny's first question was if I thought my job was in jeopardy. I was pretty sure it wasn't. Mr. Wilson wasn't like that. I trusted him. She was relieved to hear my answer.
"So you do like him," she asked.
I said, "Yes, I do, but not like that. He's twice my age. "
She asked if he was attractive.
"Yeah, I suppose he is,"
"Does he treat you well?"
"Of course he does; he's a very nice man who treats me well," I replied.
"So what's the problem? A free trip to Florida in the winter with a nice guy you like and find attractive." Jenny made it sound so simple.
She told me she preferred older men as they were more mature and respectful. I agreed. I was still seeing Alex's (ex-boyfriend) father off and on, and he was wonderful to me.
I wasn't in a serious relationship, so I suppose I could go. After an evening of discussing the pros and cons, it was settled... YES, I'm going to Florida. I was excited as this was my first winter vacation.
The next morning, Mr. Wilson came by my desk to say good morning. He paused and looked at me for a split second. I discreetly nodded my head and smiled. He gave me a wink and walked away. I felt a rush of excitement. How hot was this? A secret work romance. I hadn't even worked there for three months, and I was going away with Mr. Wilson.
Once I had decided to go on the Florida vacation, I was thrilled. I had never been on a plane; never been to Florida; never stayed in a hotel; never spent the weekend with an older guy... it was all new and exciting. What should I pack? I need new clothes. Should I buy some lingerie? So many decisions.
Jenny and I went shopping. Jenny pushed me into buying a sexy yellow dress. It was much more revealing than I would normally wear, but Jenny insisted this is what he was expecting.
"You can't show up in an old t-shirt and jeans, April." She laughed.
It was out of my comfort zone, but I took Jenny's advice and purchased the dress.
The night before our trip, I didn't sleep a wink. My mind was racing. I was both excited and nervous. Did I make the right decision? I really didn't know him that well as our only contact was in a work environment. He seemed very nice, but you never know.
Mr. Wilson picked me up on Friday, and we drove to the airport. Once on the plane, I was a bit hesitant. I had never been on a plane before. He held my hand tenderly and assured me all would be well. During the flight, he put his hand on my leg. I was wearing jeans, but his hand felt good as he squeezed my lower thigh and rubbed it. This was the first time he had touched me. I felt a tingle as I rubbed his arm in return. We joked about my calling him Mr. Wilson. On this trip, he insisted I call him Ben. I agreed to try it, but with no guarantees as it just felt weird.
We soon arrived at the hotel. It was a beautiful hotel right on the beach. This was my first hotel stay. Sure, I stayed at cheap motels a few times, but this was much nicer. The room had a large king bed. It was huge. It also overlooked a gorgeous pool and the ocean. I was impressed.
I was a bit nervous in the room. I had never thought of him in a sexual way, and I was hoping it wouldn't be awkward. He picked up on this and suggested we go down to the Tiki bar by the pool for drinks and a bite to eat. I didn't even know what a Tiki bar was. I was in a different world.
I unpacked and went into the bathroom to freshen up and change.
I decided to wear the sexy yellow sundress that Jenny encouraged me to buy. I also put on a pair of high heels. The dress was very revealing, and I wasn't sure if it was too much. It was low-cut both at the front and back and had a slit up the front that went almost right up to my panties. I have to admit, it did a good job of showcasing my braless young breasts. The thin material barely covered my nipples as the neckline plunged down to my waist. I would have to be very careful how I moved in this dress, otherwise my breasts would just fall out.
When I came out of the bathroom, Mr. Wilson was floored. He loved my dress. I'm pretty sure he wasn't expecting me to be dressed like this.
I still wasn't sure if it was too revealing or slutty. I offered to change, but he insisted I keep it on. He said it was perfect.
Thank you, Jenny. I just wanted to make sure he was happy with my choice. I was very aware that this vacation probably cost him a small fortune, and I wanted to make sure he knew how grateful I was.
At the bar, I noticed a group of younger guys checking me out. I am sure they thought I was with my father or, worse yet, a hooker. I could tell Mr. Wilson noticed them looking at me also. I felt bad as I could tell he was feeling a bit uncomfortable. I just ignored them and gave Ben my full attention.
After a few fancy cocktails, I loosened up and had the courage to reach across the table and hold his hand. Eventually, he placed his hand on my bare thigh as I sat there with my legs crossed. His hand was big, soft, and warm. I could feel myself quivering as he ran his hand slowly up and down my thigh. I was definitely warming up to him. He was getting me aroused, so I suggested it was time to go back to the room.
When we got back to the room, he was very calm. Most of the guys I had been with would have jumped me in the elevator, or at least as soon as the hotel room door closed. But he was calm and cool. He held me and kissed me softly. Our first kiss. He was a great kisser. It felt so nice to be held in his strong arms. He was taking his time and was not in a mad rush to have sex like the younger guys I had been dating.
As we stood there kissing, he slowly slipped my dress off one shoulder. He began kissing my bare shoulder and neck. It felt wonderful. I was melting in his arms. I could feel myself submitting to him. He then proceeded to slip the dress off my other shoulder. I stepped back out of his embrace and let my dress fall to the floor.
I was standing in front of him in my panties and heels as he took in the sight. I was baring myself to him as if to say I'm all yours, take me.
I could feel the cool air from the air conditioner blowing across my body. My nipples were erect from both the cool air and my arousal. It felt so erotic to be standing there pretty much naked as he just watched me. He just looked at me for what seemed like an eternity, but in reality, it was probably only a minute or two. I could feel myself squirming my legs together to stimulate my aching womanhood as I stood there before him, baring my young, firm body. I was heating up fast and I could feel a dampness in my tiny thin panties.
As he stood there watching me, he began to unbutton his shirt. I stopped him and slowly took over the task. I could see the bulge in his pants, but I resisted the strong urge to grab him. If he wanted to slowly tease me, I could do the same to him.
I slowly removed his shirt, revealing a sexy, lush, hairy chest. I playfully ran my fingers through his hairy chest and let out an approving low-pitched moan.
I leaned in and moved around him as I playfully kissed his nipples and then his strong arms. I could feel my erect nipples brushing up against him as they were now fully swollen and super sensitive. I moved behind him and pressed my breasts into his back as I reached around to unbuckle his belt. He stopped me.
He took my hand and moved me in front of the window. It was late evening, and we had neglected to close the drapes when we entered the room. Our room overlooked the pool and tiki bar area, and I could see lots of people at the bar. He held me from behind as he kissed my neck and cupped my breasts as he moved me right up to the window. Our room was partly lit, and we were on the third floor, so I'm sure everyone at the bar had a good view. He was putting me up for display. Mr. Wilson, who knew you were so erotic?
I just let my head fall back and submitted to him. He slid his hand into my soaking wet panties and a finger immediately began to rub my clit while he kissed my neck. My panties fell to the floor, revealing my perfectly bald and wanton pussy.
Jenny had reminded me that older men love bald and smooth young pussies. Of course, Jenny would know. I did shave myself, but Jenny gave me the number of a lady that she used for waxing. She insisted I ask for a Brazilian wax. I followed her instructions and was thrilled with the outcome.
Mr. Wilson pushed me right up against the glass. I'm not an exhibition by any stretch, as I have a tendency to be shy, but it felt so erotic being put on display like this. He still had his pants on, and I was naked to the world. My body and face were pressed up against the cool glass as he stimulated my clit. The cool glass felt wonderful up against my erect and swollen nipples.
I began to shutter and quiver as he dipped a finger inside of me and then returned his lubricated fingers to my clitoris. His fingers left wonder as they freely slid over my waxed virgina.
I could feel an orgasm building up inside of me as he slowly circled and teased my erect clit. I gently flicked and tugged on it. He rubbed and encircled it with his finger.
As he kissed the back of my neck, I lost all control and just had to let the orgasm wash over me. I let out a deep low moan as he continued to hold me up against the cool glass. My legs went weak, but he had me pinned to the window.
I had an orgasm right there standing in front of the window. At this point, I didn't care who was watching. He continued to hold me from behind as I recovered.
I glanced out the window and I could see those young guys that were sitting at the next table from us earlier that evening all looking up at me. Was Mr. Wilson making a point to them? Did he do this on purpose? It didn't matter; it was hot and erotic and I wanted more. He could do whatever he wanted with me. I was all his this weekend.
He then guided me onto the bed and continued to slowly seduce me. He took it very slowly. He made me feel comfortable and relaxed. He ran his hands and lips all over my body as I just lay there for him. He slowly and gently kissed and suckled my nipples. My nipples were incredibly swollen and erect. He was enjoying my breasts and even commented on how firm and beautiful they were.
His attention then slowly moved down my body to my legs. He began kissing and licking my toes, slowly removing my heels. He slowly began moving up my legs. By the time he got between my thighs, I was begging for more. He had me craving more. I found myself asking him to fuck me..."Please fuck me Mr. Wilson...please."
Instead, he slowly began giving me oral. OMG, he had me so worked up.
He took his time, and he knew exactly what he was doing. He sucked on my clit like a master. Not too hard, not too soft, but just right. Orally, no man before him took as much time and effort to satisfy me as did Mr. Wilson. As he stimulated my aroused clit, he was fingering me. Not finger fucking me like all the boys did, but curling his finger up and stimulating my G spot.
I began to have multiple orgasms... one after another. Mr. Wilson was relentless. He had a hold of my ass and his face was buried between my legs.
"Oooh...my god...stop.....no don't stop...ohhh..." He had me climbing the walls in ecstasy.
I had to have him inside of me. No man had ever gotten me into that kind of state. I never had to beg for a man to fuck me. Mr. Wilson had turned the tables on me. I just couldn't wait any longer.
I pushed his head away as my body quivered and spasmed from a remarkable orgasm. I was feeling weak and drained, but I knew if I continued to lie there, Mr. Wilson would have orally attacked my pussy again. It was time for me to make my move.
I managed to jump up and yank his pants and boxers off. I quickly put him in my mouth to taste him and lube him up. Then I climbed on top of him and slowly lowered myself onto him. I was so wet that he just slid in. I don't think I ever craved a man's cock as much as then. I selfishly rode him hard and fast until he succumbed to my craving. He shot his load deep inside of me as I came again.
I fell down on the bed next to him, exhausted but satisfied. Mr. Wilson, what have you done to me? He held me in his arms and we fell asleep.
The next morning, I woke first. As he lay there sleeping, I proceeded to awaken him with a morning blow job. The night before, he had me so worked up that I never gave him the proper blow job he deserved. He was very appreciative and suggested I wake him every morning in the same manner. I was more than happy to.
That weekend, I had a new appreciation for oral sex. Mr. Wilson brought me to a climax over and over. I don't even recall how many orgasms I had that weekend. Mr. Wilson had the best oral skills of any man I had ever known.
I did everything for Mr. Wilson that weekend. He made me feel special, and I showed him my appreciation in return. Mr. Wilson introduced me to another world. We ate at nice restaurants and had a great time at the beach. This was all new to me, and I loved it. So this was how the other half lived. I was treated like a lady and I enjoyed it.
No more dumb, poor, immature boys for me. I loved older men and how they treated me.
I returned to work on Monday morning and said good morning to Mr. Wilson as he walked by like nothing ever happened.
About four months later, Mr. Wilson called me into his office and told me to close the door... This time it was Los Angeles for five days. I didn't have to ask Jenny this time.
True story.
A
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When I was twenty, I began dating Alex. Alex's parents were divorced, and he lived with his father in a massive house with a fantastic swimming pool. I never knew anyone with a pool back then, so he was a keeper—well, until the end of the summer, anyway.
Alex's father was an attractive older gentleman. From what Alex told me, his parents had been divorced for several years. His mother had re-married, and his father was not seeing anyone. His father always went out of his way to be nice to me. During the weekends, he would bring us food and drinks at the pool. He was always very kind. Alex also spoke very highly of him. From what I could see, he was a good and loving father to Alex.
Back then, I only had one swimsuit. It was a red bikini, which honestly didn't fit very well. It was a cheap bikini that was somewhat thin and flimsy. It wasn't water resistant, so when it got wet, it just kind of hung there like a wet rag, and you could pretty much make out everything I owned. Actually, I had to be very careful that the top didn't fall off when it was wet. I didn't fit snug like the newer or more expensive bikinis. I was young and it was all I could afford.
For the most part, Alex's father gave us our privacy at the pool. I would normally only see him on weekends when he would be out doing yard work. Occasionally, he would come and sit by the pool and chat with us. I didn't mind, as he was very sweet and kind.
After the first couple of weekends of hanging out at the pool, I did notice that his father watched me a fair bit. Actually, he never took his eyes off of me. Even when he was doing yard work, I noticed he was watching me. When I was in the pool or walking around, he watched me. I never said anything to Alex. After all, what could I say? But I did notice.
Prior to dating Alex, I had several experiences with older men. They all proved to be wonderful and enlightening experiences. So when Alex's father started to notice and watch me, it was a big turn on for me. I wasn't as innocent as my young looks would have suggested.
Over the next few weeks, as I became comfortable with his father, I began to tease him in subtle ways. I would make a point of walking past him in my wet, clingy bikini, in which you could clearly make out my young, firm breasts and erect nipples. I was slow to adjust my top after coming out of the pool. A bikini slip here and there? I was having fun with both Alex and his father.
It was a hot summer, and Alex and I spent a lot of time enjoying the pool. The pool was very secluded and private. Alex's father worked long hours and was rarely home during the week, so in his absence, we began having sex in and around the pool. This was the first time I felt comfortable having sex outdoors, and we enjoyed ourselves. It was turning out to be a great summer.
That summer, I worked part-time and Alex worked full-time. Alex encouraged me to use the pool when I wasn't working. There was never anyone home, so I had an open invitation. Besides, he told me it was fine with his father. Hmmm, yes, I am sure it was.
As I got to know Alex better, I felt more comfortable, and I took him up on his offer. On my days off, I would go over in the afternoons and relax and enjoy the pool until he got home a few hours later. That summer, I had the best tan ever.
I became comfortable with the privacy of the pool, so I began to tan topless on occasion. This was a first for me. I have always been shy, but the pool was totally secluded and I was alone. It was the perfect time to eliminate those tan lines. I felt proud that I had the courage to go topless, even if I was alone. It was a big deal for me. Besides, I knew it drove Alex wild when he would come home from work and find me sleeping on a lounger, topless. He loved to sneak up on me and touch me as I lay there with my eyes closed. It always led to sex.
One day, I went to the pool as usual. It was a beautiful day, and I was in heaven. This was one of those days that I decided to go topless. As I lay there with my eyes half closed, I heard some movement in the yard. At first, I ignored the noise, thinking it was a cat or something. A few minutes later, I heard another noise and realised it was Alex's father. It looked like he was lurking in the yard. Dam, why wasn't he at work? Did he see me? Was he spying on me? Should I cover up or pretend not to see him? Damn, what should I do?
I had a split second to make a decision. I normally would have covered up, but being topless in the warm sun, I was feeling a bit risqué. I liked Alex's father, and I knew he liked to watch me, so why not tease him and let him have a peek? Besides, it was his pool and he was generous enough to let me use it.
I closed my eyes and pretended to be asleep. As I lay there, I began to feel a rush of excitement, recalling how he was always peering at me. The idea of exposing my breasts to him was exciting. Besides, Alex wouldn't be home for at least another hour.
I lay there, listening intently. After several long minutes of silence, I heard some movement closer to the pool. Is that him? My heart began to beat faster. I could feel a rush of excitement going through me. My mind was racing. Time stood still as I concentrated on every sound. I could tell he was approaching the pool deck area. Oh my god, is he coming in for a closer look? I had no idea he would come this close. I was committed now. I had no choice but to pretend to be asleep. How hot was this?
He was now on the pool deck, and I sensed him moving closer and closer. How close is he going to come? He stopped and then, to my horror, I heard him breathing. He was that close. Holly shit, he was standing right over me. There was now complete silence as he just stood there for what seemed like an eternity. I had no idea what to do, so I just continued to pretend I was sleeping. I mean, what were my options? My adrenaline was flowing, and I couldn't believe how aroused I was. I could literally feel my bikini bottoms getting wet. How long is he going to stand there before he leaves? Does he want me to open my eyes? Am I in trouble? This was definitely not what I was expecting.
All of a sudden, I felt a hand softly touch my shoulder. I just froze and didn't even react. I was expecting him to say something. Maybe he was going to scold me for being topless. But he never spoke. Oh shit, what is he doing? His hand remained on my shoulder as my mind was racing to figure out what I should do or say. I knew it was my move, but I was bewildered by the situation.
Then I heard myself say, "Hey, babe," as I would have acknowledged Alex. He responded with a brief and muffled, "Hey." The sun was shining in my eyes, so I kept them closed. His hand began to slowly move down my shoulder.
My attention had shifted from listening to focusing on his touch. I felt every inch of movement as his fingers slowly and gently began to move on my skin. My heart was pounding out of my chest. What have I gotten myself into? He slowly slid his hand across my shoulder, brushing my neck with the back of his hand. His touch was so very sensuous and tender. Then, ever so slowly, I felt a finger trace its way down my neck and slowly across the top of my chest.
Oh fuck, his touch was sending jolts of excitement through me. I was using every bit of restraint not to moan or acknowledge his sensual touch.
Then I felt a finger slowly trace down through the valley between my breasts. I could feel my nipples swell and puff up. From experience, I knew my nipples were rock hard and begging for attention. The sensation was too much, and I let out a deep gasp as I lay there with my eyes closed in the warm sun.
Alex's father then gently cupped one of my breasts and held it without any movement. I couldn't help but let out a deep moan.
My mind was racing. Should I jump up and run or should I let him continue? Should I tell him to stop? I was dating his son, Alex. Should I be upset? Oh fuck, why do I always get myself into these situations?
I was breathing heavily, almost panting. A second hand cupped my other breast as he leaned over me, partly blocking the sun. He began kneading both my breasts, gently pinching and tugging on my nipples. I have very sensitive nipples, and as he played with them, I could feel an orgasm building up within me.
I was losing control fast and couldn't help but moan with pleasure. I had never felt so scared yet excited in my life. The thought of my boyfriend's father touching me while I just lay there with my hands at my side and my eyes closed was beyond erotic. I was submitting to him. Did he really think I didn't know it was him?
I subconsciously made the decision to let him have his way with me. I felt his tongue nibble and suckle at one of my nipples. This was too much. I began to squirm and moan uncontrollably. I began trembling and experiencing mini orgasms as he licked and flicked my nipples.
One hand continued to play with my erect nipples, and the other hand slowly moved down across my abdomen. His hand paused momentarily just above my bikini line, perhaps waiting to see if I would object. There was no such objection on my part as I continued to purr from having my nipples stimulated. I was also struggling to hold back a full-blown orgasm that was building up fast within my overheated body.
Alex's father's hand slid into my bikini bottoms. I was soaking wet as his fingers began to explore my swollen and slippery bald pussy. A finger easily dipped between my wet and welcoming labia, making a wet, slurpy sound.
I moaned as his drenched finger moved up and found my erect clitoris waiting for him. I parted my legs ever so slightly, enough to send him a signal of my submittal. His fingers twirled and teased my clit, covering it with my wet juices. I was squirming and losing all control.
He placed his hand so that his thumb stimulated my clit and his finger penetrated inside of me.
Oh shit, he had me... I was all his now.
I had now lost complete control and let out a loud, deep gasp as he was finger-fucking me. With both my hands, I grabbed the hand he was fingering me with and broke the silence with a loud, "OH MY GOD!" I pushed his finger deeper inside as the orgasm I was trying so hard to control erupted.
At this point in my young life, I rarely had orgasms, but this was the deepest, most profound orgasm I'd had yet. My whole body was shaking, and my eyes were rolling back into my head. Yes, it was one of those orgasms!
I had barely stopped shaking when I heard a zipper sound and felt him place his cock on my chin. Oh fuck, he wants me to suck him. I turned onto my side, reached over and took hold of his hard cock. I eagerly began stroking and sucking him. I still had my eyes closed as the sun was shining directly on my face.
After a few minutes of furious sucking and stroking, I could tell by his breathing that he was getting ready to ejaculate. I began to open my eyes, but it took some time for my eyes to adjust to the sunlight.
I could tell he was almost there as he was thrusting harder and harder. He had his hand on the back of my head and was pushing his cock deep into my mouth. I resisted my gag reflex and managed to take half of his cock. I wanted to show him what I was capable of. As I looked up, we made eye contact; he realised I saw him, but kept thrusting himself into my mouth. Without missing a beat, I kept sucking.
He paused momentarily and said, "It's okay... continue."
I had no intention of stopping. I reached up and cupped his balls as I sucked his throbbing cock. He had one hand on the back of my head for guidance, and the other was now roughly squeezing my hanging breasts as I leaned across the lounger.
Within seconds, he erupted and released a huge load into my mouth. I tightened my hold on his balls as if to squeeze every last drop of cum out of him. I closed my lips tight around his cock and attempted to swallow his load, but it was too much. Stream after stream of warm cum shot into my mouth. I began to gag as it poured out of the sides of my mouth and down my chest.
As he pulled out, I could tell he was very flustered, realising what had just happened.
"Uh... I'm... I'm sorry... I, uh, mm, didn't... I'm sorry."
All of a sudden, it became very awkward.
I didn't know what to say or do.
"Uh mmm..." was all I could get out with a mouthful of his semen.
I swallowed his load and licked my lips as our eyes locked.
I leaned in to lick him clean, but he pulled away.
"Thank you... That was amazing... I'm sorry... " He quickly straightened up and walked into the house.
I was confused and embarrassed. I didn't know what to think. I just sat there topless with his sperm dripping down my chin and onto my breasts. Oh shit, what have I done?
I quickly cleaned up, grabbed my things and ran to my car to go home. I didn't want to be there and face Alex when he returned from work. My emotions were all over the board. Did I just have sex with my boyfriend's father? Was I in trouble? Would his father hate me for cheating on his son? How could I face Alex or his father again? Was this it for Alex and me?
I needed time to think this through as I was an emotional mess. I couldn't take Alex's calls until I figured this out. I told Alex I needed time. He had no idea what was going on or why I was avoiding him.
Over the next couple of days, the more I processed what had happened, the more aroused I became. I had all these strange emotions. It was all I could think of every minute of the day. I found myself touching myself several times a day as I thought about what had happened and how it all played out. What had come over me? I decided to continue seeing Alex and see how it went.
About a week later, Alex took me back to the pool. I knew his father was home as it was the weekend and I saw him from a distance. I knew he was watching me. I was aroused once more.
Alex and I never had sex in the pool when we knew his dad was home, but on this day I was so aroused that I jumped him. He tried to resist, but it wasn't like he had any choice in the matter. I made a point of being loud; I wanted his father to hear us. I am sure half the neighbourhood heard me moaning.
A few days later, I decided to go back to the pool alone in the afternoons. The thought of running into his father aroused and consumed me. It was all I could think of. What was wrong with me? I started going earlier in the afternoon, spending more and more time at the pool in hopes of running into him again. Alex had no idea how much time I spent there.
Eventually, one afternoon, I saw his car in the driveway when I arrived. I positioned the lounger closer to the house so that if he did come out, he couldn't miss me. I sat there topless.
His father finally came out into the yard; he stopped and saw me staring at him. He hesitated, but then began to walk towards me. This time I was making eye contact with him as he walked closer. I made no attempt to cover up. I just sat there topless and watched him as he approached. I was tense.The closer he came, the wetter I became. He walked right up to me and, without saying a word, he extended out his hand to me. I took it, and he drew me up and led me into the house.I couldn't wait to fuck him...
He held my tiny hand and led me through the house and up the stairs into his bedroom. I followed him topless, wearing only my bikini bottoms. Not a word was spoken.
The door closed and I stood there, nervous and shaking. I knew we were going to have sex, but this was all new to me. I was dating his son, and this was wrong on so many levels. Yet after our previous encounter, I couldn't stop thinking about him. How he touched me, how he looked at me, how his thick cock felt as it spasmed in my mouth. How I masturbated to the memory every night.
My body was urging me to have sex with him, but my mind had so many doubts and concerns.
He pulled me close and embarrassed me in his big, strong arms. We kissed and I could feel his hard and erect member pushing into me.
He stepped back and finally spoke, "Undress me..."
Sexual tension filled the air. I didn't say anything as I began to unbutton and remove his shirt. I reached in and unbuckled his belt and tugged to drop his pants. He stood there just watching me as I was fixated on the bulge in his boxers. As I removed his underwear, his large, thick cock popped out. He reached for my shoulders and pushed down gently. I took his cue and dropped onto my knees.
He was probably in his late forties and was a large man. I was barely twenty and tiny. His cock was a bit longer and much thicker than his son's.
I had been with older guys before, but this was the first time being with a man my father's age. I was silent and obedient as I took hold of his cock and began sucking him. I recall my small hands could not fit around its circumference. I went to work just like I did the prior week.
After several minutes, he helped me up off my knees and guided me onto the bed. He slid off my bottoms and I spread my legs for him. That morning, I had spent hours shaving and preparing myself for this moment. My pussy was as bald and smooth as a baby's behind. I was ready and looking forward to my older man experience.
He immediately began oral on me. He was wonderful. I later discovered that most older men were great at oral. He took his time and knew exactly what he was doing. Not like the clumsy boys I had previously dated. He soon had me begging for more.
Throughout it all, there was no speaking, just moans and grunts... sounds of sex. I found this so erotic.
He moved over top of me and paused. I was now soaking wet and my heart was racing. My nipples were rock hard and my legs were spread far apart. We locked eyes, and I bit my lip in anticipation. He slowly began to work his thick cock into me. I could feel him slowly stretching me as he plunged deeper and deeper. I gasped as his cock stretched me and ploughed all the way inside of me. Oh my, he was thick.
He was much heavier than the boys I was used to. His weight pressed on me and pinned me down. I was all his. His thrusts into me were much more forceful than I had ever experienced. Again, his weight added to the power of his thrusts. He moved his hips up and down. I had never felt this full before.
He grabbed my young, tight little ass with both hands and leveraged his cock deep into me. He gave me a fantastic and forceful fuck. At that age, I rarely climaxed, but he brought me to a wonderful orgasm. We came together two times that afternoon.
I did notice that his recovery rate between intercourse was much longer than the younger boys I had been with. But the wait was well worth it.
We had a wonderful afternoon of sex. He was very kind and considerate to me. I think his kindness was what drew me to him.
Over the next couple of months, I had sex with him at least two or three times a week. I also continued to date and have sex with Alex. I would find myself daydreaming about the differences and similarities between the two of them. I was so aroused to be having sex with both Alex and his father; it was one of the most erotic things I have ever done.
I eventually broke up with Alex, but I continued to see his father for over two years, not often, but maybe three or four times a year. We kept in touch; we had a special relationship.
I had developed a strong liking for older men. Even to this day, I love older men.
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James' education continues...
If you haven't read part one of this adventure, let me briefly summarize. My younger sister's eldest son is James. He had just turned 18 and was taking a week-long pre-college class at a location near my home. My sister asked if James could come stay with us for the week, and I agreed. I always had a soft spot for James. To my surprise, his visit turned out to be a sex-filled week of firsts. James got quite an education indeed.
A few weeks later, my sister called and asked if James could return for another week. Apparently, James enjoyed his week-long course so much that he registered for a second course. Of course, he could.
Prior to his return, I modified the basement for James. The basement was much larger than the guest room, plus it had a TV and its own bathroom, giving him much more privacy.
On the first morning of his return, I immediately went down to see James the minute my husband left for work. It had been four weeks since our last encounter, and I was looking forward to this upcoming sex-filled week.
As I was entering his den, I said, "Good Morning" to announce myself. As I looked in, there he was on his bed, completely naked, stroking himself. He had headphones on while watching porn on his laptop. He did not hear or see me.
I just froze and watched him as he stroked away. I have always loved watching guys masturbate, and this was a treat for me. I was wearing my short bathrobe with nothing underneath. As I stood there watching, I could feel my juices flowing. It was so erotic to watch him stroke his young cock.
I began to touch myself as I watched. I was getting right into it when he saw me. Being spotted, I walked up to the bed and stood over him. I opened up my robe so he could see my body and I closed his laptop. I instructed him not to stop stroking as I wanted to watch and touch myself also. He was now stroking himself as he stared at my body. This was just too much for me. I rubbed my clitoris fast and furious as he had his face inches away. I had a spectacular orgasm as I stood over him. I had to grab his shoulder for support as my legs began to tremble and go weak. He erupted, and a stream of warm semen shot up towards me and across the bed.
I fell into bed with him and giggled, "Welcome back."
It wasn't long before he was hard again and we were having sex. But something about him had changed from his last visit.
James was much more assertive and confident in himself. I was no longer the older woman in control. James was no longer shy and bashful. He knew what he wanted and he was taking it. He was taking me much more forcefully. The roles were reversed; James was now in control.
I was thrilled to see this new-found confidence. James had become an excellent lover. Damn, I must be a good teacher, I thought.
Being on the submissive side, I found him taking control very arousing. The thought that such a young, virile man wanted me as much as he did was a big boost to my ego. I loved James because he was my nephew, but I also loved him as the young man that was now fucking my brains out.
James told me that his class didn't start until 11 a.m. and that he would be finished and home by 2:30 p.m. Oh wow, he's going to fuck me non-stop this week. He is going to break me! The boy was in his sexual prime and constantly hard. I was excited but also a bit apprehensive.
That first morning, James fucked me vigorously. It was obvious he had missed me and had been thinking of me and the things he wanted to do to me the entire time he was away. For two full hours, he fucked me that first morning.
He was over six feet tall and athletic, so he gave me quite a pounding... over and over in every position. He was no longer shy and gentle. He took me on the bed, over the coffee table, on the stairs, in the shower... my God I kept looking at the clock. He said he had been watching lots of porn, which gave him all kinds of ideas. Great, I thought.
When he finally left for school, I had another shower and fell asleep. It was his first morning, and I was already sore and exhausted. I rested up as much as I could, as I knew once he arrived back home, I was in for another couple of hours of sex before my husband returned from work.
It was obvious I wasn't going to get much done that week. I couldn't help but sense I was now James' fuck toy. Not that I was complaining, but it had been years since a man was so obsessed with me. Besides, it was me that started the whole thing.
---------
One afternoon, there was an unexpected interruption to our routine. Before James arrived home, a good friend of mine, Rhonda, dropped by unannounced.
Rhonda was two years younger than me. She was a couple of inches taller and had a firm, athletic body. She was not overweight; she just had a thicker bone structure than I did at my petite stature. I always loved her long, thick dark hair.
She was married and had two young children. Her husband worked from home and took care of the children while she earned a good living.
She was very attractive and always had a keen sense of fashion. I suspected her appearance made it difficult for the men in her office to concentrate on her in meetings. What I am saying is that she was gorgeous.
She had just finished up a meeting and was in my neck of the woods, so she decided to see if she could catch me at home.
I was glad to see her and actually felt a bit relieved that her presence would interfere with Jame's and my routine. It would give me a much needed afternoon off, so to speak.
As much as I enjoyed being the centre of attention for James, he was literally wearing me out. I was having a little difficulty keeping up with Jame's incredible libido.
In short, I was being slowly fucked to death and it was a bit overwhelming at times. So I welcomed taking an afternoon off due to Rhonda's visit.
Rhonda and I were visiting in the living room when James came home. I had just gone to get us each a second glass of wine and was in the kitchen when James bolted through the back door into the kitchen.
I had my back to him, holding the two full wine glasses, when he came up behind me, hugged me, and kissed me on the neck as he reached around to feel my breasts. With the two glasses of wine in my hands, I could not block his uninvited touching of my breasts.
I quickly turned to him and said, "James, not now; I have a visitor."
James and I both turned quickly towards a noise at the kitchen entrance, and we saw a very shocked Rhonda watching this very brief scene unfold. Rhonda had heard James come in and had followed me into the kitchen to meet my young nephew.
Apparently, she had seen the hug, the kiss on the neck, and his cupping of my breasts, and she was shocked at the implication. I felt my face burn with embarrassment, mortified that my good friend had witnessed this teenage boy fondling me.
I tried to ignore the awkwardness of the situation and introduced Rhonda to James. James was as embarrassed at being caught by Rhonda as I was.
Rhonda was polite and said nothing in Jame's presence, but she gave me a knowing and questioning look as she shook Jame's hand. James was polite but excused himself immediately to escape the embarrassment of the moment.
As James went downstairs to his little basement fortress, Rhonda raised her eyebrows and asked simply, "Okay, what was that about?"
I could feel my face burning crimson as I tried to think of what to say. "Oh, he is just a horny teenager who gets a little frisky; a little too frisky sometimes. I have to put him in his place sometimes."
Rhonda stood there, arms crossed, with a look that indicated she was not buying any of the nonsense I was spewing.
"April, have we met? Do you think I have gotten stupid since the last time we were together? What's going on? "
She uncrossed her arms to take the glass of wine I handed her. She nodded her head towards my wine glass and said, "Go ahead, take a drink of wine. You look like you need it. And then tell me what the fuck you are up to."
"Nothing, nothing at all. He just feels a little too comfortable flirting with me. I should have done a better job discouraging it from the beginning. But now he seems to be confused about exactly where the boundaries are." My answer did not even sound reasonable to me.
"April, he was feeling you up when I came around the corner. I think he knows where the boundaries are. Have you already done the nasty with him? Or is that still in the future? I know one thing: that young man will be fucking you soon, if he hasn't done so already."
I realized that my continued denial sounded ridiculous, even to me. I decided to admit the obvious. "Things did get a little out of hand after he first came to stay with us. I admit it."
Rhonda's smile broadened, "You go girl. I am so proud of you. You are living every woman's dream! Damn, and he's cute too. Does your husband suspect anything?" There was no admonishment, only admiration in her response.
Out of fear, I backed off my confession, "I am not admitting to anything here. Nothing is going on." I tried to retreat from my previous admission.
"Bullshit girl. You've been doing it with that teenager. I am not criticizing you. Hell, I wish I had a teenage lover. I'd be doing it with that boy, too, if I could. Honestly, I would. You are my new hero."
I guided us back to the living room, where Rhonda and I talked for the next two hours over several more glasses of wine. With each glass of wine, she was able to pry more information out of me. I eventually spilled it all out to her. How it all started that very first day. I walked into his room and he was masturbating. How he made me feel when he couldn't take his eyes off of me. I couldn't resist the temptation. How he was constantly hard. How he masturbated non-stop. That first week, I went from being the older woman in charge to him being in charge and me being his fuck toy. How body ached... how he was fucking the shit out of me... for about two hours every morning, then again after school... and even in the evenings if my husband wasn't around. She heard it all and I think I blew her mind.
She was obviously enjoying my situation vicariously; enjoying it too much, I might add.
Repeatedly, she told me how she envied me; how she wished she had a young lover; and how she would fuck that boy in a New York minute.
I joked at one point, "Maybe I should loan him out to you?"
Rhonda jumped on that, "Don't make any offers, you won't back up. I'd love for you to send him my way. I would teach that youngster a thing or two; things that he might not learn from sweet little April."
Rhonda and I had both had four glasses of wine by the time my husband came home. He could see we were pretty drunk, so he offered to fix us dinner and insisted that Rhonda spend the night. She was definitely too drunk for the long drive home.
Rhonda never made any inappropriate references in front of my husband or James during dinner; she behaved herself admirably. But I did see her grinning and making eye contact with James several times. I could tell James was attracted to her... what man wouldn't be?
After dinner, Rhonda and I crashed on the couch to watch a bit of TV and start on another bottle of wine. My husband disappeared into his office and left us girls to catch up.
Rhonda had a big grin on her face. She thought James was adorable and wanted to sample him. I told Rhonda to behave, but she was drunk.
Just then, we heard James in the kitchen looking for an evening snack. Rhonda called out to James to come sit with us. James hesitated but came into the room and was about to sit on a chair when Rhonda insisted he join us on the couch, between both of us.
I nodded in approval, and James reluctantly sat down between both of us drunk girls.
Both being drunk and very promiscuous, we giggled and pawed at poor James as he sat there. It wasn't long before James had a hard-on. There was no hiding it. Rhonda asked me if she could touch him...I just responded, "It's up to James." He looked unsure and just shrugged his shoulders.
Rhonda forcefully grabbed James's cock through his sweat pants and gave him a firm squeeze. We both giggled like two school girls.
I could see James was uncomfortable, as I was also with my husband in the house, so I put a stop to our teasing and excused James as he scurried back into the basement.
Rhonda apologized and said she just couldn't help herself. The thought of me doing James had her all aroused. I felt bad for acting like his mother, but I could see myself losing control.
That's when I came up with one of those dumb drunk ideas that I would soon regret.
"You know, maybe we can make your fantasy a reality."
Her voice changed. She immediately understood my reference to her fantasy, and she was intrigued. "Tell me more."
My husband leaves early for work in the morning. If you were to sneak down into the basement to be with James tonight, he wouldn't know a thing if you were quiet when he leaves in the morning. "I can tell James is very intrigued by you, and I think if you don't scare him off by coming on too strong, he would love to be with you."
Rhonda's face lit up.
"Oh April, you are an angel; a wicked angel, but an angel."
I told her I'd shut the guest room door, so my husband would think you were sleeping in there.
Rhonda looked at me and asked, "Should I go down now?"
I told her to wait until my husband went to bed because I wanted to join her.I just wanted to make sure James was okay, but Rhonda thought I meant a threesome. Although Rhonda was agreeable to a threesome, I couldn't take the risk. My husband was home, and as tempted as I was, I just couldn't risk it. Besides, I needed to give my sore body a rest.
It wasn't long before my husband headed up to bed. I looked at Rhonda and said, "It's showtime." We both headed into the basement like two gitty teenagers. Before entering his room, I reminded Rhonda, "No screaming... please keep the noise down... and please be gentle with him."
James was laying on his bed in his jockeys, watching TV. I was surprised he wasn't masturbating like usual.
"James, would you like to spend a little time with Rhonda?"
As I glanced at Rhonda I noticed she had half unbuttoned her blouse revealing her spectacular cleavage. Any hopes I may have had about James rejecting her flew out the window.
He nodded nervously. He was clearly a bit concerned by this entire scenario. I found his nervousness cute and endearing. And I suddenly regretted not keeping James for myself. What was I thinking of inviting Rhonda into the picture? But I was committed and there was no turning back now.
"I will leave you two alone to get acquainted. Enjoy yourselves."
I looked James in the eyes and counselled, "James, just relax and enjoy. Don't feel pressured to do anything. If it doesn't feel right, don't do it, okay? Do not feel pressured." I instructed him, hoping in some way he would say he wasn't interested in Rhonda. But that was not the case.
I was uncomfortable leaving James; I felt very protective of him. And yes, I was jealous too.
I turned to Rhonda and said, "Be good to him. This young man means a great deal to me."
"Relax, we will be fine. Won't we, James? Stop worrying."
I left the door open as I left, but Rhonda shut it behind me. It was out of my hands now.
I went upstairs and continued drinking what was left in my wine glass. I snuck over to the stairway, drink in hand, and tried listening, but I could only hear muffled sounds coming from behind the closed door. God, I wanted to know what was going on.
I resisted the urge to go downstairs and listen by the door.
I sat, sipping my drink, waiting impatiently. I finished my drink and had another. They had been alone for about 45 minutes when I heard the first unmistakable sounds of sexual excitement coming up the basement staircase.
Rhonda's moans were penetrating the floor and the walls. Whatever James was doing to her, he was doing it right. She obviously liked it. Rhonda's moans became louder and more constant as they continued to pierce the floor for ten minutes or so. Then I heard a pounding that I realized could only be the headboard banging against the wall. And rhythmic screeches emanated from Rhonda in rapid time to the pounding of the headboard.
She was communicating to me, and the world, that she was having a series of long, continuous orgasms. And the moans and screams went on, and on, and on. Rhonda was having a very good time.
I was jealous, angry, and, if I am completely honest, I was growing very aroused. Rhonda's sounds of sexual arousal were exciting to me. I felt my pussy getting wet and my clitoris starting to throb with excitement. I could not resist placing my hand inside of my shorts and stimulating my clitoris in response to the sounds of sex echoing all around me. I masturbated sitting there in my living room as I listened to the sounds of sex penetrating the floor.
Rhonda let out a loud, distinct, bellowing moan, announcing to me and possibly the neighbourhood that she had reached another climax, this one more intense than her previous ones. Rhonda's loud orgasm triggered my own, as I furiously rubbed my little nubbin while sitting on my couch. I tried hard to remain silent, but a muffled moan and a few squeaks escaped me as I came. I could not believe I had just masturbated to a climax in my living room while listening to James' pleasure, Rhonda.
Then the pounding of the headboard subsided, and Rhonda's moans grew silent.
I waited and listened intently, and occasionally heard muffled sounds that might have been sexual, but nothing as obvious as Rhonda's previous moans or the banging of the headboard.
I headed up to the bed where my husband was fast asleep. As I lay there, I could not help feeling the jealousy within me. As silly as it sounds, I so wanted to run into James' bed and protect him from Rhonda. I fell asleep.
-------------
The next morning, my husband was up and out the door bright and early.
I was nervous and anxious as I waited impatiently for Rhonda and James to surface from James's basement "love cave."
It was about an hour later when I heard the shower running downstairs. About fifteen minutes later, I heard the door open, and Rhonda came upstairs. Her hair was wet and pulled back into a ponytail.
"That was wonderful. He is wonderful. God, I love that boy." Rhonda was beaming.
"I take it James met your expectations?"
"Met them? He exceeded my wildest dreams. I will be back to see that boy again the first chance I get."
"I'll have to think about that for a while." I was not so sure I was going to allow an encore performance.
"He is a very big boy, almost too big." Rhonda smiled wickedly.
"That boy has a marvellous cock and phenomenal staying power."
"Yes, he is gifted." I conceded. I thought about asking for clarification on her comment about James being too big, but decided against it. Rhonda was a slightly bigger woman than I am, and while James certainly filled my little pussy up, I was able to accommodate him. I assumed she was exaggerating about his size for the erotic stimulation the image might create.
After a quick coffee, Rhonda grabbed her bag and prepared to leave. "I need to get on the road. Mike is understanding, but after being left with the kids for two days, he will be anxious for me to get back. Thanks for everything; and I mean everything."
"Don't mention it. I am glad you enjoyed it." We kissed each other on the cheek, and Rhonda left.
I walked downstairs to check on my young man. James was naked, drying off as I entered the steamy bathroom.
"Can I come in?" I asked, but entered without waiting for an invitation. I hiked myself up on the counter next to the sink.



"Is everything okay?" I asked, slightly concerned by James's reserved demeanour.
"Yes" was his short, curt answer.
James stood there naked, his penis flaccid, hanging down in front of him. It dawned on me that this was the first time he did not start to grow erect immediately in my presence. In fact, this was the first time I had seen his penis completely flaccid.
That fact alone irritated me beyond belief. He spent one night with that bitch, Rhonda, and now he no longer gets aroused by standing naked in front of me. I did not like this development one bit.
"And?" I pushed to get additional details.
"And what?"
"How did it go? Did you enjoy your experience with Rhonda? She seemed to be walking on cloud nine when she left moments ago. It appears you did her some good. I think you have a new member for your fan club. "
"It was nice. I had fun." He responded
James remained silent for several seconds. He did not elaborate further. He wasn't going to volunteer a damn thing! If I was going to get any information, I was going to have to drag it out from under him.
"Okay, tell me what happened," I insisted, trying to hide my growing irritation at this whole situation--a situation that I helped to create. What the hell was I thinking, anyway, when I agreed to this nonsense? I was pissed at myself as much as I was at James or Rhonda.
"We talked for a while, then we started kissing, and we had sex," he answered nervously.
James paused, thinking of what to say next. "It was different than it is with you."
"How so?" I asked. I was truly curious at this point.
"With Rhonda, it was really obvious that it was about sex, not about me." I mean, the sex was great and all. But after you and I are together, I feel great. And I know you care about me. And you know that I love you. But with Rhonda, I don't know. He shuffled his feet a bit and continued, "I'm not complaining or anything." It was fun. But with you, it's not just fun, it is beautiful."
I felt my heart race a bit as James spoke. "James, that might be the nicest compliment I have ever received from anyone. Thank you. And yes, what you and I have is beautiful and special. And don't you ever forget that?"
I walked over and hugged him, and I felt his penis throb upward as I did. "I am glad to see he still likes me," I joked, motioning towards his penis, which was swelling and growing slightly now as I hugged James.
Momentarily, I was feeling better about this situation. However, my good feelings were to be short-lived.
"Aunt April, can I ask you something without making you mad?"
"Oh my, that sounds like a loaded question, but yes, you can ask me anything you want, and I promise I won't get mad."
This was a promise I would struggle to keep.
"Have you ever had anal sex?" he asked hesitantly.
"Oh my God!" I screeched as my mind raced to the obvious conclusion about what was behind this question. "Did she put you on her backside? I can't believe it. No wonder she said you were almost "too big" for her. Well, you certainly crossed another bridge today, huh? "
My irritation at this discovery was not only quite evident but quite irrational. I knew that I had no right to be mad or jealous. But I was nonetheless.
James seemed to recoil a bit. He was embarrassed and perhaps ashamed. He certainly did not want to face my wrath right now. Nor should he have to.
"Please, don't be mad," he implored sheepishly.
"You are right. I did give you permission to enjoy each other any way you wanted. But I am a little jealous. Did she climax?" I actually already knew the answer to this question. Rhonda's moans and screams, which permeated the floor for the better part of an hour, left no doubt that she had cum several times.
"Yes, a couple of times." She has no trouble reaching an orgasm." James conformed, "She climaxed with my fingers inside her and she came several times while we were making love."
"Fucking!" I snapped, correcting him sternly. "You two were fucking. You and I make love. You and Rhonda fucked!"
"I'm sorry," James stepped back, his voice quivering a bit as he corrected himself, "I'm sorry. I didn't mean we made love the way you and I do... Please don't be mad at me."
My reaction surprised me. Try as I might, I could not hide my fit of jealous anger. I am not proud that I behaved this way, but I did feel like a jealous teenager at that moment.
Yes, I was jealous. I was jealous that Rhonda had climaxed so easily with my young lover. I was jealous that she had taken him on a tour of her backside, something that I had not done.
I let out a huge sigh, took a deep breath, and replied, "I'm not mad, just surprised. So, she put you 'back there'?"
"We didn't start out doing that. She had me finger her first, and then we did it the regular way. She really seemed to like the way we were doing it."
"You mean she came?"
"Yeah, several times." James could not hide the pride he felt knowing he had made yet another woman cum. I guess who could blame him?
I sighed and shook my head, but said nothing.
James paused. He was obviously struggling with telling me this, but he wanted to discuss it with someone. "But after she came while we were making... I mean, after she came while we were doing it the regular way, she climbed off me and asked me if I wanted to try something different."
"And of course, you thought, 'why not?', right?" I asked sarcastically.
I realized I was treating James like a prosecutor treats a hostile witness, but I could not seem to stop myself. I did not like how I was feeling and reacting at the moment.
"Yeah, something like that. Don't be mad. I didn't know what she was going to do at first. She took a tube of lubricant from her purse, and she put some on my dick. Then, she got down on all fours and told me to move up behind her. She insisted that I keep very still and not push too fast."
He looked at me to see if I was repulsed, angry, or worse.
"At first I thought she was just going to have me do her doggie style, but when she put the head of my penis on her anus, I understood what she wanted."
"Did you enjoy it?" I asked.
"I don't know. In a way, I did. She was very tight back there, and that kind of felt good. It was obvious that when she first tried to put me in, it hurt her a lot, but it seemed to hurt her in a way that she liked. I don't exactly know how I feel about it. I'm kind of ashamed, but I kind of liked being that naughty...I never really thought about doing that before."
"Of course, you never thought about that before... you probably did not realize people do that," I said, as much to myself as to James. I sighed and said, "Go on."
"She kept telling me I was too big to push. She told me to 'hold still'. But it was the way she said it...I don't know... somehow, I could tell that she liked it despite the pain. Every time she would push back a little, she would tell me to be still, very still, and she said that it hurt. She really struggled just to get the head inside her bottom. The way she was crying and whimpering, I didn't think we'd be able to do it. I thought she'd give up...But she didn't want to stop, or give up. It was like she was determined to take me back there no matter how badly it hurt. I did not really understand why."
"James, a strange fact about human sexuality is that there is often a very fine line between pain and intense pleasure. And a lot of women are very aroused by having their anus stimulated."
"Do you enjoy it? Anal sex?" James asked tentatively, as he attempted to turn this back to learn about my likes and dislikes.
"That is a very personal question. But I guess it is a fair one. I enjoy having my backside touched on occasion; a rare occasion, that is," I admitted.
"However, I am pretty small back there, and I cannot accommodate a large penis in my backside. It simply hurts me too much."
I did not want to talk about my own sexual preferences right then; I wanted to get back to what happened with James and Rhonda.
"So, you were able to enter her back there?"
"Uh-huh. Eventually," James replied,
"And, Rhonda liked being taken back there, huh?"
"Yeah, it was strange. It obviously hurt her, but she had an orgasm quickly, almost as soon as I got inside her really well."
"She came with you in her ass?" I asked incredulously. I was having a difficult time believing this, but I knew James would not lie.
He nodded sheepishly. He stopped for a second and then continued, "Aunt April, there is something else."
"What?"
"It turned me on."
"What did?"
"Making her whimper and moan while she was pushing me inside her, despite the fact that it seemed to hurt her."
"Every time I flexed my penis, it stretched her anus and she made sounds like she was hurting, but in a good way."
"She did, did she?" I was struggling with two competing emotions at that moment: intense and irrational jealousy, and building arousal. I could not help getting aroused as James described Rhonda's reaction to him stretching her tight sphincter with his large erection.
"Uh-huh," James continued hesitantly, "She would groan and grunt. And, when it started to hurt too much, she would whimper, begging me not to move until she could get used to my size. She would bury her face in the pillow and tell me, 'Wait, please, don't move.' She would reach around and place her hand on my stomach to keep me from pushing in further, begging me, "Oh please give me a second... let me adjust. But all I had to do was 'pulse' my penis again and she would moan loudly and bury her face in the pillow."
"Pulse your penis?" I was unsure of what he meant.
"Yeah, you know... I flexed my erection in her butt..." It made my cock swell and get a little bigger, stretching her anus a little bit more."
James paused to see how I was reacting before continuing. His penis was growing as he told me of his first anal experience. He obviously enjoyed reliving it. His erection was sticking straight out now, parallel to the floor.
The first time I did it, I pulsed my penis. It was an accident... and Rhonda just moaned and whimpered, "Oh my god, you're too big... please stay still... oh god, it hurts, as she buried her face in the pillow. She was actually crying a little bit."
James paused, and looked up at me, adding, "And Aunt April..."
"Yes, go on..."
"I liked it. I liked doing it...I liked the way she whimpered and moaned every time I flexed my cock. And she liked it too. She really got off to it when I kept doing it."
"So, she climaxed like this? She came just from having your cock in her ass?" I asked, surprised that Rhonda could get off this way.
"Not exactly. Once, she had me all the way inside her ass, and I started flexing my cock to make her whimper and moan. She kept saying stuff like, "Oh my god... you're too big..." or "Oh shit, it hurts," but then she'd immediately say something like, "Oh fuck, you're going to make me cum like that..." or "Oh shit, you're going to make me cum". So I kept doing it, and she kept crying out and whimpering... Then suddenly, she reached up between her thighs and started rubbing herself with her fingers. I started flexing my penis, stretching her anus over and over again as she touched herself."
James looked at me, deciding whether he should continue or not. "Aunt April, it only took a couple of seconds, and she came. And I mean, she really, really came! I am surprised you didn't hear us. She buried her face in the pillow to try to muffle her screams. But she had the biggest orgasm ever. I looked down and she was actually biting the pillow to try to keep quiet. She was clenching the sheets with her left hand and rubbing herself furiously with her right hand as she came."
"Did you cum with her?" I asked.
I had to admit the description of Rhonda's reaction was arousing me, and I could feel my jealousy slowly melting away. James was fully erect now. I wanted to fuck him, but I wanted to hear the rest of the story even more.
"Not the first time. But when she started cumming, she started moving a little. She started to hump back and forth a little bit, moving my cock in and out a couple of inches."
"First time? She had more than one orgasm with you on her backside?" I was having trouble believing that she came once, much less twice, from having James's dick in her ass.
"Uh-huh, twice... when she started moving my cock in and out of her, I started rocking my hips. I was able to actually start fucking her ass. And Aunt April, she went crazy. She was so loud, too. She was clawing at the sheets. I saw her biting the pillow, moaning loudly. She kept rubbing herself furiously. She started begging, "Oh god... fuck me, fuck my ass... you're going to make me cum again... smack me... smack my ass... oh shit, you're going to make me cum again... oh fuck me... shit, it hurts... I'm gonna cum."
"Oh my," was all I could say. I was so turned on myself by the mental image James was creating.
James's cock was arching straight up now. His voice got a little raspy as he continued, "She kept telling me to 'pound her harder'. She liked it when I smacked my thighs against her upturned ass as I fucked her. I could feel her fingers between her legs, rubbing her clit furiously. It was like she was in another world... like she was possessed and she wanted me to punish her tight backside... so I did. I pounded her really hard. I was slamming myself into her bottom as she begged me to fuck her ass harder and harder."
His cock was now rock hard and arching up and down as he recalled brutally assaulting Rhonda's tight sphincter. And my pussy was leaking as I vicariously enjoyed my good friend being ravaged anally. I noticed that I was involuntarily squeezing my thighs together, forcing pressure on my now erect clitoris as I listened to James relate his assault on Rhonda's anal sphincter.
"So, you were able to actually fuck her back there?" I asked, my voice cracking with excitement. I wanted him to continue sharing the details of this sordid tale.
"Oh yeah, I did. When I first started to move in and out, she cried out, "Oh God, fuck my ass... you're going to make me cum again.' I started actually pounding her back there... it was crazy... she was moaning so loud, I thought you might hear us. I mean, moments before she was begging me not to move, that it hurt too much, and now she was begging me to pound her in her backside."
"Shit James, you're getting me all wound up here. Are you sure that she came again? A second time?"
"I swear, I am not exaggerating. And when she climaxed, she literally screamed, "Cum in my ass... please cum in my ass." I'm surprised you didn't hear her cry out. I plunged all the way into her bottom and ejaculated. I could feel her anus contracting around my cock as I came, squeezing my erection... It felt like her ass was milking my cock as we both came... it was wild."
"What did she say to you afterward?"
I was literally panting with excitement. I knew James was getting off as much as I was by revealing every sordid detail.
"We really did not talk too much. I stayed inside her bottom for a couple of minutes after we came. A couple of times, I flexed my cock again, and she squealed, "Oh God, you're too big." She told me that she felt so full with me inside her like that."
"We rested like that for a few minutes. She said she liked that, feeling me in her ass, but she didn't want me to move in and out, just to hold her and cuddle with my cock in her bottom."
"So, you cuddled with her with your cock in her ass, huh? I don't know if I like you cuddling with that bitch. Anything else you want to tell me? "
"She told me that she liked the fact that I came in her ass. She said that was special. And, she asked if you would ever let me do that."
"And what did you tell her?"
"I told her the truth. I told her I had never done that with anyone. She seemed to like that."
"I'll just bet she did." Yeah, that bitch took pleasure in being his first ass fuck. I was not happy with her. Not happy at all. But I was very aroused.
James continued, "But you know what was weird? It seemed to really hurt her when I finally pulled out. It was as if when she was about to climax, she relaxed and opened up back there, but then she tightened up again, clenching my cock. She made me pull out really slowly, saying it hurt. And it felt like her backside was trying to hold me inside. It felt kind of strange."
"Good. Hopefully, her little asshole will be talking to her on the drive back home." I said with a slight bitterness. "What happened next?"
"Rhonda suggested that we shower together, and we wash each other. That was kind of nice. But we didn't talk about what had just happened. It seemed too weird. I washed her bottom really well while she scrubbed my penis."
He paused for a second, deep in thought. "It was kind of weird. I didn't know what to say. She told me to be careful when I washed her bottom. She said she was really sore back there."
"I'll just bet she was sore back there. You should have used a scouring brush on the bitch's ass."
"Are we okay? "Are you mad at me?" James asked nervously.
"Yes and no. Yes, we are okay. And no, I'm not mad. Not at you anyway. I'm a little pissed at Rhonda, but not you." I paused for a second before continuing, "Okay, I will admit, I am a little jealous that Rhonda could give you that, and I didn't. But I'm not mad."
He shook his head, "I am thinking that maybe I should not have told you about this."
"James, I'm sorry I got a little testy. I had a momentary surge of jealousy, that's all. I am over it now. Honestly, don't ever think that it is better to keep things from me,"
"Is this sick? Am I sick of having done that? For getting turned on when she whimpered and moaned? I really liked the feeling of power I had when I was behind her, and I could make her cry out and moan just by flexing my cock in her ass. I kept doing it. She obviously liked it because she climaxed. I admit, it was kind of cool to have her beg me to stay still as she clutched the bedsheets, whimpering in front of me. Is that wrong? sick?"
God, I loved this boy. He was the most genuine and sincere lover I have ever known.
"No James, you are not "sick". You are completely normal. You become aroused. There is nothing more normal than that. Now Rhonda, she just might be a little sick; but you are normal and healthy." I could not help taking another barb at Rhonda in my response.
"I only wish if I was going to do something like that, I would have done it with you. At least first," James offered, reflectively.
I laughed loudly at his last suggestion that he and I should try anal sex. Well, my good man, that is just not going to happen.
Your cock is way too big, and my backside is way too tight and small. The geometry just doesn't work. No sir, if you want to pound someone's backside, you better stay in touch with Rhonda."
I hugged him again and took his partially erected limb in my hand. "So how well did you wash this thing afterward? You better scrub this cock absolutely raw if you ever want to get it back in my mouth again!"
I led him by his cock back to the bed. I removed my clothes and said, "James, will you make love to me? I want to feel you inside me now. I want you to show me that I am still the number one woman in your life."
James's cock grew fully erect under my gentle stroking. I decided I did not want to put his cock, which less than an hour ago had been up Rhonda's ass, in my mouth right now. That was just too weird. I would get over this irrational repulsion, but for right now, James was going to have to do without me sucking on him.
Once fully erect, I laid back and invited James to mount me, to make love to me. He climbed on top of me and entered me. For the next 20 minutes, he fucked me slowly and lovingly. We necked and he caressed my breasts as he slowly pulled out and slowly pushed into me. I loved the feeling of his thick cock entering and leaving me.



But I could not stop thinking about Rhonda's anal orgasm with James pounding her tight little sphincter from behind. The vivid image would simply not leave me.
"James, would you fuck me from behind?" like you did, Rhonda. I'd like to feel your hands and balls smacking against my bottom as you pound me from behind. Would that be okay?"
I felt his cock swell inside me as he nodded 'yes'.
James withdrew from me.
"Wait here, I'll run and get some lube from upstairs,"
I ran up the stairs naked to retrieve my much needed tube of lube like an eager school girl.
I quickly returned, lube in hand, and kneeled down on the bed on all fours.
I instructed James lube both me and his cock up with lots of lube. I slowly reached behind and inserted one, then two fingers into my ass. James watched as I stimulated and stretched out my opening.
As soon as I pulled my fingers out, James placed his throbbing head at my entrance. He knew exactly what to do. Slowly and patiently, he began working his way inside of me.
I moaned and squealed as he inched his way into me just like Rhonda had done earlier. It was painful, but I was determined to have him in my ass. There was no way I was going to let Rhonda have exclusive rights to this experience. I had something to prove, and I didn't care how painful it was. I lowered my face to the pillow in front of me but kept my ass elevated, bracing myself for a good fucking from behind.
I moaned and begged him to be gentle as he started to slide his large erection in and out of me. He was in total control and he owned my ass.
"Oh god, James, you feel good. Fuck me hard. Pound that ass... Oh, God, that feels good. Smack my ass harder. Aunt April has been a naughty girl... spank my ass hard,"
James was now slapping my ass with such force that I was screaming in pain from both his slaps and his cock pounding into me.
It only took a minute or two of his violent pounding and I felt my orgasm approaching. "Oh baby, I'm going to cum... fuck me hard... smack me... smack Aunt April's ass hard," I hissed.
I mimicked Rhonda, as I reached between my thighs to rub myself as I started to cum. I even clutched the sheet with my left hand as I announced my orgasm. Oh, fuck me... I'm cumming..."
James ploughed into me as deeply as he could, forcing my hips forward and pushing me to the mattress. I had a violent and prolonged orgasm. The events and emotions of the last two days all built up into this one gigantic orgasm that seemed to have lasted for minutes. I let out a blood-curdling scream as my entire body spasmed and erupted.
I lay there, under his weight, feeling his cock throb inside of me as he erupted.
I really needed this orgasm. Actually, James and I both needed this simultaneous orgasm to purge me of my jealousy of Rhonda. I needed to be reassured that I was still James's sole sex goddess and not simply a member of his harem.
When he finally came inside me, I was so overcome with emotion that I started to quietly cry. James held me as I sobbed silently underneath him. I had always loved James, but now I had fallen in love with this young man.
Do you have a favourite aunt?
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True Story. I sometimes wonder why things like this always happen to me. Actually I do know why...poor judgment, but surely this must happen to other women also.
I was on my way home from the office, and as planned, I stopped at the grocery store to pick up a few things. Apparently, everyone else in the world decided to do the same thing because the parking lot was full, so I had to park near the back right next to one of those electric car charging stations.
When I came out of the store and got back to my car with my cart, I started unloading. While putting my groceries in the backseat, I noticed a man sitting in the car that was parked right next to my driver's side. From where I was standing, I could tell he was reclined back in his seat. I didn't think much of it as I presumed he was just sleeping as he waited for his car to be recharged. But then I noticed his body moving in a strange shaking motion.
I emptied my cart, shut my door, and took my buggy back to the return area. My curiosity had gotten the better of me, so when I came back to my car, I slowly walked to my driver's door. I had wild visions of him having some kind of medical condition and needing help. I casually glanced in to see if this man was okay or in need of help. I could see him through the passenger window, and he was just fine; in fact, the movement in his body was caused by him having his pants open and pumping a surprisingly large erection!
Oh my gawd, a pervert? I was shocked at first and momentarily frozen. I actually did a double take to make sure my eyes weren't playing tricks on me. They weren't. I quickly leaned lower so I could see his face, fearing that he had seen me, but his eyes were closed and he didn't know I was standing there.
My first thought was to just get into my car and leave before he noticed me. But there was something so shocking and mesmerising about seeing this man masturbating right here in a public parking lot that I couldn't stop watching. I have a history and fetish for watching guys masturbate. I just couldn't help but look a few seconds longer.
I looked him over again, and he was actually quite attractive, with dark hair and a dark complexion. He was wearing a blue button-up shirt and tan dress slacks. His car was a Tesla, and from the way he was dressed, he was clearly a well-to-do professional. He wasn't the type of man you would expect to be jerking off in his car in a grocery store parking lot.
I had only been watching him for a few seconds, but I could already feel it evoke something inside of me, sparking something that was sending a shiver through my body. Perhaps the riskiness of what he was doing, or the taboo feeling, or the thought of getting caught. I could feel the nervousness building in my body. I kept looking around to see if anyone was close, or could see me standing there looking in this car. I wasn't the one on display touching myself, but for some reason, I felt like I was the one that was going to get into trouble.
My eyes kept going back down to his hand, gripped around the shaft of what looked to be an eight-inch long penis, with an engorged purple head. I couldn't stop looking. I was drawn in and mesmerised as I watched his hand move up and down. I looked back up at his body, at his face, and that's when our eyes met! Oh shit! I realised he was watching me as I was watching him.
I was mortified. I had been caught! I wanted to jump in my car and leave, but I was frozen in his stare, like a deer in the headlights. He kept looking right at me. The whole time, his hand never stopped moving. It was like he knew he had me now, and he did. Then suddenly, I was startled and jumped as his passenger window went down.
I quickly turned away from his car as I trembled to reach for the handle of my driver's door when I heard him say, "Wait, don't go, please."
I know I should have just gotten in my car, but his voice stopped me as I looked back at him. I was trembling from being caught in the situation. He was still holding his more than adequately sized erection, just not stroking it now, but pointing it straight up in the air, daring me not to look at it.
His words startled me again as he said, "I can tell you want to watch. It's okay, I want you to watch me too."
I just stuttered and, for some reason, started apologising like I did something wrong, saying, "I'm sorry... I have to go. I'm sorry."
Even as I was saying I had to go, I still stood there and kept looking at him. The reality was that I did want to watch. I couldn't take my eyes off of him, and I wanted to see him masturbate. I could feel my body starting to respond; I was getting aroused.
His words jolted me again, "Come on, I can tell you like it. I can tell you don't really want to go. It's okay."
His hand started to slowly move up and down the shaft again, rolling his thumb over the tip of it, making the head glisten with his pre-cum, then moving all the way to the base where he squeezed it, waving it back and forth at me.
My breathing was now getting shallow. I could feel my nipples getting stiff against the inside of my cream-coloured lace bra under my pale pink dress. I could feel a warm tingle moving down between my legs; whether I liked it or not, my body was responding.
I just stood there motionless as I watched him slowly work himself with his hand. I looked back up at his face. He was intently staring at me, clearly getting more and more intensely aroused by having an audience.
This went on for a minute or so, both of us feeling the growing erotic tension of the situation. I could feel myself subconsciously squeezing my thighs, shifting my weight back and forth on my tan, sling-back, high heels. I was swaying my hips to brush the material of my sheer pantyhose against my shaved pussy to stimulate myself.
Again, I was surprised as he suddenly leaned over and pulled the handle to open the door ajar, looking up at me through the window and telling me to get in.
I protested at first, shaking my head no, and he said, "Come on, just for a minute, let me cum for you."
I couldn't believe this was happening. You know how you know something is not the right choice, but you still do it anyway? My brain was telling me to get into my car and drive away, yet my body wasn't moving. I knew if I sat in his car, there would be no turning back. Again, I nervously turned, scanning for anyone watching, then stepped forward and opened the door, sliding down into the seat next to this handsome stranger, exposing himself to me.
The car was low to the ground, and as I slid, or more like fell, into the seat, my dress rode up, exposing pretty much all of my legs. I quickly adjusted myself and the dress as the seat wrapped around me.
I quickly closed the door, and it suddenly felt like I was wrapped in a cocoon with this man. There was a sensual scent in the air. The car had that new car smell of leather, but there was also the pleasant smell of his cologne combined with the sweet smell of his pre-cum. I'm sure my body was giving off all kinds of pheromones as well, as my juices were flowing. Yes, the car smelt of sex.
I sat nervously and timidly, my arms close to my body and my hands resting on my thighs, my fingertips nervously pulling at the hem of my dress as my eyes focused on what he had in his hand. I could now see every bump and ridge of his engorged member. His entire cock was coated in his pre-cum; I could hear the sound of it lubricating his fingers as he stroked his shaft.
I sat there slightly trembling and feeling a mix of arousal and embarrassment, as again I subconsciously found myself squeezing my thighs to stimulate myself as I was hypnotised by his moving hand.
Suddenly, he released his grip on his penis, reached over and took hold of my left wrist. I could feel the warm pre-cum on his hand as he gently gripped my wrist. His touch infused me with sexual energy. I immediately felt a gush of wetness between my legs. He pulled my hand over towards his lap as I pretended to resist, but still did not stop him, as he said, "You can hold it."
He placed the palm of my hand against the top of his erection, and I instinctively closed my fingers around the shaft, not quite reaching all the way. My breathing was shallow and I was trembling as I leaned in and tightened my grip around his hard cock. I could feel his cock pulsing in my hand as I gripped it tightly. I found myself licking my lips as I slowly moved my hand up and down his erection, my palm and fingers sliding smoothly as they became coated with his juices.
What was I doing? This was crazy. I'm doing this out in public, not to mention to a perfect stranger. What if someone I know sees me or my car? Although my mind was racing and questioning my actions, my body was growing more and more aroused by this erotic situation. I was moving my hand up and down the shaft of his penis, slow enough to feel every ridge and bump on his lovely cock. I felt the blood gushing through his cock veins as I squeezed him tight. My thumb slipped over the head of his cock, feeling the soft skin of the tip. I was willingly exploring this stranger's cock, although I was still playing timid.
He reached down and moved my hand so that my wedding ring was rubbing the ridge of his head. I could see he was turned on by having another man's wife stroking his cock so I sheepishly whispered "My husband is waiting for me..." My words had the desired effect as I felt his cock twitch and pulsate even more.
He moaned in pleasure as he said, "Don't stop, keep stroking."
And as if under his spell, I started moving my hand up and down his shaft obediently. I again began to squeeze and rub my thighs together, forcing pressure on my now erect clitoris as my dress began to ride up, exposing more of my legs. I shifted my body closer to him and lifted my right leg up so that my stocking covered knee was resting on the centre console. It was if I was offering him my leg.
As I continued to stroke him I felt his big strong hand grab my thigh and rub it. He leaned in and ran his hand up under my dress grabbing hold of my ass and giving it a good hard squeeze and feel.
He then said, "I see you licking your lips. You want to taste it, don't you?"
Before I could respond, he brought his right hand up, under my hair, to the base of my neck and put pressure, forcing me to lean over the console into his lap. I protested again, saying, "No... no, I can't do that. I'm married and my husband is waiting for me."
I felt his cock again flex in my hand as I spoke. He obviously liked the idea that I was married, and it aroused him even more. He continued with added pressure to my neck, bringing my mouth down towards him. I felt the soft skin of the tip of his penis touch my lips, and I succumbed to his pressure, licking the tip, getting the first taste of him on my tongue, and then feeling the swollen head slip past my lips into my mouth.
I brought my right hand over to grip the shaft and started to stroke it, pumping him into my mouth as I wrapped my lips around the base of his cock head, sucking and tickling the tip and tasting him further with my tongue.
I could hear him letting out low moans as I sucked on the head and then felt his hand move into my hair at the back of my head to push me down, driving himself deeper into my mouth, hitting the back of my throat. I could feel my eyes starting to water as his swollen penis triggered my gag reflex, but I fought it off and continued to hold him deep in my mouth.
As his hand on the back of my head held me in place, his other hand brushed my hair aside so that he could get a good look at me sucking him. I managed to lift my head just enough to make eye contact with him. For a moment, we locked eyes as he rammed his cock into my mouth over and over.
His free hand found the zipper on the back of my dress, pulling it all the way down to my waist. I moaned and squirmed slightly in protest, but there was nothing I could do to stop it in this position.
I felt his hands pushing the material over my shoulders, to my sides, then his hand running over the skin on my back, tracing my spine, sending a shiver through my body. I felt him unhook my bra and slide his hand around my side and under my ribs, moving up to push my bra up off of my breasts.
He cupped one of my boobs in the palm of his hand. I moaned again as I felt him find my erect nipple and roll it between his thumb and forefinger, sending a jolt of arousal straight to my wet pussy.
He pinched my nipples several times, hard, making me squirm and moan, but still holding my head firmly in place, his cock deep in my mouth. He pulled his hand from underneath of me and then slid it down the small of my back, into the bottom of my dress, rubbing my ass through the thin sheer material of my nude pantyhose.
I could feel him lean to the right as he pushed his hand deeper under me, finding the crotch of my pantyhose against my pussy. I adjusted my hips by moving them slightly up off the seat to facilitate his actions. I could feel him working his fingers, pushing them into me until finally, he was able to tear a small hole. I was already soaking wet from everything leading up to this. With no resistance, he was able to slide a finger deep inside of me, making me cry out with pleasure, muffled only by his erection pushing into my mouth.
He started pumping his finger in and out of me, matching the rhythm of his hips as he was lifting them, driving himself into my mouth. I no longer needed his direction or encouragement as I began to bob my head and stroke him intensely into my mouth, sucking in a frenzy as he was fucking me with his finger, driving me crazy. My breasts were now loose and swaying freely as they were barely covered by my half-pulled down dress. My nipples were being stimulated as they brushed against my dress and the centre console. I had lost all control.
I could tell he was getting close to ejaculating by the motion of his hips and the sounds he was making. He suddenly exclaimed, "I'm going to cum... I'm going to cum in your mouth!"
I felt his hand return to the back of my head, affirming that I had no choice but to swallow him. I then felt him slide his finger from my pussy, ripping the hole in my hose slightly larger, finding the tight opening of my ass. He rubbed my wetness on it briefly before driving his finger into me. I cried out again as he started pumping his finger in and out of my ass, making me squirm from his violation.
I could tell he was enjoying the control he had over me and the feeling of me struggling under his grip. As I continued to squirm in my seat, his finger thrusting into my ass, I continued pumping the shaft of his cock, keeping my lips tightly sealed around his head as I felt him drive his hips up. Just as he was about to ejaculate in my mouth, he grabbed a hold of my hair and pulled my head up. His cock popped out of my mouth and he held my face just inches from his cock. I opened my mouth wider and tried to retake his cock in my mouth, but it was no use; he had a firm hold of my hair. Within seconds, a stream of warm semen sprayed all over my face, including my eyes, blinding me. It startled me and I moaned in protest. Almost instantly, he thrust my head back down onto his cock and released another stream of his seed into my mouth.
I was moaning as I felt his warm cum fill my mouth, trying to take it all in, gagging and swallowing as fast as I could. As he began to relax following his orgasm, I continued to suck on the head, squeezing every last drop from the tip. Still blinded, I heard him say, "Lick me clean, I don't want any on my seats."
I obeyed his order and licked the entire length of his shaft right down to the base to clean up any spillage. I licked my lips, savouring it before rising from his lap.
I wiped his semen from my eyes as I slowly began to regain my vision. I continued to clean his cum from my face, using my fingers to wipe it off and eating it. He never offered me a tissue, so I had no choice.
I knew he came all over my face and hair to mark me, to send me home to my husband with another man's cum all over me. I was a bit annoyed by it, but it was my fault for getting into the car. It was a control thing for him and I knew it. Other men had done the same thing to me before.
He looked at me and, through his heavy breathing, said, "Thank you, that was amazing!"
I nodded as I fell back into my seat, exhausted, legs spread, my dress undone and riding up, my hair tossed and a mess. I could feel all his cum all over my face and hair. I'm sure my make-up was a mess. I even smelt his semen all over me.
I smiled at him as I continued to finger clean my face of semen and lick my fingers clean. I looked up at him and caught him staring at one of my boobs, which was hanging out of my dress. As I began to straighten out, I reached behind myself to fasten my bra, but he stopped me and reached in for another feel.
"You didn't cum, it's your turn now," he said, as he manipulated my tit and nipple.
"Um, I kind of did. I had a small orgasm..." I hesitantly responded as I scoured the parking lot to make sure no one was watching.
"That's not good enough." He said as he leaned over me, reaching towards the door. I was startled when I felt my seat recline all the way back. "Just lay there and relax as I return the favour." He said.
With that, he leaned in and kissed me as his hand ran up my thighs, pulling my dress up along the way. Oh my gawd, what's he going to do to me?
As I lay there looking up at the sky through his windshield, half exposed, no less, the fact that we were parked in the grocery store parking lot didn't escape me. However, I somehow felt relaxed inside this sex cocoon of a car that we were in.
I closed my eyes and let my head fall back. I felt his soft kisses move down from my lips to my neck. Things were stirring inside of me as I was now submitting to him completely. I was lost in his touch and oblivious to the world outside.
His lips moved down my shoulders while his other hand was rubbing the tender flesh of my inner thighs. I moaned in pleasure. I felt his free hand reach up and slowly pull down the top portion of my unfastened dress. I reached up to resist, as anyone walking by the car would have been able to see me exposed through the windows. He grabbed my wrist and placed my hand down at my side. I closed my eyes again and surrendered as he yanked off my bra. He then roughly kneaded my exposed breasts before his lips began to devour my nipples.
His hand had now returned to my pussy, which was fully exposed by the large tear in my pantyhose. I gasped as he slid two large fingers inside of my soaking wet virgina. He was now in a much better position than the first time, and his long fingers thrust deep inside of me. As he finger fucked me, his thumb began stimulating my swollen clitoris. It only took a minute or so before I began to feel an orgasm building up inside of me. The events of this entire encounter had me in a heightened state of arousal and I was about to explode.
My Tesla man sensed my building ecstasy as I began to thrash and squirm in my seat. He immediately picked up the pace and thrust his fingers deep inside of me as he clamped his teeth down on one nipple and pulled and twisted hard on the other. He began literally biting my tits, living teeth marks or should I say he was branding me. Little souvenirs for my husband to find perhaps? The agony of him manipulating my breasts was tempered by the pleasure of his fingers now curled up into my G spot, his thumb masterfully stroked and putting pressure on my clitoris.
It was all too much. I couldn't take it any longer as I let out a loud, deep moan. A massive orgasm washed over me like a giant wave. The orgasm just kept coming as I began to quiver and shake from over stimulation. I thrashed about in the car trying to get him to stop, but he mercilessly continued. One orgasm led to another as the sensation gradually shifted from extreme pleasure to unbearable pain.



My new friend finally relented and sat back and looked at me as I lay there with all my private parts fully exposed and totally spent and exhausted. As I lay there with my eyes closed and the sun beating down on my face, I was too tired to even cover myself.
After a few moments of recovery, I opened my eyes and saw my Tesla man watching me with his phone in his hand. I'm pretty sure he took a few pictures of me, but at this point I didn't care.
It had been a long time since I experienced an orgasm this intense and strong.
I looked at him and said, "Fuck, that was amazing. Now help me zip up my dress." as I turned my back to him. I didn't bother putting my bra back on as I didn't have the energy.
After straightening up as best I could, I opened the door and stepped out of the car, bra in hand. I leaned down into the window, exposing my boobs down the top of my dress, and said, "I stop for groceries every Thursday on my way home from work." He just smiled and nodded.
As I was about to get into my car, I noticed another Tesla car in a charging station a few spots down, with a man standing outside his vehicle looking at me. Shit, I'm pretty sure he saw everything. Well, everything above the waist. How embarrassing.
I scurried into my car and backed out of my spot quickly. I felt an urgency to get out of this parking lot.
On the way home, I noticed I had missed several calls from my worried husband. Well, I'm sure he was more worried about dinner than my whereabouts. I called ahead and told him I was running late and that I would pick up some of his favourite ribs. As much as I tried to straighten up, I was still dishevelled and a mess, not to mention the unmistakeable smell of semen and sex all over me. But I knew once I walked through the door with ribs, the only thing my husband would smell was the ribs and he wouldn't even notice my appearance. Sad but true....
PS My Tesla man never asked for my name or contact information, and I never saw him again. Every time I stop for groceries, I always park next to the electric car charging station. Who knows, maybe one day I'll see my Tesla man again.
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Do all men have fantasies about their wives' female friends? I think they do.
My husband has had a thing for my friends for years. He has made it very clear that he is attracted to a few of them. I can't blame him, as I do have some very attractive friends.
I love teasing him with sexy stories about them. He loves to hear about some of their adventures. It's funny how he gets so worked up over it.
Any chance of him hooking up with any of my friends is just a wild fantasy, something that will never happen. All my friends are respectful and classy. I just couldn't see anything ever happening with any of them or my husband.
I have several close female friends that I have known for many years. He likes all my friends, but it's Sonia and Wendy that he fantasises about in particular.
Sonia is Eastern European and has never married. She has lived with different men on and off. Sonia is gorgeous, with dark hair, blue eyes, and a light complexion. She is tall and thin and could pass for a model. She is the wild one. She's never been shy and always says what's on her mind, which, of course, gets her into all kinds of situations. I have never been out with Sonia when men weren't hitting on her. It doesn't matter where we are, the grocery store, coffee shop, she is just a magnet for men. My husband has known her for many years and has always loved her.
About ten years ago, Sonia got breast implants. She came over to the house and couldn't wait to show me her new acquisitions. My husband happened to be home, but Sonia is far from shy. She just opened up her blouse to show us. She was so proud. She even let my husband touch them, with my permission, of course. My husband still fondly talks about that day.
Wendy, on the other hand, is the sweet and proper type. She married her high school sweetheart, has two kids, and life is good. She is the typical mom with the minivan. She is very attractive in a cute way. She is the youngest of the group. I have always considered Wendy as my baby sister. My husband has always fantasised about both Wendy and Sonia, even though they seem to be complete opposites.
My friends and I usually get together a couple of times a year at one of our homes. It's a girl's night out. We catch up on life, update on men and bitch about partners, accompanied by lots of wine. It's always a fun evening.
It was my turn to host, so I told my husband they were coming over the following week. Well, he started in about his fantasies, just like a kid. His birthday was coming up, and since he didn't really need or want anything, he said the least I could do was hear him out, so I did. Yeah, just like a kid.
A little bit of background: when we were dating, I surprised him with a threesome with my friend Jenny for his birthday. Back then, every guy that I dated asked me for a threesome with Jenny after they met her. I always had the same response: "I already had a threesome with Jenny. You just weren't there."
My husband never asked me for a threesome when we were dating. In fact, he never mentioned Jenny, although I'm sure he was thinking all kinds of naughty things. I found this to be very respectful, and so I surprised him on his birthday. To this day, he says that was the best birthday gift ever, and that's when he decided he wanted to marry me. I'm sure he was hoping that Jenny was part of the package.
I decided to play along and hear out his fantasy. He had this fantasy that he would stay up in our bedroom when the girls arrived and watch TV, so he couldn't hear us. Then, throughout the evening, I'd ask the girls if they wanted to go up and play with my husband.They would knock on the door and he would blindfold himself and lie on the bed and wait.
There would be no talking allowed... only music or the TV in the background to mask sounds.They could do whatever they wanted to him, preferably of a sexual nature. When completed, they would leave without saying a word.
Obviously, he had given this a lot of thought. I joked and added that he wasn't allowed to touch or grab them and he couldn't ask me which friend it was. It would be more erotic to never know. Those were my rules. He quickly agreed and was thrilled at the possibilities.
Of course, I laughed. I told him there wasn't a hope in hell that any of my friends would play along. But I had a plan, so I agreed that I would ask my friends. There are no guarantees, so don't get your hopes up.I think he was shocked that I had agreed to his birthday fantasy. He was thrilled.
Since his birthday was coming up and I had no idea what to get him, I thought I would trick him into thinking one of my friends went up to visit him. This would be a gift he would never forget, and it would drive him crazy trying to think of whom it was.
I had no intention of asking my friends if they wanted to play with my husband. I planned that sometime during our girls' night I would excuse myself and go up to the bedroom. I would pretend to be one of my friends. Since the rules were that he had to be blindfolded, no talking, and he wasn't allowed to touch, it shouldn't be too hard to pull off. My plan was to sneak into our bedroom and give him a hand job or blowjob before sneaking out. He would be on cloud nine and forever grateful. I was so proud of myself for coming up with this plan. It was not only exciting, but it also got me off the hook for a gift.
The day of our get-together finally arrived. That evening, before my friends arrived, my husband showered, shaved, and even put on some cologne. I commented that he didn't even clean up this much for me. I reminded him that the chances of anything happening were pretty remote. I was setting him up for my plan. He was eager and hopeful as ever. He shut himself in our bedroom just as the doorbell rang.
It was a beautiful evening, so as my friends arrived, we all sat outside on the deck. The wine was flowing like always, and we were all having a great time catching up. There were five of us; Laura, Cathy, Wendy, Sonia, and myself.
Laura although not a looked is a lovely lady with a kind heart. She is a few pounds overweight and is married with kids. Of all my friends, she seemed to have a genuinely strong attraction to my husband. She always asked about him, and I could tell she liked him as much as he liked her.
Midway through the evening, Laura asked where my husband was. I burst out laughing. I had completely forgotten about him. In laughter, I told them, "You wouldn't believe me if I told you."
They were all eager to find out. I told them about his crazy fantasy and how I planned on tricking him for his birthday. They didn't believe me. I laughed and said, "I told you you wouldn't believe me."
I sighed, "I suppose I should go up and give him his birthday gift." Sonia jumped up and suggested we all go up and see. The others all agreed. They were all drunk and laughing. I don't think they believed me.
So, like a bunch of schoolgirls, we all sneaked up the stairs, laughing and giggling. I knocked on the bedroom door. Sure enough, we heard the volume of the music increase, followed by my husband saying, "Come in."
We opened the door and slowly peeked in. My husband was lying under the covers blindfolded. Even from the doorway, you could see he had an erection. Was he naked underneath the sheet?
The girls couldn't control their giggles. They pushed in for a closer look, and we all flowed into the room. I couldn't believe all five of us were standing around the bed smirking and trying not to giggle too loudly. The centre of focus was my husband's erection, propping up the bed sheet like a tent pole.
It was pretty obvious from the giggles that my husband knew there was more than one of us in the room. At this point, I thought the girls had seen enough and would leave, but I was mistaken.
Laura and Wendy signalled to each other, grabbed a side of the covers and pulled them off. I was glad to see he was wearing boxers, but it was obvious he was aroused.
I whispered to them that if they wanted to leave, I would take care of things here. To my complete surprise, Sonia motioned to me if they could touch him. I just shrugged and gave her the thumbs-up sign. Sonia and Laura began running their fingers across his hairy chest, playing with his nipples.
Wendy, not to be outdone, began running her hands up his leg. My husband moaned in approval.
Slowly, she moved her hand up his inner thigh until her fingers extended beneath his boxers. It looked like she was tickling his balls. That's when Laura started running her hand down from his nipples to the top edge of his boxers. We could see his hard-on twitching through his boxers as he began moaning louder. He was enjoying all the teasing.
Sonia, not one to play coy, went right for his package and gave him a good feel and rub through his boxers. Wendy, obviously drunk, decided she wanted to see more, so she yanked off his boxers with one tug.
I was shocked; this was not the Wendy I knew. They all giggled with approval as my husband's cock sprung free. It looked like my husband did some trimming for the occasion. He was as hard as I had ever seen him. I had no idea what would happen next. This had already gone further than I ever imagined.
Sonia motioned to me if she could kiss him. I whispered to all of them. "He's all yours, girls. Do whatever you want. After all, this was his birthday gift. "
At this point, Cathy thought it best to leave the room and returned downstairs. This left Laura, Wendy, and Sonia. As I backed off and watched, they proceeded to give my husband a hand job. Wendy was the first to wrap her tiny hand around his cock. She slowly stroked the entire length of his shaft several times before Laura joined in. The two of them began stroking him in synchrony. Both ladies had a hand wrapped around his member.
Sonia joined in and grabbed his balls and gave them a good tight squeeze as her nails dug into him. The other two girls continued to stroke him at a faster pace.
My husband was squirming and doing his best to not ejaculate.
Sonia opened up her blouse, pulled down her bra and shoved her beautiful tits in his face. My husband opened his mouth and began to devour her breasts. I could see Sonia holding down his arms to prevent him from mauling her. I'm sure my husband recognized those boobs, blindfolded or not.
Laura was the first to actually kiss my husband's cock. She leaned in and took the tip of his cock between her lips and began to circle her tongue around his head.
Shy little Wendy followed and began licking his shaft as she continued to stroke him.
Soon they were both licking up and down either side of his shaft. Laura looked up at me for approval, and I just shrugged. She took this as a green light and immediately plunged her mouth over my husband's cock and began giving him a full-out blow job.
I was shocked. I couldn't believe what I was seeing. Yes, they were all tipsy from the wine, but never did I imagine it would go this far. I've known these girls for decades and never imagined this would happen... well, maybe with Sonia, but not with the other two.
All three of them were taking turns sucking and stroking him. It almost became like a contest. Who could put the most in their mouths? Who could stroke the hardest? I couldn't believe my husband was lasting as long as he was.
That's when Laura turned to me and held up her thumb. She had a devilish grin on her face. I just gave her a big smile and nodded. I thought it was a thumbs up for approval. She put her thumb in her mouth to lubricate it and, without hesitation, stuck it up my husband's butt as Wendy was sucking him. He arched his back and let out a loud moan. We couldn't stop laughing. I'm sure he wasn't expecting that.
It wasn't long before my husband let out a loud, long, deep moan as he edged closer to exploding.
Laura's thumb was still penetrating and wiggling up his ass. Wendy had both her hands around his cock and was frantically stroking him hard and fast, stopping on occasion to let Laura have a quick suck. Sonia had a death grip on my husband's balls with one hand, and with the other she was clamping down around the base of his cock trying to prevent him from ejaculating.
I could see that my husband had snuck a hand up to grasp one of Sonia's tits. The harder Sonia squeezed his balls the harder my husband pulled and squeezed her nipples.
Then my husband let out a deep groan as his semen could not be held back any longer. Sonia loosened her grip on his cock, and my husband erupted with a forceful stream that shot high and far. The girls all leaned back in surprise.
Sonia continued to squeeze his balls as Wendy took control of his cock as he was cumming. The first stream was followed by two more long, thick ropes of semen.
His ejaculation was much more forceful than I had ever seen him cum before. I'm sure he shot his sperm clear across the room.
The girls were overjoyed with their handy work. It was truly a team effort. My husband had one last nibble of Sonia's breasts as the other two girls playfully said goodbye to his limp, spent member. They couldn't stop giggling as we all returned back to the deck.
Once back out on the deck, they couldn't stop talking and laughing about their adventure. They said this was the best get-together ever and that they should do this at all our get-togethers. I think they were shocked that it went that far, as I was also.
Laura asked me how I felt about it, and I assured them I was fine with it. They actually did me a favour, and I won't have to worry about a birthday gift anymore.
We continued to have fun and consume more wine. After a while, I noticed that Wendy had gone to the bathroom and had not returned. I went into the house to make sure she was okay, but she wasn't in the bathroom.
As I looked around for her, I heard noises coming from upstairs. No, it couldn't be Wendy back in the bedroom. Wendy had surprised me earlier, as I would never have guessed she was so promiscuous. I thought she was happily married and would never cheat on her husband. But still, it couldn't be her up there with my husband.
I quietly went upstairs and peeked in the door. I was shocked. There was Wendy, naked, riding my husband. I couldn't believe my eyes. Wendy wasn't just riding him, she was pounding herself up and down on his cock. She was going wild on his cock.
Honestly, I wasn't sure what to do or how I felt about this. I had mixed feelings; somewhat hurt, disappointed in both of them, jealous, and even indifference towards my husband.
As I began to leave, I decided to sneak a couple of pictures first. My husband looked like he was still blindfolded, so these pictures would make an excellent birthday gift, I thought.
Just then, Wendy rotated herself into the reverse cowgirl position. She did this while still empaled on my husband's cock. She began to grind her hips and ass hard up and down onto his cock.
I was now facing Wendy as I took a few more pictures, but I'm not even sure she saw me. I think her eyes were closed and she was concentrating on other things. Or maybe she did see me but chose to not acknowledge me standing there watching. Either way, she was giving him quite a ride.
I have to admit, my voyeuristic side found the whole thing very hot. Wendy had always been on the tiny side, but I never realized what a sweet, tight little body she had in spite by having two children. She had an ass to die for and she was using it well on my husband.
As much as I was tempted to join in, I had guests downstairs, and I didn't want to embarrass Wendy. So I quietly returned downstairs to join the girls and opened up another bottle of wine. I needed another drink after what I just witnessed.
Wendy eventually came back down to join us. She appeared very sheepish and had that just fucked look that only I picked up on. I asked if she was okay. She timidly nodded, and I felt her awkwardness. I gave her a warm smile and another glass of wine.
Wendy and I never spoke of the events of that night. On the other hand, my husband has never stopped talking about that evening. I even gave him a couple of pictures of Wendy riding him for his birthday. What have I done?
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I had three encounters with Mr. Graham over a 15-year period.
The Graham family belonged to the same church as us and were close family friends. It would be safe to say that the Grahams and my parents were best friends. I had known the Grahams all my life. My father and Mr. Graham grew up together in the church and were best friends.
Lindsay Graham was my age, and since our parents were close friends, we grew up together. We often had weekend sleepovers at each other's houses.
We graduated from playing with dolls to playing with boys as we grew older. When I was 19, I had long stopped going to church. By this age, I had friends that were outside of the church, but Lindsay and I still had a connection. I still hung out with Lindsay occasionally. She had a mischievous streak just like me.
One weekend when I was visiting, we met a couple of guys and sneaked them into the house when her parents were out.
Being sexually active at this point, I took my guy into a back room in the basement to make out. Lindsay took her friend into her bedroom upstairs. We thought we had at least a couple of hours before her parents returned.
Of course, her parents returned home unexpectedly early. Lindsay heard her parents entering the house and scrambled to hide her friend in the bedroom. She somehow managed to sneak him out of the house while distracting her mom. Being in a back room in the basement, I didn't hear her parents come home.
Things were moving fast with me and my new friend. He had gotten me out of my top and my white shorts. I was topless in just my panties, on my knees, giving him a blowjob as he sat on the couch. In the heat of the moment, I thought I heard the room door open, but maybe it didn't. I was facing the opposite direction of the door. I glanced up at my friend, but he didn't seem to be concerned, so I ignored it and continued on.
As he began to ejaculate, he let out a loud, strange moan. I thought nothing of it other than maybe he was a screamer. I just continued sucking him, taking his load in my mouth. All of a sudden, he pulled out, jumped up, yanked his pants up, and bolted for the door.
I was somewhat startled by his actions, as I was still on my knees with cum dripping out of my mouth. I thought maybe Lindsay had come into the room to warn us that her parents were on their way home.
As I casually turned to playfully show Lindsay my mouthful of cum, I saw Lindsay's father, Mr. Graham, standing there. I just about had a heart attack. I froze like a dear in the headlights. How long was he standing there? He must have been watching for a while. My mind was racing. The last sound of the door that I heard was over five minutes ago. Oh my gawd, was he watching that entire time? Shit, I have cum all over my face. I
There was dead silence. I could feel my heart pounding. I started to panic as I swallowed the load I had in my mouth as if I could hide it. Mr. Graham reached back and closed the door. I didn't know what to say or do. We were both silent as he walked towards me. I was busted and this was bad. As I reached to retrieve my top, he moved closer and put his foot on my top. I was still on my knees. I felt so small. I just wanted to disappear. As I looked up at him, I could feel the cum dripping from my lips and chin.
He just stared at me with a look of disappointment. I quickly wiped my lips and tried to cover my breasts with my gooey hands. I was a mess. He couldn't have walked in at a worse time.
Mr. Graham was like a second father to me. I had known him my entire life. I knew I was in big trouble. He sat on the couch in front of me. Still, he did not speak. Was he going to give me a lecture about sex? Was he going to tell my father? As I was starting to stand up, he grabbed my arm and yanked me over his lap in one motion. It happened so fast. I had no idea what was happening.
Then, with one motion, he pulled my panties up like a thong and he spanked me... hard. I gave out a little yelp with the first blow. It was more out of surprise than pain. I have never been one to cry, so I remained stoic as he continued to punish me. This was the first time in my life that I was spanked. My father never laid a hand on me.
He took his time and spanked me about three to five times on each bare cheek as he held my panties up with the other hand. It hurt, but I didn't cry. I was more than willing to accept my punishment and move on if this meant he wasn't going to tell my parents. I just wanted it all to end. I wanted to go home and hide in my bed and pretend like this never happened.
After the spanking, he held me there over his lap for what seemed like several minutes. There was silence. He stroked my ass beneath my panties, as if to soothe it. He ran his hands between my thighs, and a finger slid under my panties and gently brushed my wet lips. It suddenly occurred to me that I was wet. Yes, I was soaking wet. My pants were soaked. I must admit, the spanking did arouse me in a strange way.
As I lay over his lap with my ass up in the air and my bare breasts dangling over Mr. Graham's knees, I felt a sense of arousal. As Mr. Graham was running his hands over my ass, soothing my beet red cheeks, I could feel a bulge growing beneath me. I must be mistaken. Mr. Graham wouldn't get hard. Yes, it's probably something in his pocket.
He then motioned for me to kneel down in front of him. He didn't say a word. He didn't have to. I could now see the bulge in his pants inches away from my face. He just glared at me. I was scared and humiliated. That's when he reached down and unzipped his pants. His pants dropped to his knees. Holy shit, I just about crapped. Was this really happening? What's he doing? He took out his cock, which was large and hard. I couldn't believe what was happening; this was Lindsay's father! He was a family friend. This was Mr. Graham, who used to bounce me on his lap when I was a child.
His cock was large, much thicker than the boy's cock that I just finished sucking. My mind was racing. He put his hand beneath my chin and raised my head towards his hard cock.
It was all happening in slow motion. He finally broke the silence by saying, "You know what to do." Those words sent a chill through my body. I didn't know what to say or do as his cock rested against my lips; time just stopped. I was too scared to get up and run, so I just closed my eyes and slowly parted my lips.
He gently slid his cock through my parting lips into my mouth. He held my head and began slowly moving his member in and out of my mouth. My tinny lips barely fit around his thick cock. I conceded and began sucking him without his guidance. My mind was starting to un-fog. The initial shock of what was happening began to clear. I understood what my punishment was, and I accepted it.
I had my arms crossed, trying to cover up my bare breast. He reached down and pulled a hand off my breasts and placed it on his balls. I began to squeeze and massage his balls as I sucked and stroked his cock. I recall thinking about how my hand couldn't even reach around his thick cock. I just closed my eyes and went into automatic mode. I wanted to get through this as fast as possible. Mr. Graham was correct. I knew what to do.
I felt him reach down and play with my breasts. He pinched and tugged on my nipples. I felt his cock twinge and stiffen up as he played with my breasts. It was strange and awkward to think Mr. Graham was aroused by my boobs.
I began bobbing my head over the head of his cock as he gently held my head. The shock was wearing off and I began to get into it. I tried to convince myself that it didn't matter who's cock this was, I knew what was expected of me... I knew what to do to get out of this situation. So, in an act of defiance, I began to give Mr. Graham what he wanted.
With my tiny fingers wrapped tightly around his cock, I began to stroke him fast as I sucked on the top portion of his cock. I began to moan and ran my tongue up and down his shaft. I squeezed his big sagging ball sack. In the ultimate act of defiance, I began to suck on his hairy balls, first one and then the other in my mouth. I could hear Mr. Graham moan in pleasure as I'm sure he was getting much more than he expected. Yes, I was being a total and complete slut for Mr. Graham.
I sensed he was close, so I opened my eyes and watched him as he trembled and shook before erupting in my mouth. I made no attempt to pull away from his cock; in fact, I tried to take him deeper into my mouth as my saliva poured out of my mouth. He held my head in place as he emptied a very large load into my mouth. His cock was so thick that there wasn't much room for his sperm in my mouth. I coughed and gagged as I tried to swallow his load. A large amount poured out around his cock and dripped down my chin and over my breasts. It felt warm as it dripped down over me.
I gasped for air and aggressively attacked his spasming cock as it continued to sputter out his semen. I licked and sucked on his cock like a cheap whore. We were now both moaning in pleasure and gasping for air.
Mr. Graham stepped back and we locked eyes. I could see the surprise on his face, or was it shock? I licked my lips and fingers clean as we stared at each other. I reached for his hand and used his finger to scoop up some of the cum on my face and put it in my mouth. I instinctively sucked his finger. My rebellious streak was letting him know, "Yes, I do know what to do."
Without being asked, I continued to lick his limp cock clean. I could tell he wasn't expecting this. I looked up at him, my face covered in a mixture of saliva and cum, and gave him a sly smile, letting him know that his secret was safe with me. I remained topless on my knees as he stepped back, pulled up his pants, and left the room.
He never said a word to me other than those words that still haunt me today, "You know what to do." I think of him every time a guy says those words to me. I think they are engraved in my mind.
I stayed in the basement for a long time, cleaning up and trying to compose myself. I thought about what had just happened. Did I just have sex with Mr. Graham? It was so surreal. Before that day, Mr. Graham was the last man on earth I thought I would ever have sex with. What would I say to Lindsay?
I was hoping to sneak out of the house, but as I was going up the stairs, Mrs. Graham saw me and insisted I stay for dinner. OMG, can this day get any worse? I ended up sitting across from Mr. Graham at the dinner table. We made eye contact numerous times throughout the course of the meal. I have to admit I had a tingling feeling as we locked eyes. We both just carried on as usual, just like nothing ever happened. As I was eating, I couldn't help but think how just minutes ago I had Mr. Graham's cock in my mouth. What would Mrs. Graham think? I couldn't help but lick my lips when Mr. Graham looked at me from across the table. Yes, I can be very naughty.
I never said anything to Lindsay or anyone else about my adventure. I just told Lindsay I had fun with my guy, and he left out back.
After that encounter, I never went back to Lindsay's house.
--------------
The second encounter
Fast-forward about five years.
My parents were known for their parties. They always had parties in the basement recreation room since I was a small child. I didn't socialize with them, as it was an older crowd of church people. My role was upstairs in the kitchen, preparing appetizers and drinking wine.
During one of those parties, Mr. Graham came upstairs into the kitchen to see me. It was later in the evening, and it was obvious he had been drinking. I had a few glasses of wine myself.
I was standing at the sink when he sneaked up behind me and grabbed me around my waist. He held me tight and whispered that he had missed me coming around the house. I just giggled nervously. His grip tightened and his hands moved up, cupping my breasts. He commented on how I had filled out nicely and had become a sexy woman. I struggled to free myself, but he was much stronger. Then, as he pressed his groin into my ass and whispered that he had been thinking of me. He said he wanted me badly.
I have to admit I thought about our previous encounter a lot also. It was so taboo, so wrong, yet it was very hot. Yes, I masturbated many times as I replayed it over in my mind. Mr. Graham actually wasn't bad looking. I did recall his massive cock.
Him telling me that he had been thinking of me and that he wanted me was very arousing. It was stirring up all kinds of emotions in me. He continued to run his hands over me, sliding a hand down the top of my dress, pinching my nipples, then down and up my dress as he continued to rub his groin on my ass. I let my head fall back onto his shoulders as he continued to grope me up against the kitchen counter. I could feel his cock digging into my ass. I was weak. The wine had liberated me...I reached behind to rub his crotch through his pants. The thought that his wife, my parents, and all those church people were in the house only made it more erotic and exciting. The risk of getting caught was thrilling. Imagine if all those old church people knew Mr. Graham was groping me. Mr. Graham was a risk-taker and sexually aggressive. He was in control, and that aroused me to no end.
He grabbed my hand and led me to the upstairs bathroom. It wasn't long before he had my little black dress off and his pants down. I immediately dropped to my knees and began sucking him. He was just as big and thick as I remembered.
This time it was with much more vigour and passion than the first time. This time, I was ready for him. This time I was a woman and not a 19-year-old girl. I wanted him as much as he wanted me.
He lifted me up from my knees like a child and removed my panties. He sat me up on the bathroom sink and began to give me oral He mumbled that he had been dreaming about sucking my clit for over five years. How hot was that?
I grabbed hold of the back of his head for balance and spread wide open for him. He was good, very good. Mr. Graham brought me to a wonderful orgasm. Mr. Graham was very skilled at oral.
He then helped me down and bent me over the sink. I was dripping wet in anticipation. I have masturbated to this scenario many times. For five years, I imagined what it would be like to fuck Mr. Graham, to have that thick cock inside of me. He was in my head and now he was about to be inside of me. I was wet and ready for him.
His large member felt wonderful as he entered me nice and slow. Even though I was wet, I could feel his cock stretch me. It felt wonderful to be stretched, to be filled. He fucked me good and hard, with much more vigour than I had expected. I watched in the bathroom mirror as Mr. Graham rammed his cock hard and deep into me. He reached up and put his hand over my mouth and pulled my head up. I suppose I was getting loud from the wonderful pounding he was giving me.
I could tell Mr. Graham was getting tired, so I stopped him and told him to lie down on the floor. I wanted to ride him so I could look him in the face.
I whispered to him, "Let me fuck you, Mr. Graham."
I positioned myself over his flag pole and slowly lowered myself onto him. As I did, I looked down to watch how his cock slowly parted my lips and entered me. I slid down his cock all the way to the base. I paused momentarily to feel how nice it felt to be filled by Mr. Graham. I squeezed his cock with my vagina and began to move up and down on his throbbing cock. Mr. Graham was enjoying my young breasts as he playfully teased my nipples and sucked on them.
We then locked eyes as I began to fuck Mr. Graham. Yes, it was me doing all the fucking now. First with slow up and down movements to feel every inch of his wonderful member and then slowly picking up the pace so his cock was thrusting deep inside of me. I masterfully rode him. Slow, fast, hard, slow again to draw out the experience for both of us. I wanted it to last forever.
"Oh mercy..." he moaned in a deep voice. I responded with an "Oh, fuck me harder, cum inside of me Mr. Graham, cum..."
I pressed myself firmly against his cock as we both began to spasm and orgasm together.I dug my nails into his chest as I lost all control.
"OH FUCK, YES... YES..." I cried out, forgetting the house was full of guests.
I felt his sperm shoot deep inside of me filling me with his warm seed. Mr. Wilson was now a part of me. His seed absorbed by my wanton body. I squeezed my vagina on his cock to milk every last drop of his seed. It was important to me to have all his seed inside of me.
The thought of Mr. Graham's sperm deep inside of me caused me to have multiple orgasms. I remained mounted on him as my entire body was in spasm and trembling. I had never experienced anything like it before. Mr. Graham was impressed, as was I.
He was kind and gentle with me afterward. He gave me a warm, lush kiss. This was the first time he kissed me on the lips. Wow, how wrong is this? He was like a second father to me. I might as well have been fucking my father. They were that much alike.
I wanted to do it again and again, but he wasn't up to it. I suppose he is in his fifties now. He got dressed and went downstairs to the party. I had a shower and went off to bed. I recall masturbating several times that night. I just couldn't sleep as Mr. Graham was on my mind.
That was one of the most extraordinary encounters I've ever had. Even years later, I still use that memory to masturbate.
I had one more encounter with Mr. Graham many years later, when I was married.
About ten years after our second encounter, many things came to light about my mother. I suspected that Mr. Graham had been having a long-term affair with my mother. When I was younger, I would often run into Mr. Graham at my house after school. My mom always said he was there on church business. My dad was at work and they were alone in the house. Several times, I saw him walking down the stairs coming from the bedrooms. He was a family friend and seemed to be at the house often. I was young and never thought anything about it back then.
Years later, when I discovered my mom was cheating on my dad, I slowly started to put things together. Was it possible that Mr. Graham and my mother were having an affair? It aroused me to no end, thinking that maybe both my mother and I had sex with Mr. Graham. I couldn't get the thought out of my mind. I wanted answers. I knew Mr. Graham was getting on in age, but I wanted to see him one last time. I had unfinished business with Mr. Graham.
I managed to sneak Mr. Graham's cell number from my father's phone book. I texted him a couple of sexy pictures of myself and told him I was aching to meet him one more time. I wasn't sure if he would meet me as it had been ten years and I was married now.
He replied almost immediately, and we agreed to meet in a motel room one afternoon. My mind was racing. I had so many questions for him. I wanted answers. But I also wanted to be with him again.
I always felt comfortable around Mr. Graham. Probably because I had known him my entire life. I trusted him. He was always kind to me when I was a child and others would make fun of me.
I knocked on the motel room door. He opened it and I walked in. He looked much older than I remembered. I suppose ten years is a long time. He was now in his sixties. Could he even get it up at his age?
We kissed and hugged, but I wanted to talk first. He was always a quiet man. I could tell he was feeling uncomfortable. I began the interrogation. I'm sure that's what it seemed to him.
I felt that my mother was a mystery to me. There was so much I didn't know about her as she was always very secretive. I was prepared to hear anything.
Mr. Graham was honest with me. When he began talking, he blew me away. He told me he had known my mother since they were young. They dated off and on through their teenage years. They both lost their virginity to each other. He told me my mother broke up with him when they were about eighteen. His heart never healed. She was the love of his life. I thought I was prepared to hear anything but wow.



She was always a wild and free spirit, which I knew. Years later, when they were both married, they started to have a fling. It was more than a fling. They saw each other often and for many years, if not decades.
He also told me there were many other men in my mom's life over the years. He told me my father never knew, but he was sure he suspected something. He thinks he just looked the other way and didn't want to know.
He told me that I reminded him of my mother in many ways. That's when I dropped my dress and pushed him back on the bed. He went down on me. He licked and sucked me to multiple climaxes that afternoon. He wasn't the bull he was ten years ago, but with the help of Viagra, he gave me a nice ride. I lay in bed with him in his arms for close to an hour. I knew this was the last time I would be with him. It felt so good to be in his arms. I was in no hurry to leave.
Before I left, he had one more confession. He said that my younger sister was actually his daughter. I just about had a stroke when he told me this. This rocked me to my core.
But again, things started to make sense. Things were adding up.
My oldest sister and I resemble each other. We both have our parents' features. My younger sister was the oddball. She looked completely different. Growing up, I never thought anything about it.
As we got older, I began to see a strange resemblance between my sister and my friend Lindsay, Mr. Graham's daughter. I never said anything, but I do remember thinking it many times. They resembled each other in both appearance and mannerism.
Mr. Lindsay said that my mother never said anything to my father. As far as my father knew, we were all his daughters. If he did figure it out, he never let it be known. Talk about deep family secrets.
My sister has no idea that she is Mr. Graham's daughter. It would devastate her if she knew. I just hope nobody in our family gets a DNA test.
That was the last time I saw Mr. Graham, but I do think of him often.
Feel free to visit my Forum thread for pictures and more discussions about my stories.
https://forum.literotica.com/threads/aprils-sexual-journey.1565816/
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True story: One of my earlier boyfriends was a guy named Paul. We dated for over a year. Paul was a nice guy and, in general, a pretty good boyfriend. He always treated me well. Paul had a couple of best buddies, Steve and Jim, that he was very close to. Apparently, they had known each other since grade school and were life-long friends.
Paul spent a lot of time with his two friends. It seemed like even when we went out, his two friends would always catch up with us and hang out. This was fine with me as they were nice guys, fun, and good-looking also.
As our sexual relationship evolved, Paul began talking dirty to me during sex. He was pretty much fascinated with the thought of me having sex with other men. His fantasy slowly evolved to him wanting to watch me while I had sex with other men. I thought it was a bit weird at first, but then as I played along, it became hot to see how worked up this sex talk was making him. I took this as harmless dirty talk during sex.
Paul was into photography, so I incorporated this into our sex talk fantasies. During sex, I whispered to him how I would love for him to watch and take pictures as I fucked another guy. This comment always put him over the top. It was like a trigger that made him ejaculate every time. I began to enjoy talking dirty to him during sex. I realized he had fantasies of watching me have sex with others, and I used this to tease and arouse him. Sex was much better when we talked dirty.
One evening, during sex, Paul began to tell me how he wanted to watch me fuck another guy. We had just spent the evening with his two friends, so I responded that I would love for him to watch me as I gave his two friends, Steve and Jim, blowjobs. Well, this small comment set him into orbit. He just lost all control and had one of the biggest eruptions I have ever seen him have. He just went ape shit crazy... lol
Did he have a voyeuristic tendency? Did he really want to watch me have sex with his two friends?
After that evening, he began mentioning his fantasy of watching me have sex with his friends, even when we weren't having sex. He would tease me about it, but at times he seemed serious. He even brought it up a couple of times when his friends were present. I was a bit embarrassed at first, but then I played along with him and his friends. After all, he was just teasing me. It was just a fantasy, wasn't it? He knew I would never do anything like that. He knew I was a nice girl, sort of.
By now, I had gotten to know his friends pretty well, and I liked both of them. Steve was a tall, slender guy with a great sense of humour, and Jim was on the shy side, but a real cutie. Of the two, I liked Jim the most. I could easily picture myself dating Jim, as he was my type, probably more so than Paul. We would always hug and playfully kiss when we greeted each other. They were good to me and would do anything for me. They treated me better than my boyfriend, Paul, most of the time.
Paul's fantasy was starting to make me think. I started to fantasize about what it would be like to have sex with his friends. They were both good looking and, surprisingly, not dating anyone. The more Paul talked about his fantasy, the more aroused we both got. His fantasy was quickly becoming my fantasy as well.
Unlike Paul, his friends always noticed what I was wearing and would comment on how sexy I was dressed. The compliments and comments always became more suggestive the more they drank, which was often.
I began teasing them. When I knew we were spending the evening with them, I would wear something a bit more revealing to tease them. I knew they were always checking me out, so I played along. I liked teasing them. I liked the attention they always gave me.
Paul was into photography, and he had convinced me to take semi-naked pictures at the time. He said the pictures were for his eyes only, but I knew he was showing his friends. After all, he is a guy. I was strict with Paul about keeping my photos private, but in reality, the thought of his friends seeing naked pictures of me was hot and arousing. I wondered if they liked my boobs. Would they date me if I wasn't dating Paul? What would it be like to have sex with Jim? Which one would be better in bed? Yes, they were both in my head.
Paul and I made plans to meet the guys at the local bar one evening. Things weren't going well between us at this point in our relationship. Paul was becoming a bit of a bore, and my mind was starting to wonder about dating other men. I was also becoming more excited about meeting his friends for the evening than Paul, in particular Jim, as I was becoming fond of him. I began flirting more with Jim, but I knew he was tight with Paul and would never cross any line.
For whatever reason, this particular evening I decided to wear something a bit more revealing than I usually did. It was a hot summer evening, so I picked out a loose, flimsy low-cut top and a denim skirt. Normally I would have worn something underneath the top as it was so low-cut and flimsy, but it was hot and humid and I wanted it to be breezy. Of course, I wore high heels with the outfit. My hair was perfectly in place.
It was quite evident that I wasn't wearing a bra. The top was giving me no support whatsoever, and when I moved or walked, my breasts swung and jiggled freely. I had to be careful that everything didn't fall out. Overall, it was a poorly fitting top, and I briefly entertained the idea of running back and changing it, but then decided not to, as I was already running late. Besides, I couldn't wait to see how the guys would react to my outfit, especially Jim.
Well, maybe I went a bit too far with my outfit. As I walked into the bar, I could feel every guy in the place looking at me. I have always been on the shy side, and I really don't like too much attention. But as I walked through the bar, I could feel my breasts swaying and my nipples rubbing on the thin material. Damn, they were getting erect and I could feel them pushing up on my thin top. I soon realized that the bar lighting shone right through my thin top, making it virtually see through. Yikes! No wonder why they were all looking at me. It was summer, and I didn't bring a sweater or jacket to cover up. My boobs were on display!
Paul's friends couldn't help but notice and soon began teasing me about my firm little nipples poking through and out of my top. I was having a hard time keeping my breasts covered as the straps kept slipping off my shoulders. They began to question Paul if he had taken any topless pictures of me and if he would like to share them. Paul suggested they buy us a round of drinks if they wanted to see a couple of photos. I thought he was joking. He wouldn't, would he? They quickly accepted his offer.
Paul opened up his cell phone with photos of me semi-naked and passed them around the table. I was horrified. The guys loved the photos and were teasing me relentlessly. They all wanted copies. I turned beet red with embarrassment. I just laughed along with them. What could I say? I have to admit, it was very arousing to see these guys goggly over my photos.
Later in the evening, we all returned to Paul's place to hang out. This was common practice, it seemed. There was always a lot of drinking. I wasn't much of a drinker. Being small-framed, it only took two drinks to get me drunk. That evening, the guys kept pouring me drinks.
Alcohol always makes me promiscuous and flirtatious. The events of the evening had rattled me. At first, my top proved to be see-through when it wasn't falling off, and then Paul showed his friends topless pictures of me. I needed to drink to hide my humiliation.
I had consumed well over my limit and was feeling good from all the attention I was getting. I was flirting with everyone. The thought of them seeing my naked photos was still on my mind, and I was aroused. My top kept slipping down and flashing the guys but I no longer cared and stopped trying to cover up, it was an losing battle anyway.
In my heightened state of arousal, along with the alcohol, I began teasing the guys more than usual. I purposely got up to walk by them numerous times, using the excuse to go to the washroom or fetch more drinks, etc.
I was putting on a show for them. My top wasn't hiding much, and I kept looking at Jim as he couldn't take his eyes off of me. I could feel my nipples swell as he stared at them. The more I moved, the more the material rubbed and stimulated my nipples. The guys noticed, which aroused me even more.
My skirt rode up when I got up off the couch, but I never pulled it down. I wanted them to have a good look at my legs and ass. I was unsteady, so I leaned on them for support. As I moved past them my bare legs would rub against them. I was drunk and horny.
I enjoyed teasing the guys, but I couldn't wait for them to leave so I could have much needed sex with Paul. All the flirting and teasing had gotten me aroused and worked up. I couldn't wait to jump Paul even though we both knew our relationship had run its course.
As I returned to the room with another drink, I sat on Paul's lap and flirtatiously leaned back to give him a nice wet kiss. I knew the guys would like that. As I kissed him, he wrapped his arms around my waist and pulled me closer. He gave me an extended lush kiss while at the same time sliding his hand into my top.
I wasn't expecting that at all. I giggled, but he wasn't letting me off his lap. Paul slid both his hands into my top and began cradling my breasts. My flimsy top was pulled open, barely covering my breasts. I tried to pull my top close. I was struggling until I noticed how intently his two friends were watching. This flipped a switch. How hot was this? I immediately stopped struggling and surrendered. I was still on Paul's lap, so I just let my head fall back onto his shoulder and surrendered as he continued to kiss and fondle my breasts for his friends to see. I was feeling intoxicated but also very aroused to be exposing my breasts to his two friends.
The next thing I knew, Paul yanked my top right off and threw it at his friends. This took me by surprise, as I wasn't expecting this. I was sitting on his lap topless in front of his two friends. I tried to cover up with my arms, but he just grabbed my arms and held me for his two friends to see. There was no point in struggling; after all, my breasts were pretty much exposed all evening anyway. I decided to just play drunk, which I was. I closed my eyes and went limp.
Suddenly, I felt numerous hands groping and squeezing my breasts. Oh my, what's happening? I had no idea they would be touching me. I was thinking this was just a show, a tease. My nipples were being gently pulled and sucked. I opened my eyes and I could see his friends were enjoying my perky breasts as Paul held me there on his lap, showing me off to his friends. I began to moan with both approval and pleasure as they were touching me all over. Paul then rolled me off his lap and laid me on the couch. Was this the end?
I felt a cascade of hands all over me. I could see Jim and Steve leaning into me, grabbing me. I moaned in pleasure as they ran their hands all over me, exploring my body. I was enjoying this more than I could ever imagine. I felt the button on my skirt being unfastened. I arched my back so as to give them permission and to facilitate its removal. I could feel someone touching my soaking wet panties before they too were removed. I was naked. Things were moving fast, and I remember thinking, I hope Paul doesn't stop this. How far is he going to let this go?
At this point, I had lost all control. I was breathing heavily, and I could feel my body quivering with desire. A finger slowly entered me with ease. I was so wet I could hear his finger make wet slurping sounds as I was being finger fucked. At the same time, one of the guys was eagerly sucking and manipulating my nipples. I let out a deep moan as I had my first of many orgasms.
No sooner had I climaxed than I was re-positioned on the couch. I was on my knees with my ass up and my elbows on the armrest at the end of the couch. Jim stood in front of me with his cock pointed at my face. I took a split second to examine his cock before looking up at him and smiling. Jim was my favourite, and I was more than eager to taste his cock. He was of average size and he was clean-shaven. I was quite pleased with his presentation, so I eagerly opened my mouth as an invitation. I readily accepted it and began sucking him.
On the backside, Steve was now licking me and fingering me again. The sensation of two guys was too much as I again had an orgasmic climax. This time it was stronger than the first one.
I hardly had any time to recover when I felt a large cock slide deep inside of me. Steve had entered me without any protection. I had not seen Steve's cock as he was behind me, but I could sure feel his girth. It was a good thing I was soaking wet, otherwise I'm sure he would have torn me apart with his large cock.
I was so wet I could hear the juices part around my lips as he entered me. I let out a loud sexy moan as he filled me to my limit. Doggie style has always been my favourite position, and it felt incredible to have such a large cock inside of me while I was sucking another.
Steve had a hold of my hips and leveraged his thrusts hard and fast deep into me. I could tell he was much bigger than my boyfriend Paul, as I had a feeling of being completely filled. His cock was reaching deep inside of me. The harder Steve fucked me, the more aroused Jim became. They were both on the edge of ejaculating. Their moans and grunts were driving me crazy.
Again, I lost all control and my whole body began to quiver and shake as they both ejaculated inside of me, one after another. I felt Steve drive his cock deep inside of me and he let out a loud groan as a warm gush shot deep inside of me. I arched my back and pushed my ass back into him as hard as I could to ensure full deep penetration.
Just as Steve was finishing, Jim shot his load deep into the back of my throat as he let out a loud moan. OMG, I have never had such a violent orgasm as this. My whole body shook and went into spasms for what seemed like forever. Then I went completely limp. I was drained and exhausted. As I fell back down onto the couch, I wiped and licked the cum off of my lips and chin.
Steve and Jim just collapsed on either side of me. We were all gasping for air, hot and sweaty. It felt so erotic to be entangled between both of them naked.
During all this, I had completely forgotten about my boyfriend, Paul. Obviously, I was too preoccupied to give him a second thought. But there he was just sitting on a chair across from us with a big grin on his face. He gave me the thumbs up and said, "Great job, April."
Then it hit me... he had this all planned, the bastard. Not that I was complaining. Hell, all those times he was talking dirty to me, he really did want to watch me having sex with his two friends. He was setting me up.
As I was processing all of this, I realized I wanted more! I began kissing and touching both Steve and Jim. If my boyfriend wants a show, I'll give him a great show. At that point, I became the aggressor. A sense of empowerment came over me.
I was exhausted, but I felt a rush of adrenalin come over me. Jim was the first to get hard as I stroked him. Steve was still soft, but I was curious to see him harden and to see just how big he was. Sure enough, Steve's cock slowly began to grow. I have always had a fascination with watching cocks grow from tiny soft things to big hard ones. Steve did not disappoint my fascination. He had the largest cock I had ever seen. It was not only long, but it was thick. I couldn't believe that thing actually fit inside of me. But somehow it did.
This time I wanted to fuck Jim. I kissed him passionately and then whispered in his ear, "I want to fuck you so badly." I quickly lay on my back and spread my legs for Jim. Again, I was soaking wet as he mounted and entered me. I was so wet that he kept sliding out. Maybe Steve's large cock stretched me so much that Jim's average-sized cock was having trouble staying inside of me?
Finally, we synchronized our rhythm and Jim gave me a long and passionate fuck. As Jim was fucking me, Steve was stimulating my breasts and nipples. I came multiple times before Jim and I finally came together in one epic orgasm.
Steve gave me about a minute to catch my breath, and then he lifted me up like a child and planted me on his lap. I began to slowly lower myself onto his large shaft. Even though I was already stretched out from all the sex, I could still feel his cock stretching me to the limits as I slowly lowered myself onto him. I just had to lift up a bit and watch as it entered me. Was I actually engulfing that large cock? Again, I had a feeling of fullness as he entered deeply into me.
As I began to ride him, I could feel him pushing deeper into me with every stroke. He was pushing me to the limits of what I could handle. Jim moved behind me and wrapped his arms around me, cupping my breasts. His embrace felt so warm. He kissed my neck and ears as I rode Steve. My nipples were red and swollen and super sensitive from all the manipulation that evening. It wasn't long before Steve and I both came.
I couldn't believe this was happening. I had never done anything like this before. Not with two guys. I loved it! I had never been so sexually aggressive or so aroused in my life. I couldn't get enough of them. I was hooked.
When the guys finally went home, I took a quick shower and crashed into Paul's bed. Paul was understandably horny, as he had just witnessed his fantasy come true. But I was worn out and sore all over from having sex. "Sorry Paul, you're going to have to look after yourself tonight." As I lay there naked, I heard him masturbating at least twice before I fell asleep.
I didn't realize it at the time, but Paul was taking pictures that evening. I wish I had asked for copies. I'm pretty sure Steve and Jim got copies of the photos.
This was my first MFM experience and it changed everything for me. Up until this point, I was a one-man girl. I never dreamed I would, or even could, be with two guys at once. I thought only hookers and porn stars did that kind of thing. I was a good girl raised in the church. I was shy and quiet. How could I possibly do anything like this?
Having sex with his two friends opened up a new world. All of a sudden, I had confidence in myself. I felt empowered. I loved having two men lust after me. I loved how it felt to be wanted and touched by two men. To have two men crave me. The wild, passionate sex was incredible. I was surprised at how it felt so natural and easy. I was hooked. I wanted more. I wanted to do it again.
I told Paul I had a great time and couldn't wait to do it again, but he was coy. I waited without saying anything, but a few weeks went by and there was no mention of it. We hadn't even hung around with his friends since that night, which was very strange. I wasn't sure what happened. I didn't want to ask as I thought it seemed slutty... who was I kidding?
Our relationship was now rapidly declining.
Finally, I texted Jim to see how he was, and we arranged to meet. I didn't tell Paul, and of course, the meeting ended with us having sex. I liked Jim, and I told him I was breaking it off with Paul. But Jim was loyal to Paul and didn't want to commit.
I finally built up the nerve to tell Jim how much I really enjoyed our threesome and that I wanted to try it again. He agreed.
A few weeks later, we made arrangements to meet at Jim's apartment. I was so excited. I spent hours on my hair, picked my sexiest underwear, picked out a nice short skirt with heels. I couldn't wait. The first time I was drunk, this time it was a conscious, sober decision.



My heart was racing as I knocked on his apartment door. As I stood there waiting for someone to open the door, I could feel my panties getting soaked.
The door opened and as I entered I didn't even get a chance to sit down. Both guys came over to hug and kiss me. They led me straight into the bedroom.
I told them I wanted to take it slow. Take our time and slowly enjoy the moment. I was slowly undressed, kissed, touched...I insisted on slowly undressing them also. They both had me so worked up. I was all theirs to do as they wanted with me.
We had a fantastic evening. We ended the night with all three of us in the shower having sex one last time before heading home.
Arranging another free night for all three of us proved to be difficult. We did manage to meet again a few months later. By this time, I was dating someone else and one of the guys was engaged -- it slowly fizzled out.
But I was hooked.
Feel free to visit my Forum thread for pictures of me in that top and discussions about my stories.
https://forum.literotica.com/threads/aprils-sexual-journey.1565816/
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When psychiatrists blame all your issues on your mother, they could be onto something. My mother is a textbook case.
A little bit of background on my mother.
At a very young age, I realized my mother was very different from all the other mothers. She was exuberant, elegant, and very social. Physically, she was very attractive, with nice curves in all the right places. She was also a fiery redhead. You have no idea how many times people told me she resembled Ann Margret or Susan Sarandon. At church, all the men seemed to go out of their way to speak to her. She was a magnet for men.
I also picked up that my parents were an odd match. As beautiful as my mother was, my father was just plain looking. He was a kind and gentle man, but I hate to say it, he was overweight and sloppy-looking. He was also quiet and unassuming.
When I was young, I recall my mother frequently going out in the evenings without my father. She was always dressed fashionably and well, even sexy now that I think of it. I was always told it was for a ladies' group or some other church function. Many times she came home very late, and on a few occasions she didn't come home until the next morning. Being young, I never clued in or questioned any of her actions. This was just normal for our family.
I remember being home with my father many evenings when my mom was out and about. My father also got us girls ready for school the next morning while my mother slept in. Again, I was young and never thought anything about it.
As much as she was a social butterfly, she was profoundly lacking in parenting skills. She was not the nurturing type and certainly did not spend any more time with me than she had to. I recall my father being more of a caregiver than my mother. My mother seemed to have other priorities.
My mother came from a non-religious family. My father made sure we never had anything to do with my mother's side of the family. The few times I met them, I knew they were wildly different and nothing like the church people I was groomed to associate with. My father not only sheltered me and my siblings from her side of the family but also the world outside of the church.
Of course, being a child, she was just my mom. As I got into my teens and beyond, I began to pick up on little things and question what had been going on for all those years.
There were two traumatic events in my life regarding my mother that opened my eyes and made me realize what was going on. This is a recount of the first event.
The spring, I was nineteen, my father announced that we would be boarding a member of a Scottish church choir that was touring our region. They would be staying with us for a week. He told us that the person staying with us would be a man and that he would sleep in the basement on the pull-out couch. I objected, as the basement was my domain, but I was over-ruled. I didn't really care or give it much thought as I pictured it being some old nerdy guy that lived with his mother. I mean, what kind of man sings in a church choir?
A few months later, I came home for dinner, and to my surprise, there was this young, hot-looking guy sitting at the table. I was pleasantly surprised but confused. Who's this? Why is he here? I had completely forgotten about the church choir guest we were hosting.
I was taken aback by his good looks as I fumbled for words. He had gorgeous blue eyes that made my heart skip a beat.
"April, this is Liam from Scotland, and he is going to be staying with us for the week," my mother said, with a big grin on her face.
"Good looking" was an understatement. He was a few years older than me, had long hair, and had a tattoo. He looked like he had just stepped off the cover of Rolling Stone. He belonged in a rock band, not a church choir. He also had a sexy Scottish accent. I was floored. I don't think I ever smiled so much at a family dinner. This was going to be a fun week.
I was dating a guy at the time but he had nothing on Liam. Liam became my number one priority that week as I quickly became unavailable to my boyfriend.
During the first few days he was with us, I really didn't see him much. My parents both worked, and I had a summer job. Liam had a full schedule with choir engagements in the evening and practise during the day. Just the same, as soon as I returned home from work, I changed into sexy, skimpy outfits. It was summer, so I wore the most flimsy sexy top I could find, with no bra, of course. Always in short shorts or skirts. The little time that I saw Liam, I always made a point to tease and flirt with him. I caught him looking at me a few times. I knew I had piqued his interest.
However, I also noticed that my mother was very attentive to Liam. Maybe overly attentive? She, too, was more dressed up than usual. I think I saw more of my mother's cleavage that week than I had ever seen. She was continually touching him in a playful manner. She was all over him, but that was just what my mother was like. She has always been a very touchy person, so I put it down to her being a good host.
I learned that by mid-week, Liam would have a day off from his busy choir schedule. This was the opportunity I was waiting for. I told work I had an appointment that afternoon and had to leave at noon. I knew my parents were at work and my little sister was away at church camp. I would come home early and have the entire afternoon with Liam... alone.
I was thrilled with my plan and all the possibilities. That day, I rushed home, and before entering the house, I unbuttoned a couple of buttons on my blouse and hiked up my skirt. I couldn't wait to spend some alone time with Liam. I knew from our previous interactions that there was chemistry between us. I had every intention of seducing Liam that afternoon.
As I entered the house, I heard noises coming from upstairs. I knew it wasn't my father; he was at work and his car was gone. I walked towards the stairs and paused to listen. Moans and grunts emanated from the upper floor bedrooms. It sounded like someone was hurt or in pain. Was that Liam? Who else could it be? Is Liam not feeling well? What's he doing upstairs in the bedrooms? Maybe it was an intruder? I was terrified as I slowly and quietly tiptoed up the stairs.
I realized the noises were coming out of my parents' room. The door was open a crack, but I was too scared to look in, so I just held my breath and listened. As I listened, I heard soft moans and then the unmistakable sound of the mattress squeaking. What the fuck... who's having sex in my parents' room!
As I mustered up the courage to peer through the door opening, I saw Liam ploughing into a girl with her legs spread up in the air. What the hell? Where did Liam find a girl? The nerve of him bringing a girl into the house, not to mention taking her into my parents' room. I was upset and disappointed as I turned away to sneak back down the stairs.
And that's when I heard it... the unmistakable voice of... MY MOTHER!
Holly shit, it wasn't some girl... it was my MOTHER!
No, it can't be my mother. My brain must be playing tricks on me. I quickly returned to the door to peek in again. What I saw scarred me for the rest of my life.
I saw Liam's bare white ass pumping away into my mother as she began screaming and encouraging Liam... in her words,
"Fuck the Jesus out of me."
I was in shock. I couldn't comprehend what I was seeing. I immediately ran down the stairs and left the house crying. My emotions were all over the board as I tried to rationalize what I had just seen.
I didn't know where to run, so I ended up at the library and stayed there until it closed that evening. I couldn't go home and face my mother or my father, for that matter.
After I attempted to sort out the day's events in my mind, I returned home and went straight to bed. I understandably couldn't sleep; my mind was still racing. All I could think of was Liam and my mother... and my poor father.
The vision of them having sex was seared into my mind.
My whole world had just been turned upside down.
I began recalling all those strange events from the past that were weird at the time, but being young I didn't understand or grasp. Things were all starting to fit together, starting to make sense.
I recalled several times when I came home from school and found a man in the house. My mother always told me they were there on church business. Even though sometimes they would come walking down from the bedrooms. I was a kid, I didn't think anything of it.
I even remember meeting Mr. Graham at the house numerous times (see story about Mr. Graham). I thought nothing of it as he was almost family. I learned much later that Mr. Graham was having a long-term affair with my mother.
I recalled a neighbour that would often sit with my mother drinking wine. He was married but was there alone with my mother. Alcohol was never permitted in the house, and at the time, I thought they were drinking juice. I didn't know what wine was or what a wine bottle looked like, but I do now.
Things were adding up. My mother was cheating on my father! Do you realize how difficult that is for a child to accept, even when all the evidence is staring you right in the face? My entire childhood, my strict upbringing in the church, was it all a sham?
I couldn't tell my father; it would break his heart (or perhaps he already knew). I decided not to confront my mother. I came to the conclusion that nothing good would come from all the drama. So as far as my family was concerned, I chose to pretend that I never saw anything.
One thing I was certain of was that I couldn't let the fling between Liam and my mother continue. This could never happen again. Liam had three days left before leaving. I had to do something.
It was about 3 AM and I was too upset to sleep. I had to confront Liam. I went down into the basement where he was sleeping. I turned on a small lamp and woke him up. I was angry and gave him an earful. He had no idea what I was so upset about. I told him I saw everything that afternoon and to explain himself.
He apologized and was brutally honest with me. Basically, he told me my mother had been flirting with him since he arrived. He said she was very aggressive. He was home alone all morning when she came home early from work and basically jumped him.
Oh, shit, it occurred to me that was my plan also. She just beat me to him. As upset as I was, all I could think of was how good he looked sitting in his bed with no shirt on.
He was very kind and understanding towards me. He asked me to sit on the bed with him as he hugged and consoled me.
I asked him to stay away from my mother. He said he would try, but she was the aggressor and not him. He said it would be very difficult to refuse my mother. Damn, I knew he was right. I know what she is like. She doesn't take rejection very well.
Then I had a light bulb moment. I told Liam I wasn't leaving his side for the remainder of his stay. I wanted his schedule and I wanted to make sure that my mother didn't get another window of opportunity.
He smiled and placed his hand on my bare thigh. He gazed at me with those baby blue eyes, and he had me. As angry as I was when I confronted him, now I wanted him. I practically jumped him. The entire day was filled with so much emotion that I needed a release, and Liam was it. Without any foreplay, I frantically pulled off his boxers and impaled myself on his erect cock. I began aggressively riding him for all I was worth.
Liam pulled off my top and devoured my breasts as I continued to bounce on that beautiful cock. As he thrust himself up into me, I heard myself say,
"Fuck the Jesus out of me."
I couldn't believe those words came out of my mouth, but they did. I suppose the image of my mother having sex with Liam was still fresh in my mind, and on some level, it was erotic and arousing. I was more like my mother than I cared to admit.
I was determined to prove to Liam that I was a better fuck than my mother. I wanted Liam to choose me and not my mother. I knew my mother had me beat in the breast department with her larger, fuller tits. But I could tell Liam was enjoying my young breasts as he sucked and pulled on my nipples.
I masterfully wiggled my young, tight little ass up and down on his erect cock. I was soaking wet and his cock felt so good as it filled and stretched me in the most wonderful way. I bounced on his cock as hard as I could. I wanted to feel Liam deep inside of me.
The springs in the old pull-out coach were no match for my enthusiasm as they loudly squeaked and strained. I added to the noise by squealing in delight. I wanted my mother to hear her daughter fucking Liam. I wanted her to be jealous. I wanted her to know that I was onto her. I wanted her to know that Liam preferred me. He was now mine.
I was so horny and hot that I began to orgasm almost immediately. First, short, shallow orgasms, followed by more intense orgasms. I trembled and moaned loudly as a deep orgasm washed over me. Liam couldn't hold back either as he grunted.
I'm... I'm cumming...should I pull... "
"FUCK ME JESUS. FUCK ME," I screamed as I felt Liam shoot his load deep inside of me.
Once Liam was spent, I continued to slowly move my hips up and down on his cock in a circular motion. I concentrated and began squeezing my young, tight vagina on his cock. I knew how to squeeze and milk a cock and that's just what I did. For the next several minutes, all my senses were focused on my vagina muscles as I flexed and squeezed them over his cock. I had something to prove to Liam.
I felt Liam's cock soften inside of me, but I continued to slowly move my hips and focus on holding him inside of me. It felt so erotic as I let my head fall back with my eyes closed, as I purred and concentrated to hold him inside of me to squeeze him, to milk him.
Liam began to softly stimulate my nipples, arousing me even more if that was possible. I was determined to not release Liam's cock and let it slide out of me. I was nowhere near finished with him and I wanted to feel him grow and get hard inside of me. As I continued to sway and purr, I could feel our sexual juices beginning to slowly seep out of me.
"Oh Liam, I want you to fuck me again." I purred as I pulled and flexed my vagina muscles on his cock with my wanton wet cunt. I could feel Liam's cock beginning to respond and flinch, which got me even hotter. He was now pulling and applying some pain to my nipples as he twisted them. It hurt, but it was also very pleasurable. I was once again losing control.
I absolutely adore feeling a guy's cock grow inside of me and slowly fill me.
"Oh my gawd, I love how your cock feels inside of me," I seductively purred. I slowly began riding Liam again as his cock grew.
"Fuck me hard, Liam, please." Don't ever stop... harder..." I was now begging him to fuck me hard.
I then spun around and assumed the reverse cowgirl position. I pulled up my knees so that I could leverage myself on his cock and bounce hard and fast on him.
Liam responded as he firmly grabbed my hips and bounced me on his hard cock as he thrust upwards deep into me.
The fact that Liam fucked my mother just hours ago did not elude me. The knowledge of knowing that Liam's cock was inside my mother had turned from being very disturbing to extremely erotic.
"You like fucking me and my mother, don't you?" I spoke as I was gasping for air.
Liam only grunted in approval.
"Tell me... Who's the better fuck, Liam? Me or my mother... "
Liam did not respond, as I felt his cock twitch ever harder with my line of questioning.
As I continued to ride him, both of us were obviously getting more aroused.
"TELL ME...WHO?..." I demanded
"Oh fuck, you are," he responded.
"Say it again, who is the better fuck..." Who feels better? Me or my mother? "
"You are" "You are a better fuck and you feel amazing," Liam said in his sexy Scottish accent as he let out a loud grunt and I knew he was about to explode.
"Don't stop fucking me... NOT YET... I yelled as I feverishly began stimulating my clit with my fingers. I didn't want him to cum just yet. But it was too late. He couldn't hold back any longer as he thrust his hips upward and began to tremble and shake as he ejaculated inside of me. In my heightened state of arousal, I came with him.
Liam was done. I moved down onto his chest in exhaustion, knowing full well that my mother was a light sleeper and probably heard everything. I hoped that she did.
That was only the beginning. We spent the rest of the night having sex in between short cat-naps.
The rest of the week, I didn't leave Liam's side. I had claimed Liam and my mother knew it. Every night, as soon as my parents were in bed, I would sneak down and spend the night with him. I wasn't taking any chances that my mother would sneak down at night. My mother knew I was sleeping with Liam, but she never said anything.
Liam and I had a lot of sex during those last three nights. I made sure Liam was well satisfied and spent, just in case my mother had any ideas.
Liam returned to Scotland a very happy man.
The next story about my mother is the dreaded second event that rocked my world. If you can believe it, it was a bigger trauma to my psyche than the Liam story.
Feel free to visit my forum thread for pictures and more discussions about my stories.
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At the young age of eighteen, my best friend Cathy was embarrassed to still be a virgin. Even more so after I had lost my virginity.
I had lost my virginity several months prior to that to a man that I met during a summer job. His name was Mark, and he was about ten years older than me. (See the Lost Virginity story). Mark never took me out on dates. He would appear at the house on Sunday mornings when he knew my family was at church and take me as he pleased. I was young, naive, and desperately wanted a boyfriend. I was thrilled that he liked me, so I did everything he asked of me. I didn't realize it at the time, but Mark wasn't interested in dating me. All he wanted was sex, lots of sex, and I was easy prey.
He not only took my virginity, but he trained me to be his submissive sex toy. In those few months, I went from knowing nothing about sex to being fully experienced in everything imaginable. I had very low self-esteem and Mark used that to his advantage. I was taught that my role as a girlfriend was to sexually please my man in whatever way he desired. His training started me on a sexually promiscuous path for many years to follow. I had no idea what a real relationship was like.
Cathy and I had been best friends since grade one and were inseparable. We told each other everything. Throughout my ordeal with Mark, I told her every steamy detail. I was on the phone to Cathy the minute Mark walked out the door. I swear we discussed every detail and sexual act at least a hundred times. Cathy was so fixated on my relationship that she admitted to touching herself every night as she thought about what had transpired. Yes, Cathy needed to lose her virginity quickly.
Cathy's virginity and lack of sexual experience became a priority. After many discussions, we eventually came up with a plan. Like me, she developed later in life, but she was now ready to lose her virginity. Being her best friend, I had made up my mind to assist her in whatever way I could. After all, what are best friends for.
Cathy was very cute and outgoing. All the boys loved Cathy. I loved hanging out with Cathy as she was fun and attracted lots of guys. I was always the restrained, quiet one. The fact that I had lost my virginity before Cathy puzzled me.
Back then, we were too young for bars, so our hangout was the local mall. We would hang out there every weekend and flirt with the boys.
We had met a couple of boys, Rob and Mike. Cathy and I both liked Rob as he was the cuter of the two. But since our mission was for Cathy to lose her virginity, I insisted that she could have Rob and I would match up with Mike. I wasn't really crazy about Mike, but this wasn't about me, I had to do my part to make this happen for Cathy.
We discussed Rob for hours. He seemed like the perfect guy for Cathy to lose her virginity to. He was cute, funny, our age, and went to a different school than us, so things would be discreet. It was decided Rob was the one.
My parents were heavily involved in the church. Every Saturday evening, they participated in church events. This meant I had the house to myself. So Cathy and I came up with a plan to meet the guys at the mall, and if things went well, Cathy would give me a signal and we would invite the guys back to the house. The plan was set.
Short denim shorts, braless tops, and high wedge shoes were our standard flimsy attire back then. We spent hours puffing up our hair and applying make-up. We did our best to look hot and sexy before setting out for the mall.
That evening we met the guys at the mall and hung out with them. Cathy was having fun with Rob and seemed to be getting along great with him. Things were going as planned, except she wasn't giving me the signal to go back to the house. I was getting worried that she was chickening out. Time was also running out, as my parents would be returning home in a couple of hours.
Mike was the serious type. We talked about a lot of things, but honestly, there was no spark. He was fixated on my boobs and couldn't take his eyes off of them. My nipples have always been perky, but his constant staring at them made them erect and even more visible through my tight, flimsy top. I had no intention of having sex with Mike, but I did have to keep him interested for Cathy's sake.
Cathy and I made eye contact, and it looked like she was finally ready to take the next step. I suggested that we all head back to my place as my parents were out. The guys seemed surprised but quickly agreed.
We arrived back at the house, and we went directly into the basement TV room. This was my space. My older sister left home years earlier, and my younger sister was seven years younger than me, so I had claimed the basement area as my space. It was nothing fancy, just an old couch, a chair, and a TV, but the best thing was that it gave me privacy from my parents.
The plan was simple. If things were going well with Cathy, I would take Mike upstairs so Cathy could have some privacy and hopefully fulfil our mission...for her to lose her virginity.
I dimmed the lights and we both sat at opposite ends of the couch and began to make out with our guys. Well, the couch barely sat four people, so it was a bit crowded. The guys were at each end of the couch, and Cathy and I were side by side in the middle. We started to make out. I wanted to take it slow with Mike, but he was being very aggressive.
Cathy and I had our backs to each other, and since this day was about Cathy, I wanted to keep track of how she was progressing with Rob. I let myself fall back on the couch so that I could see Cathy. As much as I was trying to fight off Mike he had his hand up my top and was pulling and grabbing at my breasts. I saw Rob sneak a peek at me as he played with Cathy. I have to admit this was a turn on for me.
After a while of kissing and petting, I could see things were getting quite heated with Cathy and Rob. Rob finally had his hand up her top and Cathy was rubbing his groin and chest. I could see Cathy's top being lifted up and her perky little boobs peeking out from under her top. I must admit that watching the two of them made me feel aroused. I had not been with a guy since Mark, and I have to say I was getting quite turned on watching the two of them make out. I was jealous of Cathy, as I would have loved to get my hands on Rob.
It looked like it was time, so I struggled to lift myself off the couch from Mike's grasp and I straighten my top. I took Mike's hand and led him up the stairs to the main floor. He followed me like a little puppy drooling for his reward. Once upstairs I began stalling by going to the washroom and talking. But he soon pulled me down onto the living room couch and we began to make out.
Just then the phone began ringing and ringing. I ignored it, but whoever it was called back again and again. I finally answered the phone. It was Cathy's mom and she had to urgently speak to Cathy. It sounded serious, so I ran downstairs to pass the phone to Cathy.
Cathy was completely topless, lying on the couch with Rob on top of her. Rob had his shirt off, and as he got up, I couldn't help but notice the bulge in his pants. Cathy quickly pulled herself together and took the call. I couldn't help but notice how swollen and red her nipples were as she sat there topless on the phone. All of a sudden, she jumped up, grabbed her top and announced there was a family emergency and she had to go home. She immediately ran up the stairs and out of the house. I was in shock. I looked over at Rob and he was speechless also.
Mike heard the commotion and came downstairs. So there I was standing there in the TV room alone with two horny guys. We just looked at each other in silence.
Damn, now what? I suddenly became nervous being alone in the house with two guys. This was not a good situation. I suggested that maybe they should leave and we could try again some other time when Cathy was available. They didn't want to leave, and suggested they wait and see if Cathy would return. I expressed my doubts that she was returning; besides, my parents would be home soon.
That's when Mike grabbed me and pulled me back onto the couch. He wasn't leaving. I wasn't sure what to do, as he easily overpowered me. So, as I struggled, he picked up where we had left off upstairs.
I wasn't really that interested in Mike, as I had paired off with him so that Cathy could lose her virginity with Rob, but now that plan had fallen apart. I was resisting his advances, hoping to figure out how to get them out of the house. He was right back to fondling my breasts. I thought maybe if I let him feel me up a bit, he would be satisfied and leave. The kissing and fighting went on.
As I struggled with Mike on the couch, I forgot about Rob. As I turned to change my position, I noticed Rob sitting on a chair opposite the couch, watching intently. He was only about six feet away. Him watching me so closely flipped a switch in me. I immediately became aroused. I had never had a guy watch me before. He was just staring at me as Mike was trying to make headway with my boobs.
Our eyes met and locked. He had a look of desire in his eyes. Damn it, he was so cute. I wanted to be making out with him, not Mike. I could see he was trying to catch a glimpse of my boobs as Mike was attempting to lift my top. As Rob watched, I let down my guard and let Mike lift my top, exposing part of my boobs to both him and Rob. I could see Rob's eyes just about pop out as he leaned closer. My breasts were fuller and more developed than Cathy's. It occurred to me that Rob liked what he is seeing. Is he into me? Mike was touching me, but I was fantasizing that it was Rob that was touching me. I could feel myself getting wet as Mike pulled and pinched my nipples.
I wanted Rob so badly now. He was right there in front of me for the taking, but what about Mike? I was very timid at the time, but my desires and lust for Rob overcame my shyness, and I nodded my head to invite him over to the couch. He immediately moved to the couch and sat on the other side of me. Here I was sitting on the couch with two guys alone in the house. What was I thinking?
Rob just sat there and politely watched. As Mike was kissing my breasts, I reached behind and grabbed Rob's hand and moved it to my waist. He got the hint and was soon kissing the back of my neck and fondling my tits. I was fighting Mike off in front of me, but from behind I was letting Rob have his way. I reached back and began rubbing Rob's crotch. I could feel he was good and hard. At first, Mike was too preoccupied with my boobs to notice, but when he did, he didn't seem to mind.
This was the first time two guys had their hands on me. The sensation of having hands all over me was incredible. My boobs were being groped, and my erect nipples were being tugged and sucked. Someone had their hand in between my bare thighs. My pussy was being stimulated through my shorts. I was thoroughly enjoying all the attention now that Rob was involved. Things were heating up fast!
Mike unbuttoned my shorts and began pulling them on. I had to stop this before it got out of hand. It was getting late, and I knew my parents would be home soon. My father catching me having a threesome in the basement would not go over well at all.
I managed to pulled myself away from them and stood up. I announced that my parents would be home soon and they had to leave now. There was silence. Then Mike grabbed my arm and pulled me down onto the couch again. The struggle continued. They didn't believe my parents were coming home and they weren't leaving.
This time I found myself facing Rob. I was finally able to kiss him as Mike was grabbing both my boobs from behind. I couldn't help myself; I immediately unzipped Rob's pants and reached in to grab his hard cock. He gasped as I grabbed it and released it from his underwear. I'm pretty sure he wasn't expecting me to do that. I had only seen one cock up to this point, and I was dying to see Rob's cock now.
He had a beautiful looking cock. It was so smooth and thicker than Marks'. I wrapped my tiny hand around it and squeezed tight. I could feel the blood gushing through it, causing it to throb in my hand. I began stroking it nice and slow as he let out a soft moan.
Again, what was I thinking? My head was telling me to stop as my parents would be home soon, but my emotions wanted Rob so badly. I was losing control. I could feel the lust and juices flowing with every stroke. I remember thinking if Mike wasn't here, I would probably be having full-on sex with Rob right now.
Finally, the small amount of blood that was making its way to my brain made me stop. I pulled away from both of them and ran to the other side of the room to get some separation. I pleaded with them to leave, but they weren't having it. They were like wild animals that had smelt blood. They wanted more. I told them there was no way I was having sex with them when I was expecting my parents to come home at any minute. Of course, they didn't believe me. Finally, out of total desperation, I blurted out,
"OK, I will give each of you a handjob if you promise to leave."
They were stunned by my offer and just looked at each other in disbelief. Then Mike, being the aggressive one, shot back.
"Blowjobs...yeah, we want blowjobs"
At this point, I was almost in a panic. If my father found two boys in the basement with me, I would be grounded for the rest of the year, if not longer. I would also have lost the privilege of having the basement TV room as my private space. It wasn't lost on me that my father kicked my older sister out of the house for much less. Yes, I feared my father as he was very strict and religious.
After a momentary pause, I said, "Fine." There was silence, disbelief in the boys' faces. I'm sure my decision was swayed heavily by the lust I was feeling for Rob.
They just stared at me, not quite sure what to do. I stood in front of both of them and pulled off my top and ordered them to pull down their pants.
They both froze, staring at my boobs. I'm sure they had never had blowjobs before. I'm also pretty sure they didn't expect me to agree.
I took charge and said, "Well, what are you waiting for?"
They both scurried up off the couch and scrambled to remove their pants. I ordered them to sit back down on the couch. I was taking control of the situation now. I knelt down in front of them and grabbed both cocks in my hands. I began stroking them at the same time.
I felt a rush of adrenaline. I felt the power I had over them, and I liked it. With Mark, he was always in control and I just submitted to his demands. Now I was making the demands and the guys were submitting to me. I had just discovered the power of sex that every woman holds over a man. This was a turning point in my sexual journey. From this moment on, I began to refine and hone my sexual powers over men. Even though I didn't realize it at the moment, this was a game-changing event for me.
The guys had no idea I had any sexual experience. If anything, Mark taught me well on how to please a man. I suppose he made a complete slut out of me. At this point, I still had not had a real boyfriend and didn't know what a real relationship was supposed to be like. From my experience with Mark, I still thought the girlfriend's role was to satisfy the man in any way he pleased.
After all the foreplay that evening, it didn't take long for them to cum. I sucked Rob first, and he came in my mouth within a minute with a loud deep grown. I felt his cock spasm as I sucked and squeezed his balls. I sealed my lips over his head to taste every drop. I took my time and meticulously licked his shaft and swallowed his full load, just like I was trained by Mark. This impressed the hell out of both of them.
It was now Mike's turn. As I sucked him, I was still playing with Rob's cock in my hand. Mike took a bit longer to cum, but he sure did. He shot ropes and ropes of cum all across my boobs, my hair, and face. He was obsessed with my boobs and he reached down and rubbed his cum all over them. I wasn't impressed with the mess he was making.
I then turned to Rob, who was hard again. I had already completed my end of the deal, but I couldn't hold back the lust I was feeling. I wanted more of Rob, so I sucked him again. This time he took much longer to ejaculate, and I was really getting into it. As I was sucking him Mike had gotten up off the couch and moved behind me. He was rubbing my breasts as I sucked on Rob. Mike had unbuttoned my shorts and was trying to tug them off. I moaned in disapproval and just then Rob pulled out of my mouth and came all over me.
Mike wanted more as he had my shorts and panties pulled down to my thighs. I quickly ordered him back on the couch and to my surprise he obeyed me. I was fascinated at how quickly they were both recovering. I started giving them both hand jobs. I was curious to see how many times I could make them cum.
At one point, I was giving both guys hand jobs at the same time. They were young and recovered rapidly. They both came again and again. I loved the control I had over them. The moans and sounds they were making as they climaxed and ejaculated. I was fascinated by the streams of cum shooting out of their spastic cocks. I was so preoccupied with them that I lost track of time.
That's when we saw the car headlights coming up the driveway. I jumped up and began screaming at them to get out. The boys scrambled to get their pants on and ran out the back door as the car was being parked in the garage. It looked like a scene from a comedy movie, but there was nothing funny about the panic I was experiencing. They made it out just as my parents entered the house through the front door.
I was a mess. I quickly put my top back on but noticed there was semen everywhere. In my hair, on my face, over my boobs, which had just soaked through my top, sperm on the couch, on the rug, on the coffee table. The whole basement smelt of semen and male sex hormones.
I ran to the bottom of the stairs to make sure no one was coming down. I yelled hello and told them I was alone watching TV. What a close call that was. I spent the rest of the evening cleaning up.
Cathy called me later that evening and apologized for leaving me there with both guys. She wanted to know what happened. I knew Cathy really liked Rob, so I didn't have the heart to tell her what happened. I just told her that they both left right after she left.
About a week later, Rob asked me out. I so wanted him to be my first real boyfriend, but I was torn because I knew Cathy really liked him also. My guilt got the better of me and I turned him down. How could I explain to Cathy that I was dating Rob? I valued Cathy's friendship too much. But I did tell Rob I would hang out with him if he wanted to next time I had the house to myself. He jumped at the offer.
A couple of weeks later, he came over and we had sex in the basement. We had a lot of sex together. He was the second guy I had sex with. But again I never went out on dates with Rob, it was just like Mark, strictly sex. The pattern continued.
I felt bad that I was sneaking around with Rob, as Cathy liked him. I never said anything to Cathy.
Cathy finally lost her virginity to a guy we knew from school a few months later. She actually ended up marrying him a year later. I couldn't believe they were getting married at such a young age, but I was happy for her.
Feel free to visit my forum thread for pictures and more discussions about my stories.
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I entered my apartment and made a bee line to the shower. The semen of two strangers running down both legs. My newly purchased panties gone and probably hanging on someone's rear view mirror. Semen all over my white top and dress. Drunk and disgraced I knew I couldn't wash this night off of me. Oh fuck what have I done now?
Let's start from the beginning.
When I first began dating my husband, I knew he was special. He was not only a gentleman, but he was always very patient and easygoing. He was good to both his and my family. My family adored him (a bit too much, I later found out; other stories to follow).
I have to admit that I have always been a handful, as I can be very emotional and impulsive. When I met my husband, things were calm and just easy with him. We never fought, which was a nice change from previous relationships. He was kind and he had a very calming effect on me. He knew how to handle my temperament.
I had a terrible history with men before I met my husband. I was very feisty and volatile, so relationships were always short-lived. I have cheated on pretty much all my past boyfriends.
I was different than all the other girls in that I was very independent and never wanted to get married. I had a history of poor experiences with boys and men. How I lost my virginity, how I was used and manipulated in my early years It all took a toll on me, and I never wanted to rely on, depend on, or even trust men. I didn't need a husband. I was fiercely independent.
When dating my husband, I treated him the same as past boyfriends. Although he was good for me, I just couldn't let go of my past behaviour. Because he was always so cool and calm, I intentionally did or said things in order to provoke a fight. I was constantly trying to get a reaction out of him, but he never took the bait. It sounds crazy, but I was scared that things were too good--does that make any sense?
He travelled on business and left me to my own vices. I found myself bored and tempted when he was away. I had never dated a guy that travelled on business before, but I adapted well and began to live a secret life when he was out of town. I enjoyed our frequent short breaks. I began cheating with old boyfriends and even had the occasional one-nighter when he was away.
It was like getting week-long hall passes once or even twice a month when he was traveling. I justified my actions by assuming he did the same when away, although I had no proof or reason to suspect him.
He often joked that he knew there was a long list of men just waiting for him to mess up. He had no idea that some of those men had cut the line and were only waiting for his next business trip.
There were a few times when he suspected something, but I was always elusive and coy. I was careful to never admit anything. I was testing him, seeing how much he would put up with, how far I could push him, how much I could get away with.
Sometimes I think I was trying to destroy the relationship. I had a dark side to me that I hid very well. Subconsciously, I felt I didn't deserve him. The more I was drawn to him, the more I rebelled. I was scared. Things were getting serious, and I was terrified of commitment.
The night he proposed to me was a complete train wreck. To say that I did not handle it very well is a huge understatement.
We had been dating for almost two years when he took me to a nice restaurant and ordered a bottle of champagne with our meal. We were supposedly celebrating a job promotion. I had no idea he was planning to propose marriage. It was a complete surprise when he asked me to marry him, as it had never come up in conversation before.
I was shocked and couldn't give him an answer. I suppose any answer other than "yes" means "no."
Shock quickly turned to anger for ambushing me like that (I told you I was temperamental). I had repeatedly told him that I never wanted to marry, and here he was with a ring in hand.
I completely lost it and began scolding him. I suppose I was making quite a scene in the restaurant. I could see in his eyes that my reaction caught him off guard. He looked devastated, but I continued to lash out at him. I know when I am behaving badly, but it's something that I can't control. It just happens, and it has to run its ugly course.
He stayed calm and wanted to go back to his place to discuss it, but I refused to go. I had a few too many drinks and continued to behave badly--very badly. He calmly got up from the table and left the restaurant, hoping that I would come to my senses and meet him back at his place, which was a short walk away.
Instead of following him, I finished drinking the bottle of champagne. I knew if I went back to his place I would end up with a ring on my finger that night, so instead I moved to the bar area and continued to drink. I was beside myself... Oh, fuck, what just happened?
It wasn't long before I was carrying on with a couple of guys named John and Rick at the bar. The drinks flowed, and I was acting promiscuously. I was rebelling.
I could have easily left the bar area and walked back to my boyfriend's place, but I didn't. I continued to drink and flirt with my two new friends. I wanted to forget this evening.
Before long, I was being escorted to their car with me drunkenly hanging on to both men.
The back door opened and I fell onto the seat, followed by John. Our lips locked, and his hands were all over me. My white strap top was easily pulled down and he was mauling my exposed breasts. I immediately went for his cock.
Sex has always been an escape for me, and I needed to forget about what happened earlier that evening. Besides, this just proved I wasn't wife material. I was damaged goods, a slut at heart. Why would he ask me to marry him?
Intoxicated and upset with my boyfriend, I willingly gave this new acquaintance oral sex. By having another man's cock in my mouth, I was just proving to myself I was not worthy of being any man's wife. I stroked and sucked away my guilt and anger. My inner slut had taken charge of the situation.
I was then pushed back onto the seat and he reached for my panties. I immediately arched my back to facilitate their removal. It wasn't because I wanted them off, but because these were the most expensive panties I had owned up until then. I had bought them for this evening's special occasion. They were tiny high-cut, white-laced panties, silky and very delicate. I didn't want my new friend to yank on them or rip them. So off they came.
John dropped to his knees and lifted my skirt to go down on me. I pulled my long flowing skirt over his head so I couldn't see him. There I was in the back seat with my white top pulled down to my waist and a man between my legs with my skirt covering his head.
I could see his friend Rick was standing guard outside of the car through the partly open window. He occasionally glanced in to see what was happening. As hot as being watched was, I was still not fully engaged. Despite the alcohol, a man slurping away between my legs, and another man watching me as I lay there half naked, the thought of my boyfriend continued to linger in my mind.
What if he came back looking for me? He knows I need a ride home. He has always looked after me. It wouldn't be like him to just leave me stranded. I began to have second thoughts about my choices that evening.
I began moaning and thrashing in frustration as I pushed down on this stranger's head through my skirt. He wasn't scratching my sexual itch, and I continued to grind my clit harder into his mouth. He continued to finger and lick me. This wasn't working for me as my frustration and guilt were growing.
I finally faked an orgasm as I could sense I was too upset to have one. Maybe I should go back to my boyfriend's place. How could I have lashed out at him like that? I hate it when I behave so irrationally.
John popped his head out from under my dress, his lips all red and glossy. My legs still spread, he continued to finger me from his kneeling position. He then grabbed my hips and pulled me closer to his erect cock. His cock was resting at the entrance of my lips. I knew what was coming next, and I half-heartedly tried to stop things before they progressed further. I put up a short lame struggle, but my new friend was having none of it. He persisted, and I eventually gave in. I have never been good at rejecting men, especially with alcohol on board.
With one quick jab, he slid the head of his cock between my wet lips. I tried to pull away and mumbled the obligatory something about a condom. He responded with a sharp, quick thrust of his hips. He took my breath away as his hard cock penetrated deep inside of me in one motion. I was wet and moist and had no problem engulfing his member. I gasped at how nice it felt to have a cock inside me.
He wasted no time and began fucking me hard and fast. I could feel the car's suspension bouncing with each thrust. I couldn't help but see his friend looking in through the partly open window. The thought of my boyfriend was momentarily gone, and I was finally starting to enjoy myself. This was just what I needed. A good hard fucking.
"Fuck me hard...PLEASE," I begged. I could tell by his breathing and the sounds that this wasn't going to take long.
He grunted and loudly moaned as he thrust into me as hard as he could.
"Don't stop yet...keep fucking me..." I pleaded for more, but I knew he wasn't going to last. I could tell he wasn't going to satisfy me as I was nowhere close to an orgasm yet.
He grunted louder and I knew it was over. I tried to push him away from me, but he resisted.
"Don't cum inside of me...I mean it," were my last urgent words to him.
I heard him moan and grunt. He arched his back up and gave one last hard and deep thrust as he let out a loud, deep moan. "Aww..." I felt his cock pulsating inside of me before he quickly pulled out and shot two thick streams of cum all over me.
But it was too late; he had already ejaculated inside of me before he pulled out. I could feel his warm load inside of me.
He moaned and fell on top of me.
"I told you not to cum inside of me," I muttered in disappointment.
I was annoyed that he came inside of me and the mess that he made of my white top. I shot back,
"Is that it?" I was pissed and frustrated. I wanted more. I needed more.
Not only was this night a shit-show with my boyfriend, but this guy came inside and all over me without even satisfying me. An all-around terrible night.
He just grunted as he lifted himself up and withdrew his spent cock. I could tell he didn't care as he pulled up his pants, opened the car door, and stepped out to join his buddy.
Disappointed and frustrated, I lay there in his back seat for a minute before I reached for my panties, but they were nowhere to be found.
That jerk stole my panties... JUST FUCKING PERFECT!
Just then, the driver's door opened.
"Want a ride home?" He asked.
"Umm... sure," I replied, thinking that was kind of him. I gave him directions to where I lived.
What choice did I have? I couldn't go back to my boyfriend's place after just fucking some guy who filled me up with his semen. My top was also covered with his load, so that option was gone now.
His friend, Rick, then opened the back door and sat next to me. Very close, I might add. I was a bit taken aback, but the car just sped off.
Rick, who had watched us having sex, was now obviously aroused and began touching me. Being the cuter of the two, I didn't stop him. He placed his hand on my leg and began kissing my shoulder and neck.
Drunk and frustrated from the first encounter, I turned to him and asked,
"I suppose you want sex also?" He responded by lunging on top of me.
Once again, my top was slipped down and he began kissing and sucking my nipples.
I reached into his pants and began stroking him. He was a good size, bigger than my boyfriend and his friend. I quickly hopped onto his lap and lowered myself onto him. I was a sloppy mess down there, and I just engulfed his entire shaft. He felt wonderful and I could tell I was going to enjoy my encore round of sex that evening.
I began by slowly moving my hips up and down his entire shaft. I was taking control this time and I knew how to get myself off. As he sucked and stimulated my nipples, I could feel the cool autumn air blowing in through the half-opened windows as we drove.
Before long, I felt the car stop. We were parked behind some dark industrial buildings. Rick grabbed my ass and began pushing me down harder onto his shaft as I picked up the pace. I could tell he was getting close, but I still wasn't there yet. I refused to be frustrated again. I slowed down and talked him through it.
"Slow down, I'm not there yet. Slow down, "I whispered into his ear. I stopped bouncing on him for a moment so that he could gather his composure.
"Hey, what was your name again?" I playfully asked, hoping to get his mind off of ejaculating.
"Umm, Rick," he mumbled.
"Oh yeah, I remember now." I giggled, giving him half a minute or so to regain his composure.
I turned to see what was happening in the front seat, and there was John just leaning over the seat with his face practically in my ass watching.
"Enjoying the show?" I asked.
"Oh yeah, continue on," he said.
"Maybe you can learn something from Rick here." I snapped back.
"Are you ready to continue fucking me, Rick?"
He didn't need to respond as I felt his cock twitch inside of me.
I turned my attention back to Rick and began riding him again. Rick's cock felt wonderful inside of me as it was fairly long and thick. I closed my eyes and concentrated on his cock as I moved up and down his beautiful shaft. Rick continued to suck on my nipples, and it wasn't long until I felt a rush of energy flow through me.
"Oh fuck, that feels SO good," I purred. My body started to shake and quiver as I finally obtained that orgasm that was so elusive earlier. Rick stiffened up and let out a loud groan, and I felt his cock spasm as he shot his warm load inside of me. We both came at the same time, and his friend silently watched from the front seat.
I dismounted Rick and he held me in his arms. The emotions, alcohol, and sex had all caught up to me, and I passed out in his arms.
I was abruptly awakened by John pulling my ass out of the car. My legs fell out of the open door and I felt him lift my shirt up, exposing my bare ass.
"Hey, what the..." I began to protest, half asleep.
"Come here, baby, isn't this what you want?" I felt John slide his cock into mine.
He had a tight hold on my hips and he was giving it to me doggie style.
At this point, I really didn't care about anything. I obediently arched my back and began pushing back into his thrusts. I could feel the cool autumn breeze blowing between my legs; it felt so nice.
Rick was still sitting in the back seat and he began to caress my hair as John was fucking me from behind. I lifted my head to look at Rick, and I could see he was hard. I immediately reached over and grabbed his cock and pulled him towards my mouth.
I began sucking on Rick, tasting all the sex juices on him from that evening. John was giving me a good long pounding. Obviously, he had something to prove after his quick ejaculation earlier.
My mind had finally gone blank and I was totally engaged (pun intended) in this threesome. I have always loved threesomes with two men, and this was no exception.
All thoughts of my boyfriend were being fucked out of my mind. I was finally able to enjoy this wonderful sexual experience.
It wasn't long before John brought me to a wonderful orgasm. My legs became weak and began to shake as I felt a massive orgasm wash over me. I closed my eyes and let out a loud moan.
"Oh Gawd... yes, YES!" I had finally obtained the orgasm I had been so desperately looking for all evening.
John continued to pump his cock into me. My legs had given way, and he was now holding me up by my hips. He kept pounding into me, causing me to thrash forward onto Rick's cock.
John let out a loud moan as he ejaculated inside of me.
Once John pulled out of me, I just rolled over and lay on the back seat across Rick's lap. Rick was still hard as I hadn't given him my full attention when John was pounding me.
Rick lifted my head off his lap and exited the car, only to re-enter on the other side. He moved over top of me as I spread my legs for him and he entered me. I was a complete mess, as was the car. Despite Rick's size, he just slid right into my well lubricated vagina.
Rick reached down and took a firm hold of my ass and began pounding away on me. I moaned in delight. It had been years since I had two men fuck me so much in one night.
Rick ejaculated again inside of me, and I had another moderate orgasm.
John appeared after straightening up and threw a towel into the back seat, which he had retrieved from the trunk.
"Are you throwing in the towel?" I couldn't help but poke John one more time.
We all laughed and began the clean up.
I straightened up and the guys drove me home. I asked about my lost panties, but they both played dumb. I'm sure my expensive panties were someone's trophy.
When I got home, I felt so stupid and cheap. What have I done? What the fuck is wrong with me? What started out as a wonderful evening somehow went horribly wrong.
I was scared of committing, and I rebelled. Believe it or not, this was typical of my behaviour back then.
After not hearing from my boyfriend the next day, I called him in the evening. He told me when I didn't show up at his place, he had returned to the restaurant and saw me with a guy. He knew I had sex with him.
I was scared and I panicked. After a painfully long pause, I confessed that I was drunk and that it didn't mean anything. As soon as I said it, I realised he was fishing and didn't really see anything, but it was too late. I could sense the pain in his voice as he told me it was over and not to contact him again. He hung up.
At first, I thought he would come around and forgive me, but he didn't. After about a week of not hearing from him, I began calling him nonstop, but he wouldn't answer. I was slowly coming to realise that maybe it was really over. Had I finally succeeded in pushing him away?
But I missed him dearly. I was heartbroken.
This next period in my life was a complete mess. I basically handled my heartbreak like everything else. I seemed to think the best way to get over a man was to get beneath another. I feel disgusted at how I behaved. I basically whored the entire time we were apart. I will write stories about that later.
We were apart for about eight weeks before I basically went back begging for him to take me back. It was one of the most emotional things that ever happened to me.
Deep down, I still thought I didn't deserve him. I was very concerned that I could never remain faithful when married. Of course, I didn't tell him that nor what happened when we were apart. Several months later, he proposed to me again, and I accepted. But this time I had sex with him and not a stranger.
As you can see from my stories, my concerns were very valid. I moved in with him before marrying, and I ended up having an affair with his older brother (my brother-in-law story will be posted soon). I was guilt-ridden and seriously contemplated not going through with the wedding. I had my doubts and concerns even as I walked down the aisle.
I lasted six months before I fell back into the arms of an old boyfriend. The doubts never went away. I still question my path to this day. I often wonder what is wrong with me.
Feel free to visit my forum thread for pictures and more discussions about my stories.
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Short true story
A few years back, I had a fling with a gentleman named Michael. He was divorced and had his own place, which made meeting him very easy and casual... just the way I liked it.
Michael was a professional who was easy-going and classy. He was always a gentleman. Sex was always good and he was very considerate of my needs. I enjoyed having sex with Michael.
About two months into our relationship, he requested I wear white pantyhose. He told me he loved pantyhose...but they had to be white. I thought that was strange, but hey, we all have our fetishes.
I have always preferred bare legs and didn't even own white pantyhose. But Michael kept asking. So one day, I decided to surprise him. I bought a pair and made arrangements to meet him at his place as usual. I wore a short skirt and boots to accentuate my long legs.
I knocked on his door. The minute I stepped through the door, he fell to the ground, wrapped his arms around my legs, and buried his face in my thighs. I just gasped -- his reaction caught me by surprise. He was always cool and relaxed, so this was completely out of character.
As I stood there, he ran his hands up and down my legs... It reminded me of how a dog acts when someone new comes to the house. I practically had to beat him off of me.
I managed to move onto the living room couch. His head fell into my lap as his hands were all over my legs. I yelled at him to stop drooling all over my legs. I didn't know what had gotten into him.
He quickly dropped his pants and began jerking off on my legs. I was dumbfounded. I just sat there and watched. Within seconds, he let out a loud moan and ejaculated all over my pantyhose.
Holy shit... I had never seen him like this before. Actually, I had never seen a man act like this before. He sprayed a large stream of cum all over my legs.
But he wasn't finished...he rubbed his semen all over my nylons, including my feet. He then proceeded to jerk off again. What the hell?
I was taken aback. He was completely focused on my white pantyhose -- they could have been on anybody. He was in a frenzied state. How could pantyhose have this effect on a previously normal man? This was a first for me.
I had to get control. I screamed at him to stop. He seemed to snap out of his frenzied state and apologised as he regained some of his composure.
I told him if he jerked off one more time, I was leaving. He apologised again.
Then I asked him, "Are you going to fuck me or not?" After-all, that's why I am here. " His behaviour was a real turn on, and I was soaking wet.
He smiled and asked if I could keep the pantyhose on while we had sex. I agreed.
He lifted my legs up to my chest and immediately buried his face in my crotch. He ground his face into the crotch of my pantyhose. They were soaking wet by now as his behaviour had me very aroused. He was making all kinds of weird noises as he bit and torn into them.
He managed to rip an opening with his teeth and worked his tongue onto my now exposed, swollen clit. I just leaned back on the couch and enjoyed myself. I felt a finger slide into me.
Michael was now breathing heavily... was he going to ejaculate while finger fucking me? Michael was going wild with his tongue and fingers. His excitement caused me to climax.
I finally yelled, "Fuck me please."
Then he went wild. I had never seen him so aroused. I reached down to remove my pantyhose, but he quickly stopped me. He continued to hold my legs up as he slid his throbbing cock through the opening he made in my pantyhose.
He let out a loud gasp as he moaned, "Oh, that is so tight."
He fucked me like a wild animal, over and over. It was one of the craziest encounters I have ever had and I loved it.
He came inside of me several times that afternoon. By the time I had to leave, we were both exhausted and spent. He insisted I leave my cum/juice soaked nylons with him. It wasn't like I wanted them. I teased him, knowing full well he was going to masturbate to them after I left. He just grinned.
I could not believe how a pair of white pantyhose could make a man go so wild. It was like they flipped a crazy switch in his head.
The experience made me curious. I wore a pair for my husband. He liked them, but there was no special reaction from my husband.
I began wearing white pantyhose for Michael all the time. The reaction was always the same. He would pull me into the living room, bend me over the back of the couch, rip open the pantyhose and give it to me hard from behind...over and over. I thought his reaction would fizzle out after a while but it never did.
The sex was fantastic. I liked the idea that he lost all control. That he was crazy about me... well, maybe not me, but the pantyhose... but I enjoyed being taken like that.
Do you have a crazy switch and what flips it for you?
Feel free to visit my forum thread for pictures and more discussions about my stories.
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A True Story.
I have always been different than most girls. I was never the type that dreamed about getting married and living in that perfect house with the white picket fence. I had nothing against that fantasy; it just wasn't for me. In fact, at a very young age, I decided I would never get married. It probably started when my mother and older evil sister started tormenting me about my ugly looks and how no boy would ever be interested in me. I was the butt of many cruel jokes at the dinner table, and in the long term, I am sure that had some effect on me.
As I became older, this sentiment carried on. When I began dating my future husband, I repeatedly told him I was not interested in marriage. He seemed fine with that, but then as time passed, he ended up proposing to me. The proposal was a complete shock to me, and I reacted very badly... we actually broke up for a couple of months as a result. (Read the story about that disaster.)
One of the reasons I never wanted to marry was that I knew I could never remain faithful to just one man. I had a long history of cheating on every guy I had ever dated, including my future husband. I thought there was something wrong with me. I still do at times.
Several months after the marriage proposal fiasco, against my better judgement and what I believed in up to that point, I found myself engaged and living with my fiancée. I always found it strange how little control I had of my life's path. This has been the case throughout my life; things just happen to me, regardless of any plans I have.
I moved in with my fiancé about a year before we got married. Things started to move fast, too fast. Plans for the wedding were made. People all knew I was getting married. I felt that my future was being planned for me. I was overwhelmed by it all.
Once I became engaged, I made a promise to myself that I would be faithful to my fiancé. I was trying very hard, and even though he was travelling on business quite a bit, I tried to stay away from situations that would make me slip. Deep down, I knew it was a futile attempt.
My fiancé had purchased a small house, and he was always working on renovations with his older brother.
His older brother was married. He was the strong, silent type...very handy and attractive, I might add. He didn't say much, but I was intimated by his rugged good looks. We never talked much, but I could sense that he wasn't buying my good girl next door persona. I have always said there have been men that can just look at me and they seem to see right through me and know there is an inner slut within me. He was one of those men. He always looked at me with that, "I want to fuck your brains out" look. Women know that look.
In any case, I stayed clear of him...no teasing or joking around. He was off limits in my book. I wanted to be respectful to my fiancé. The last thing I wanted was to cause problems between the two brothers.
During one of the renovation projects, my boyfriend had to go out of town on business. He told me that he asked his brother to come around one evening during the week when he was gone to finish the job. He told me to just let him in the house and he would do his thing.
I wasn't sure about this...but what could I say? I can sense that your brother thinks I'm a slut. I know what your brother is thinking when he looks at me... and it makes me wet? I don't trust myself being alone with your brother. So I hesitantly agreed.
One evening, I came home from work and found his brother waiting in his car for me. I invited him into the house and made small talk with him. He complimented me on how good I looked in my dress and heels. I was a bit embarrassed but showed him to the room he was working on. I got a glass of wine for myself and he wanted water. I didn't want to be rude and ignore him, so I went into the room and sat on a chair to watch him work. My legs were exposed as I sat there with my legs crossed. He kept glancing at my legs as he worked. His looks were getting me worked up, so I decided I had better leave the room to do some chores.
I usually change out of my work clothes when I get home, but he liked my dress, so I kept it on as well as the heels. Bad thoughts were going through my head, so I tried to avoid him. I had another glass of wine to unwind with.
Before long, he called me into the room to show me his completed work. I praised his work and thanked him for a job well done. That's when he gave me that look... and said,
"You can thank me better than that."
There was a split second of silence as I processed what he meant. I knew exactly what he meant, but I played dumb and said, "Thank you very much." Things became awkward as he turned and stepped closer to me in silence.
He moved closer, just staring into my eyes. My heart began to race; no, it was pounding... I bit my bottom lip, as I always do when I'm nervous... This was exactly what I was afraid of. I didn't say anything. I just froze. He moved right up to me. I fell back against the wall, being tipsy from the wine and as if to surrender. He placed his forearms on the wall on either side of me. I was trapped.
There was silence and I could feel his breath on me as my heart pounded and I began to fidget. He dropped one hand down from the wall, and it landed on my hip. I felt his hand slide down and thru the split in my dress. His big strong hand slid up my bare thigh. Oh my god, it was happening.
I knew it was too late to turn back. I knew there was no way I could stop him, even if I wanted to.
"Don't... don't... don't..."I sheepishly mumbled, breaking the silence. My brain was telling me "NO," but physically I was aroused.
He paid no attention to my words as his hand travelled further up my leg.
He had rough worker hands, and his hands felt like sandpaper as they moved across my soft and tender skin. He grabbed my ass and pulled me closer. I should have resisted, but I didn't resist at all. In fact, I lifted my leg up as he pulled on it and I wrapped it around him. I wanted him as badly as he wanted me.
He leaned in and attempted to kiss me. I turned my head, but he grabbed the back of my neck and turned my head back around. He planted his lips on mine and roughly kissed me as I struggled. He had a firm hold of the back of my head, and he pulled my lips to his. As much as I struggled not to kiss him and pull away, I couldn't. His tongue roughly probed to separate my lips. I was moaning and fighting him. I knew if I reciprocated his kiss, there would be no turning back.
And then it happened, just like a switch had been flipped. I stopped struggling and engaged in his rough and passionate kiss. I kissed him back just as rough as he was kissing me. I bit his lip, which startled him for a few seconds, and then we continued on. I could taste his bloody lips, and it aroused me even more.
He had me pinned up against the wall, and we both began entangling our bodies like two sex-starved animals.
He had a hold of my ass, pulling me hard into his groin. I felt his other hand drop from feeling my breasts into my panties. I then realised my panties were soaked. He acknowledged it also with a moan of approval.
I broke our kiss, dropped my leg down, put both hands on his chest, and managed to push him back for the smallest bit of separation. He still had his hand in my panties, but he momentarily stopped exploring. We locked eyes in silence. This was our last opportunity to stop -- to come to our senses and not cross that line.
Then in a moment that I will never forget, he curled his index finger into my vagina in the same manner as when someone is telling you to come here. I let out a loud gasp in defeat. The moment he curled his finger inside of me he had me. My vagina was soaking wet and he was standing there in silence watching me as he masterfully used his digits to stimulate my yearning.
My legs went all rubbery as I leaned against the wall. My head rolled and thrashed around like a rag doll. The idea of doing something so taboo, so erotic, was too much. I felt my legs part open as his thumb found my clitoris and his finger pushed deep inside of me. I heard him whisper
"Cum for me... You little fucking slut... cum."
I had never heard him talk like this before. But I knew he was right. I am such a slut. I didn't deserve his brother nor anyone else.
And so, that's exactly what I did. I began to orgasm. Not just once, but multiple times as he continued to watch and stimulate my clitoris without mercy.
I could feel my warm juices running down my leg. I don't think I was ever as wet as at that moment. In retrospect, I think that was the very first time I squirted. It wasn't a big profound squirt, but I did feel something different happening. Back then, I didn't even know squirting was possible, but I'm pretty sure that's what I experienced.
I finally managed to push his hand away as I was getting over-stimulated. I grabbed his wet hand and led him into the bedroom. Again, never speaking a word, just like the good little slut that I was.
"Take off your clothes," was all he said as he sat on the edge of the bed watching. I felt so embarrassed and vulnerable. I slowly unhinged my dress and let it drop to the floor. He just watched and nodded for me to continue. I slowly let my bra straps slide down my shoulders and I reached to unhook my bra. I held it in place as I looked up at him. He was stoic as he watched. I slowly dropped my bra and let my breasts fall. I knew my nipples were erect and firm; how could they not be?
I quickly reached down and my wet pants fell around my ankles. Luckily, I was clean shaven. I stepped out of the puddle of clothes and went to reach to remove my high heels, but he reached forward and grabbed my arms to stop me.
"Get on your knees," he demanded.
I fell to my knees as I dared not disobey him.
I immediately began to unfasten his belt and pants. He stood there watching as I pulled down his jockeys and released his cock. It sprang free, firm and stiff. He was bigger than his brother and very hairy. not shaven at all, or maybe never. It had been a while since I had seen such a hairy cock.
He remained calm and in control as I knelt in front of him. I licked my lips in anticipation. He noticed and said,
"You have been dying to suck my cock, haven't you?"
I didn't respond, but just made a whimpering sound.
He grabbed my hair and yanked it back so that we made eye contact.
"What did you say, you little slut?"
"Yes, I have been dying to suck your cock." He was in control and I liked it.
With that, he pulled my head forward and implanted his cock in my mouth.
I began to gag and choke as it took me a while to get used to all the hair. But once his cock was wet with my saliva, I began sucking him. He had a gentle but firm hold of my head as he guided his cock back and forth into my mouth.
After a few minutes, he pulled out and wrapped his big, strong hand around my throat and pulled me up off my knees. He pushed me onto the bed, and climbed between my legs. He continued to hold me by my throat. He was big and strong, and I felt powerless in his hands.
He positioned himself over me as he held me down by my throat, not choking me, just a tight grasp.
I felt helpless but horny as he towered over me in complete control. Me completely naked with only my high heels on and my legs spread open. His hard, stiff, cock hovering over my smooth, glistening, wet vagina waiting to penetrate me.
"You want me to fuck you, don't you?" he said.
I nodded and he said, "Say it."
"I want you to fuck me," I pleaded.
"You want your fiancé's brother to fuck you? Say it, you little slut."
He was right; I did want him to fuck me. I needed him to fuck me so badly.
"FUCK ME! Please!"
"Guide me in," he ordered.
I reached down and slowly guided his cock through my wet and inviting labia. I was so wet and horny that he just slid deep inside, despite his size. I felt his weight on me as he pinned my petite body beneath him. His cock impaled deep inside of me. I knew full well I was in for a rough, hard pounding.
For the next hour, he pounded me relentlessly. The taboo of my fucking my fiancé's brother, and him his future sister-in-law, was so fucking erotic for both of us. The best way I can describe it was as pure animal sex. He was rough, and he tossed me around the bed in any position he pleased. I was a willing vessel for his cock. I fucked him back as hard as I could. I rode him like a possessed, sex-crazed slut. He had me screaming and begging for more and more.
He had unbelievable stamina and he gave me the fucking of my life. He had me in a sexual frenzy like never before. We both came multiple times that evening. He had cum inside me twice and once in my mouth and over my face.
I was surprised at how hard he remained for the entire evening. I wondered if he had taken Viagra before he arrived. Did he have every intention of having sex with me before he came to the house? I dared not question him.
After he had his way with me, he got dressed and left without saying a word. I couldn't believe he just left without saying anything. Was he angry at me? Was he feeling guilty?
He left me naked and used, sprawled across my soon-to-be matrimonial bed. I was covered in his juices as well as his little black curly body hairs. I felt like I had been in a sexual marathon.
What had I gotten myself into? The guilt was now creeping in.
The next day, I was riddled with guilt. I was four months away from getting married and I had not only cheated, but I had cheated with his older brother. I immersed myself in my work in hopes of forgetting my poor conduct the night before. I tried to repress the thought that it was probably the best sex I had ever experienced.
That evening, I rushed home to have a long soothing bath as my body was still aching. I also planned to retire early to catch up on the sleep I missed the night before, when I heard a knock at my front door. I was a little bit apprehensive about answering it as my boyfriend was still out of town. From the front window, I could see it was my fiancé's brother.
Oh shit! I had assumed that the previous night was a one-time thing, but there he was. Maybe he just wanted to talk? Maybe he felt guilty like me?
I hesitated to open the door as I wasn't sure what to do.I knew if I opened the door there was a good chance we would be fucking our brains out again. This was so taboo, so wrong, but it was also so hot. My sexual urges overpowered my brain.
I opened the door. As soon as he came through the doorway, he just took me. It was pure animal sex all over again. No talking. He just took me and had his way. Again, it was wild, passionate sex and just like the previous night once he finished with me he just left without a word.
Although the sex was incredible, maybe the best I had ever had, the guilt afterwards was debilitating. I was paralysed with guilt and confusion. When my boyfriend proposed to me the first time, I reacted badly and ended up having sex with two strangers that night. My boyfriend found out and we broke up for two months. It took me months and months to repair that blunder, and now I was having sex with his brother. What the fuck was wrong with me? I was obviously not wife material. I questioned whether I should even get married. I always feared I could never stay faithful to my husband, and this just proved it.
About three weeks after our encounter, my fiancé was away on another business trip. One morning, at about 6 a.m., I was awakened by a pounding at the door. I was terrified.
It was his brother...again. I thought something had happened, but instead he was there for me. All he said was "I want you." Then he grabbed me in his arms and took me. I didn't resist at all. My housecoat was ripped off in the front hall, and by the time we made it to the bedroom, we were both naked.
I had no idea his brother would just show up like that and take me. I couldn't believe what was happening. But I was so aroused that I just couldn't stop myself. I wanted to be taken. I wanted to submit. I had become his fuck toy. I was hooked on the wild, raw animal sex. He was big and strong, and he pounded me like no other man before or after. I was addicted.
And so it continued. He knew when my fiancé was travelling on business and he would just show up. He never called, texted, or emailed. He would just appear.
This went on for several months before I married his brother. I was so torn. His brother was in my head. The sex with him was all I could think of. As soon as my fiancee left on a business trip, I was in a "heightened state of arousal". Yes, that's the best way to explain it, "a heightened state of arousal". Would his brother show up today? Tomorrow? Later in the week? Or not at all? I found myself masturbating continually in anticipation.
Even when my fiancé was home, I found myself aroused and we were having much more sex than normal. My fiancé thought it was because I was thrilled to be engaged... Sure, let's go with that.
We both knew this couldn't continue, but it did, right up to a week before the wedding date.
The week before our wedding, my husband left for his last business trip before our wedding. His brother, knowing it was our last time together, came to the house six times in the four days my fiancé was gone. We had so much sex that he almost broke me. He did everything imaginable for me, including anal, and I loved it.
My whole body was sore and I was taking painkillers all week. I thought I was going to walk down the aisle bow-legged. It was a week I will never forget.
One of the last times we had sex, he ordered me to wear my wedding night outfit. I had purchased a sexy white lace-up corset with thigh-high white stockings. The corset pulled my waist in and accentuated my breasts. I wore it for him and he loved it. He took pictures of me and then he fucked me so hard. It was so erotic that he wanted to have sex with me while wearing my wedding night outfit. He intentionally got his semen all over it and ordered that I not clean it as a reminder. I thought it was extremely erotic so I obeyed. Besides, it was white and the stains didn't show too much.
Once married, our affair ended. There was no discussion; it was understood. He just stopped coming over. It's a good thing he did, because I'm pretty sure I was not strong enough to refuse him.
I still see him around regularly, but it's like it never happened. I would submit to him in a heartbeat if he wanted me.
Have you had sex with an in-law? I'd love to hear about it.
Feel free to visit my forum thread for pictures and more discussions about my stories.
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When I was eighteen and just about to start college, disaster struck. My father became gravely ill and was unable to work. As a result, our family quickly fell into financial hardship. My mother did all she could to keep things afloat and put on a brave face, but the bills were piling up fast and it was obvious that our family boat was sinking.
My world changed overnight. Before then I never worried about money. I led a very sheltered life.
I contemplated dropping out of school and getting a full-time job to help my family, but my father was strongly against this. My father wanted me to have an education so that I would never have to rely on a man for support. Wise words back then.
Church people and neighbours, bless their souls, began to help out in any way they could. The church took up a collection; people dropped off groceries, etcetera.
Another way people helped was that they began asking for me to babysit. Of course, I was eager to do my part, so I began babysitting whenever I had the opportunity. Because I was older and they knew my father was out of work, they paid me very well.
One evening, I was asked to babysit for a young couple. I knew the husband, Jeff, from when I went to church years ago. He was much older, so I never really knew him, only of him. I did recall that he was cute, and all the church girls made a fuss over him.
I readily accepted the assignment as I was eager to do whatever I could to help out my family. I was also curious to see what Jeff looked like now after all these years. At the time, I was eighteen and Jeff would have been about thirty.
That evening, Jeff came to the house to pick me up. During the drive back to his apartment, I couldn't help but notice him looking me over. He said he remembered me when I was a child and that I had matured into a lovely-looking young lady. Back then, I never wore a bra, and it was obvious from the looks Jeff was giving me that he had noticed.
I found it flattering that an older guy would look at me that way. We made small talk for the entire drive. He seemed very nice, and he was still as good-looking as I remembered.
We parked out front and took the elevator up to his floor. He was silent in the elevator, but I could feel his eyes undress me. I began to feel a bit uncomfortable, but then again, maybe it was just my imagination.
When we arrived at his apartment, Jeff introduced me to his wife, Cindy, and their two kids. Cindy was very attractive and quite lovely; they made a stunning couple. I guess it was just wishful thinking that he was looking me over. I had nothing on Cindy.
The evening went well, and upon their return, Cindy instructed Jeff to drive me home. As soon as I got into the car with Jeff, his demeanour changed. He began asking me personal questions, maybe even inappropriate questions.
He wanted to know if I had a boyfriend and how long I had been dating him. He started making sexually suggestive comments. The entire time he was driving, he kept glancing over at my breasts. My nipples were now getting hard and swollen from his suggestive overtones and looks. I was feeling somewhat aroused but also uncomfortable with the conversation. I remained sweet and polite; after all, he did know my father.
Then he asked, "I hope you are on birth control."
I'm not sure why I responded, but I did. "Yes, I am."
I guess I was proud to confirm his suspicions that I was indeed sexually active. At that age, I was rebellious when it came to the church, so maybe that had something to do with it. Or was it because he was good-looking and I wanted him to know I was sexually available?
As he was interrogating me during the drive, I began to have naughty thoughts. For any number of reasons, I knew he wouldn't make a move on me. Besides being married to a beautiful woman, he was a good Christian, heavily involved in the church, and on top of that, he was friendly with my father. So I played along with his sexually charged overtones just to tease him, to lead him on, and to show him I wasn't intimidated by him.
The next thing I knew, he made a hard right turn into the back of a shopping plaza. It was late, vacant, and it was dark. I thought maybe he was taking a short cut, but instead he pulled into a dark, secluded area and turned off the engine.
I knew something was about to happen, but I didn't say a word. My mind was racing trying to evaluate the situation. He can't really be interested in me when he's married to gorgeous-looking Cindy? Or is he? Maybe he just wants to talk. Maybe I shouldn't have flirted with him.
He immediately slid across the seat closer to me. We locked eyes, and without saying a word, he reached out and slowly slid my top strap off of one shoulder.
I was surprised at this turn in events, so I quietly maintained our gaze. My lack of protest prompted him to slide the other shoulder strap down also. My breasts were still covered by my fallen top, so I remained silent. In anticipation of what was to come next, my eyes fell as I shyly caught a glimpse of his swollen crotch. He noticed my interest as I nervously licked and bit my lips, waiting for his next move.
With his index finger, he ever so slowly hooked the front of my top and slowly pulled down on it. I dropped my head down and watched him as one breast pop out of my top and then the other. He had been fixated on my breasts since the moment he saw me, and now he finally got to see them. He just sat back and stared at my exposed breasts. I continued to sit there perfectly still and in silence as I felt my swollen nipples harden even more as the cool air swept over them.
Was this all he wanted? Did he just want to see my breasts? I honestly thought this was as far as he was going to go.
He probably only stared at them for a minute or so, but it felt much longer to sit there exposed like that.
He reached across with one hand and gently cupped and felt first one breast and then the other. He finally broke the silence to comment on how beautiful they were.
Then he leaned in and began kissing, grabbing, and sucking my breasts. My nipples were rock hard and swollen as he nibbled and tugged on them. I sat there in silence, my heart racing and my breathing becoming heavy. I felt my juices beginning to flow. I was heating up, as was Jeff.
I put a hand on the back of his head and ran my fingers through his hair as he devoured my breasts.
It was all happening so fast. I didn't have time to think it through. We locked lips and started to make out. Remember, I was only eighteen and he was a married man. He knew exactly what he was doing. Well, I suppose I did also.
I couldn't believe what was happening. I eagerly kissed him back. The fact that he was married, that I had just met his wife, and that they had kids didn't seem to matter at the moment. I shouldn't have gotten myself into this situation, but it was too late now. I was aroused that he wanted me!
He rolled over on top of me and then slid down, kneeling on the car floor between my parted legs. With a flick of his finger, the car seat reclined right back. Then he feverishly began unzipping my jeans and yanking them along with my panties down to my ankles. It all happened so fast. He grabbed me by the ankles and lifted them up over my head.
I never resisted; it all happened so quickly that I didn't have time to resist or object. I just looked him in the eyes as he reached down and quickly unzipped his jeans. There was no foreplay, no teasing. He pulled out his erect cock and ran his head up and down my wet pussy lips. His head momentarily rubbed my clitoris, just enough to make it swollen. My wetness lubricated his cock.
My young pussy lips parted and eagerly accepted the big purple head of his cock. He wasted no time in entering me. I moaned as his cock slowly parted my vulva and began to penetrate me. I could feel his cock pulsating against the walls of my tight vagina as he stretched it apart. He moaned as he experienced how tight I felt and began moving in and out of me. I had yet to speak a word. I just moaned as he began to fuck me.
There I was in the passenger seat with my legs up around my head, bent in half, as Jeff thrust his cock inside of me. He began fucking me with an urgency. I suppose he didn't have much time with his wife waiting for him at home.
I could tell he wasn't going to last long. He grunted and moaned as he violently thrashed his hips into me. I reached back and grabbed his ass and pulled him hard and deep into me. Just as I was getting into it, he arched up, let out a loud grunt, and ejaculated inside of me. I felt his warm semen shoot deep inside of me.
He was just like all the other boys I had sex with up until then. He was only after his own gratification. He wasn't concerned about satisfying me. The whole thing was probably over in a few minutes, although it did seem much longer.
He quietly got off of me, and we both got dressed and straightened out. He started the car and proceeded to drive me home. He apologised that it was so quick. He said I was so tight, and it felt so good that he couldn't hold back. He also said he had to get back home, otherwise his wife might get suspicious. I reassured him that I understood and that it was wonderful. I know I lied.
He continued to tell me how sexy I was and how much he enjoyed having sex with me. During the drive home, I was starting to process what had just happened. Surprisingly, I didn't feel guilty that I had sex with Cindy's husband, Jeff.
This was the first time I knowingly had sex with a married man. Remember, I lost my virginity to Mark, who was also married, but I didn't know he was married until the end of our relationship. Strangely, Jeff was about the same age as Mark.
As we pulled into my driveway, he asked me to be his regular sitter.
"I don't think that would be a good idea; you're married and your wife seems lovely...I feel guilty."
But in all honesty, I wasn't really feeling that guilty. I wanted to see him again. I had fun, and the thought that he wanted to have sex with me was a thrill.
He told me to think about it, then he paid me very well for babysitting before letting me out.
I liked that Jeff was attracted to me and wanted to see me again. He was married to a beautiful woman, and yet he wanted me. I found this very appealing and erotic. At that age, I craved acceptance and reassurance. He knew what to say.
Two weeks later, he called the house and spoke to my father. He asked if I would babysit. He told my father his wife preferred me as opposed to younger teenage girls. She also said the kids loved me.
I agreed. I was looking forward to seeing him, uh, the kids, again.
And so it began. I became their regular babysitter and would babysit one or two times a month. Every time he drove me home, he would park the car in a dark area, and we would have sex. It was always a quickie as his wife was always waiting for him. I found it so hot that his wife was waiting for him while we had sex. During sex, I often teased him that my boyfriend was waiting for me and that he was going to finish what he started. This would drive him wild.
As time went by, I became more comfortable and daring with Jeff. I started giving him a blow job when he picked me up at the start of the evening. I was going down on him as he drove me to his place. He would always stop a block short of his place and exploding in my mouth. He was always worried that he would mess up his pants and his wife would notice. I was always very careful to swallow and lick him clean. Then I would go into his house and give his wife a peck on the cheek. I wonder if she ever smelled her husband on my breath. I had become the naughty babysitter.
I was enjoying having an affair with an older married man. He was very kind and good to me. It was wrong, but that was part of the attraction. This prim and proper church-going guy, who everyone respected, was cheating on his wife with me.
There were a few times when I was asked to babysit when his wife wasn't there. She occasionally went away for overnight women's group religious retreats. He would call up and tell my father he was going out and needed babysitting. He would pick me up like normal and then, after the kids were asleep, we would have sex all evening. I started to become quite fond of Jeff even though I had a boyfriend.
This went on for about four months until he suddenly stopped calling. I had no idea what happened or why he stopped calling. I didn't even have his contact information as he always called my father to arrange babysitting. I couldn't very well ask my father for his number.
I had grown very close to Jeff without realizing it. I knew he was married but I was still attracted to him and I loved having sex with him. I had thoughts of stalking him. I just wanted to see him again, talk to him. But I never got closure. It just ended.
Have you ever had sex with a babysitter?
Feel free to visit my forum thread for pictures and more discussions about my stories.
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I dated a lot of jerks when I first started dating at eighteen; haven't we all? During my early years, guys used and took advantage of me all the time. I was introduced to sex by a man who was ten years older than me. I didn't realise it at the time, but he used and groomed me to be his sex toy. Once that relationship ended, the pattern of abuse continued. I didn't know anything else.
I was timid and had low self-esteem, which made me an easy target. In a very short period of time, I went from being a virgin to being pursued by every guy in my grade, not to mention grown men. All of a sudden, sex had become a huge part of my life.
It was difficult for me to stand up to aggressive guys and say "NO," so it should have come as no surprise when I heard rumours that were circulating that I was a slut. Yikes! I was horrified.
I was eighteen and dating one of the many jerks during that period in my life. Looking back, he treated me terribly, but I was young, and like other young girls, I just wanted to be accepted. I put up with his abuse and, well, I did whatever he wanted just so I could say I had a boyfriend. I know it sounds stupid now, but back then, it made sense to me. He did all kinds of unspeakable things to me, such as getting me drunk and letting his friends grope me.
The summer we dated, we would always hang out in a secluded section of the local park. The park had become a popular hangout area for high school seniors. During the day, gangs of teens would just hang out there. The guys would play football and the girls would sunbathe. In the evenings, there was always plenty of drinking and partying.
One late summer day, I was there alone with my boyfriend and his good friend, Rick.
Rick was quite an athlete and was the high school quarterback. I guess you could say he was the big man on campus. Rick was not only a star athlete, but he was also good-looking and very outgoing. I had met him a couple of times through my boyfriend, as they both liked to play football in the park. He was always nice to me, and he seemed like a genuinely nice guy. He wasn't crude and disrespectful like most of the guys I knew. He was different in a good way. However, being shy and timid, I was intimidated by his good looks. I felt he was way out of my league.
Rick had his pick of girls and was dating the high school beauty queen, who was too good to hang out at the park with us. She came across as very prim and proper, as well as having a superiority complex. I was the shy and unpopular girl, so I didn't fit into her social group of friends. I didn't care much for her as I sensed she looked down on me.
On this particular day, I was sunbathing and listening to music. I was wearing my blue terry cloth one-piece jumpsuit. It was held up by two buttoned shoulder straps that I always unbuttoned to avoid tan lines. (The picture in my album is an actual picture of me in the park in my jumpsuit that summer).
Rick and my boyfriend were about twenty feet away from me and involved in deep conversation. They were talking in low voices, and I could not make out what they were saying from my vantage point. I assumed they were discussing drugs or something to that effect. Every once in a while, they would glance over at me, which was kind of weird. I suspected that something was going on, but I wasn't sure. Maybe it was just my imagination. It was obvious they didn't want me to hear them, so I just ignored them and continued to sunbathe and listen to my music.
Then, all of a sudden, my boyfriend walked over to me and said he was just running to the store to get some cigarettes. Before I could say anything, he was gone.
There I was half-naked and alone with his friend Rick. I suddenly realised just how secluded that area of the park was; that day it was eerily quiet.
Without saying a word, Rick immediately came over and sat down next to me on my blanket as I lay there on my stomach. I turned to look up at him, and he just smiled at me. I was somewhat perplexed, so I just smiled back at him. I had no idea what his intentions were, and it felt awkward.
"How are you?" he finally spoke.
I arched up and supported myself on my elbows, as I didn't want to ignore him. He was shirtless and he looked hot, real hot.
"I'm fine." was all I could muster as I looked at him with a puzzled look.
"I couldn't help but notice how sexy you look lying here," as his eyes dropped to my breasts, which were hanging pretty much fully exposed as my top was unbuttoned and laying beneath me.
I immediately realised that I was exposing myself, but I didn't want to panic and cover up. So I pretended not to notice and let them be exposed. I was confused and not thinking straight.
"Um... thanks," I really didn't know what to say. What was he up to?
Then I felt his hand run up the back of my legs. Holy shit, is Rick making a move on me? Is this really happening?
"Your skin feels so soft. Do you mind?" he asked.
I was at a loss for words. "Um, thanks. I don't know..."
Without a word, Rick continued to run his hand up my legs.
I just froze. I didn't know what to say or do. Although confused by the situation, I was attracted to Rick so I didn't say anything. I didn't object to being touched by Rick; after all, what girl would? I also did like the feel of his big, strong hands running up the back of my legs. I continued to lie on my stomach and lowered my head into my arms and let things play out.
Rick's hand was now slowly moving over the insides of my thighs, slowly inching its way to my ass. My heart was pounding and my mind was racing. His hand had reached the base of my jumpsuit and was lingering just below my ass.
I not only didn't put up any resistance, but I began to purr ever so quietly. Suddenly, I felt his hand slide beneath my jumpsuit and panties as he grabbed my bare ass and began kneading and massaging it. It felt so good that I couldn't help but let out a soft moan, as I do love having my ass rubbed.
Although I knew Rick, I would not call him a friend but more of an acquaintance. I was always timid and shy around him, so I never really got to know him.
I was confused. Why is he rubbing my ass when he's dating the most popular girl in school? She is way better looking than I am. Rick has never flirted or even looked my way before, so why today?
As I lay there, I began to heat up, my breathing became heavy, and I began to squirm. Rick noticed my moaning and took that as a green light. His hand slowly worked its way over my pussy and I felt a finger enter me from behind. Oh no, he's fingering me! Oh god, that feels so good. I instinctively arched my hips up to give him easier and deeper access.
I was now in full-blown heat. My breathing was heavy and I was soaking wet as Rick was now plunging a finger in and out of me. His free hand slid beneath my chest and grabbed a breast. He began massaging my breasts and tugging on my erect nipples.
I rolled over onto my back and Rick was all over me. I wrapped my arms around Rick's neck and we kissed passionately. My top fell open as it was unbuttoned, and I could feel my swollen nipples rubbing against Rick's bare chest.
It occurred to me that my boyfriend might return and catch us, but at that point, I was too far gone to care. It obviously wasn't on Rick's mine either.
Rick had my top pulled down around my waist and was devouring my breasts as his free hand returned to my wet vagina to finger me again. I aggressively reached into his shorts and grabbed his hard cock. I squeezed it firmly and began stroking him inside of his shorts. Rick was a man, and he had a man-sized cock. I couldn't believe I was stroking the school quarterback's cock.
"I want to taste you," I said as I unbuttoned his shorts and pulled them down. I think Rick was taken aback by my aggressive behaviour. I began licking and sucking him without any encouragement. I had a fair amount of sexual experience under my belt, and I had sucked numerous cocks and considered myself pretty good at the art. I wanted Rick to see what I could do for him. I wanted to impress Rick. I wanted to suck him dry and show him I wasn't afraid to swallow. I wanted him to see that I could offer him more than his girlfriend — much more.
I was just starting to get into it when he said,
"We don't have much time..."
He slid his cock out of my mouth and pushed me down. He began to pull off my jumpsuit, but I resisted. The last thing I wanted was to be totally naked in the park in the middle of the day. After all, it was a hangout, and who knew who could show up at any time?
"I want you so badly," Rick said as he knelt over me, stroking his cock in anticipation.
Oh shit, he wants to have sex right here, right now, in the open area where anyone can see us?
Rick gave me that "what are you waiting for?" look.
"Oh... OK..." was all I said as I began to clue in. I didn't want to disappoint him.
Instead of entirely removing my jumpsuit, I pulled my outfit and panties off one leg (as if that made much difference).
"Do you have a condom?" I asked as Rick was positioning himself between my legs.
"No..." He hesitated. "I don't have one... sorry." Rick urgently mumbled as the big purple head of his cock began rubbing against my wet labia.
"Um... OK, I guess," I sheepishly uttered as I spread my legs apart for him.
Rick fell on top of me and began rubbing his cock over my pussy. Although rock hard, he seemed to be having trouble finding my vagina opening. His cock was stimulating my clitoris, but he wasn't inside of me. The school quarterback was fumbling.
What's he doing? Why doesn't he guide himself into me? Why is he having so much trouble? Is he panicking? Maybe he is having second thoughts.
"Fuck me, Rick," I whispered as I began to move my hips, rubbing his cock with my wet labia.
The feel of his hard cock rubbing me felt so good, but I wanted him inside of me.
What was he waiting for?
"Fuck me, please," I repeated with urgency.
He was moving and pushing his cock all over but didn't seem to have any idea what he was doing. He was starting to get frustrated.
I reached down and took hold of his cock to calm him down. Just as I was about to position the head of his cock at my entrance, he paused and let out a loud moan.
I felt his cock twitch and pulsate in my hand. Then he let out a low, long grunt. He ejaculated all over my hand and on the outside of my pussy.
Holly shit! That barely lasted thirty seconds, and he didn't even enter me. Maybe I stimulated him too much by telling him to fuck me?
"I'm sorry, I'm sorry..." Rick looked upset as he profusely apologized. I could tell he was upset and horrified by his performance. This school quarterback had just fumbled the ball as he was about to score.
"That's OK, we can try again in a few minutes," I reassured him.
"Can we?" He seemed surprised and relieved to be getting another chance.
"Yes, of course." I motioned for him to lie next to me.
Rick was young, and like all young men, he recovered after a few minutes of kissing and touching.
Again, I lay on my back and Rick climbed on top of me. I spread my legs and this time I slowly guided Rick inside of me. I was more conscious of overstimulating him. I had taken charge and was controlling the pace.
After going nice and slow for a bit, we began going at it like the two sex-starved teens that we were. Every time I felt Rick getting close to ejaculating, I would pause and talk him through it. I wanted this to last. I liked Rick and I wanted to impress him.
I was so aroused to be having sex with Rick in public under the warm sun. He felt wonderful inside of me. His beautiful muscular body pressed down on me as I spread my legs so he could fuck me hard and deep. The thought of being seen or getting caught did not even enter my mind. It was just me and Rick at that moment.
He was young and athletic, so he had lots of stamina, and wow did he give me a pounding. I couldn't believe what was happening. Rick had an intense look on his face as I gave myself to him completely.
During one of our pauses, I told Rick to roll me over on top while still inside of me. I wanted to ride him cowgirl style. Although I felt very exposed on top, as I was naked at this point, I wanted to give Rick the fuck of his life. I suppose I had something to prove to him.
I bounced my tight little ass on that beautiful cock as hard and fast as I could. I knew I could make him cum anytime I wanted, so I kept bringing him to the edge and then pausing. Then, when he regained his control, he thrust his cock up into me and I would fuck him back with much zeal, until finally he couldn't hold back anymore.
"Should I pull out?" Rick frantically asked.
"FUCK NO...." was all I said. I wanted Rick to know he could fuck me bareback and cum inside of me any time he wanted. I'm sure his beauty queen girlfriend didn't fuck him this good, if she even had sex with him at all.
I felt him shoot his warm semen deep into me. He grunted and moaned as he spasmed over and over. I felt his warmth fill me. I squeezed my vagina muscles tight and moved my hips up and down on his hard, pulsating cock. I wanted him to feel me on his cock as I milked his cock of every last drop of semen.
I was so proud to accept Rick's seed deep inside of me. For me, his seed inside of me meant that he was now a part of me. We would always have a connection, or so I thought.
He was a much better lover than my boyfriend by a country mile. I wanted Rick to be my boyfriend. I had always won guys over when I had sex with them. They always came back for more. So I thought it would be the same this time.
I made Rick cum a third time that afternoon. After he recovered, I gave him the best blow job of his life. I was determined to show Rick I could swallow, as I didn't get a chance to fully display my talent earlier.
Swallowing seemed to be something all the boys were obsessed with at the time, and I certainly wanted to impress Rick. I pulled out all my tricks and when he finally erupted, I made sure to devour every drop as I squeezed his balls to drain him fully. I then licked him clean as a whistle. I could see by his reaction that he was impressed.
I would have fucked Rick all day if it weren't for my boyfriend's pending return.
I could tell Rick was totally satisfied and thrilled with our afternoon romp in the park. Almost as much as I was. We both pulled ourselves together, and Rick gave me one of the most wonderful kisses of my life.
"I'll call you...and thanks, that was fantastic" were his parting words. I returned to sunbathing and awaited my boyfriend's return.
I was on cloud nine for several days. Are Rick and I an item now? Should I break up with my boyfriend now or wait and see what Rick says? I had so many questions.
Days passed and Rick never called me. I thought maybe he would want to go out with me or at least see me again. I so wanted to have sex with him again. All he had to do was ask or give me a sign, but he never did. I was so disappointed and heartbroken.
A few weeks later, I saw Rick walking down the school hall with his girlfriend's underarm. My heart sank and it made me feel cheap and used to seeing them together. As they passed me, Rick gave me a discreet wink. And just like that, he gave me hope and made me feel better about myself, well, for the moment. But again, he never called.
I never spoke a word about this encounter to anyone. After it happened, I had many questions. After much reflection, I put it down to Rick having heard the rumours about me being easy and having a window of opportunity. He had no intention of breaking up with his girlfriend or dating me. He just wanted a piece of ass and I was available and easy pickings. I felt cheap. He was just like all the other boys!
It never occurred to me at the time, but after I broke up with my boyfriend, it dawned on me that maybe he had set me up. Was he sharing me with Rick that day? It was something he would do, just as he let his friends touch me when I was drunk. After all, that day he was gone for a long time. Was this all planned? Was it me they were discussing that day? Maybe he watched us have sex?
It also occurred to me that it was entirely possible that Rick was a virgin. His girlfriend was the prim and proper type, probably saving herself for marriage. His fumbling and inexperience were obvious. Maybe?
What do you think? I'd love to hear your comments.
Feel free to visit my forum thread for pictures and more discussions about my stories.
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A few years back, I was having an ongoing fling with a man named Steve. He was divorced, and I had met him in an internet chatroom. He lived in the same city, and it wasn't long before our chats evolved into a casual sexual relationship. I suppose friends with benefits (FWB) would describe it best. He knew I was married, and he respected that our relationship had limits.
It was easy to meet Steve as he worked from home. He always made himself available despite my restrictive schedule. We would meet several times a month, usually when my husband was out of town on business.
One day, I was feeling particularly horny, so we made arrangements to meet at his place. He was very good at getting me hot and bothered with his texts. He knew how to push my sexual buttons. He had sent me several hot and steamy messages that morning. By the early afternoon, I was extremely aroused and I couldn't wait to see him again. It had been three weeks since I last saw him, and I couldn't wait to devour him.
Steve had a domineering side to him, which I found very attractive and exciting. Nothing too wild or crazy. He liked to be in control, and I enjoyed being submissive to him.
Steve took pleasure in telling me what to wear, and I did my best to please him. I was thrilled to have this hot guy interested in me, I wanted to keep it exciting for him as well as myself. Since we always met at his place, it was safe to dress more daringly than I normally would if I were meeting someone in public. I had become comfortable with Steve and his sexual demands. I enjoyed his moderately controlling side. I have always enjoyed pleasing my partners and being submissive.
That day, Steve had requested a short skirt with bare legs and heels. He also requested a see-through blouse with no bra. Of course, that's not something that I normally wear, but I did find an old black sheer blouse in the back of my closet. It was matched with a camisole. Without the camisole, it was very sheer and transparent. But that's all I had, so I forewent the camisole for Steve. Besides, no one but Steve was going to see it. Of course, I wore a short jacket over top to cover up during my drive. A girl needs to be careful after all.
He also requested no panties as an added treat. Again, I obeyed and dressed as I was told. I enjoyed pleasing Steve.
Oh, one last request...glossy lipstick. He loved glossed lips.
I had a quick look in the mirror before leaving, and I couldn't believe how slutty I looked. The blouse was so sheer I might as well have gone topless. My skirt barely covered my ass and the heels were much higher than I regularly wore. There was no question I was dressed for sex. Steve is going to be so happy with me.
This was not me at all. I always dress classy and somewhat conservatively. But today my husband was out of town, and I didn't have to behave or answer to anyone. I could live out my secret life, as I called it.
In my secret life, I could release the inner slut that was oppressed in my normal everyday life. Nobody knew me, and I could be as promiscuous as I wanted. Steve knew how to bring out my inner slut. He had me doing things I would never dream of doing with my husband. I thought Steve was exciting and I was so excited that I would be seeing him soon.
I arrived at his place and knocked on the door. I was excited and aroused to see Steve's reaction to my outfit. I opened up my jacket as I waited. I wanted to make a good first impression.
As soon as Steve opened the door, I removed my jacket and stepped into the hallway to embrace him. Actually, it was more like I threw myself at him. I was all over him. He didn't even get a chance to say hello.
It had been three long weeks since we had sex, and I was horny as hell. As I gave him a lustful wet hello kiss with my glossy lips, I ground my whole body into his. My pelvis was grinding into his hip as my leg lifted up to rub his groin with my knee. My hand found its way into his pants for a handshake, or is that called a cock shake? Yes, I was that horny and aggressive.
Steve instinctively grabbed my bare ass as my raised leg wrapped around him. About 30 seconds into our greeting, Steve peeled me off and stepped back from me. I thought he wanted to have a good look at my outfit. This was the first time I had worn the see-through blouse for him. Instead, he said, "April, I would like you to meet Ryan."
What? Oh shit! As I looked into the living room, there was this guy standing there with a big smile on his face, watching me. I felt like a kid getting caught with her hand in the cookie jar, well, in this case, in Steve's crotch.
I was so embarrassed. I was not only dressed like a slut, but I had thrown myself at Steve. Yikes, I turned beet red. It was quite obvious I was flustered as I hesitantly responded with, "...Oh, nice to meet you."
In an attempt to regain my composure, I reached down to adjust my skirt, which had risen up while groping Steve. Dammit, it was short. I'm sure he just saw my bare ass when Steve was grabbing it. As I stood there in shock, it took me a moment to remember I was wearing a see-through blouse. I quickly crossed my arms as I had thrown my jacket on the floor upon entry.
Steve chuckled at my awkwardness and explained that Ryan was an old friend and that he was just passing by and decided to drop in to say hello.
I was at a loss for words but did manage to say, "OK." How awkward was this? I just wanted to curl up in a ball and hide.
Ryan apologised as he realised he had interrupted our afternoon plans. He motioned to leave, but Steve insisted he stay.
My mind was racing to understand the situation. Why is he asking him to stay? Should I leave? Would that be rude? Should I reach down and grab my jacket off the floor and cover up? I'm not wearing panties. Can I reach down in this tiny skirt and heels without exposing myself or falling over? Hasn't he seen enough? I decided it was best to forego the jacket.
Steve guided me into the living room and motioned that we sit down while he fetched us some drinks. As Steve left for the kitchen, I slowly moved towards the couch. I carefully sat down, trying not to further expose myself. As I sat down, I instinctively held my skirt down in order not to flash Ryan. In doing so, my breasts dangled in my sheer blouse during the process. Ryan looked pleased.
As I sheepishly sat on the couch with my arms and legs crossed, I was still entertaining the thought of bolting out the door. I girlishly lowered my head, hoping to hide behind my hair, but it was way too short to give any kind of coverage for my boobs. I was doing my best to cover up and not expose myself any further.
Ryan sat in a chair opposite the couch and wasn't saying much. Where is this going? I'm going to kill Steve for this. I was never so embarrassed in my life.
I could tell Ryan was just as uncomfortable with the situation as I was. He broke the silence with some small talk about how he had known Steve for many years etc.
I wasn't saying much, just nodding. What could I say? Oh, Steve and I are fuck buddies. Friends with benefits, actually. We recently met on the internet. I'm married by the way and my husband is out of town. Good Gawd, I feel like such a skank.
My mind was racing. Damn my nipples are getting hard. April, remember to keep your legs crossed. My ass is hanging out of this micro mini skirt. Ryan must think I'm a hooker or something. OMG, I have never felt like such a cheap slut. Steve, hurry up and get back in here with that drink. Yes, my mind was in overdrive.
Steve finally returned to the room with the drinks. As he handed me my drink, I again uncrossed my arms to accept it. Damn, I just flashed him my tits again. I wasn't having much luck covering up my breasts. At least it was a stiff drink, just what I needed.
Steve sat beside me on the couch and began to explain that Ryan had recently separated from his wife of 20 years. Now that the initial shock of our introduction had passed, I came to notice that Ryan was attractive-looking and he also seemed genuinely nice. I liked that he was somewhat embarrassed about the situation, as I was.
The awkwardness was slowly melting away as Ryan and Steve continued to chat. I was getting comfortable with the help of the alcohol and began letting my guard down as they drew me into the conversation. Soon we were joking and laughing.
As I nursed my drink, I realised I had unintentionally uncrossed my arms again. Ryan had a clear view of my breasts from his viewpoint. Oh well, he has already seen them now, and besides, I'm sure he has seen nicer breasts than mine before. As much as I was trying to cover up, I really wasn't doing a very good job of it.
Steve now had his hand on my bare thigh as I sat next to him. Ryan couldn't help but notice as Steve's hand was slowly rubbing up against my thigh. I was trying to keep my cool, but I was heating up fast. I had now uncrossed my clinched legs and I could feel my legs parting ever so slightly. Steve moved his hand to my inner thigh as he continued talking with Ryan. Oh my gawd, I could feel myself getting aroused. My juices were flowing and I was getting flustered.
I had no idea where this was going, but naughty thoughts were going through my head. Did Ryan really just drop by, or was this something Steve had planned? Either way, I was sitting on the couch with my boobs fully visible to Ryan while Steve was running his hand up my thigh. I so wanted to jump Steve, but I was doing my best to resist.
I looked over at Ryan and I could see the bulge in his pants. He realised I noticed and he crossed his legs in discomfort. Ryan and I made eye contact as Steve was talking. I nervously bit my bottom lip and, ever so subtly, parted my legs a tiny bit more.
I could see Ryan's eyes drop as he focused on my legs. I was losing it. I was trying not to squirm and hold it together. Steve was torturing me. I could feel my nipples gently rubbing against my blouse as they swelled and hardened. Is Steve showing me off to his friend Ryan? Was this going to turn into a threesome? Am I reading this wrong?
My mind was racing and I had lost track of the conversation. All I could concentrate on was Steve's hand slowly working its way up my thigh and my erect nipples being gently stimulated by the thin fabric of my blouse, all as Ryan watched. My breathing became irregular and I could feel my body starting to tremble and quiver. I was on the verge of an orgasm just sitting there.
Then I heard Steve mention my name, and I snapped out of my subconscious state. Steve proceeded to tell Ryan how "April texted me this morning to let me know her husband was out of town. She told me how horny she was and needed to see me this afternoon".
If I wasn't embarrassed enough.
I just stared at Ryan as he politely gave me a sexy smile.
"Yes, I guess I did," I confessed as my voice quivered.
Steve turned to Ryan and told him how he had picked out my outfit and asked if he liked it. Ryan was polite and just said, "It's lovely."
"April enjoys pleasing me, don't you?" I sheepishly nodded and said, "Yes." I sounded so cheap.
Steve then stood up and pulled me up off the couch. As he helped me up, he said, "Let Ryan have a nice look at your sexy outfit."
OMG, I can't believe he is making me do this. I was a bit shaky from the alcohol and the high heels, but I did manage to stand for him. I began to object, but he silenced me by placing on finger on my lips. He made me stand right in front of Ryan. I was on display.
Steve began slowly circling me like I was his prey. I tried grabbing Steve, but he stopped me and told me to just stand there quietly with my arms down by my side. As always, I obeyed.
Steve began touching me. He was running his fingers through my hair, brushing my neck, his fingers circling my nipples thru the sheer material, brushing my legs and ass. Ryan was just sitting in his chair staring at me quietly. I so wanted Ryan to reach out and touch me too, but he didn't.
How erotic was this? My nipples were rock hard now. I could feel my juices flowing. I was quite moist between my legs. Steve had complete control over me. Steve began to slowly unbutton my blouse. I was staring at Ryan as my top was removed. The bulge in his pants was huge now and he wasn't even trying to hide it. I continued to bite my bottom lip as I was about to scream from all the teasing.
As I stood there topless in front of Ryan, I was shaking. Was it fear, nervousness, embarrassment, or sheer sexual energy?
In a firm voice, Steve ordered me to lift my skirt. I hesitated for a brief moment as I contemplated what was happening. The thought of not lifting my skirt did not even cross my mind. I was in a submissive state and this was extremely arousing.
I ran both my hands up my outer thighs and lifted my skirt, exposing pretty much everything to Ryan. Steve said to Ryan, "Have you ever seen a smoother, sweater pussy than this?"
Ryan didn't say a word.
"Turn around and show Ryan your sexy ass."
As I turned around, Steve gave me a hard spank on my ass. It stung and I jumped. I was horny when I texted Steve earlier in the day, but now I was over the top. I was in a heightened state of arousal. I wasn't sure how much more of this I could take.
Steve moved behind me and reached around and cupped my breasts as he nibbled on my neck. I let out a loud gasp and let my head fall back onto his shoulder. He was kneading my breasts and pinching my nipples as Ryan looked on.
I began to quiver. Steve picked up on my rapid breathing and continued to pinch and tug at my nipples even harder. He was nibbling my ear and kissing my neck. My muscles were beginning to contract and my body began to heave. My legs were weak and I was relying on Steve for support.
The prolonged sexual stimulation that I endured all day was too much. Without even being touched in my virginal area, I began to have an orgasm as I stood there in his grasp.
Oh wow, I was having a nipple orgasm. Nipple orgasms are very rare for me. They only occur when I am overstimulated, both physically and mentally. For me, they are very powerful orgasms.
I let out a loud moan as Steve continued to manipulate my nipples. He was hurting me, but at the same time, it felt so good. My body heaved violently, and my eyes rolled in the back of my head. I could feel my warm juices running down my leg. I was in total ecstasy as I continued to quiver and tremble.
I went limp and Ryan jumped out of his chair to help Steve lower me back onto the couch. I heard Ryan say to Steve,
"Holy shit, that was incredible. I've never seen anything like that before. "
Steve sat down next to me on the couch as I recovered. But Steve wasn't finished showing me off. Nor was I finished; I was craving more, much more.
As Ryan watched from his chair, I felt Steve's finger slowly run along my wet vulva, stopping on my enlarged clit. He paused to pinch and stimulate it. My legs were well parted now and Ryan was leaning forward, watching everything. I was moaning with delight as I felt Steve's finger inside. I was extremely wet as he eagerly fingered me right there in full view of Ryan.
I hadn't yet fully recovered from my first orgasm, but I couldn't hold back any longer. I had a second massive orgasm within seconds. The sexual tension of the afternoon had been building up inside of me so much that I just erupted with his brief touch.
I grabbed his hand and pushed his finger deep inside of me as my head fell back on the couch. I let out a deep, loud moan as my body twitched with another massive orgasmic spasm. I had completely lost all control. I heard myself scream in an urgent tone.
"Someone needs to fuck me right now."
I could no longer hold myself back. I went right for Steve's cock. Within seconds, I had his pants off and his cock in my mouth. As I was sucking Steve, I kept looking over at Ryan. What's he waiting for? Didn't he hear me? I wanted someone to fuck me now.
Ryan seemed hesitant, maybe too polite, too much of a gentleman? Finally, I reached my arm out and gestured for him to join us. It had been many years since I had my last threesome. I wanted a threesome now. I was so worked up that I wanted both Steve and Ryan to satisfy me. I was full of lust and totally out of control.
As Ryan came over to join us, I noticed not only was he unshaven but that he had a nice-sized cock. He was bigger than Steve and my husband, for that matter. I motioned to him to enter me from behind as I positioned myself. I was so wet as he slid inside of me without hesitation. After all the teasing I was subjected to, it felt so good to finally have a cock inside of me.
Ryan reached around and cupped my breasts. I heard him say,
"I have been dying to play with these all afternoon. They are spectacular."
"How sweet, now just fuck me hard." I managed to mumble with the tip of Steve's cock in my mouth.
As I was sucking Steve and being fucked by Ryan, Steve picked that moment to mention that,
"Ryan hasn't been with another woman other than his wife for over twenty years."
Did I hear that right? I pulled my lips from Steve's cock momentarily and looked back at Ryan as he was pumping away and said, "Really?"
He just nodded his head and kept thrusting his cock inside of me.
"How hot is that?" I responded as I returned to sucking Steve.
Ryan was giving me a good pounding. His cock was a nice size and it felt heavenly as it filled me up and stretched out my vagina. Ryan grabbed a firm hold of my hips and began giving it to me hard, so hard that I had to withdraw Steve's cock from my mouth for fear I would bite it off from the violent thrashing Ryan was giving me. I was so aroused I was thrusting my ass back in rhythm with Ryan, I wanted him deep inside of me.
Ryan slowed down to pace himself, but I was selfish and yelled, "FUCK...DON'T STOP..." as I thrust back my hips into his cock. I was on the edge of another big orgasm and I wanted, not I needed to be fucked hard. Ryan started pounding me again hard and fast.
I heard him yell, "I'm cumming...do you want me to pull out?"
I shook my head and shot back, "NO...give it to me hard...FUCK ME, FUCK ME..."
I needed Ryan to fuck me much longer but I knew he reached his limit. He gave me two more good hard and deep thrusts before he arched back and erupted with a long, loud grunt. I felt his warm semen shoot deep inside of me. Damn it was over!
The big orgasm that had been building up inside of me all day never came over me. Ryan fell short of satisfying me. Dammit, that was too quick. I wasn't satisfied yet. After all that teasing, I needed much more.
I continued to suck Steve hard as Ryan moved back to the chair to catch his breath and recover. I wanted to put on a good show for Ryan. I sucked and stroked Steve until he surrendered his juices to me. I squeezed his balls hard and sucked every last drop out of him. Although I had put on a good show for both of them I was nowhere near being satisfied.
I sat back up on the couch in Steve's embrace. I looked at Ryan as I licked the cum from my lips and brazenly said, "I want more."
With that, Steve suggested that I give Ryan my full attention since this was his coming-out party. I thought it was so hot that I was his first in over twenty years. When I was younger, I had a fetish for virgins. This was almost the same.
I didn't say anything; I just got up, grabbed Ryan's hand, and walked him into the bedroom. Steve yelled, "April, be good to him."
I led him into the bedroom and pushed him down on the bed. He was still soft at this point. I said to him, "Ryan, you have me so worked up. I'm going to fuck you like you've never been fucked before."
Well, that got a rise out of him. I went down on him. I love taking a limp or semi-limp cock in my mouth and feeling it grow as suck and lick it.



It had been many years since I had seen an unshaven or trimmed man. It brought back many memories.
It didn't take Ryan long to get rock-hard and ready. I climbed on top of him and lowered myself onto him. He was a good size, but I was still dripping wet and had no problem engulfing his large cock. It felt so good as he filled me.
I was taking control now. I wanted Ryan to stay hard until that big orgasm that had been building up inside of me all day was released from within me. I paced Ryan by bringing him, as well as myself, close to the edge of ecstasy and then backing off. I rode his cock like the experienced slut that I was. Edging him and then pausing and talking him down before starting up again.
This continued on for quite a while until it was me that couldn't hold back any longer. I rode him hard and fast until he released another warm load deep inside of me. That big orgasm that I was holding back just washed over me and I let out a loud scream, "OHHH...FUCK YES....!" as my body shook and quivered.
I could feel Ryan's warm semen fill my hungry cunt. This was just what I needed...a good long hard fuck!
We both climaxed together with a mind-blowing orgasm.
I spent the rest of the afternoon with Ryan. In-between sexual romps, he told me how he met his wife and how they dated for a few years before marrying. How he had always been faithful. How his wife lost interest in sex several years ago. I wanted him to forget his wife and see what he had been missing all these years. I gave Ryan a very memorable afternoon.
It finally came, time to leave. I left Ryan in bed and said goodbye as I returned naked to the living room to retrieve my clothes.
Steve was sitting on the couch working on his laptop. He had a big smile on his face. He asked me how things went, and I told him,
"He won't be thinking about his wife anymore." Steve just laughed.
As I was picking up my clothes, Steve grabbed me and pulled me down on the couch. He said, "Aren't you forgetting something?"
I wasn't sure what he was alluding to. He said, "You're not leaving without having sex with me." I was sore and tired, but I could never reject Steve. He bent me over the end of the couch and fucked me anally.
When I got home, I showered and fell asleep by 9 pm. I was exhausted. The phone rang and woke me up. It was my husband checking in.
"Yes, I'm fine dear, I just had an exhausting day and went to bed early. Have a nice day tomorrow...love you."
I was back to my boring vanilla life...until next time.
Feel free to visit my forum thread for pictures and more discussions about my stories.
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Someone asked if I have ever been caught or came close to being caught cheating by my husband.
Over the years, I have developed several, lets call them, rules for myself when I am having adventures. You might think I have gotten wiser, but as you will see I haven't been that fortunate.
The first and most important rule for me is to never get attached. Years ago, I had a long-term affair with a man named Don. He was divorced, and it started off as a casual affair, but it slowly developed into much more. I ended up seeing Don for five years, and we grew very close—so close that I was on the verge of leaving my husband for him. Towards the end, it became very obvious to my husband that I was seeing another man, although I never admitted it.
Don wanted more. He wanted me to leave my husband and marry him. I was torn and could not make a decision. Don eventually made the decision for me when he walked away. I was both heartbroken. Eventually my marriage healed, but it has never been the same between me and my husband. The scars are still very visible. I often wonder if I made a big mistake by staying in my marriage. Never again will I let things get that serious. For that reason, I try to stick with married men.
The next rule is that I have always discouraged encounters when my husband is not travelling on business. I have bent this rule many times, but generally I prefer to only meet up with men when my husband is out of town. He usually travels about twice a month, so I do have plenty of opportunities to stray and still not run the risk of getting caught.
My third rule, if you want to call it that, is to never have a man over to the house. The reasons for this are many and pretty obvious. Typically, there is no negotiation about this.
So now my story.
A few years ago, I was having an affair with a man named Chris. There was really nothing adventurous or special about our fling. It was the typical extramarital affair. We were both married, and we knew the limits of our relationship.
I have always enjoyed encounters with married men, especially those with children. They know the score. There are no expectations other than just dirty, nasty sex. The kind of sex that they are not getting at home after years of marriage. They, like myself, are looking for a thrill, an escape from the daily monotony of married life.
Chris was the average married man. He had three children, so he had no intention of leaving his wife and family. There was no power struggle, no relationship issues, no dating or courting. It was just about the sex.
Chris's reasons for cheating were the typical married man's stories that I had heard many times. Basically, they all come down to a lack of sex. You know, the wife has lost all interest in sex; sex was limited to once a month; she refuses to give blow jobs (that's a big one); it has become routine and mechanical; no spark, etc. Same story as all the other married men having extramarital sex. I'm sure my husband has the same reasons himself.
Chris was a nice man, attractive and kind. For me, he was the flavour of the month. Nothing special, other than a good distraction for when my husband was out of town on business. We got along well; we met each other's needs; and we had fun.
Chris and I started meeting up at a hotel. But as you know, hotels can get expensive. I understood. After all, he did have three kids and a wife to support. So our meetings became less frequent than we both wanted.
There came a point in our relationship where my husband started travelling less. No particular reason, just timing. Both Chris and I were getting frustrated with our lack of meetings and our lack of hot sex.
Chris lived only a few miles away and was pushing for another encounter. Our time was limited and so were his funds; a hotel was out of the question.
In a moment of weakness or maybe it was out of sheer horniness, I agreed to let Chris come to the house when my husband was at the office. We began meeting at my home once a week. They were always quick midday visits that would satisfy both our needs.
I was very careful, of course. I arranged to work from home on Wednesdays, and it became routine that that was our day to meet. I also began routinely washing the bed sheets every Wednesday right after he left. I was very careful not to leave any stains or evidence.
He would park his car around the corner and walk to the house. We live on a quiet street, so there are no nosey neighbours as far as I can tell.
I always tried to keep things exciting for Chris. One day, he came to the house, and I answered the door wearing sexy lingerie, thigh-high stockings, and stiletto heels. I could tell from the bulge in his pants that he was thrilled.
After a brief kiss and grope in the front foyer, I led him upstairs into the bedroom. I began to slowly seduce him by removing his clothing. I sat on the edge of the bed and slowly undid his belt, letting his trousers fall to the floor. His jockeys were bulging, and I pulled him close to nibble on his trapped cock through the fabric.
Chris reached down and slid my lingerie off my shoulders, exposing my breasts. In return, I pulled his jockeys down, finally releasing his fully erect cock.
He quickly kicked off his trousers and underwear and removed his shirt. He was standing in front of me, naked and stiff. He reached for my breasts and began to gently caress them, slowly stimulating my nipples. At the same time, I grabbed hold of his throbbing cock and began to lick its length all the way up to his bulging purple head. I saw a dribble of pre-cum and I licked it up, savouring the taste.
As I sat on the edge of the bed, I began sucking on Chris's cock. He had a nice looking cock... not too big, just the right size for me. He was always clean-shaven, which I did appreciate since I was also
As I was sucking him, he moved to lie on the bed and I continued to give him a nice oral experience.
That's when I faintly heard a car door slam shut. I momentarily froze and listened. I suppose I was highly paranoid about having a man in the house. I put it down to one of the neighbours getting in or out of their car, and after a few seconds of silence, I continued sucking on Chris's cock.
Then I heard the unmistakable sound of a key unlocking the front door. Holy shit!
I jumped up so fast. I was going to run to a room at the front of the house to see if my husband's car was in the driveway, but it was too late. The front door opened and I heard him step into the house.
I was frantic... What the fuck is he doing here? I looked at Chris as he jumped off the bed. He was naked and had a terrified look on his face, as I'm sure I did as well.
I pointed and whispered to him to get into the walk-in closet. Where else could he go? It was like a B-rated comedy movie, except it was anything but funny. I had no idea how my husband would react if he found me with another man in our bed. I certainly didn't want to find out.
Chris gathered up his clothes and scurried into the closet and closed the door. I noticed he had dropped a sock, so I picked it up and shoved it under the bed. I was now panicking. I was scared and shaking. I was breathing heavily and my heart was pounding out of my chest.
Fuck, Fuck, Fuck... What should I do? I'm wearing fucking lingerie and stilettos in the middle of the afternoon. How am I going to explain this? I thought of running into the bathroom, but there was no way I was leaving the bedroom with Chris in the closet for my husband to find. Besides, I had no time to change. Oh fuck!
I heard my husband walk through the main floor and into the kitchen.
"April, are you home?" I heard him call up.
In a last-ditch effort, I grabbed my phone in an attempt to text him and maybe stall him in his search for me. That's when I saw his message.
"Visited a client and am on my way home for a quick lunch before heading back to the office for a meeting."
"April, are you up there?" I heard him call as he began climbing up the stairs. Oh shit, I heard his footsteps as he reached the top of the landing.
I took a quick look around the room and noticed the bed comforter was messed up. He was literally outside the bedroom door now. I gave the bed cover a quick yank, and I sat down at the end of the bed and took a deep breath. I caught a glimpse of myself in the wall mirror and noticed my hair... yikes, it's all tussled and messy... Yeah, like that just fucked-up look... shit. How am I going to explain this?
My heart was thumping and my brain had gone blank as he entered the bedroom. I dropped my head down, afraid to look up at the disappointment on his face. I have betrayed him.
"Oh wow, I wasn't expecting this," he says, with an approving grin on his face. "What a sexy surprise,"
Surprise? What did he just say? His words sure did catch me by surprise. I lifted my head up and gave him a puzzled look. It took a few seconds, but then it finally clicked. A big smile crossed my face, and I let out a big sigh of relief. "I thought I would surprise you for lunch, Honey,"
"I don't have much time," he says as he starts undressing.
He hasn't noticed my messy hair, the messed up bed cover, or the smell of another man on me. I can't believe he thought I was waiting here to have sex with him. What a stroke of luck! That is so out of character for me. Doesn't he even know me? Thank God men think with their cock heads.
I was still nervous and scared as hell, but I was hiding it well. Although I had been lucky so far, I still wasn't out of the woods yet. I needed to satisfy him quickly and get him out of the bedroom and, preferably, out of the house fast.
He bent down to kiss me, but at the last minute, I realised I probably had the taste of Chris's cock and his pre-cum on my lips. Instead, I made a beeline for his semi-erect cock. I grab it and immediately took it to my mouth as he was standing in front of me. I couldn't help thinking this was exactly what I had done with Chris minutes earlier.
I pulled him down on the bed and positioned myself over top of him to block any view he had of the closet area. I continued to suck him. I was hoping to get him to ejaculate quickly so he could leave, but he had other plans. He wanted sex.
I didn't want to have sex when I had Chris hiding in the closet. But I could see no way to avoid it. I just wanted to satisfy him and get him out of the house as fast as possible without making it too obvious. I was scared to death that something would go wrong. My marriage, my lifestyle, everything was hanging on a thread. One mistake and my life would come crashing down.
He flipped me over on my back and I spread my legs wide open for him. He motioned that he wanted to give me an oral, but I stopped him. Chris had been stimulating my pussy and I was already stretched and wet.
"Just fuck me, I'm horny as hell," I said. I do know how to make a man cum fast.
With that, he repositioned himself over me and buried his cock inside of me.
"Oh wow you're so wet Honey," he says. Yeah if you only knew why, I thought to myself.
"Awww, that feels wonderful," I moaned.
As my husband began fucking me, I grabbed a quick glimpse over his shoulder in the direction of the closet.
"Oh FUCK!" I cried out. My husband, of course, thought I was praising his efforts, but in reality it was secretly addressed to Chris, who was peaking out of the closet watching us fuck. What the fuck is he doing? He's going to get us caught.
Chris continued to watch. The more he watched, the more my demeanour changed. I had started fucking my husband out of self-preservation, in a moment of terror, but now I was getting extremely aroused and turned on.
The thought of being watched by my lover as I am having sex with my husband was so erotic. The fact that he was hiding in the closet with his head peeking out from across the room. It was all such a turn-on. It was such an adrenaline rush to almost get caught.
I began to enjoy myself immensely.
"Get on top," he barks. He always loved how I rode him. But I refused. With me on top, he would have a clear view of the closet. I needed to stay in the missionary position.
"No, just fuck me like this. I want it like this... hard and fast." I pulled his head down and started gyrating my hips around and upward. I was fucking him back as hard and fast as I could. I was now soaking wet. I was moaning loudly for both his and Chris's benefit.
I'm pretty sure we were putting on a good show for Chris. Every time I glanced over my husband's shoulder, I saw Chris watching. It was so erotic and hot.
It wasn't long before I began to climax.
"YES, Oh fuck... harder, faster, give it to me baby...YES,"
My husband let out a loud, long grunt as he pumped me full of his seed. I clasped my pussy lips around his cock and squeezed as hard as my muscles would allow. I milked him well. I knew he had a big load as it had been several weeks since we last had sex.
"Fill me up with your cum, baby." I spoke in a voice loud enough that Chris could hear. I felt his warm cum ejaculate deep inside of me and fill me.
"You're the best," he says as he slowly dismounted off of me. I felt a gush of his semen pour out of me as he withdrew.
My husband got up, and I immediately jumped up right behind him. I am back on full alert. He was about to head into the on-suite bathroom, which was right across from the walk-in closet, when I stepped in front of him and steered him away.
"You take the main bathroom; I'm going in there." I darted ahead of him, my hand cupping my vagina to prevent his semen from spilling onto the hardwood floor.
He grabbed his clothes off the floor and left the room for the main bathroom. I pretended to go into the on-suite bathroom, but I actually waited for him to finish so I could send him off to work. I didn't want him to return to the bedroom.
I grabbed a robe and kissed him goodbye as he descended down the stairs and headed back to work. I ran to a window facing the front of the house to make sure he had driven off.
I turned around and there was Chris, standing there naked with only a hard-on.
"Holly shit, that was close," I remark, with a huge sigh of relief.
"That was hot as hell," Chris responds.
From the devilish grin on his face and his erection, I can tell Chris obviously enjoyed the show.
"I can't wait to fuck your brains out," he said.
"What are you waiting for?" I replied as I dropped my robe and we moved back into the bedroom and onto the bed. I was as horny as hell and I wanted more.
Chris immediately went down on me, which took me by surprise.
I was full of my husband's semen, and Chris began lapping it up like a wild dog. I had no idea Chris was into this. I don't think I ever had a man intentionally lick another man's cum out of me. Sure, there were times when I had sex with more than one man and the second guy went down on me hours later. I'm sure there was some semen inside of me that they were licking up. I certainly never told them.
"Humm, it's still nice and warm," he mumbled as he slurped away.
"Oh, that's so fucking hot," I responded.
Both of us were so hot and aroused. I can't believe how turned on we both were. The events of that afternoon flipped a switch in both of us, and we had the best sex of our relationship.
Chris fucked me from behind, and I rode him like a possessed slut. It turned into a two-hour sexual marathon. One of the best encounters I have had in years.
Once Chris went home, I showered and texted my husband to bring in take-out for dinner. I told him I was still horny as hell from that afternoon. I couldn't wait to jump on my husband again. He thought it was all because of our afternoon quickie. In all honesty, it wasn't the great sex with Chris that had me so aroused, nor the excitement of almost getting caught. I was relieved and grateful that I didn't get caught and I still had my husband and lifestyle.
That was the last time I had someone over to the house when my husband was in town. A lesson learned the hard way.
Feel free to visit my forum thread for pictures and more discussions about my stories.
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This is a story about reconnecting with my old friend Caroline. Believe it or not, we met at Sunday school when we were probably about four years old. Since the church was a huge part of our youth, we became good friends and spent most Sundays together, not to mention summer camp and all those other religious activities.
As we matured, and I use that term loosely, we began hanging out together outside of church. Two prim and proper religious girls began rebelling and turning into party girls. We used to go to parties and clubs together whenever we were in-between boyfriends.
Caroline was strikingly beautiful. She had the natural looks of a model. She was 5'8" tall with dark, thick hair and sky blue eyes. She had long, sexy legs and a great body. If that wasn't enough, she also had nice, full breasts. Every time we walked into a club, she would turn heads. Throughout the evening, there would always be a line-up of men at our table, as well as free drinks.
Caroline was fun, but on the conservative side. Unlike me, Caroline had plans for her life. Although everyone told her she should go into modelling, her lifelong dream was to become a flight attendant and see the world. She was focused and thus accomplished her goal. She even ended up living in Europe for several years. Although she could have had her pick of guys, she never settled.
Over the years, we went our separate ways. We both got married and didn't see each other as often as we should have, but we always kept in touch.
A few years back, we decided we would reconnect and vacation together with our husbands. Plans were made, and we went on a cruise together.
During that vacation, we had a lovely time. We all got along well. Her husband, Doug, is a lovely older man who happens to be wealthy. Caroline was always a smart cookie. With her good looks and hot body, she had no problem finding a rich older man. He treated her like a princess and gave her whatever she wanted. Caroline was living the well-to-do lifestyle.
During that cruise, there was a lot of flirting and teasing, but overall we all behaved. My husband made several comments to me about Caroline and how attractive she was. He couldn't resist pointing out that she had "spectacular" breasts—like I was blind and never noticed. I'm sure he would have jumped her in a heartbeat if he had the chance. I told him that Caroline was way out of his league.
My husband did comment that she was a trophy wife. This never occurred to me, but when I thought about it, I suppose she was.
About six months after that cruise, Caroline invited my husband and I to their condo in Florida for a winter vacation. Of course, we accepted, and off we went.
This vacation was more casual than the cruise, as it was their winter home. This time I noticed Caroline was a bit more flirty with my husband—she was hugging and touching him much more than on the first vacation. She wore sexier outfits and walked around the condo in a loose-fitting robe in the mornings. Believe me, I'm the master at teasing; I know when something's up, and I'm sure my husband was up.
My husband and Caroline turned out to both be early risers. They spent every morning together sipping coffee on the balcony before Doug and I woke up.
A few days into our visit, Caroline confided in me that her husband Doug had been pressuring her to spice things up sexually.
"Really, Caroline, you're one of the hottest women I know; what more could he want?" I was surprised by her confession.
"He wants me to have sex with other men," she bashfully revealed.
"He does?" The first thing that came to mind was that maybe he was impotent due to his age. I mean, he was pushing close to 70.
"Wow, does he want to watch?" I asked.
"Not really. He wants to have sex with other couples; he talks about it all the time."
"Oh...." So much for my impotency theory. Then the light bulb clicked—was this going where I thought it was?
"And... are you thinking about it?" I asked
"Well, he has always been very good to me, and I do like to please him." She sheepishly stated.
My husband's comment about her being a trophy wife came back to me. There is always a price to pay.
"My problem is I don't feel comfortable doing anything like that with strangers," she went on to say.
"Have you ever done anything like that?" Caroline asked.
"Well, not really. We have never exchanged partners, but my husband has had sex with a couple of my friends," I confessed, but quickly added, "But that was all approved by me; things kind of just happened."
"Oh, really?" Caroline sounded relieved.
I could see where this was going... "Caroline, are you asking me if we could switch partners?"
"Umm, yes," she giggled.
I couldn't help but giggle, too. It was just like when were kids talking about boys.
Wow, I wasn't expecting this. This entire conversation completely floored me. Although Caroline was always a fun party girl when we were younger, she never really had a wild side.
She went on to say that this all started with her husband after our cruise vacation six months earlier. Doug couldn't stop talking about me. He made it very clear that he was interested in me.
She asked me how I felt about it. I told her that her husband was a lovely man, and I would have no issues with it as long as she was positive this is what she wanted to do. I didn't want this to jeopardise our friendship.
She asked about my husband, and I just laughed.
"He has been singing your praises ever since the cruise. I know what he thinks."
So just like that, it was agreed that it would happen that evening. We decided not to tell our spouses but rather just surprise them. This gave both of us an opportunity to back out if we changed our minds or felt uncomfortable.
All afternoon, I had mixed emotions about this rendezvous. Although I have always been attracted to older men, and Doug was certainly older and very classy, I questioned his potency. I had never been with a man of his age.
On the other hand, I knew my husband would be thrilled with Caroline; what man wouldn't? I guess I was a bit jealous. Was I getting the short end of the stick?
I have always played the good wife and have been somewhat conservative in front of my husband, so this was out of character for me. It's one thing to have flings with strangers; it's completely different when friends and your husband are involved. Yes, I was apprehensive.
That evening, we all got dressed up and went out for a nice meal and a bit of dancing afterward. Caroline looked fantastic in a low-cut summer dress. Throughout the evening, my husband couldn't keep his eyes off Caroline's spectacular cleavage. I found his behaviour embarrassing and disrespectful of me, I kicked him numerous times under the table. The thought that he would be enjoying that cleavage later didn't help.
As the evening progressed, we were all feeling good from the alcohol and having a great time. Caroline grabbed my husband's hand and pulled him onto the dance floor. I can never get him to dance with me, but with Caroline, all of a sudden, he was a dancer.
This gave me time alone with Caroline's husband, Doug. He was a classy gentleman, very polite, and attractive. You know how I feel about mature men. We had a nice conversation.
Towards the end of the evening, I coaxed Doug up to the dance floor for a series of slow dances. As I glanced across the floor, I could see my husband and Caroline were all over each other. I have to admit, seeing them behave like that was uncomfortable. The thought that my husband would soon be having sex with Caroline was disturbing to me. Luck always seemed to follow him when it came to my friends. Caroline wouldn't be the first of my friends that he had sex with. (See other stories.)
Not to be outdone by Caroline and my husband on the dance floor, I moved much closer to Doug. I snuggled into his arms and sensually swayed my hips ever so slowly from side to side across his groin. I could feel his hardness pushing into me—oh, my, he was getting worked up. I whispered into his ear how nice it felt to be held. He held me even tighter, and his hands began to roam my body.
The alcohol was taking effect, and before the dance was over, I couldn't help accidentally grinding my pelvis into his groin. In turn, he grabbed my ass with both hands and pulled me closer, his hard cock pushing into me. "Oh Doug," I purred. He snuck a kiss on my neck.
By the time we all returned to the table, we were all sexually flustered. It was time to head back to the condo. Caroline and I made eye contact and confirmed we were still good with the plan. I bet she was, and I was still feeling a little bit annoyed knowing what was in store for my husband.
Back at the condo, I fell onto the couch next to my husband. Doug was sitting in a chair across from me and was admiring my exposed legs. My legs weren't as long as Caroline's, but just the same, they were shapely and thin.
Caroline came in with more drinks. I could tell she had loosened the top of her dress, and as she bent over to serve us drinks, she gave my husband an eyeful of cleavage. She then sat next to my husband on the couch, and a hand fell on his thigh. I could tell my husband was taken aback by how forward she was with me sitting next to him. Remember, the guys had no idea what we were planning.
My husband was sandwiched between me and Caroline and wasn't sure what to say or do. I saw him discreetly looking over at Caroline's long, crossed legs as she sat next to him. My legs all of a sudden felt inferior.
Doug got up to use the washroom, and Caroline used this opportunity to turn to my husband and began to run her hands over his shoulder. He was holding my hand on his thigh, and I noticed he was hard—very hard. I grabbed his crotch to feel his hard erection through his tenting pants. He sat up, obviously startled by my actions. He just looked at me with a confused look on his face. I was angry at his obvious arousal towards Caroline but managed to contain my anger.
"Oh my, honey, I bet this is for Caroline, isn't it?" I purred
He wasn't sure what to say. He's no fool; he didn't say anything. Caroline then proceeded to squeeze and assess his groin for herself.
That's when I asked him, "Would you like Caroline to take care of that for you tonight?"
He was shocked. He looked at me and then at Caroline. She gave him a devilish smile of approval. He was at a loss for words.
"It's fine, honey, go enjoy yourself. I'll take care of Doug," I reassured him.
He just nodded as Caroline stood up and took his hand to lead him off the couch.
At this point, I was history. I could have told him I was going to go fuck every guy in the bar, and he wouldn't have cared.
As Caroline led my husband like a puppy dog towards the bedroom, I yelled, "Have fun and see you in the morning, sweetie." The door to the bedroom closed.
When Doug returned from the washroom, he looked around and asked where the others were. I told him "they went to bed," he nodded, and then I said, "Together." His eyes just popped wide open as he realised what I meant.
"Does that mean we will have to share a room tonight?" he teased. "Umm, huh," I responded as I got up and grabbed his hand, and off we went.
As we passed the first bedroom, Doug slowed down to listen to the erotic sounds emanating through the closed door. His trophy wife, Caroline, was getting fucked by another man, just like he wanted.
"Don't worry about them," I pulled Doug along.
Once we got into the bedroom, Doug hesitated for a moment.
"Do you mind if I take a Viagra?" He asked.
"Not at all, sweetie... Am I in for a treat?" I teased.
"Oh, I hope so, because I know I am," I saw him grab a pill off the night table and pop it into his mouth.
I knew from experience that I had about 30 minutes before Doug got nice and hard, so I took it slow. Doug and I kissed and caressed each other. It was all very tender. He slowly undressed me, taking his time to explore my breasts and every curve of my body.
He gently kissed and licked my nipples. He commented on how swollen and erect my nipples were. I love having my nipples played with, especially if it's done gently and sensually.
He laid me down on the bed, and it felt so erotic to be laying there spread out naked, waiting to be taken. Doug kissed me and slowly began running his hands up and down my legs. He slowly moved down my body until he repositioned himself in between my legs. I was wet and ready for him to give me oral.
Doug's head fell between my soft thighs, and he began kissing my inner thighs.
"Hmmm, you're so soft; you have fantastic legs." He moaned.
Doug's kisses continued to move north until they finally reached my baby smooth and bald pussy. He moved his mouth all around my wet vagina, rapidly flicking his tongue against the soft flesh of my labia. He was gently lapping up all my juices.
"Umm. "Doug, I need to tell you something," I said.
"Hmm hmm," he moaned, his face buried in my pussy.
"I think I should warn you...I squirt sometimes," I blurted it out.
Doug stopped indulging himself immediately, and his head popped up.
"Really!, you squirt?" He asked with a huge smile on his face.
"Hmm hmm, sometimes and it can be quite messy," I warned him.
"Oh wow, I am in for a treat." His head dropped down, and his mouth went back to work.
Doug began licking and kissing away. It was obvious he was carefully avoiding contact with my clitoris. The closer his tongue came to my little, sensitive button, the harder I tried to move my pussy to force his tongue to brush against it. He anticipated my responses and carefully moved his tongue along the folds of my lips, teasing me and slowly driving me crazy.
I placed my hands on the back of his head, and I rotated my hips around and around. I was dying for Doug to stimulate my aching clitoris. I let out a soft moan.
Doug circled the top edge of my engorged clitoral area. Then he finally began licking it up and down, causing me to squirm and moan.
"Not yet," he said as he sensed my oncoming orgasm.
He then backed off and momentarily went back to tickling my inner lips, just as he had done before.
I was wet, and I could feel myself getting even wetter. He returned to my pearl-shaped clitoris, and swirled his tongue around it. Flicking it, he was torturing me; I wanted to climax so badly.
Doug then easily worked two fingers into me. I was so wet I could hear the slurping sounds his fingers were making as he finger-fucked me. I loved what he was doing and was ready for more. I felt him add his ring finger. It met some resistance at first, but I accepted it. I bit my lip and jerked my hips in response.
"Oh, fuck!" I moaned.
My breathing was heavy, and I felt a swell building up inside of me. I was close to an orgasm when Doug said, "Don't you dare cum until I tell you to." He eased up, giving me a moment to regain control.
As soon as he began finger-fucking me again, I returned to the edge of my orgasm. I was now thrashing on the bed.
"Oh, God!" I cried out. "I can't!"
"Yes, you can," he barked, giving me another ten second reprieve. Then he pushed his fingers forcefully deeper inside of me. I raised my ass off the bed and started fucking his hand wildly.
"Oh Fuck...." I cried out, and again, he immediately stopped.
"Don't stop, oh fuck, please don't stop." I begged.
But he did just that. "I'm not ready for you to come yet." He spoke in a firm voice.
"Oh shit, you're killing me," I pleaded as my body was shaking.
He began edging me, slowly sliding three fingers in and out of me. His thumb began stimulating my clitoris with measured, tiny strokes.
Then he reached deep inside of me and curled his fingers up, rubbing along the inside wall until he found my g-spot.
"Oh, gawd..." I growled as I felt my eyes roll back in my head.
I curled upright like I was doing a sit-up, holding myself in that position with my arms wrapped around Doug's head. My abdominal muscles tightened and ached as I held my position. I watched closely as Doug rapidly spanked my clit with the palm of his hand and fingered my g-spot roughly.
"Ohhhh....SHIT" I began to scream as he mercilessly attacked my vagina on all fronts. There was no holding back now; I was over the edge for sure.
"Cum for me, April, cum for me." He finally gave me permission to cum as he continued to spank my clitoris.
I grabbed his arm with both hands and clung to it as my entire body shook. A massive orgasm began to wash over me.
Liquid began to splash out of my pussy, covering his hand and dripping all over the bed.
I could tell by the shocked look on his face that, although I had warned him, he was surprised at just how much clear fluid was shooting out of me.
"Holy shit...I've never seen anything like that." He remarked.
He grinned and moved in for the coup d'etat. He opened his mouth, placed his lips around my clit, sucked it into his mouth, and began to lick it rapidly and firmly.
I slammed my back into the mattress and thrust my pussycat hard into his face, rearing wildly. I started wailing like a siren, my voice rising and falling with the waves of pleasure I was feeling. I thrashed violently on the bed as I came again and again.
I had to finally push Doug away from me, as I couldn't take it any longer. Doug's face was sopping wet; it literally looked like he just stepped out of the shower.
"Oh shit, I'm so sorry" I appologized at the mess I made.
"Are you kidding? That was amazing! I have always wondered what it would be like to be with a woman that squirted...You more than exceeded my expectations...WOW"
"You were amazing." I remarked as I lay back, totally spent and exhausted.
Doug moved up and held me in his arms. I ran my fingers through his lush, hairy chest. It felt so nice to be held in his arms.
His cock was now rock-hard and waiting for me to recover. He had a beautiful looking cock, bigger and thicker than my husband's, as he was a larger man all around.
I reached down and wrapped my tiny hand around his cock and began stoking him. His cock was now rock hard thanks to his little blue pill.
"You just lay back and let me take care of you," I said.
I gave Doug the full treatment; after all, I knew Caroline was doing the same with my husband. I gave him a long and sensual blow job. I sucked his cock longer than any other man before him. I wanted to return the edging that he put me through, but being on Viagra, he was constantly hard, and as hard as I tried, I could not get him to cum orally. I even ran and dug my nails into the back of his scrotum as I pumped his cock, but he remained hard.
I finally gave up and climbed on top of him and began riding him for an extended period of time. I cycled from nice, slow, long strokes to bucking on him like a mechanical bull. Although my intention was to edge him, I was no match for his Viagra induced cock. It was me that was being edged again and again.
I orgasmed over and over until he finally ejaculated in the middle of the night. Doug made me work for his semen like no other man ever had.
We joked that he had taken too much Viagra as he remained rock hard all night long, even after he ejaculated.
The next morning, we were at it again. We both knew that our spouses, being early birds, were up and having coffee. The thought of having sex when your spouse is in the other room was so hot. I'm sure they heard everything.
Before we went out to join them, I told Doug that my husband had no idea that I could squirt. It was something I didn't discover until we were well into our marriage. I told him it could be our secret. He was thrilled.
When we came out of the bedroom, there were Caroline and my husband sitting on the balcony, sipping coffee and chatting like they had done every other morning. We joined them and just carried on as if nothing had happened.



On the last night of our visit, we swapped partners again. Once again, Doug proved to be an incredible lover. It was pretty much a repeat of the previous night.
My husband and I never spoke of the details. We were both thrilled with our vacation. We have a special relationship with Caroline and Doug, and we try to go down to their condo every winter.
Feel free to visit my forum thread for pictures and more discussions about my stories.
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A couple of months after I started having sex with Jeff, a father for whom I babysat for, I was asked by another church couple to babysit for them also.
Apparently, I was highly recommended by Jeff's wife. Of course, Jeff's wife had no idea what her husband and I were up to. I found it amusing that she would recommend me to others.
Although I was eighteen and felt that babysitting was beneath me, my father had fallen gravely ill and could not work. I knew my family was struggling financially, so I was eager to do whatever I could to help out.
The job was for the church pastor's son and his wife, Kathy. Being raised in the church, I knew the family. They were nice, kind, church-going people. The father was the nerdy type, so I didn't feel threatened in the least. He wasn't a womaniser like Jeff.
Kathy was always very well-dressed and quite attractive. She was of medium height and had a thin petite body, very much similar to me. As a couple, they were an odd match. Kathy could have done much better. I had become quite rebellious towards the church, and I saw this as another example of this cult-like organisation brainwashing its members to date and marry within the same church.
In any case, I babysat for them a couple of times without any issues. As I became more comfortable with the family and their patterns, I began inviting my boyfriend to the house after I had put the kids to bed. At that age, we were always looking for a private place to have sex, and this fit the bill.
Having my boyfriends over to the house during babysitting jobs became a regular occurrence. I was smart enough to be well prepared. I always wore just a short denim skirt with bare legs and a braless top, not only for easy access but also because it was quick to straighten out if I was in a pinch. I didn't want to fumble with a bra or any other complicated clothing. We also had sex on the living room carpet so that I could hear or see the car lights pulling up the driveway. The couch was off-limits because it was one of those throw pillow couches that would take too long to straighten out, let alone remove any stains. And finally, my boyfriend only used the back door so he wouldn't be seen by the neighbours. Yes, I thought I had it all well planned out.
One evening, my boyfriend was particularly horny, and we were going at it all evening. We'd already had sex twice that evening, but my boyfriend insisted on having it again. I knew it was getting late, but despite my warnings that we were running out of time, he kept insisting on more. He had me aroused, and I deemed it quicker to just let him have his way than to try and sway him otherwise.
So, of course, as he was ejaculating in me for the third time that evening, we saw the car headlights flash through the window as a car turned into the driveway. There was an ensuing mad scramble, but I did manage to sneak my boyfriend out the back door and straighten myself out. It was a very close call.
As the parents entered the house, I was still trying to straighten up the room. Although they didn't say anything, I could tell Kathy suspected something. Yeah, I was flustered, dishevelled-looking, and out of breath. My hair had that "just fucked" look too. Of course, she knew I was up to something. It was just plain dumb of me to think I had gotten away with it.
After a quick briefing about the children, Kathy offered to drive me home. I thought it was a bit strange as, typically, it was always her husband that drove me home. The drive started off very quietly. Kathy wasn't saying much, and I was now beginning to suspect that she was onto me.
Without saying a word, she drove directly to a vacant, dark park and stopped the car. The tension was thick as I nervously sat there in silence, waiting for what was to come next.
She abruptly broke the silence. "I know you had a boy in the house this evening."
I had a feeling this was coming. I wasn't saying anything. I neither admitted nor denied anything, as I didn't know just how much she knew.
"I know you had sex with him also..." she continued.
I had been caught red-handed. All I could think about was how much trouble I was in now. I told that selfish jerk it was getting late. Was she going to fire me or, worse, tell my father?
I was trying to think of a way to counter if she said she was going to tell my father, something like, 'I am of legal age and an adult, so there is no need to bring my parents into this.'
But then came the knockout punch...
"I also know you've been having sex with Jeff... but don't worry, I'll keep your secret safe."
Oh my god. I was floored. How could she possibly know that? Was she fishing? Was this a trick? Was she trying to get me to confess to something? I just looked down at my feet in silence. I didn't know how to respond or what to say without incriminating myself. I remained silent.
She reached over and held my hand softly. I was confused and looked up at her. I couldn't help but notice how well-dressed she was. She was wearing an expensive-looking low-cut black dress that fit her slim body like a glove. Her high heels and clutch bag looked like they cost more than my entire wardrobe. Her hair and makeup were perfect.
As she slid across the car seat, her dress rode up, exposing a sexy pair of legs in black stockings.
"It's fine, really, it is." With that, she leaned in and kissed me right on the lips.
What the fuck? I certainly didn't see that coming. I pulled back in surprise, but after a momentary pause, she kissed me again. I didn't know what to do, as this was the last thing I expected her to do, so I kissed her back.
Hmmm, maybe I wasn't in trouble after all.
This was the first time I had kissed a girl. Her lips were so soft and moist. She was gentle and tender. She caressed my face with her soft hands. The first kiss was followed by another, and then another. I felt her tongue slip between my lips, and I reciprocated. I liked how she was making me feel. This was much different than kissing boys--much nicer.
As we started to make out, so many thoughts and emotions were going through my mind.
I was confused on many fronts. How in the world did she know about Jeff and me? Why is she kissing me? What the hell have I gotten myself into now? Where is this going?
Kathy was the Christian poster woman--always kind, very involved in the church, so prim and proper. The church always frowned on this sort of thing. This was very unexpected behaviour from Kathy.
My young mind was still swirling... Did this make me a lesbian? Maybe I was just bi? This was all new to me, and to be honest, I had never questioned or even thought about my sexuality before that kiss.
Things moved very fast as Kathy's hands began roaming and exploring my body. A hand slipped under my top and began caressing my breasts. I recall thinking how soft her hands were and how she tenderly stimulated my erect nipples. Not like the boys who pinched and tugged at my boobs. This actually felt nice.
As we kissed, Kathy's hand began moving up my bare legs until she reached my cum-soaked panties. Yes, my panties were soaked, as my boyfriend's semen was still oozing out of me. Their sudden arrival home didn't give me a chance to clean up.
I clenched my legs together in embarrassment, as this only confirmed that she was correct--I did have sex with my boyfriend that evening.
Kathy picked up on my apprehension and pulled back. She raised her wet fingers to her nose, and she sniffed them.
"Hmm, tasty..." as she licked her fingers clean.
"I love the taste of a young man's cum," she giggled, to my amazement.
She then placed her two fingers on my lips to offer me a taste. I parted my lips and sucked on her digits.
She could smell and taste the semen, and she wasn't angry with me. In fact, she seemed to be aroused by it all.
"Can I please lick you clean?" she asked.
Holy shit, did I hear that correctly? Was this really happening?
I knew Kathy had the upper hand on me. She somehow had dirt on me and Jeff, not to mention my boyfriend. How could I turn her down? Did I want to turn her down?
"Uh mm...ok..." I just whimpered in approval as I relaxed and unclenched my thighs.
I wasn't sure what to do, so I let Kathy take the lead. She turned me sideways in the front seat of the car and pulled off my panties as I arched my hips to assist her.
She paused momentarily to examine the big stain of semen that had accumulated on my panties. Then, to my horror, her tongue ran up the entire length of the stain as she moaned in approval.
I flashed her a nervous smile, still unsure of what I had gotten myself into now.
She parted my knees, and her head fell down between my now-parting legs. Her lips landed right on my pussy lips, and she began licking and slurping away. A finger easily slid between my wet labia as it had been stretched all evening. She knew exactly what to do. As she sucked on my clitoris with her soft lips, she masterfully curled her fingers up into my G spot. As she stimulated me, she repeatedly pulled her fingers out to lick my boyfriend's cum and then inserted them back into me.
I had never experienced anything like this before. Kathy lifted her dress up, reached down into her pantyhose with her other hand, and began touching herself.
Jolts of pleasure were now shooting through my entire body. All the questions and doubts that were swirling around in my head were washed away with erotic pleasure. I began to quiver and shake. Kathy's mouth was now locked onto my clitoral area, and she began humming and sucking away as her fingers feverishly stimulated my vagina.
The vibration from the humming was more than I could take, and I arched my back as a massive orgasm shot through my body. My eyes rolled into the back of my head, and I let out a deep moan. This was by far the most intense orgasm I'd had up until this point in my life; not to mention something my boyfriend had failed to do that evening.
Kathy's lips were still locked onto my overstimulated clitoris as I convulsed and violently shook. I had to push her head back because I couldn't stand it any longer. Kathy had a big, wet, lipstick smeared smile on her face as she watched me gasping for air and finally going all limp.
Kathy continued masturbating while kneeling on the seat over me. In frustration, she grabbed the crotch of her pantyhose and tore them apart, exposing her perfectly bald pussy. I had never really seen another woman's pussy before, especially one that was so hairless and smooth.
She motioned for me to slide further down on the car seat, which I did. I had a pretty good idea of what she wanted. She then struggled to climb over the top of me and planted her wet, glistening pussy right on my lips.
Wow, I guess it is my turn now.
I couldn't believe how smooth she was. I began to lick and slurp her wet juices. Kathy was very wet--much wetter than I ever got.
Kathy began to ride my lips and tongue, moving back and forth as I sucked and stimulated her clitoris. I was surprised and intrigued at the size of her clitoris. I have a tiny, pearl-shaped clitoris. Kathy's was close to an inch long and very swollen. It very much felt like a miniature penis as I rolled my tongue over it and sucked on it.
I wanted to finger her, but I couldn't manoeuvre myself into the right position, so I held her ass with both hands as Kathy continued to move back and forth on my face. Kathy began to have a massive orgasm. She began riding my face harder as she twinged and shook. Her wet, bald, soft pussy was sliding all over my face. Her wet warm juices were giving me quite that facial. She smelled and tasted lovely.
With one hand on the dashboard and the other on the ceiling, she let out the most erotic, deepest moan I have ever heard. Her orgasm seemed to last forever as she continued to shake and quiver. I sucked on her miniature cock like clitoris like mad as she moaned and ground herself hard on my lips.
Kathy was gasping for air as she lifted her hips off my face. I continued to flick my tongue and lick her as she partly regained her composure.
"Oh wow... that was incredible," I moaned.
Kathy rolled off of me, and began kissing and licking her juices off my face.
It was one of the most erotic experiences I had ever had.
After recovering, we began talking. I wanted to know how she knew about Jeff and me. She told me that Jeff had told her.
"I'm confused. "Why would he do that?"
Kathy explained that she and Jeff were having a fling.
Holy crap? What is it with these church people?
She told me that Jeff and her grew up together and actually dated when they were young. They told each other everything, and they had a special relationship that had always included sex and still does. She said her husband knew about her and Jeff and basically had to accept it. She said she wouldn't have married him if he hadn't accepted her the way she was.
Wow, I was impressed with Kathy.
We then kissed again before she drove me home. Before getting out of the car, she made me promise to have sex with my boyfriend again the next time I babysat. She couldn't wait to lick his semen out of me again. I couldn't believe what I was hearing. I jumped out of the car, ran into my room, and masturbated myself to sleep. The events of that night kept me aroused until the next time I babysat.
I was now babysitting and having sex with both Jeff and Kathy. There was talk of us having a threesome, but it never happened.
I developed a special relationship with Kathy as we were very similar in so many ways. She was my first female lover. I was now officially bisexual.
Feel free to visit my forum thread for pictures and more discussions about my stories.
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Believe it or not, it took me years to get over the fact that I had gotten married. Unlike many of my friends, I had no desire to marry. It just wasn't something I wanted. I didn't want to be anyone's wife. I wasn't cut out for that sort of thing. Besides, I knew I would make a terrible wife. I was feisty and very temperamental, and I knew I was hard to get along with, thats why my relationships never lasted long.
My main concern with getting married was that I had doubts that I could remain faithful. My concerns were well warranted, as I had cheated on pretty much every guy that I had ever dated, including my fiancé. It wasn't something I was proud of; in fact, I often felt remorseful and guilty, yet it continued to happen.
In my mid to late twenties, it seemed that I had entered this period of lost time. It felt like I had stepped into the twilight zone. Time washed over me, and I was carried away against my will or desire. I felt I had no choice or say in the direction of my life. Maybe it was destiny or fate.
One day I woke up and I was married. What the fuck happened? How did I get here?
When my husband first proposed to me, it was a train wreck. His proposal caught me by surprise, and I freaked out and behaved badly. We actually broke up for a period. Eventually we got back together, and I accepted his second proposal. That was when things began to snowball. Dates were set, invitations were sent out, and plans were put into motion. I felt like I was being swept away, and I had no say in the matter. What made it worse was that I had no one to talk to about my feelings or my infidelity concerns. Obviously, it wasn't something I wanted to discuss or reveal. I felt alone in my struggles.
Throughout the entire time I was dating my husband, I always had guy friends. He travelled on business even when we were dating. This resulted in many lonely evenings, and, well, I did cheat on him. At the time, I suspected he was playing around while away on business. I had no proof of this, but there were small telltale signs. Besides, don't most men cheat when away on business? So I used these suspicions as justification for my actions. Oddly enough, at the time, I felt no guilt or regret.
Once we were engaged and I moved in with him, I had a six-month fling with his older brother leading up to our wedding date. Despite the fact that this was by far the hottest sex I'd ever had, I felt terrible about the affair. The implications, if he found out, were grave. I was guilt-ridden, but I couldn't stop. I really did nothing to initiate the affair, but I also did nothing to stop it. I was weak and I surrender to him.
I seriously contemplated not going through with the wedding. But I was swept up in the whole wedding thing, and I did not have the courage to walk away.
After we were married, I tried very hard to be the faithful young wife. I made a very conscious effort to keep busy. When my husband was out of town, I worked long hours. When I got bored, I would visit with girlfriends, go shopping, etcetera. But I still had guys contacting me and tempting me. I suppose they didn't get the memo that I was now married...or did they?
About four months into our marriage, we had our first big fight. We had just come back from visiting my parents and I was pissed at how my husband was interacting with my younger sister. I'm not typically a jealous person, but now that we were married I was demanding more respect. His goo-goo eyes and flirtation behaviour towards her rubbed me the wrong way. My unstable temperament erupted into red hot anger. During the course of accusations he let it slip that there was more to his relationship with my sister. I pounced on his insinuation until he confessed that he had sex with her when she was much younger. This was a moral blow to me and it ended the fight with my heart being broken. This changed everything.
He later explained that it happened when we first started dating. He went to the house to meet me but I was running late at work. He was alone with my then sixteen year old baby sister and he 'slipped'. But it was only that one time he insisted.
Yeah, sure it was only one time. But that revelation opened my eyes. There were so many odd instances that occurred over the years that I just shrugged off, but now the dots were starting to connect.
I told him that I would never have married him if I knew. I was also contemplating divorce, but hell we had only just gotten married.
I later recalled an incident that happened on our wedding day and now it was coming into focus.
We had a small wedding reception at a hotel. Towards the end of the reception I noticed my husband had disappeared for a longer than acceptable amount of time. Oddly my sister was also nowhere to be found also. Upon his return I questioned him and he said all was fine and that he went up to our room to use the bathroom. Strangely my sister avoided me the rest of the evening.
I thought no more of it until the end of the night when we returned to our honeymoon suite. I immediately noticed the bed wasn't pristinely made up like it was before the reception. In the bathroom I noticed a flower pedal on the floor, the same type of flower that my maid of honour (my sister) had pinned to her gown.
Again I just filed it away and changed into my sexy wedding night outfit. When I came out of the bathroom my husband was half asleep in the bed. Despite my sexual encouragement he wasn't interested in sex, complaining that he drank too much and he was exhausted. I didn't see him drinking very much but again it was a long and exhausting day so I let it go.
I later wondered if my sister had sex with my new husband on our wedding night instead of me?
So I came to realize that me getting married wasn't destiny or fate after-all, it was karma coming back to bite me in the ass for my past indiscretions.
Shortly after that milestone fight, an old boyfriend named Rob called me up. He said he was having some old friends over to his place in a couple of weeks for drinks and a BBQ. He thought I might enjoy seeing some old friends again. I wasn't sure, as things with Rob and me did not end well. I declined the invitation.
After thinking about it for a while, I thought it would be fun to see my old friends. I didn't want to commit, so I thought I would just show up and surprise them. Besides, my husband was out of town that week, and I had no plans.
I arrived at his place with a bottle of wine. Rob answered the door and looked surprised to see me. I told him I had changed my mind and thought it would be fun to see the old gang.
"Um, mmm, the date was changed to a few days ago."
He apologized for not letting me know. But it wasn't his fault; after all, I had declined his initial invitation.
He invited me in and insisted I stay and catch up. I was a bit reluctant as he was an old boyfriend, and things were pretty intense sexually when we dated. Our relationship ended when I dumped him for another man. I kind of felt bad about that, even if it was years ago.
Anyway, we ended up talking and catching up for hours. Rob was always easy to talk to. During this time, the bottle of wine seemed to evaporate. I'm small-framed, so it doesn't take more than two glasses of wine to get me drunk. I had long passed that threshold. I was in no condition to drive home.
Rob had been slowly moving closer to me on the couch all evening. His casual touches, although not sexual, were beginning to feel nice. I knew I was skating on thin ice. Being an old boyfriend, I was very comfortable with Rob. We had been intimate many times before, so we knew each other well. The thought of having sex with Rob didn't seem like cheating.
He brought up some of our past sexual escapades, and the next thing I knew, I was kissing him. After a nice long, wet kiss, I pulled back and reminded him,
"You know I'm married now";
He responded, "Yeah... and how hot is that?"
That's when he stood up, scooped me in his arms, and carried me into the bedroom. I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him as he carried me and lowered me onto his bed.
We quickly undressed and became entangled in each other's arms. It was an odd feeling. I didn't feel guilty or bad about it at the time. Was it because of the wine, or maybe because I had done this many times before with Rob? Or was it because of my husbands infidelity and the suspicions I harboured about his business trips?
Rob was always a good lover, and we did have a torrid sex life when we dated. It felt good to be back in his arms; it was comfortable, but so wrong.
As I stroked Robs very familiar cock I heard Rob say "Oh gawd that ring rubbing my cock feels and looks so hot."
I looked down and could see that my wedding ring was glistening from his pre-cum.
"You like being stroked by a married woman" I smiled.
"This is my first time...and yeah it's fucking hot." He boasted.
We then took turns giving each other oral. Throughout all the sexual contact I couldn't help but think of the implications this was having on my marriage. Did I want to cross this bridge; I was already more than half way across I suppose.
That final act of intercourse—the moment that I officially broke my marriage vows—was upon us. As Rob knelt between my wide open inviting legs I put up my hand to stop him. He looked at me with his hard, erect cock in his hand, ready to violate my married pussy.
I knew Rob would respect my wishes if I told him to stop. We gazed into each other's eyes and I bit my lower lip as I always do when I'm nervous. Rob continued to stoke his cock, waiting in silence. Time froze for those split seconds, then I dropped my hand down and said, "Fuck me."
With my approval, Rob, cock in hand, rubbed the bulging head of his cock up and down my moist pussy lips, stimulating my clitoris before positioning his cock at the opening of my vagina. He paused for a few seconds, as if to give me one last chance to change my mind.
"Oh, fuck me...please," I begged in my sweet young wife voice.
Then his cock slowly slid into me. As his cock pushed its way inside of me, filling me with another mans cock, it felt like a spiritual moment. My marriage vows were shattered as his cock separated my labia and slid all the way inside of me. I had a hold of his arms, and I unintentionally dug my nails into him as he filled me. I gasped and let out a soft whimper to acknowledge this milestone in my life.
Rob recognized the significance of that moment and lowered himself on top of me to hold me close and kiss me. I was very emotional and close to tears as I felt his cock twitch inside of me. We didn't speak, but we both knew. Rob was very empathetic and aware of my emotions. I will always be grateful to him for that.
The moment passed, and Rob went from twitching his cock inside of me to slow, steady strokes. I pushed him up off my chest, wrapped my legs around him, and thrust my hips up into his cock. Rob smiled, and we began going at it, just like we did when we were dating. It felt like we had never broken up.
My brain was telling me to say, "Stop, I'm married," but all that came out of my mouth was
"Harder! Fuck my married pussy harder!"
Rob lifted my legs over my head, just the way he used to when we had sex on the basement couch so many years ago. He thrust his thick cock into me over and over, penetrating deep inside me. He knew this was how I liked it; after all these years, he remembered.
It wasn't long before he had me thrashing and moaning. He continued to fuck me hard and fast until a wonderful orgasm washed over me. I let out a deep moan as my body twitched and quivered. I felt him grunt as he shot his warm load deep inside of me.
He rolled off of me, gasping for air.
"Wow, I don't remember you ever cumming for me like that when we were dating," he said.
"I don't remember you fucking me so hard or for so long," I joked.
That was my first act of infidelity, and it felt good.
I started seeing Rob on a casual basis for the next several months, whenever my husband was out of town.
Feel free to visit my forum thread for pictures and more discussions about my stories.
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The mall has always been a special place for me. When I was a teen, I would always hang out there with friends to meet boys. Once I began working, I became a consumer junkie and always gyrated to the mall when I had free time or was just bored. I have always loved shopping. I would say most of my shopping trips have been pretty much uneventful, except for one very memorable visit to the mall a few years ago.
That particular afternoon, I was out alone shopping for a dress for my husband's annual company Christmas party. I was looking for something classy but also sexy. I know my husband likes to show me off to his colleagues, so sexy but not slutty was what I was looking for.
As I was browsing through the dresses in a large, upscale department store, I couldn't help but notice a man watching me from a distance. I discreetly kept an eye on him and determined that he was definitely watching me. I did find it odd that he was in the ladies' section of the store.
My first thought was that he could be store security, but I quickly dispelled that theory. He was an older man and too well dressed to be a retail employee. He was not only mature-looking, he was downright attractive. I have always had a thing for older, confident-looking men, and he definitely checked those boxes.
As I continued my hunt for a dress, I lost track of him for several minutes. While I was working my way through some dresses on a rack, I looked up, and there he was, standing in front of me.
"I bet that dress would look fabulous on you," he said in a soft, deep voice, referring to a designer black dress I had set aside.
"Oh, thank you. Yes, I like it... but I'll have to try it on first," I said, smiling as I took a closer look at him.
He had a nice smile, and the light scent of his cologne smelled delicious. He looked very distinguished and put-together. He gave off a sense of class.
I turned away from him and went to the dressing room to try on the dress. When I walked out to the full-length mirror, I was surprised to see he was still there.
The dress fit me like it was made for me. That day I had worn my heels and black thigh-highs as I knew I would be trying on dresses. The dress was black, and it came down to my knees, but it had a sexy slit up the side that exposed my thigh when I moved. It was also low-cut, and with the aid of my sexy push-up bra, it showed off my cleavage perfectly. The dress was perfect, and the entire outfit made me feel sexy. I was sold on it.
My new friend loved the dress and confirmed my thoughts.
"That dress was made for you...Christmas party?" He asked.
"Yes, my husband's work Christmas party," I responded, wondering if my marital status would deter him.
As I turned away to return to the dressing room, he lightly touched my elbow to get my attention. I have to admit his touch did send a spark through me.
"Excuse me if I'm being too forward, but would you like to join me for lunch?" He then added the name of a nice restaurant in the mall.
"Ummm, I'm not sure..." I replied. His remark caught me off guard, but I was intrigued.
"Well, think about it." "I have a call to make, so you can meet me there in fifteen minutes if you like." I hope to see you soon." "Oh, I would love if you wore that dress." He added, as he walked away.
I was attracted to him, but the idea of keeping my dress on for him seemed a bit strange. It was a weird request coming from a complete stranger.
I went back into the dressing room and just sat there thinking. I couldn't believe I was actually debating whether to go meet him or not. If I did, I certainly wouldn't wear my new party dress; although it was a sexy request on his part, I wasn't that comfortable with his request.
My instincts were telling me that something was not right. He seemed a bit too smooth, and he definitely looked like a ladies' man. What was he doing in the store's dress section, anyway? I was sure he had done this many times before. He seemed like a nice man, but I wasn't going to meet him for lunch after only a few words. He was still a complete stranger. So as much as I was tempted, I decided not to meet him.
I removed the dress and went to the service desk to pay. The sales clerk informed me that my gentleman friend had applied a 75% discount to any of my purchases. Apparently, he was a corporate executive from the New York head office. I suppose that explained why he was lurking around in the dress department.
"Are you kidding?" This was a $350 dress that is now discontinued and under $100. Wow, I love deals, and this was a doozy of a deal.
I was stunned by his kind gesture. This changed everything. I had no choice but to meet him now. I mean, what kind of person would I be if I didn't at least thank him? I had found my dress much quicker than anticipated, so I had time, and well, he was a very nice-looking mature man. Naughty thoughts were going through my mind despite my previous apprehension.
I quickly returned to the change room and put on my new dress and heels. I admit I'm a shopping addict, and I always get a thrill from deals, and this was a great deal. I was now feeling excited about meeting him and showing off my new sexy dress.
As I walked through the mall, I could feel men glaring at me. The dress made me feel very sexy. The fact that I was on my way to meet this handsome gentleman sent a tingle of arousal through me.
The restaurant was almost empty as it was well past the lunch hour. I found him in a quiet booth at the back. He was thrilled to see me in the dress. I responded by doing a quick spin to show off my new dress. As I slid in beside him, I couldn't help but flash my thigh via the slit in my dress. He didn't say anything, but I know he noticed.
I thanked him profusely for the discount, and he thanked me for joining him for lunch. He then ordered a bottle of white wine and calamari to start.
As we chatted and ate our lunch, I found myself caught up in his charm. He was definitely smooth and sophisticated. I again wondered how many times he had done this. I couldn't help but think this wasn't the first time, but it didn't matter, I suppose.
Once we finished lunch, he reached over to hold my hand. His big, strong hands were remarkably soft. I could feel myself falling for him as I was beginning to warm up. Of course, the wine helped.
He then asked if he could feel the material of the dress.
"Sure, go ahead. Technically, you paid for 75% of it." Umm, maybe I shouldn't have said that? The wine had obviously loosened me up.
He reached over and felt a small piece of the material on my arm. "That feels silky and sexy," he commented. Then his hand fell down and landed on my thigh. I immediately felt the warmth radiating from his hand through the thin material. I could feel my heart beginning to accelerate and my body heating up.
The booth was very private, and the white tablecloth also provided privacy below the waist. I was feeling the effects of three glasses of wine. I stopped talking now and just stared at him. You could say I was daring him to make the next move.
I uncrossed my legs and opened them ever so slightly, feeling slightly drunk and aroused. He noticed. His hand moved slowly from the dress to my leg. He paused for my reaction, but I did nothing to stop him. As he gazed into my eyes, I began to melt.
His hand moved lightly on my thigh and inched ever so slowly towards my inner thigh. His warm hand slid through the dress slit, past the band on my thigh stockings, and onto the soft, bare flesh of my inner thigh.
I felt a wave of arousal sweep over me. All my senses were now focused on his hand on my bare inner thigh. I swear I could feel his pulse from just his touch. Every tiny movement of his hand was magnified a thousand times. My breathing became heavier and more labored. I was heating up fast as he gazed into my eyes. Fuck, he had me. I knew it, and so did he.
I was running hot and past the point of being subtle. I shifted closer to him and slightly opened up my legs to allow him better access.
The dress rode higher on my hips. His fingers pressed up and found the lace of my moist panties. I felt his fingers reach up and pull them aside as a finger explored my labia and beyond. Suddenly, he dipped a finger inside of me. I leaned back in my seat, and I let out a muffled gasp of "Ohhh..." as my eyes closed for a moment. I knew I was soaking wet, and now he did too.
His fingers went straight for my tiny, peril-shaped clitoris, flicking and circling it like a master. He was pushing my arousal button, sending jolts of pleasure throughout my entire body. My breathing became deep, and my body was quivering. I could feel my panties getting wetter and wetter. Yet I did my best to sit there and appear as normal as possible. I even tried to sip my wine but couldn't. I don't think I was fooling anybody.
I discreetly moved my hand over his groin area; he had quite a bulge in his trousers. My tiny fingers slowly teased the outline of his hard member. I then firmly grabbed the outline of his cock through his trousers and aggressively rubbed him. Things were getting pretty heated.
We were abruptly interrupted when the waitress brought the check. "How was everything?" She inquired, her gaze fixed on me.
"Oh, just wonderful; thank you." I was obviously flustered but managed to get the words out. His finger curled up inside me under the tablecloth, causing me to jolt up and gasp slightly. She gave me a sly smile. She had picked up on what was going on, and I could tell from her look that she approved of my gentleman friend. "Well, you have a wonderful day, and do come again." She smiled--pun intended, I'm sure--as she walked away.
Note to self: not to dine here with my husband.
"Would you like to join me in my hotel room?" he whispered.
"Oh... I would love to, but I'm running out of time." I responded.
The time had slipped away that afternoon, and although I would have preferred to take this to a hotel room, I didn't have the time. It was important that I got home before my husband returned from work.
I could see the disappointment on his face.
My promiscuous side always displays itself after a few glasses of alcohol, and this was no exception.
"My SUV has dark privacy glass," I whispered. Damn, that sounded like I was some sex-starved suburban housewife.
He gave me a devilish smile and made some comment about car sex as he plopped down his credit card.
Before leaving the restaurant, I visited the ladies' room to refresh myself and gather my thoughts. This gave me a few minutes to reflect on what had transpired and what was about to transpire.
What have I gotten myself into now? I realised that the wine had impaired my judgment. We weren't really going to have sex in my SUV, were we? When I suggested we go to my vehicle, I was thinking more along the lines of some flirtation, making out, or maybe oral sex--not sexual intercourse.
I asked him to follow me to my vehicle; after all, I am married, and I didn't want to take any chances of being seen with another man. As I walked ahead of him, I could feel his eyes on my ass, and it was arousing. I couldn't believe I was going to go through with this. Talk about the walk of shame. What is wrong with me?
We jumped into my vehicle, and I drove out to a shaded and deserted section of the mall parking lot. We immediately began kissing and lusting over each other. After a few minutes, he suggested we get in the back.
I knew what that meant, but I was in heat, and he had me lusting for him all afternoon. I jumped out and unlatched the back seats, flipping them forward to create a spacious area in the back. Like a couple of horny teens, we climbed into the back.
His hands moved over my body, cupping my breasts. His lips and hands worked around my throat and neck. He grabbed me firmly by the throat as he kissed me hard. I felt the zipper on the back of the dress go down. I looked around outside to make sure there were no onlookers or, worse, mall security.
He lifted my arms in an attempt to remove my dress, but I resisted. The thought of being seen naked in the middle of the afternoon in the parking lot was too risky. After all, I didn't live that far from the mall, and my vehicle was easily recognizable.
In return, he slipped the dress off my shoulders and buried his head in my blossom. I unbuttoned his shirt, and I leaned in to kiss his chest and run my hands through his hairy chest. He reached down and pulled his trousers off in one swift motion.
I grabbed a hold of his boxers and yanked them off like a sex-starved slut. His cock sprang up tall and firm, much to my delight. My hand went straight to his thick cock, and I began stroking and pumping him. My fingers explored his cock and balls. I kissed his chest and slowly worked my lips down his tight stomach to finally take his cock into my mouth.
I love tasting a man for the first time. I swirled my tongue over his head, tasting his pre-cum. My fingernails stroked his scrotum before giving it a nice, sharp squeeze. His moans only made me want him more. My tiny hand pumped the base of his nice, thick cock as I feverishly sucked the top half of his cock. I felt his hand on the back of my head, grabbing my hair, and pushing me down as he plunged his cock deep down my throat. He then grasped my throat with his other hand and forcefully began fucking my mouth.
Things quickly turned rough. Although I do enjoy it rough, he was still a stranger. Images flashed through my mind of being strangled unconscious and being left half naked in my car. Who was this stranger, and what were his intentions? An element of danger and risk is such a turn-on.
I began gagging and struggling for air. My eyes were watering, and I tried to pull away from his tight grasp, but he was having none of it. I began moaning and thrashing about. The more I struggled, the more aroused he became. Finally, he removed his hand from my throat and let up. He had a crazed look on his face, which scared the hell out of me but also gave me a rush of adrenaline.
I was gasping for air and wiping the tears and saliva from my face when he grabbed a hold of my cleavage and pulled my dress down, partly spilling my breasts out of my bra. Still not being satisfied, he reached behind me and unclasped my bra, freeing my breasts completely.
He then leaned in and began kissing me rather roughly. He was pulling and pinching my erect nipples. It was painful, yet also very arousing. He was being very rough. In return, I kissed him back roughly and bit his lower lip rather hard. I certainly got his attention as he pulled back in shock to taste the blood. He smiled at me, and we continued to devour each other.
A hand slipped into my panties and a finger slid in between my now red and swollen labia. At this point, I was soaking wet. He pushed me down onto my back, straddling my face, as his cock hovered above my face, taking aim and ready to dive between my waiting lips.
I opened my mouth to accept him. I had now shifted from arousal to pure animal sex. He began to pump his cock in and out of my mouth. I reached around, grabbed his hard ass, and pulled him in deeper and faster. I wanted to feel his load in the back of my throat as much as I wanted to feel that beautiful cock in my pussy. You could say we were both in a frenzied state.
I was soon rewarded as I felt his buttocks tighten and felt his warm semen fill my mouth. Wave after wave spewed into my mouth and over my face. It was difficult to swallow while lying back, but I did my best. I continued to suckle him as I felt him relax and slowly begin to soften.
He pulled and pressed his body on top of mine as we kissed hungrily. Our tongues danced in each other's mouths, me sharing his warm load and him his blood from his still-bloody lip. I smiled as he lowered his mouth to my nipples, sucking them alternately. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the sensation. My nipples are very sensitive, and I love having them licked and sucked, especially after he had mauled them moments before.
He soon worked his way down my stomach and pulled my panties off in one quick tug. My new dress was ravelled up around my midsection. I didn't want to be fully naked when we started, yet my breasts and pussy were now fully exposed. He positioned himself between my parted legs as his head moved over my smooth, glistening pussy.
It would have been quite a scene for a passerby to see my black thigh-high encased legs in high heels parted and suspended over the front seats. Yikes!
I moaned with pleasure as his tongue dove into me. I pressed up and into his mouth, hungry for more. I felt the seatbelt buckle digging into my ass, so I lifted my head higher and reached down to adjust myself. He quickly took this opportunity to slip his hand under my ass, and he tenderly probed my asshole as he licked and sucked harder now.
I felt my orgasm building and soon felt the tremors through my loins as the wave of pleasure coursed through my body. I pushed and ground his head into me as I let out a loud moan.
"Oh, fuck yes. I needed that."
I lay there admiring his now-erect cock. I couldn't wait any longer. I had to have him inside me.
"Fuck me...please," I begged.
To my surprise, he quickly reached for his trousers and pulled a condom out of one of his pockets. As he prepared to slip it on, I asked him to stop.
"No, don't put that on yet; I want to feel you bare first." I shyly asked.
I reached down and placed the head of his cock against my opening and nodded. I was so wet that his girth slid half way in with one quick push. Then, without any hesitation, he thrust himself all the way inside of me. I let out a deep gasp as he stretched me. I wasn't expecting him to be so rough, although I should have known better.
I grabbed his face and kissed him deeply as I wrapped my legs around him and pulled him closer and deeper into me.
"God, that feels so good," I moaned as my pussy adjusted to being so full and stretched.
I should have released him to put on the condom, but I couldn't. It felt so good, and I just wanted him to fuck me. I needed him to fuck me and use me!
"Just fuck me," I pleaded.
He arched up and once again grabbed me by the throat to leverage himself into me. I was ridiculously wet now. I'm not sure, but I could have possibly squirted while he was fucking me. Juices were flowing out of me and down my ass onto the car seat. I could hear the squishing sounds of his cock thrusting in and out of me. With each deep thrust, I could feel his balls slap against my wet ass. It felt like each thrust took him deeper and deeper inside of me.
Then he hooked his arms behind my knees and went to new depths as my legs were lifted higher and spread even wider than before. My heels were hitting the roof of the vehicle. He was now fucking me hard and fast--just how I like it. We were going at it like two sex-crazed animals.
I couldn't help but think how obvious it would be if someone walked by and saw my vehicle bouncing up and down in rhythm with his thrusts, not to mention the moans and grunts emanating from inside the SUV. Oh, and of course, my parted legs reaching for the sky.
He again had a hold of my throat. The more worked up he got, the harder he gripped my throat. I was at his mercy. I was all his to do as he pleased.
It wasn't long before I had a spectacular orgasm, as my body twitched and jerked around in complete satisfaction. I could feel my vulva squeeze tight around his pulsating cock as bolts of excitement radiated through my entire body. It felt wonderful to have this stranger inside of me.
He let out a loud, long grunt as he stiffened up and gave me one last, hard, deep thrust. I felt the warm sensation of his semen shooting deep inside of me. I squeezed my lips together as if to hold him tight inside of me for as long as I could.



He collapsed on top of me in total exhaustion. As his weight pinned me down, I could slowly feel his cock shrinking and fading away inside of me. As he pulled it out of me, I again clinched my lips together as much as I could so as not to lose or spill his semen.
I have always thought it was special when a man plants his seed deep inside of me. I wanted my body to absorb his seeds, so they would always be a part of me. I know it sounds weird, but that's just a thing I have always had.
We lay there, spent, in each other's arms as we both recovered.
"Thank you for the dress discount and the lovely afternoon." I smiled at him while gathering my clothes.
"Oh, no, thank you," he responded. "Can I ask one more thing of you?"
I raised an eyebrow, wondering what he might want. "Can I keep your panties?" He smiled.
I laughed and said, "Sure, but you better wring them out before you put them in your pocket." I chuckled.
Once we got dressed, I drove him to his car, and he left. I was now running late and had barely gotten home when my husband came through the door from work. I was still wearing my new dress and my heels. My hair had that just-fucked look, and I could feel a trickle of semen dripping down my thigh, but I didn't care; I was in a good mood.
"Hello, honey, do you like my new dress?" I asked him as I did a little twirl for him.
"Wow, very sexy. You look like a million bucks," he added.
"Don't worry, it wasn't that expensive." I smiled.
"What's that redness around your neck" he asks.
"Oh, umm, must be a reaction to something I ate."
I suppose I am a sex-starved housewife from the suburbs after all.
Feel free to visit my forum thread for pictures and more discussions about my stories.
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When I was twenty, my father managed to scrape up enough money to buy me an old car. It was an old clunker and only cost $500 at the time. He had been off work due to health issues and was struggling financially, but he wanted me to have a car to ease my commute to and from my college classes and my part-time job. I'm sure that he felt terrible that he couldn't afford to send me out of town to college.
I agreed to accept his generosity and repay him over the next year. Well, that was the plan. I had no idea how much it cost to own a car, especially an old clunker. If my father knew what that car cost his daughter, he would never have bought it for me.
Being an inexperienced driver, it wasn't long before I got into a small accident. My old, sturdy car was fine, but I did a bit of damage to another car. Not knowing any better, I notified the insurance company because that's what I thought insurance was for. I was later told by friends and even my father that it's always best to keep small claims off my record and to handle them without involving the insurance company.
After the claim was handled, I talked to my agent, who informed me I should be very careful and not get into another accident or get any tickets. I was a young driver with little experience; I had a speeding ticket; and I had already been in one accident. Basically, he said I had three strikes already, another incident, and they would either pull my insurance or greatly increase my rates.
Yikes! Either way, I would lose my car.
So, naturally, I was returning home from a night out with my boyfriends on a rainy, cold night. I knew the roads were slick and the rain was turning to ice on the road. I did have a couple of drinks that evening, so I was being extra careful. As I came upon a traffic light, I noticed a police car stopped at the light in front of me. I braked, intending to stop well behind him, but then all of a sudden my car began to slide. There was a slight incline in the road, and my car, bald tires and all, just had a mind of its own.
"Oh FUCK NO..." I pumped the brake just as my father had told me many times, but the car just kept sliding. It all felt like slow motion as the car slowly slid and came to a rest on the police car's rear bumper.
"Oh my God, NO!" I just froze. I didn't crash into him; it was more like a slight nudge. I was pretty sure there was no damage, and I was hoping the cop wouldn't notice... but he did. I saw his eyes in his rearview mirror looking at me as I stared back like a deer in the headlights.
I dropped my head down onto the steering wheel with my hair around my face, in disbelief. My hands, still on the steering wheel, were now shaking. I couldn't believe my bad luck. I hit a police car! It can't get any worse than this. I mean, you can't even make this stuff up. I'm such a fuckup!
My mind was spinning, and I was running through all the implications of that split-second mishap. Will I lose my car now? I will have to go back to taking the bus to and from school. How am I going to explain this to my father?
And then it hit me. I did have a couple of glasses of wine that evening. Although I was always conscious of drinking and driving, I was feeling a slight buzz. At the time, I weighed only 105 pounds, so it wouldn't take much to put me at the limit. Just when I thought things couldn't get worse, they did.
A tap on the driver's window snapped me back into reality. I quickly raised my head and rolled down the window.
"Are you OK?" a man's voice said.
I looked up at the police officer. "I'm so sorry. I kept braking, and the car just continued to slide... Oh God, I'm so sorry," I said, on the verge of tears.
"License, insurance, and registration, please," he ordered.
I fumbled through my purse and handed over the documents.
"Have you been drinking this evening?" he asked as he leaned in, no doubt smelling my breath.
"Ummm, no...well maybe one glass of wine hours ago." I lied, knowing full well it had been two or possibly three. Shit, that wasn't very convincing on my part.
He took a long look at me and then said, "Sit tight, and I'll be back." He returned to his vehicle to run my information.
I was still shaking. I knew an alcohol test could go either way. Oh fuck, I'm going to end up losing my license! It dawned on me that this event could change my entire life—and not for the better.
He sat in his car for a good ten minutes. This gave me time to pull myself together. My father always told me to be respectful and compliant when dealing with the police, which I always was. But I was in too deep now; I knew I had to do something. I did notice the officer was young-looking, maybe in his mid- to late-twenties. I felt that maybe I had a chance to get out of this situation if I flirted with him. It was worth a shot.
I unzipped my jacket and popped open two buttons on my top. I didn't have much cleavage, but I was desperate and scared. Yes, it sounds silly, but I was terrified of the consequences if I didn't do something. It wouldn't have been the first time that I had gotten out of a situation with a little flirting.
The officer returned and asked me to step out of the car. I complied. He took a good, long look at me. I did notice he glanced down at my pathetic cleavage. It was a weird thought but now I knew why women get implants.
"OK, Miss, stand perfectly straight and follow my finger." I did as I was told as he waved a finger across my eyes.
"Turn this way and walk with one foot in front of the other, heel to toe."
This was the big test. I took a deep breath and did as I was told—a small wobble in the middle, but not bad, I thought.
"Where are you traveling to?" he asked.
"I'm just on my way home... Actually, it's only about a mile from here." I added, hoping that would make some difference.
"Well, there is no damage to the vehicle, but you did run into me just the same, regardless of the road conditions. Unfortunately, I'm going to have to take you down to the station for a proper breath analyzer test."
I was shocked and sniffled to hold back the tears.
"Oh please no... "I hardly had anything to drink."
"Sorry, Miss," he sternly said.
"If you cooperate, I won't put you in handcuffs."
Holly shit, handcuffs? The gravity of the situation was very apparent with that comment.
"What?... wait, please... I'll do anything you want. Honestly, anything. I can't afford to lose my car... My father is ill, and we are struggling... please officer." A tear trickled down my face.
He took a long look at me, his eyes running from top to bottom and back up. "Well... Anything?" I could tell he was thinking about it.
"Oh my God, yes...and I do mean ANYTHING." I pleaded, as I saw a glimmer of hope for getting out of this situation.
There was a long pause.
"I shouldn't really do this, but OK then. I get off work in about an hour. Meet me at my apartment building," he said.
A big sigh of relief followed. I didn't need to ask him what he wanted. The way he looked me over, he left no doubt that, like all young men, he wanted sex. It didn't matter; I had no choice in the matter either way.
"Oh, thank you so much; you won't regret it," I said, not even knowing what it was he wouldn't regret.
"If you don't show, I'll put a warrant out for your arrest," he warned me.
"Oh, you don't have to worry, I'll be there." I gratefully shot back.
He proceeded to give me his address and directions.
"Maybe you can grab a coffee and sober up before driving there," he added.
"Sure thing," I responded, deeply relieved that I wasn't spending the night in jail.
Two hours later, I met him in the apartment lobby. It was kind of eerie waiting for him, as it was late and there was no one around. I had time to think over the events of that evening. I was fine with my decision to meet him at his apartment. Of course, I was somewhat unsure about what he expected of me, but I was also proud that I had managed to get out of a very messy situation. The plan going forward was to fulfill my end of the bargain as quickly as possible, go home, go to bed, and forget everything about this night.
When he arrived, I hardly even recognized him out of uniform. He wasn't bad-looking at all. He was tall, slim but muscular, with nice blue eyes, and he had a lovely smile. This wasn't going to be so bad after all.
We chatted and made small talk as we waited for the elevator. I told him I was out with my boyfriend that evening, and he told me he also had a girlfriend when I inquired. We joked and avoided the topic of what was to follow. He seemed very nice.
Once we entered his apartment, he took my coat and threw it over a chair. He then grabbed a beer. "No beer for you, how about a water?" He asked. I passed on any drinks. I knew we were there for sex, although he had yet to mention it. It was late, so I thought it best to move things along.
"So how am I going to pay for my Get Out of Jail Card?" I playfully asked as I began to unbutton my top.
"Well, I've always wanted to try anal, but my girlfriend refuses to try it, sooo...You rear-ended me, so I'm going to rear-end you." He chuckled.
"What—umm?" I was surprised by his request.
Though I was hardly an anal virgin, it wasn't something I did regularly. The few times that I had done anal, it proved to be somewhat uncomfortable. It was something I preferred to avoid, especially with a complete stranger.
"Umm, I've never done anal," I lied.
He just shrugged and said, "Great, it'll be a first for both of us."
"How about a blow job instead?" I couldn't believe I was negotiating sex with a police officer for that matter.
"You can give me both," he shot back.
I thought it best not to object too much, again reminding myself of the situation he had gotten me out of.
"Fine, but then we are even, right?... I hope you have lube... and you'll be gentle, right?" I gave in and nodded.
"Sure," And with that, he yanked his shirt over his head.
I found myself biting my lower lip when I saw his hairless, chiseled chest. He had a hot body and seemed to be a nice guy. Although I was being blackmailed and really didn't have much choice, it didn't seem that way. He was attractive, and if he had come on to me in a bar, I certainly would have accepted his advances.
I followed his lead and pulled off my top. He was now watching me, and I could see the anticipation in his eyes as I reached behind my back to unclasp my bra. We made eye contact as I slowly and seductively slipped the bra off my shoulders and held it in place for a split second before discarding it.
"Oh wow, you have beautiful breasts," he noted.
I smiled at the compliment.
I slipped off my boots, unzipped my jeans, and swayed from side to side as I pushed my skintight jeans over my hips. He was standing in front of the couch, taking off his jeans, too. My jeans dropped into a puddle around my ankles, and I stepped out of them.
I couldn't help but gasp when I saw the bulge in his briefs, considering what he had in mind for me.
We made eye contact again, and together we slipped our thumbs into the waistbands of our underwear at the same time and pulled them down. I shivered when his stiff cock sprang free, bouncing in anticipation. I couldn't keep my eyes off it. I was pleasantly relieved to see he didn't have a huge cock. His cock was average in size, hard, very erect, and well-groomed, too. Overall, a very nice package.
As I stood there naked in front of this stranger, I could feel his eyes ogling me. His cock twitched, as if to call me over. I felt a surge of arousal shoot through me, despite the situation.
He gestured with his finger to spin around, so I did. I was all his for the next few hours, and he was checking out my ass. Yikes!
"Yeah, that's a sweet little ass you have," he said as I playfully shook my ass for him.
He held out his hand as I crossed the floor toward him, thinking, why do I always get into these situations?"
His hands gently ran over the curves of my hips, running up and down my soft white skin. He casually brushed one of my breasts. Chills of arousal shot through my entire body. I placed a hand on his chest as I gasped at how hard and firm his pec muscles were. This was the first time I had actually touched him, and I felt myself getting moist.
I was being blackmailed, and it was turning me on.
He pointed at the couch, and I sat down as he moved towards me.
Naked, in a stranger's apartment, with his cock looming large before my eyes, I shuddered from a fresh rush of wetness flooding my pussy.
I wrapped my hand around the root of his cock and leaned in. A growl escaped him as I licked and tasted his stiff, shaven organ. One of his hands settled on the back of my head, while the other reached down for my breasts. He started gently stimulating my nipples, and I could feel them swelling in response to his touch.
I ran my tongue up and down, his lovely erection. His hand, which had been resting on top of my head, tilted it back, forcing me to look up at him.
"Do you like my cock?" he asked.
"Oh, yes, I do," I answered as I leaned in to lick his pre-cum.
I wasn't just saying that to appease him, actually did like his cock. As my tongue slathered over it, I could imagine it stretching out my pussy. Of course, that wasn't where he planned on inserting it.
"Then suck it," he ordered.
He gently swept my hair to the side to get it out of my way and so that he could have a good view.
I parted my lips and took the head of his cock in my mouth. I flickered my tongue to tickle it, then pulled back before sliding my lips down further over his cock. I began stroking the base of his cock with my hand and bobbing my head up and down the top half of his cock. I did my best to take him as deeply into my mouth as possible. I picked up the pace, my hand now sliding down to cup and squeeze his balls as my mouth engulfed more of his cock.
He began to moan and growl as I squeezed his balls tighter. I then assaulted his cock with everything I had, slurping and moaning sounds emitting from my desperate efforts to make him cum. I reasoned that if I could get him to cum, he wouldn't need anal. That was my logic anyway.
He tightened his grip on my breasts and nipples, making my pussy yearn for more. Just when I thought he was close to cumming he pulled out and stepped back. I fell forward off the couch, desperately reaching with my open mouth, not wanting to release him.
"Whoa, girl, you are good," he said.
"I want you to cum in my mouth," I begged as I gasped for air, and drool ran down my chin.
He stepped back, grabbed my hand, and pulled me up off my knees and onto my feet.
"Time for the main event," he declared with a grin.
I leaned in towards him on my toes and gave him a kiss, then purred into his ear, "You can fuck me without a condemn instead." Yes, a bold offer to avoid anal that I thought he couldn't resist. He wasn't that large, but just the same, I knew anal would be painful.
"The deal was anal... I want that sweet, tiny ass of yours so badly," he responded with a slap on my butt cheek. My ass clenched at the thought of what was to come.
He grabbed my hand and led me down a hallway without speaking another word. I followed, wiping the drool off my lips and chin, feeling a mixture of excitement and dread. He turned into a bedroom, and I walked over to the bed and hopped onto it.
He stood at the foot of the bed, watching me, and then said, "Touch yourself for me."
I sat back against the headboard and slipped my hand between my long, spread legs. Being ordered around like a whore was extremely arousing, and I didn't need coaxing. My fingers feverishly began stimulating my pussy. I rubbed my clitoral area and then plunged one, then two, fingers inside of me.
He stood there watching as I played with my soaking wet pussy. My fingers made slurping sounds as they reached deeper and deeper inside of me. I pulled out my hand and held it up so he could see that my fingers were coated with my juices. I licked and sucked on my fingers, hoping to entice him to have sex.
I felt like a sex-starved vixen as I pleaded for him to fuck me.
"Ohh," I moaned, "Come fuck me...please," still hoping to avoid anal at any cost,
He strolled over to the night table and pulled out a tube of lube.
"I can see you're wet," he asked.
"Yes," I admitted. "So wet."
He stood watching me masturbate, the lube in one hand and his cock in the other. He squeezed the lube on his cock and then rubbed it all over with his hand.
"Get over here," he said as he grabbed my ankles and slid me over to the edge of the bed.
He pulled me up, turned me around, and bent me over the side of the bed. He had me in position, with my ass pointed up. He kicked my legs apart to align my anal opening with his stiff and ready cock.
"Damn, you have a gorgeous little ass," he said as he slapped and kneaded it.
Suddenly I felt the head of his cock rub on my still-tight anal sphincter. Having had anal before, I knew well enough that I wasn't yet prepared.
"Wait, wait... You can't just ram it in," I protested.
"Here, give me some lube on my fingers." I held out my hand.
"I have to stretch it out a bit first, or you're going to rip me in half." I barked.
I then slowly inserted one of my tiny, lubricated fingers into my rectum. I proceeded to slowly stretch it out, and then I did the same with two fingers.
"Pull my cheeks apart while I stretch it out, please." I was now taking charge for my own protection, of course.
"OK, as I pull my fingers out, give my hole a big shot of lube, and then SLOWLY and GENTLY try and slide inside of me." I was now the instructor.
"Are you sure you haven't done this before?" he added.
"Yeah, I saw a YouTube video on it." I laughed.
I jumped as he squirted in the cold lube deep into my opening.
"Oh God help me," I muttered as the head of his member pressed against my opening.
"EASY, big boy... slow and gentle." I reminded him again.
"Tell me you want it," he barked.
Are you fucking kidding me? This was the last thing I wanted, but I reminded myself of the alternative, so I dutifully responded, "I want you to fuck my ass."
I sucked in a big breath and whimpered as he increased the pressure. I reached back and pulled my checks as far apart as I could. I held my ass firm and gently pushed back into him as he pushed into me. I yelped and he groaned as the head of his cock popped into my ass.
"Ah fuck, that's tight—and hot!" he exclaimed, pushing harder and inching deeper.
"Whoa, slow and gentle, oh fuck." I reminded him and moaned at the same time. I had visions of him ripping me apart and destroying my ass.
"You want it all, don't you?" he growled.
"Yes, but slow... A bit at a time," I pleaded.
"Say it," he barked.
"I want all of your big cock in my ass," I screeched in a high-pitched, painful voice.
He wrapped his large hands around my hips for leverage. I screamed as the rest of his cock slowly vanished in my ass and his balls slapped against my skin. I grabbed the bedsheets tight with both hands, and I began biting the sheets to muffle my screams. The burning pain in my ass was unbearable.
"Ah, fuck yeah, fuck yeah," he said in a breathy voice while bucking his hips. You'd think he scored a touchdown or something. I whimpered with every thrust of his hard cock into my burning and stretched ass.
I reached underneath and began to stimulate my clitoral area, which was even more sopping wet now.
"That's right, play with that pussy while I fuck your ass."
I feverishly rubbed and inserted two fingers inside of my swollen pussy. Although I was in pain, I was so aroused. I'm not a person who is into pain, but I could relate now. The burning pain combined with sexual stimulation was bringing me close to orgasming. I was alternating between moaning with sexual pleasure and screaming with pain every time he pulled back and thrust deeper.



The more he thrust into me, the more frantic I rubbed my clit and fingered myself. My fingers reached up to my G spot as the heel of my hand rubbed my clit. I could feel his cock deep inside of me, also causing some kind of sexual stimulation.
"Oh yes, fuck me hard," I yelled out as the pain began to subside.
I was now bucking my ass back into rhythm with his thrusts. I lost all control and was screaming and wailing with my face buried in the bed sheets.
"Oh wow... I just love... your ass... "It's perfect... So tiny... and... fucking tight." He grunted in between thrusts.
"I'm... I'm... cumming," he growled.
I couldn't hold back any longer either. I let out a deep moan as I felt a massive orgasm wash over me. I felt him thrust one more time deep inside of me. I immediately slid my hand off of my pussy and grabbed hold of his balls. I mercilessly squeezed as hard as I could, digging my nails into his scrotum. He screamed as I felt his cock pulsate and ejaculate his seed into my burning ass. I bucked my ass back as hard as I could, implanting myself on his stiff cock. I continued to squeeze all the cum out of his balls.
His cum filled my ass, and it provided a soothing feeling as I squeezed my anal muscles to hold him in place.
"Oh my God... That was fucking amazing," he gasped as his shrinking cock slowly slid out of me.
We both crawled back onto the bed and lay there panting for air, recovering. After a few minutes, I staggered to the bathroom to clean up and have a quick shower.
I wrapped a towel around me and returned to the bedroom. It was now three in the morning, and I debated on whether I should spend the night or go home. I thought it was better to just crash in his bed for a few hours, as I probably wouldn't get much sleep if I went home.
"Mind if I crash here for a few hours?" I asked.
"Yeah, sure," he said as he got up and headed to the bathroom.
As I fell onto his bed naked, I caught the scent of perfume on one of the pillows. Oh, wow, how hot is this? I can smell his girlfriend. I'm not sure what it was about the smell of her perfume that made me instantly aroused. Was it that she won't give him anal; the idea that he cheated with me? Or maybe the fact that I just marked his bed with all my pussy juices? Would she smell me the next time they were in bed together? Oh fuck, my ass was still sore, but I was aroused again.
Earlier that night, I had sex with my boyfriend before heading home and getting myself into this situation. I have to admit that although I was blackmailed, I definitely enjoyed this encounter more. My thoughts were getting me heated up again. I wanted and needed more.
"So, is my Get Out of Jail Card still valid?" I joked when he returned to the room. "Oh yeah, that was fucking amazing."
The sight of his muscular, naked body as he approached the bed made me instantly wet.
"Too bad, I was hoping that you would handcuff me." I smiled.
I reached down and slowly ran my finger over my swollen and wet labia.
His eyes widened, and he asked, "Seriously?"
I offered him a slow nod and moaned, "Mmm-hmm." He walked to his night table and pulled out a pair of handcuffs.
Yes, my father always told me to cooperate with and respect law enforcement.
~~~~~~~~~~~~
Feel free to visit my forum thread for pictures and more discussions about my stories.
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I like to think of myself as a conservative and classy woman. But I have demons deep inside of me that crave excitement, lust, passion, and danger. They have always been there, lurking. Fortunately, I have always been on the timid side, which has helped to suppress these urges for the most part. Over the years, I have come to call my demons "my inner slut." I struggle to control it, but it's always there, sometimes bubbling up and itching to get out.
There have been numerous times in my life when I have let my inner slut run rampant. Some call it whoring, but I find that a bit harsh. It's usually triggered by some sort of event. It can be from depression, loneliness, a bad breakup, rejection, a lack of self-worth, or even too much alcohol. I'm not sure, but I doubt that I'm the only female with these demons.
Being raised with a religious background, after one of these "inner slut" rampages, I always feel guilty. Maybe it's my imagination, but I always seem to get some kind of sign from above following my transgressions, like God knows I'm a slut and he is watching.
This is one adventure where my inner slut surfaced and took control.
——————
Valentine's Day: It had been five weeks since my marriage proposal fiasco and subsequent breakup with my boyfriend. I have always had an issue with commitment, and the more our relationship progressed, the more defiant I became. Yes, things were moving fast, and even though I had made up my mind at a young age that I would never marry, somehow I was heading down that path. I seemed to have no control over my destiny. The further down that road I traveled, the more it scared me, and I rebelled. I would flirt with other men and say or do things that annoyed him in order to incite a fight. It seemed whatever I did, he always accepted me for who I was, which in turn frightened me even more.
It all came to a head just after Christmas. We'd been dating for over a year, and I'd made it clear that I didn't want to marry... anyone. So when he took me to a nice restaurant to supposedly celebrate a job promotion but instead proposed, I was in shock and could not give him an answer. My shock quickly turned to anger at having been ambushed like that. Emotionally, I have always been quite volatile, and that evening I lost it with him. It turned into a very ugly public scene.
My hurt and shell-shocked boyfriend asked me to return to his place so I could calm down and we could talk it out. But I had a few drinks and was too upset to go with him. He left the restaurant, hoping that I would calm down and meet him at his place.
Instead, I ended up sitting at the bar and meeting a couple of guys. Long story short, he found out I had sex with them, and we broke up. Mission accomplished! With the aid of my inner slut, I had finally taken back control of my destiny, or did I?
It was now Valentine's Day. This was the first Valentine's Day in years that I was without a date. I was feeling sad and depressed. I had finally succeeded in ending our relationship, something I subconsciously wanted to do but didn't have the courage to do in a mature way. In the back of my mind, I was hoping that my ex would reach out and maybe send me flowers. Maybe a text? But nothing.
It was Saturday evening, and I had nothing to do but mope. Valentine's Day made it worse. Fuck, I hate Valentine's Day... I had no affection for flowers, and chocolate gave me migraines. I think it goes back to when I was in grade school. All the cute little girls got cards from the boys, but I never received anything. Yeah, I hate Valentine's Day.
I had decided it was high time I got back on my feet. Valentine's Day or not, I needed to get out of this gloomy stupor I was in.
I had heard about this new nightclub, and I decided it was just what I needed. I was in deep need of a fun night out. I decided that I would go to the club on my own. All my friends had moved on or were in relationships, and besides, I didn't want to talk about my breakup anyway. It was also Valentine's Day, so it wasn't a good time for a girls' night out.
So I spent the evening fixing my hair and dolling myself up, accompanied by several glasses of wine.
I picked out my killer black skirt. The short one that showed off my long, skinny legs and tiny firm ass. I went with a flimsy, low-cut white silky top that had to be worn without a bra. Black thigh-high stockings and stilettos finished off my outfit. Oh, and a pair of thong underwear to accentuate my ass, of course.
I wore a short bomber jacket to stay warm and cover up my flimsy top. I looked in the mirror, and I had to admit I did look slutty and ready to have some fun. Yeah, fuck Valentine's Day.
The taxi dropped me off at the club, and I could hear the music from street level. As I entered the club, I checked my jacket, made sure everything was in place, and proceeded to the main event.
The atmosphere in the club was electric. There were beautiful people everywhere, loud music pulsating, dim lighting, and crowds of people mingling and dancing. I was feeling a bit tipsy from the wine I had consumed earlier that evening as I gingerly made my way through the crowd in my stilettos.
I found a spot at the end of the bar and was immediately approached by two men. I could hardly hear them over the music, but it wasn't long before the drinks began to flow.
I'm on the petite side, so it doesn't take much to get me intoxicated. The two guys began plying me with drinks as they inched closer and closer to me.
Alcohol has always made me promiscuous, and it did not fail me this time. My world was beginning to spin, and the bar was so crowded that I was now sandwiched between my two new friends.
Their hands were on my waist, hips, and ass—elbows rubbing against my breasts. My top was barely covering my breasts as it was being discreetly tugged and pulled. I was being groped by these two guys at the bar, under the shelter of the crowd and darkness.
My arms were now draped over one of the men, as I was using him for support. My hips intentionally ground into his groin as the other man pushed up behind me. Yes, the alcohol had taken effect, and my inner slut was running rampant.
I felt a hand beneath my skirt as a finger began rubbing my wet thong. It was time to dance before things got further out of control. I grabbed both their hands, and we made our way to the crowded dance floor.
The music was loud, and I could feel the low tones of the bass eroticizingly pulsate through my entire body. Bodies were all crowded together, and I could feel the heat of their bodies as we all moved to the music.
I was quite tipsy, and my dancing consisted more of hanging on to both men. One in front of me held my waist and began kissing my neck. The other man was behind me, rubbing his swollen groin into my ass. Wandering hands went unnoticed in the dim light and the crowded dance floor. After about ten minutes of groping and kissing with both men, I was ushered off the dance floor and towards the back of the club. I was in an intoxicated state and didn't put up any resistance.
A big steel door opened, and I was escorted outside to a fenced-off, dark, and secluded area. I felt the cool bite of the air and tried to return back inside, but I was wrapped up in someone's arms and held to keep warm.
The first man began kissing me, and I returned his lust. Warm hands slipped inside my open white top and cupped my bare, cool breasts. I instinctively reached down to feel the man's groin through his trousers. I felt the second man behind me grab my ass beneath my hiked-up skirt. Lush and passionate feelings exploded as I became intertwined with both men.
The entire night, we had hardly even spoken due to the loud music. It occurred to me that we didn't even know each other's names.
My head was pushed down, and as I fell to my knees, the other man slid some folded-up cardboard beneath me to protect my knees. A cock quickly found its way into my mouth.
"Aw, that's it, sweetie. Suck my cock." I finally heard one of them speak over the muffled music pouring out of the club.
I began to suck and blow him as he requested. This was my first cock since my breakup, and I was enjoying it.
"Oh, bro... She's a hungry little slut." The man said to his buddy, who was busy pinching and mauling my breasts from behind.
"Get up," the second man ordered as he lifted me up by my hips. As I was placed in the bent-over position, the first man held my head against his cock. I moaned and kicked off my heels, as I couldn't support myself with them on.
As I continued to suck the first man, I felt the second man slide my thongs off and insert a finger in me.
"Oh fuck, she's soaking wet. Man, she wants it." I then heard the sound of a zipper.
"Ummm, do you... Umm, have a condom." I mumbled with a cock in my mouth.
"Yeah, I'm putting it on right now," he said as I continued sucking the first man.
I felt the man behind me position his cock between my moist lips. With a couple of pushes, his cock was buried deep inside of me. He began to thrust back and forth as he held my hips tight. I lost my concentration on the first man's cock as his thrusts began to intensify.
"Oh, gawd, that feels good." I moaned as the cock in my mouth slipped out.
"Oh fuck yeah, what a sweet tight pussy this bitch has," he said as he continued to pound me from behind. No finesse or courtesy for me; just a good, hard pounding.
"Oh, don't stop... harder... Oh, my God," I begged as I bucked back, attempting to take him deeper.
Swat, he slapped my ass hard. The stinging blow startled me, and I yelped.
"Oh, shit—YES!" I cried, overwhelmed by the animalistic pounding he was giving me and a second slap. I was moaning as I began to orgasm.
"Oh wow... Is she cumming?" he growled as he continued to pound his cock deep inside of me. Then he let out a low but loud growl.
I felt a stream of warm semen ejaculate deep inside of me. Thrust after thrust, he shot his load into me.
I felt him pull out, and as he did, I could feel the semen pour out of me and down my leg.
"Hey, you said you had a condom... You lied, you prick." I should have been angry, but I was still relishing in the aftereffects of my long-awaited orgasm.
Both men stood me up, and the man behind me held me straight up. The man in front of me positioned himself for entry. As I laid back onto the second man, he lifted one of my legs up and slid his hard cock inside of me.
"Oh man, she's full of juices and so slippery," he said as his cock slid and slurped its way inside of me for sloppy seconds. He firmly grabbed my ass with both hands and leveraged his cock deep into me. As he fucked me from the front, the man supporting me from behind had both my tits out of my top and continued to play with them while he kissed and bit my neck.
I was now overwhelmed, moaning, and purring as another massive orgasm quickly stirred and washed over me.
"Oh fuck yeah... cum for me, you little slut," one of them said.
"She's a hot one," said the other.
"Ohhhh fuck..." I screamed as I began to quiver and spasm.
"Oh, yeah, yeah." He grunted as he thrust up into me and surrendered his load.
I was gently placed on my feet, and the man behind me helped me put my heels back on.
"Lick me clean," barked the man who had just fucked me.
I didn't say a word; I just crouched down and licked him clean. As I was doing this, the other man turned to face me and began stroking his hardened cock. The moment I finished, I turned and began licking and sucking him.
Within a minute or two, he was ejaculating in my mouth. I licked him clean, too.
"Man, she's one slutty and horny bitch," one of them said.
"Happy Valentine's Day!" the other chuckled.
I was a total mess now. There was semen all over my face and clothes, not to mention the gushes of cum pouring out of me and down my legs and over my thigh-high stockings.
Of course, no one had any Kleenex, so I made a beeline back into the club and into the washroom. I was in such a rush to clean up that I forgot about my thong.
After an extended cleanup effort, I returned to the bar area, but my two friends were long gone, as was my thong.
Despite my efforts to straighten up, I still looked rather disheveled. I had that drunken, just-fucked look as I stumbled through the crowded bar area.
"Hey, you look like you could use a drink," I heard someone say during a momentary pause in the loud music. I turned and drunkenly gazed at this tall, attractive man with a pleasant smile.
"Ummm, yeah, that would be great... A gin smash, please."
The next thing I knew, we were parked in front of my apartment building, and I was riding his cock in the front seat of his car.
I swear, in that exact moment, God gave me a sign. As I was orgasming for the third time that night, I heard the car radio playing "Once, Twice, Three Times a Lady."
Oh fuck, I hate Valentine's Day.
~~~~~~~~
Feel free to visit my forum thread for pictures and more discussions about my stories.
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A few years back, I was on vacation with my husband at an all-inclusive, adults-only resort in Jamaica. This was our first time at an all-adult resort, and to be honest, I really didn't know what to expect. My husband and I are not swingers, and I was a bit concerned about what the "adult" part of the resort meant. All I wanted was a peaceful, warm week on the beach with my husband and a good book.
When we arrived, I was relieved to see that there were no couples having sex everywhere. What I was most thrilled to see was that the beautiful pools were not polluted with screaming kids. Yes, this was going to be a quiet and peaceful vacation.
The beaches were beautiful, and tops were optional, as my husband quickly pointed out. I have always been on the shy side, so that first day on the beach, I refused to remove my top, despite my husband's nagging. Of course, he seemed to enjoy the sites while I sat in the sun and read my book.
The second day there, I gave in to my husband's childish pestering and agreed to remove my top only if we located to a more secluded area. He agreed, but as the afternoon wore on, more couples arrived, and it wasn't so secluded. By now I was comfortable with going topless, and it wasn't an issue for the rest of the week. Besides, it wasn't like I was running along the water's edge topless; I was just sitting and reading my book. I know my husband had Baywatch fantasies, but that isn't me.
Things were going well until our fourth night, when my husband and I had a big fight. He had been ogling women on the beach all week, and it was beginning to annoy me. That night we went to the resort nightclub, and he proceeded to get drunk and flirt with any woman that looked his way. There was one hot young brunette in particular that caught his eye at the club as well as at the beach. She was with an older man, and my husband made it quite obvious that he had the hots for her.
I knew he was drunk, but that was still no excuse for his behavior. I felt disrespected and hurt. It stirred up thoughts of how he must behave when traveling on business. I know he cheats when he travels, and it's always been a sensitive topic for me. If this is how he behaved when I was with him, I can't imagine what he is like when alone.
I tried to contain my anger, as I didn't want to ruin our vacation, but it finally erupted when we returned to the room. My volatile side lashed out at him, and he got an earful. I was pissed.
Of course, his response was to ignore me and pass out drunk on the bed, which made me even angrier. I couldn't even bear to look at him, that's how furious I was.
It was after 2 a.m., and I knew I wouldn't be able to fall asleep as I was still very upset. I needed to calm down and unwind if I was going to get any sleep that night.
A nice soak in one of the hot tubs was just what I needed. The resort was gated and very safe, so I felt comfortable leaving my room even if it was so late. I changed into my bathing suit and cover, grabbed my book, and headed to the hot tub.
It was a beautiful, warm, and peaceful night. The hot tub area was dimly lit and deserted. I removed my bathing suit cover and slipped into the warm, relaxing water. I quickly lost myself in my book as I enjoyed the tranquility of this calm night.
I had lost track of time when I was disturbed out of my peaceful trance by a deep male voice coming from behind me.
"Beautiful night, isn't it?"
He startled me, and I jerked my head back to see who it was.
"Oh, I'm sorry, I didn't mean to scare you," he said.
My eyes focused, and there stood the couple from the club. Oh great! Just what I need: a young, hot trophy wife to remind me of my lustful cheating husband.
The man was well over six feet tall and had that mature and successful appearance. He looked to be in his early fifties, fit-looking, and with a day's growth on his rather attractive face. He looked to be wearing swim shorts and a tight-fitting tee shirt that accentuated his muscular chest. I noticed he was holding a bottle of rum and two glasses in his hand.
"Oh, no, that's fine... Yes, it is a nice night," I blurted, surprised to see anyone at that time of the night.
"Is it OK if we climb in?" He gestured, placing his bottle and glasses at the edge of the tub, and then pulled off his shirt before I could even respond.
He held his wife's hand as she removed her bikini cover and helped her into the hot tub. She looked like a Sports Illustrated model. Tall, without a trace of fat, and with a figure to die for. She was also about twenty years younger than me and her husband, for that matter. To say I felt inadequate is an understatement.
"Yeah, sure... I was just leaving anyway," I responded, feeling a bit uncomfortable being in a hot tub with this sexy-looking couple. They probably didn't want me hanging around.
They slid into the tub opposite me.
"Oh, that feels wonderful," she gasped.
"Please don't leave on our account." The young lady spoke, sensing my apprehension.
I sat still, assessing the situation, debating with myself whether I should leave now or give them a couple of minutes. They were a very attractive couple and seemed quite pleasant.
"I'm Frank, and this is my wife, Michelle," he said.
"April," I replied with a nod.
"Nice to meet you, April... I saw you and your husband at the club earlier. Did you lose him?" She smiled.
Her question caught me off-guard. "Oh, I wish I did... he's passed out drunk in bed," I responded, with a chuckle.
We started to chat, and they both seemed easy to talk to and had a good sense of humor. Suddenly, there was no rush for me to get back to my room.
Frank poured me and his wife a glass of rum. They both slid around the bench closer to me.
"Sure, why not?"
"Thank you," I responded as he handed me the drink.
I couldn't help but think how ironic it was that I was enjoying this evening with the woman my husband had the hots for. It served him right for getting drunk and passing out. The thought that my husband would have killed to be sitting in a hot with Michelle only made the entire situation even sweeter.
Before I knew it, I was sandwiched between the two of them.
The conversation soon became sexually suggestive, and I played along. At almost the same time, both Michelle and Frank placed a hand on each of my thighs, under the water. As their hands moved up and down my leg, I went silent and found myself letting out a big sigh of approval. Oh wow, this isn't going where I think it is, is it?
Michelle leaned in and planted a wonderfully soft and passionate kiss on my lips. I immediately responded and embraced her.
As we kissed, Frank leaned in and casually unfastened both our tops. Michelle gladly helped me slide my top off, as I did the same with her. I put up no resistance whatsoever.
The warm water felt like a soothing embrace as Michelle and I explored each other's bodies. I ran my hands across her back, exploring the curves of her body, before planting delicate kisses on her neck. She let out a soft moan as I kissed her, and I felt my pulse quicken as I felt her soft, youthful skin against mine.
Frank sat back and watched us; his face lit up with pleasure as he watched us entwined in the hot tub. Our bare breasts rubbing together felt wonderful. I felt his presence as an energy between us, and it only heightened the intensity and passion between Michelle and I.
Michelle moved her hands to my chest, caressing my skin as her lips explored my neck and breasts. I felt my body quiver with pleasure as her hands moved lower into my bikini bottoms. I let out a soft moan as she touched my clitoris, and a finger slid inside of me. I did the same to her in return. Our bodies moved in perfect harmony, and I could feel the heat between us intensifying as we explored each other.
It wasn't long before Michelle had me climaxing. She knew exactly how and where to rub me. Her fingers worked feverishly as I got closer and closer to cumming. I let out a loud, deep moan as Frank leaned over and took me over the edge by stimulating my hard erect nipples.
Frank moved closer, and soon our three bodies were intertwined in a passionate embrace. We moved together in a passionate and intense rhythm, the heat of the water and the passion between us creating a perfect storm of pleasure.
Michelle slowly moved away and sat opposite of me and Frank in the hot tub. She sat there smiling and sipping her rum as she watched her husband and me make out. I was shocked by my behavior, but I didn't want it to end.
"Stand up; let's see your sweet little ass," he asked me.
He stood up, reached out, and pulled me up out of the water by my hands. He held my hands up as he leaned back to take a better look. He commented on how I was blessed with such a beautiful body and that it was obvious I worked out.
What a sweet man to say that when he clearly was married to such a gorgeous woman.
I realized at this moment that I had lost all control of the situation. Being tipsy, he helped me sit back down. I felt his forearm brush against my breasts as he maneuvered me, so I ended up sitting on his lap. The alcohol had my head spinning, and I was giggling like a teenage girl with a crush.
I wrapped my arms around his neck to steady myself and then kissed him. I felt his cock grow under me, and I couldn't help but grind my ass on it as we continued to kiss.
My nipples were now rock hard as they rubbed against his muscular chest.
His hands moved from my waist up to cup and squeeze my breasts. Damn, it felt good! God, his cock felt huge pressing on my ass. Then he rolled my nipple between his finger and thumb, hurting it. Instead of a yelp, I moaned with approval.
Then a bit of panic set in, "We should stop this! I'm married!"
Like, that really mattered to me, but I felt like I had to say it. I'm not even sure why I said it. I was sitting topless on his lap in the middle of the night, with him groping my breasts and me grinding on his cock as his wife watched. Yeah, I was beyond any turning point.
Frank simply smiled at me, and I laughed as I realized how ridiculous that sounded.
He then stood up and peeled off his swimsuit. His hard cock popped out right in front of my face. His cock was big, I suppose in proportion to his large size. It wasn't exceptionally long, but it was thick--very thick.
I just stared at his cock as it twitched inches away from me. Then, in a sterner voice, he barks, "Take off your bottoms!" I found myself actually doing it! I reached down, slid my bottoms off, and handed them to him.
Michelle moved back towards her husband and firmly grabbed his cock. She began to stroke him as I watched in envy. She quickly began sucking him, and after a few good tugs, she motioned for me to join her. I did not hesitate to join in.
And just like that, Michelle and I began sucking and kissing Frank's cock and balls. As we took turns slurping up and down his cock we paused to kiss each other. I reached up and gave his balls a good mauling. When it was my turn to suck, Michelle gently pushed on the back of my head to make sure I took her husband nice and deep. This went on for a good ten minutes or so. I was thrilled to be the third wheel.
In the blink of an eye, Michelle backed off and Frank moved between my legs, and as he wrapped his arms around me, I felt his cock push towards me.
"Guide it in," he commanded.
I hesitated, thinking, "Did I really want to do this? Did Michelle mind? What the fuck am I doing?
"Now," he barked in a stern voice.
I glanced over at Michelle, and she gave me an approving smile. I reached down and guided the tip of his cock into me, just as I was told.
He was thick, and I could feel him stretching me as he forcefully pushed his way in. I asked him to go slowly, which he did. I gasped and let out a moan as he filled and stretched me out. His hard, chubby cock dipped in and out.
"FUCK! GOD, THAT FEELS SO GOOD!" I cried out.
My legs wrapped around his waist as he filled me with that big, thick cock.
I caught a glimpse of Michelle over his shoulder. She was sitting back, watching, with a drink in one hand and her other hand under the water between her legs. She was a sight to behold, with her beautiful full breasts floating and moving on the water line. Oh, fuck, I almost came just watching her watch me fucking her husband. This was all beyond hot.
Frank pinned my hands over my head to the deck with one hand, the other working my tits. He had big hands, and he was devouring my tits. I thought he was going to pull or bite them off.
I didn't last long as I came hard, stifling a scream that would have woken the whole resort! Oh my god, this was so hot and erotic.
I had barely recovered from my orgasm when he quickly turned me around and leaned me into Michelle's arms. We immediately began kissing as I touched and felt her wonderful breasts. My ass was in the air, and my legs were in the water.
I knew Frank wasn't finished with me yet. I wanted Frank's cock back in my pussy! I love doggie style, and I wanted more.
Frank re-entered me and began moving in and out of me. I felt him exploring my anal opening, slowly inserting a large finger inside of me. It felt wonderful as he stimulated both holes. But Frank had other plans. He suddenly pulled out of my pussy and with one thrust, he entered my ASS! I let out a scream, as I wasn't expecting him to rip me apart like that. I'm on the petite side, so generally, I don't permit large cocks in my ass. It's just too painful.
But it all happened so fast. I couldn't stop him - and even though it hurt like hell, I didn't want him to stop!
The intensity of the moment was overwhelming, and soon my body was trembling with pleasure. The pleasure was so intense, it almost felt too overwhelming to bear.
Suddenly, Frank let out a loud grunt as his body tensed up.
"Oh fucking yes," he growled.
Michelle held me tight in her bosom as my body shook and I felt the tremors of another orgasm wash over me.
"That's a girl... Cum for me," she whispered in my ear as she held me.
Frank pulled away, and I felt my body relax as we all sat there in the warm water, our skin slick with sweat.
Michelle moved closer and kissed me, her lips gentle and passionate. I felt my body shudder with pleasure as we kissed, and soon I was lost in a blissful state of pure pleasure.
We held each other for what felt like hours, our bodies entwined in a passionate embrace. The experience was so intense that it felt like I had been transported to another world.
Eventually, we all made our way back to our rooms, with both Frank and Michelle giving me a gentle kiss goodbye.
As I lay in my bed that night, I felt my body tingle with pleasure as I replayed the events of the evening in my mind. I had never felt such pleasure before, and I knew this was an experience I would never forget.
The next day, I woke up feeling both content and exhausted. I felt a sense of peace and satisfaction. The anger and rage I had felt the night before were gone.
That morning at breakfast, Michelle and Frank walked by our table and gave me a warm greeting. My befuddled husband's expression was priceless.
"How do you know them?" he inquired.
"Just friends I met while you were passed out drunk last night." I refused to tell him anything else--why should I?
~~~~~~~
Thank you for taking the time to read my story. If you enjoyed it, please give me encouragement by hitting the "like" button below.
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The first time I used a vibrator was when I was eighteen. I had recently lost my virginity to Mark, a man ten years older than me, and I was craving to discover all I could about this world of sex, which apparently no one had bothered to tell me about.
It was my favourite day of the week, Sunday. My family was heavily involved in the church, and I had stopped attending a few months earlier. They would be gone all morning and not return until mid-afternoon. This meant I could sleep in for as long as I wanted and enjoy my alone time.
Mark typically came to see me every second Sunday, and we would have non-stop sex all morning before he left. Mark encouraged me to explore my body, and although I wasn't quite sure what he meant, I was eager to please him as I had a huge crush on him. (See Lost Virginity story)
This particular Sunday, Mark wasn't coming over. I had woken up early and decided to use my mom's bathroom to take a shower. She had a beautiful bathroom with a nice handheld shower head and spa lighting. It was just what I needed. I turned on the spa lighting and stripped out of my shorts and t-shirt.
In this lighting, my young body looked more beautiful than I felt. My perky 32B breasts looked bigger in the mirror than the week before. As my boobs had just developed over the last six months, I looked at them and admired them daily. I swore I could see them grow and develop as I looked at them. I touched and pinched my nipples like Mark did and watched them swell in the mirror. I admired my puffy nipples as they stared back at me.
I peeled my shorts off in slow motion and admired the newly developed curves of my hips. Even my tiny ass seemed to have changed shape. I was no longer that skinny kid that looked twelve. I was changing into a woman with each passing day. I was even having sex with Mark on a regular basis, which seemed to change me emotionally.
I turned on the shower and waited for the water to warm up before stepping in and closing the glass door.
I have always loved nice, long, warm showers, and today was no exception. I noticed my mom had a pink razor on the ledge, so I used it to trim my pubic hair. Mark liked me clean and trimmed. I also used the shower head to wash and stimulate my vagina. Yes, I was enjoying my transformation to a young woman.
My mom had some expensive soap and shampoo in her shower, and in my mind, they made me smell like a sophisticated woman afterward.
I stepped out of the shower and grabbed two towels, wrapping one around my sandy brown hair and using the other to dry off my body.
I decided to raid my mom's supply of moisturizers to complete my pampering when I found her vibrator. At first, I didn't know what it was, but then I figured it out. I couldn't believe that my mother would use a vibrator. Even at eighteen, I was still very naive.
I had never used a vibrator before and I debated whether to leave it alone or experiment with it. I remembered a girlfriend joking about how she heard that if you use a vibrator in front of a mirror, you could watch your vagina change, so of course my curiosity got the better of me. Besides, it felt so naughty.
I laid my towel on the floor and grabbed my mom's makeup mirror and set it down. I sat down on the towel, my back against the tub, and moved the mirror between my legs so I could see my vagina clearly.
I could see the rest of my body in the full-body mirror on the wall, and I took in the sight. My firm breasts stared back at me, my puffy nipples still shiny from the shower.
In the makeup mirror, my magnified pussy was soft and relaxed, my lips touching from top to bottom, not giving away the secrets that lay inside.
I turned the purple vibrator on and felt the vibrations start to numb my hand and wrist. How cool is this?
I gently touched it to my left breast, and my tiny nipple almost instantly perked up, poking out towards the mirror. Oh my, I began feeling something strange. I wasn't quite sure what but I did enjoy the feeling it gave me.
My areola tightened up slightly as I moved the vibrator over to my right nipple to repeat the process there.
Even though I hadn't brought the vibrator close to my pussy yet, I could notice a slight change in the mirror. My clit was rising out from behind my lips, where it rests. I lowered the vibrator and touched it to my sensitive clit. It was like an electric current of pleasure pulsing through my body in waves. My nipples grew even harder, and I bit my bottom lip. Oh wow!
I found my attention wandering away from the mirrors as I started to think about Mark and all the things he had done to me. My mind was thinking about his dreamy eyes, sexy lips, toned arms, muscular pecs, six-pack abs, and, of course, his hard cock and how it felt when he slid inside of me.
I lost track of time and could feel an orgasm growing inside. At the time I didn't know it was an orgasm as I was new to sex and had never experienced one before.
When I looked back down at the hand mirror, I was surprised by the change in the appearance of my pussy.
My labia had perked up and were lifting away from each other. I could see the shiny pink opening of my vagina at the bottom of my pussy, and I watched in amazement as my lips parted slowly all the way up to my clitoral area, almost like watching a zipper come undone all on its own.
As my orgasm grew, my tight little hole began to contract uncontrollably. I had been keeping quiet until then, but I couldn't hold it back any longer. My jaw dropped, my legs started to quiver, and my eyes remained fixed on the mirror as I had my first vibrator orgasm. Wow, it felt amazing.
I watched in amazement as a milky fluid began to slowly leak from my vagina onto the towel. I dropped the vibrator onto the floor and leaned back against the bathtub, slowly rubbing my aroused pussy and breathing heavily. I moaned as rubbed myself to another orgasm.
I was a little light-headed and needed a minute before standing up and cleaning up.
I washed my mom's vibrator and put it back in her drawer, where I found it. I was finally ready to get dressed after an amazing private orgasm. Was this what Mark meant when he said he wanted me to explore my body?
After that day, I began using my mother's vibrator every Sunday morning when I was alone in the house. I actually began to look forward to it. I would lay in bed for hours sometimes, just playing with her vibrator and having orgasm after orgasm. It was all new to me, and I loved how it made me feel.
I told Mark about it, and he made me use it as he watched. It was the most erotic thing I had ever done.
One day at dinner my mother reminded my father to buy more batteries. I almost choked, I knew why she needed them. I am sure my mother wondered why her batteries were always dead.
~~~~~~~
Thank you for taking the time to read my story. If you enjoyed it, please give me encouragement by hitting the ratings below.
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This is a story about my good friend Jenny and me during a spring break vacation. But first, a little background on Jenny.
I met Jenny during the first week of college in one of our classes. I happened to sit beside her in one of the lectures, and we immediately hit it off. I was the quiet, timid type, and Jenny was the complete opposite. Jenny was loud, funny, and outspoken. She proved to be the perfect friend to get me out of my shell and have fun at college.
Physically, Jenny was a knockout. She was a couple of inches taller than me, had long blonde hair, a body to die for, and a smile that I'm sure had already melted a thousand hearts. My first impression was that she was the total package.
It turned out that Jenny was in several of my classes that first year. We became fast friends, and our friendship grew.
Jenny had street smarts, unlike me, who grew up sheltered in the church. She was a take-charge kind of girl, and she quickly became a close friend. She was smart, not only in class but in life. She had all the answers and knew how to carry herself. Yes, she was a great influence and mentor for me.
Outside of classes, there was never a shortage of guys pursuing Jenny. Her looks and personality attracted guys like bees to honey. At college pub nights, our table was always crowded with guys, and our drinks were always full.
I can't begin to tell you all the trouble and situations we got into. Needless to say, Jenny made my college experience wonderful.
During our third year of college, Jenny suggested that we head south to Myrtle Beach for spring break. I was reluctant at first, mainly due to a lack of funds, but Jenny was persistent, and I gave in. Jenny didn't have much money either, but she said we would make it work. I trusted Jenny and knew she always had a way of getting what she wanted. I was excited at the prospect of getting some warm weather and spending time on the beach.
Jenny was always in charge, so I left it to her to make all the arrangements. We purchased bus tickets and booked a small motel a few blocks from the beach. It was pretty much the cheapest motel we could find. Remember, we were poor students at the time.
After a long bus ride, we arrived at our motel. As soon as we arrived, the problems began. The motel barely resembled the brochure; it was old and run-down-looking. We had booked a room with two beds, but because we arrived so late, all they had left was a room with a single double bed. Ugh, we really didn't have any options, so we decided to make the best of it.
Once in the room, we soon discovered the air conditioning was broken. The room was hot and humid, and despite our complaining, the front desk person really didn't care. We were informed it had been broken for some time, and well, that was the only room they had left. We were reminded that it was spring break and all the accommodations were full. We talked about changing motels, but rooms were limited, as were our funds.
It was late, and after a long journey, we were tired.
I was the first to jump into the shower and cool off under the lukewarm water. As I was enjoying the refreshing spray, the shower curtain pulled open.
"Move over and let me in!" Jenny clamored as she pushed her way into the small shower next to me.
"Umm, sure," I said as I modestly crossed my arms to cover my breasts. It was a surprise reaction on my part.
"Oh, my fucking gawd, it's hot in this room... "Oh, the water feels so nice," she purred.
"Isn't this fun?" she giggled, easing my apprehension about being naked together in the shower.
As we stood there together, the water cascading over us, I couldn't help but feel a sense of nervous excitement. We had been friends for years, but everything about this moment felt different.
Jenny looked at me with a mischievous grin.
We both laughed as we fought over the limited water coming out of the shower head.
This was the very first time I saw Jenny naked, and after the initial shock of sharing the shower stall, I couldn't help but be envious of her full breasts and lovely-shaped body.
"Oh, I love your perky breasts," she said as she began to soap them.
My nipples immediately hardened into two firm bullets. I wasn't expecting Jenny to touch me, let alone lather me up.
"Oh wow, I wish my nipples perked up like that. That's amazing," Jenny commented as she gently pinched both nipples.
I found myself cupping her breasts in response. "I love your tits, girl," I responded.
Jenny's hands dropped to my waist, and she pulled me closer, if that was even possible in the tight shower.
As our soapy, wet bodies rubbed together, Jenny leaned in and kissed me. Tingles shot through my body as our lips met, and then a sharp jolt of arousal washed over me. I kissed her back.
This was a new experience for me. I had never been attracted to a woman before, and as Jenny's hands wrapped around my waist, I knew that I was in for a wild ride.
This wasn't our first time with another girl, for either of us. Jenny told me about a friend she experimented with in high school. In return, I told Jenny about a babysitting experience when I made out with the mother on the drive home. (See My First Bi Experience story.)
Although there was never any hint of a bisexual relationship between the two of us before, wild and erotic thoughts were racing through my mind as we became more entangled in the shower. We were both dating guys at home, but that didn't matter now.
We giggled and laughed as we hugged and kissed each other. Jenny seemed to be taken by my erect nipples, and she continued to fondle and kiss them.
We both laughed as we discovered we were both clean-shaven. Jenny jokingly leaned over to examine my shave. She ran her hand up and down, feeling for any stubble. I returned the favor in jest.
"Nice job."  She chuckled.
"Likewise," I laughed.
After about fifteen minutes of touching, fondling, and kissing, Jenny grabbed my hand and led me out of the shower into the bed. We didn't even bother to dry off, as the water on our bodies kept us cool.
At this point, we stopped giggling, and we both knew what was to follow. I lay on my back, and Jenny proceeded to kiss me all over my body.
Jenny was gentle and knew exactly what to do. She made her way down to my vagina and began stimulating my already swollen clitoral area. She licked and sucked it like no man ever had or could. 
She edged me and teased me. Taking me to the edge of an orgasm and then backing off. She played me like a musical instrument. She had me purring and begging for more until I finally reached the point of no return. I moaned and thrashed in a world of pleasure. Jenny continued to stimulate my clitoral area to the point that my moans turned to screams.
"Oh FUCK. Don't stop. No, STOP! Oh, no, DON'T STOP!" I had lost all control. 
From the sounds Jenny's fingers were making as she reached deep inside of me, I knew I was soaking wet. My eyes rolled back into my head, and my body shook like I was having seizures. It was one of the most violent and beautiful orgasms that I have ever had.
Jenny held me in her arms and made me feel so loved. Her tender touch and soft, smooth body felt like heaven. It had been a long day, and that orgasm drained me.
As we lay in bed, bodies intertwined, I knew that this vacation was going to be a lot more than just a warm escape from the cold. I had no idea what the rest of the week held for us, but in that moment, I didn't care. All that mattered was the heat of the South Carolina night and the warmth of Jenny's embrace. We fell asleep in each other's embrace.
The next morning I woke up first, and as I lay beside Jenny, I was unsure of things. First off, I had fallen asleep without reciprocating that wonderful orgasm for Jenny. And secondly, although we both had boyfriends, I wondered how last night affected or changed our friendship. Were we in a bisexual relationship now? I was worried, as I had no idea where things were going.
As I lay there on my side, naked, I watched Jenny as she slept. We had both fallen asleep naked on top of the bed sheets because the room was so warm. She was sleeping on her side with her back to me. The sunlight was peeking through the curtains, and her soft, beautiful body seemed to glow.
Unsure what to do, I gently ran my hand over the contours of her shoulder. I was amazed at how soft her skin was.
Jenny let out a silent moan and rolled over on her back. Her eyes were still closed, and her arms were by her side. She looked like she was surrendering and ready to be taken.
Her breasts were amazing. Firm and full with a nice light-colored areola. Her nipples were cute and nicely shaped. Her long blonde hair was messed up, but somehow it looked perfect.
Something came over me, and I gently began circling her nipples, ever so gently. I could feel them harden, but they didn't firm up like mine. How lucky for her, I thought, as my erect nipples had caused many embarrassing situations for me over the years.
"Hmmm, that's nice," she purred as her eyes fluttered open.
She continued to just lie there, maybe waiting for me to take her?
I leaned over and kissed her. She wrapped her arms around me, and I rolled up on top of her. We kissed softly at first, but then with more passion. Our bodies became intertwined again. Our breasts were rubbing and bobbing into each other.
I knew it was my turn to stimulate her. I only prayed that I could give her as much joy and satisfaction as she had given me the night before.
I moved down between her long, open, and inviting legs. I kissed and ran my tongue up her inner thighs until I reached her smoothly-shaven vagina. I could not get over how smooth she was.
She smelled like sex, which aroused me even more. Her vaginal lips were already glistening from her moisture, and the rays of sunshine were gleaming through the partly open shades. I quickly found her clitoris as it popped out of hiding. I wrapped my lips around her throbbing clitoris. It was much larger than my tiny pearl--maybe two or three times larger.
I sucked on it gently. I licked it and swirled my tongue all around it. I could hear Jenny breathing heavily as she pushed my head down harder against her clitoral area. I managed to easily slide two of my tiny fingers inside of her. I desperately searched for her G-spot as I continued to suck on her swollen clitoris.
I knew I had the right spot when she bucked up violently. I tried to back off and edge her, to prolong the sensation, but she would have no part of it.
"Oh fuck YES... There, right there... Don't stop... Oh my God!" She cried as she squeezed my head with her thighs to prevent me from escaping or stopping. She moaned and growled as she released her orgasm.
"Oh fuck, that was amazing... We should do this every morning," she smiled as she caught her breath.
After several minutes of recovery, Jenny jumped up and ran into the shower first.
"Come on, let's get our vacation started," she called.
I got up and followed her into the shower.
Chapter 2 will follow soon.
~~~~~~~
Thank you for taking the time to read my story. If you enjoyed it, please give me encouragement by hitting the ratings below.
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I immediately hit the shower before bedtime, and Jenny surprised me by joining in. That night and the next morning were quite an experience. It was lovely how we both made love to each other. This is all covered in Part One.
Yes, indeed, my first experience of being on vacation with Jenny started off very memorably.
Jenny and I had already developed a strong bond, and that night was magical. It seemed like we knew what the other was thinking. We were on the same wavelength. We were young and down here for fun and adventure.
The first full day in Myrtle Beach, we explored the town and eventually found our way to the beach. Being spring break, there were hordes of young people everywhere. I had never seen anything like it before. This was all new to me.
That week, the weather was unusually hot, even for Myrtle Beach. Our cut-rate motel room still had no working air conditioning, and it was unbearably hot and humid. We wanted to switch motels, but there was no availability and we lacked funds. We were stuck, but we were determined that this wasn't going to ruin our first vacation.
After a relaxing day at the beach, we were looking forward to having some fun at the nightclubs. So that evening, like typical college kids, we dressed in the skimpiest outfits we had.
I wore a white, braless, V-shaped white top. I was trying to show some cleavage so that I didn't look, let's say, inadequate compared to Jenny's full rack.
Jenny came out wearing a bright red top that plunged down to her navel. Her large, full breasts were barely restrained by the silky cloth. She looked so hot. I knew immediately that her outfit alone guaranteed us a fun night out.
As we joked and got prepared, the most traumatic thing happened. I came out of the bathroom, and there it was--the largest cockroach I had ever seen. Well, it was actually the first cockroach I had ever seen, and it was sitting on my pillow. I let out a loud shriek. Jenny, who was putting on her makeup, turned and saw it also.
"Holly fuck, look at the size of that thing!" Jenny spoke in a high-pitched voice.
"Do something!" I cried.
"Who, me? Like what?" There was no way either of us was going to tangle with it.
Then, amongst all the screaming, the cockroach quickly scurried in behind the bed.
"Oh shit, I'm not sleeping in this room tonight," I declared.  
"Neither am I," replied Jenny.
The room was rundown, the air conditioning wasn't working, and now there was a cockroach. That was the last straw. We definitely weren't staying here.
We quickly gathered our clothes and zipped them into my suitcase. We were terrified that a cockroach would slip into my clothes. I was in a panicked state. We both needed a drink and a fun night out to calm our nerves.
That night, we went bar hopping, sampling drinks and meeting new people from different parts of the country. Throughout the evening, that cockroach was still in the back of my mind. I had visions of waking up in the middle of the night with hundreds of cockroaches climbing all over me. Yes, seeing that cockroach freaked me out. Maybe if I drank myself silly, I would forget, but I doubted it.
Then I got an idea.
"Hey, Jenny, I just thought of something," I declared in a light-bulb moment.
"Hmm, huh," Jenny responded.
"Instead of wasting our time with all these drunk students, why don't we find a high-class hotel bar and see if we can meet anyone with a nice room to stay in?"
"Oh, hell, that's a great idea," Jenny laughed... She knew exactly what I was thinking.
'You're a genius, April--a slutty genius, I should add." Jenny was ecstatic about my plan.
It wasn't long before we found ourselves sitting in a ritzy hotel bar, sipping some overpriced drinks.
"One drink is the limit at these prices," I snickered at Jenny.
"Don't worry, sweetie, there will be plenty more drinks soon." She said this as she made eye contact with a couple of men at a table across the bar.
"Oh, my gawd, they're twins," Jenny gasped.
In a very uncool move, I quickly turned to look.
"Oh, wow, they are...and they're cute too. This could be fun," I added.
"Oh, you bet it will be," Jenny chuckled as she gave them a wink.
It wasn't long before they bought us a drink and we were sitting at their table.  They were indeed identical twins and both college seniors, also on spring break. It was obvious they came from a higher social class than us. They both attended a rather upper-scale university. We joked about how Daddy must have put them up in such a nice hotel. They just went along with our teasing but they didn't deny it either.
Phil and Chris were both athletic-looking, over six feet tall, and good-looking. The only difference between the two was that Phil had a black t-shirt on and Chris was wearing a white t-shirt.  Otherwise, they looked weirdly identical.
After a while, we paired off. Chris with Jenny, and Phil with me. Well, not that it mattered, when they both looked and acted the same.
Jenny and I went to the restroom together. Girls usually do this just so we can confer and make sure we're on the same page and happy with the way things are progressing.
"Oh, my gawd, identical twins! Can you believe it?" Was the first thing that came out of my mouth.
"So I assume you are good with spending the night with them?" Jenny giggled.
"Duh, they're twins...hell yes!" I responded.
We headed back to the table and continued to have fun. Of course, there was no end to the twins' jokes and adventures they had gotten into. I loved everything about them.
Toward the end of the evening, things began to heat up. Chris and Jenny began to make out right there at the table. Phil had one hand around my shoulders and the other on my leg, and he was bravely exploring my thighs. I was very aroused and could feel myself getting wet. As we kissed, I reached under the table to give his groin a firm squeeze. It was pretty obvious what the next move would be.
They invited us up to their hotel room.
Jenny looked at me and asked, "What do you think, April?"
I looked at the guys, who were hanging on for my approval.
"Do you have air conditioning?" I asked in a kind of fun way, but I was serious.
"Of course we do," Phil replied with a chuckle. We had told them about our motel room horror story earlier.
"OK, that's good enough for me." I laughed and looked at Jenny.
Then Jenny spoke up, as always...Jenny was always in control. She said we would go up to the room only if they agreed to our terms.
I had no idea what Jenny was up to, but I agreed. Whatever Jenny had in mind, I knew it would be fun.
Jenny began, "We're tired of regular sex; that's all we have at home with our boyfriends. We want more."
The guys looked a bit puzzled but had very agreeable smiles on their faces.
"OK, sure, what were you thinking?" Phil asked.
"I... umm, no, we want turns at having a threesome with the both of you... an MFM," she slurred out.
"Me and April will take turns with both of you," she clarified.
I wasn't saying anything. I just laughed in agreement, being on the tipsy side.
"You in, boys?" She asked with a sexy, devilish grin.
The guys hesitated, looked at each other, and then quickly nodded in agreement. As uncomfortable as the idea may have been for them, there was no way they could say no to Jenny. So off we went.
In the elevator, Jenny asked if anyone had a problem with her taking a couple of vacation pictures. Not a word from the guys; they just shrugged. I think they knew very well that if they kept quiet and agreed with Jenny, they would be amply rewarded.
I knew why Jenny wanted pictures. She knew how aroused I was by them being identical twins.
Jenny asked me if I was OK going first.
"Hell yes," I said with a big grin. I was pretty tipsy, and both guys were holding me up. I immediately began kissing and groping both of them. They actually behaved like gentlemen in the elevator, unlike me.
The moment we entered the room, the guys were all over me. I was half naked and on the bed in a snap. I was fumbling trying to get their clothes off when I heard Jenny snap, "Guys, get your clothes off...now."
They quickly yanked their tops and bottoms off and crawled onto the bed. I couldn't believe my eyes. They were lying on either side of me completely naked with full-on erections. I still had my top and panties on.
I had to pause and take in the sight of two identical brothers lying there. It was like a mirror image. I was beyond aroused.
"Smile, guys," was all I heard as Jenny began clicking away.
Chris slid his hand into my panties, and Phil had his arm around me with his hand inside my top, feeling my breast. Or maybe it was the other way around. At this point, they were naked and indistinguishable from each other. I immediately grabbed hold of each of their cocks and held them for the camera. Jenny snapped away. (Ask me for that picture.)
"Oh, that's a good one," she commented.
I then sat up and again paused as I knelt over the two of them. I couldn't believe this was happening. I mean, you just can't make this stuff up.
I still had a good hold of both cocks as I stroked them at the same time. Their cocks were both identical in appearance and size. I couldn't help but examine them. I suppose it only makes sense since they were twins.
Jenny went silent as she moved to the next bed and sat there, watching.
I leaned over and began sucking on Chris's cock while I still had a grip on Phil's member. Slurp, my lips wrapped around it, and I began eagerly sucking on him. I could feel hands all over me, under my top, pinching my nipples before it was tugged over my head. Someone's hand was fingering me.
I started to switch between both men, sucking on one and then the other. Not only was I aroused from sucking on them, but I was also trying to distinguish if there was any difference. There wasn't. I actually couldn't tell them apart, and not just their cocks, but which was which person? It didn't matter, but fuck it, it was so arousing.
As I was sucking one of them, the other maneuvered me onto my knees. I lifted my ass and parted my knees; you could say I assumed the position. At this point, I was soaking wet. I have always been a wet one, and I could feel my juices lubricating my labia. I was ready to be fucked from behind.
As I sucked and stroked one of the men, I felt two big hands grab a firm hold of my hips as a cock slowly pushed its way inside of me. I was well-lubricated, and it didn't take much effort for him to enter me all the way.
"Oh fuck, that feels so good," I moaned as I took a break from sucking to enjoy the feeling of being entered.
All I heard was grunting from the man behind me. He began fucking me for all he was worth.
I continued to suck and rub the cock in my face while the man behind me fucked me good and hard. His thrusts became faster and more forceful. I could tell he wasn't going to last long.
He slowed down to prevent himself from ejaculating, but I didn't want him to stop.
"Oh fuck, don't stop. Keep going," I barked as I pushed my ass back at him.
"I'm going to cum," he growled as he thrust deep inside of me.
I could feel him tensing up.
"Should I pull out?" he asked in an urgent voice.
"No. Fuck me hard," I responded.
And then, with a loud grunt, and one last big thrust, he ejaculated inside of me. I could feel his warm semen spray deep inside of me. I let out an approving moan, but I was still hungry for more. I knew how special this was; it's not every day you meet identical twins, let alone get to have a threesome with them. I was still hungry for more.
This night wouldn't be complete until I had both twins. As he pulled out of me, I immediately hopped onto his brother.
I had cum oozing out of me, and I just slid right on him and began to ride him as his spent brother fell to the side and began his recovery.
The second twin (sorry, I really didn't know which was which at this point) didn't last long. He also ejaculated inside of me within a minute or two.
I couldn't believe that I just had sex with twin brothers. You have no idea how arousing this was for me. I still get aroused when I think of it today.
The sex wasn't that great, as neither one of them lasted very long, but the thought of twins was overpowering. It is true what they say: sex for women is ninety-five percent mental. They checked that box twice, for sure.
As all three of us lay back on the bed to recover, I had almost forgotten about Jenny.
"Wow, April, you are such a little vixen," Jenny finally said.
"While you guys recover, I'm going to cool off in the shower. You've got me all hot and bothered," Jenny said, disappearing into the bathroom.
So there I was, in between two identical twins, naked on the bed.
"So which of you is Phil?" I giggled.
The one to the right raised his hand, too exhausted to talk.
After a few minutes of small talk, both brothers began playing with my breasts. The heavenly cool, air-conditioned air felt wonderful, and my nipples were rock hard. I have had my breasts played with hundreds of times, but again, the fact that twin brothers were touching me took me to another level of arousal.
Just then, Jenny made an entrance, wearing only a tiny towel wrapped around her.
"Hey, girl, remember, it's my turn now," she laughed.
"I'm just getting them ready for you," I giggled as I reached down and grasped both cocks with each hand.
Jenny began to seductively dance at the end of the bed as we all sat up and watched. Jenny was a great dancer, and she could make guys wet with just the way she swayed her hips. I could feel the guys' cocks stiffen up as they watched intently. Their eyes were fixated on that tiny towel as it slowly began to slide down with her every move.
Again, Jenny had a spectacular body, and her breasts were being seductively exposed by her dancing.
Down fell the towel, and I swear I could feel a gush of blood pump through their already stiff, twitching cocks.
"I think they're ready for you, Jen," I laughed.
Jenny looked like something straight out of Playboy, and of course the guys were ready for her. I'm sure this was what they were waiting for all evening. I knew I was just the opening act for the main event.
As I moved off the bed, Jenny grabbed me and gave me a deep, sensual kiss. She had caught me off guard, but I eagerly returned the passionate kiss.
"Let's give them a little show," she whispered into my ear.
I kissed her back as we rubbed each other's breasts and moaned.
There we were, both naked and making out at the foot of the bed, as both twins sat there looking at us in silence, waiting with stiff cocks. Jenny and I both knew how to tease men.
After a few minutes, she turned to the guys and asked, "You guys ready for me?"
They both seemed to be lost for words, nodding and grunting their approval. They reminded me of children waiting for their ice cream.
Jenny then began to slowly engage with them.
I took my place on the next bed and lay down under the covers to watch them. Jenny took control and began sucking each of them. She was much better than me; she was able to take their entire cocks down her throat.
"Stop showing off!" I laughed.
Jenny lifted her head for a breather and just smiled before returning.
Jenny then hopped onto one of the guys and began riding him. She paused and then instructed the other guy to get behind her. Jenny was again taking control.
She lifted up off the first cock and then fucked the second from behind. She was fucking both of them, one after another.
She then reached behind her and inserted her fingers in her ass, and with a little bit of spit, she began to stretch her arse.
At first, I wasn't sure what she was up to, but then I realized she wanted to be double penetrated. I watched in silent amazement.
After a bit of maneuvering, she managed to get both cocks inside of her.
"Holy fuck, I should be taking notes," I thought out loud. I had tried DP once, but it was too awkward and uncomfortable, so I failed.
She took both those cocks like a pro. Jenny had obviously done this before, and she knew what she was doing.
I just watched in amazement as the twins fucked her. It was so hot to watch them. The grunts and moans were just as sexy as the visual of their entangled bodies. I found myself discreetly touching myself as I watched them. This was so fucking hot.
It wasn't long before they both exploded inside of her. They lasted a bit longer with Jenny, but overall, they were still quick.
Once they finished, one of the boys crawled into bed with me, and we all passed out. Throughout the night, I was awakened by both the sounds of sex coming from Jenny's bed and from the man in my bed. It was Phil that crawled into my bed, and yes, I had to ask. We had sex a couple more times that night.
The next morning, I was awakened by a cock entering me while being spooned. I opened my eyes, and there was Jenny in the next bed staring at me, also being spoon-fucked. I couldn't help but think, My gosh, what an amazing two days I've had so far. It was incredibly hot watching Jenny's expressions as she was having sex while the same was happening to me.
Once we finished, Jenny began laughing; apparently, she had ordered both men to switch beds before I awoke. I was completely confused about which twin I spent the night with. It didn't matter, I suppose.
The twins invited us to share their room for the remainder of our vacation. We gladly accepted and repaid them well. The next few days were sex-filled, to put it mildly. We all shared partners and had threesomes and foursomes. We even had showers together. On top of that, the guys wouldn't let us pay for anything. But best of all, the room was air-conditioned, and I never saw a cockroach. Despite the disappointing room that first night, it turned out to be a great vacation.
We exchanged contacts, but they didn't live anywhere close to us. We had a great time, but now it was time to head home to our waiting boyfriends.
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My first job out of college was working in an office. If you recall, it was Mr. Wilson who hired me (see the Sex Vacation with the Boss story). Although I was thrilled to land a job and finally have some money, it quickly became boring as the office atmosphere was all business. It didn't help that everyone was old and married. I was by far the youngest employee.
Things changed during the summer when they hired David, a student intern, to help in my department. David was eighteen and a few years younger than me. He was shy and awkward, but in a cute way. I have always liked the quiet, shy type, so we became fast friends.
Over time, David started to open up to me. We were the only two young people working there, so of course we were drawn to each other. I told him about my boyfriend and some of the issues we were having. Most days, we would eat lunch together. Although he knew I was dating someone, I could tell he had developed a crush on me. He was always watching me.
About a year earlier, I dated a guy who was a virgin, and I became obsessed with being his first. (See separate story, Virgin Boy.) It was such a rush knowing I would be his first, and he would never forget me as such. They say sex is 90% mental for a woman; with him, it was more like 100%. It was all I could think about. I finally did take his virginity, and the experience was fantastic. I always said I would gladly do it again if I found the right virgin boy.
So out of a combination of sheer boredom at the office and my own sexual kinks, David quickly became my next project.
It was obvious that David was a virgin. He revealed to me that he'd never had a girlfriend, and I could easily tell he had no experience. David had no idea, but I had decided that I was going to steal his virginity that summer.
Once I had made the decision, it quickly became an obsession. I could hardly concentrate on work. Every day I sat at my desk, pondering how I would accomplish my goal and envisioning how it would play out. I had to come up with a plan, as it was obvious he was too shy to ask me out. He also respected the fact that I had a boyfriend.
Part of the excitement for me was that I had to make it special for him. No quickies in the washroom or the back seat of my car. No, it had to be something he would always remember. Slow, not rushed. I put my dirty little mind to work on coming up with a plan.
In the meantime, the slow seduction and teasing started. It wasn't hard, as I spend every day around him at the office. I was very much a tease. I started by unbuttoning an extra button on my blouse. I made sure that when I bent over, he got a good look. I became very touchy. I would touch his shoulder, his arm, and eventually his thigh any time I was around him. A few times I removed my bra just before lunch, and I made sure he got a peek at my breasts. I was terrible. I had the poor boy flustered. Although he tried to hide it, I could see the bulge in his pants. The teasing must have been unbearable for him, but it was all part of the plan for me.
I thought about asking him out, but that would be too difficult to arrange since I had a boyfriend. Besides, I didn't want to be too forward with him.
Then one day we were told that the office would be closed for a few days for some renovation. This was the perfect opportunity, and I came up with an idea.
"I'm pissed at my boyfriend," I told David over lunch.
"Why, what happened?" he replied.
"I so wanted to go on a picnic, but he's not interested. All he does is think about himself."
"Oh, that's too bad. Don't you have anyone else to go with?" he responded.
"Not really." I batted my eyelashes at him as he fumbled for words.
"Umm, I, umm, I can go with you if you like," he said very shyly.
And there it was, my window of opportunity; he took the bait, and I had him. "You will?" I flashed him a big smile.
"Yeah, sure." I could tell he was surprised at my response and reaction.
"Wow, that's so nice of you; it's a date!" I leaned over and hugged him for the first time.
Poor David was taken aback. I'm pretty sure he was just being polite and wasn't expecting my response.
"How about this Wednesday, when we're both off work?" I wasn't giving him a chance to back out.
"OK, sure," he accepted.
"That's great; it'll be fun. Oh, and don't worry about food; I'll pack us a little something." I tried not to act too excited.
I'm sure he thought it was just a friend's outing. He had no idea what I had in store for him. I was beyond excited. All I could think of leading up to that day was how I was going to seduce him and take his virginity.
I knew exactly where to take him. A guy had taken me to this large, secluded park just outside of the city once, and it was just perfect for what I had in mind.
I had a car, so on Wednesday morning I drove to his place to pick him up. It was a perfect, sunny summer day, and I was dressed for the occasion. I have a bikini top and short white terrycloth shorts that have a dark blue trim. Guys used to call them my Dallas Cowboy cheerleader shorts. They showed off my ass and my long, tanned legs nicely. This was going to be fun.
When he opened the car door and saw me, I could tell he was floored. He had never seen me dressed outside of office attire. He was lost for words and totally flustered.
"Hi, um, you look great." Yeah, he was flustered.
"Thanks, get in; this is going to be fun."
Just then, his mother came out of the house holding something. She walked up to the driver's side of the car and introduced herself. She was pleasant and passed me a container of fresh strawberries and cherries.
I could feel her giving me a once-over. Yikes! I knew what she was thinking. Her precious child was being taken away by this scantly dressed older girl. Well, that's the nice version, I'm sure.
"Oh, thank you, how sweet," I politely responded. Yes, how sweet indeed, I thought.
"Ok, see you later, mom," David called out, obviously embarrassed by her coming to the car.
"Have a nice time, dear... Drive safe," she called out as I backed out of the driveway.
I'm sure mommy had no idea what I had planned for her precious son that afternoon, or maybe she did. Either way, I couldn't get out of there fast enough.
The park was close to an hour away, as it was somewhat remote. David was wearing shorts, so during the drive, I made a point to casually touch his thigh a few times. I could see this was making him hard. Actually, I think he was hard from the minute he opened the car door and saw me. I was having fun with him.
We chatted during the drive, but in the back of my mind, all I could think of was how exciting it was going to be to take his virginity. I was obsessed with the thought. It seemed that the more I thought about it, the more aroused I got. His virginity was in my head, and I had to use all my willpower not to pull off to the side of the road and jump him.
By the time we arrived at the park, it was sunny and hot. The park was empty, as it was a weekday and so remote. We found a quiet, secluded area, and I spread out the sleeping bag I had brought to sit on. He complimented me on my tanned, long legs.
He was acting shy and quiet. He was flustered, fumbling with his words. I could tell he wasn't sure what to do. It was so cute. I told him he was a good-looking guy and that I was sure many girls would love to go out with him. I was trying to build his confidence. I told him to take off his shirt. He was embarrassed, but he did remove it.
I pulled out a small camera and asked him to take a couple of pictures of me. This was all part of the seduction. I could tell he was having a hard time hiding the erection in these shorts. He was so flustered. Another part of the thrill for me was the control and power I had over him. He was putty in my hands.
I began touching him, running my hand over his chest and leaning into him so my breasts brushed his shoulders. I placed a hand on his thigh. I could see he was erect, as it was getting hard to hide in his shorts. I wanted to jump him, but I resisted. A bit more teasing.
I handed him some suntan lotion and asked him to rub some on my back. I lay on my stomach, and I instructed him to start. He was hesitant and careful not to touch anything he shouldn't. He started with my shoulders. I reached back and unhooked my top.
"No tan lines," I said.
He rubbed my back, and I said, "Lower."
Then I told him not to forget the back of my legs. I could tell by his breathing that I was driving him crazy.
I reached down and pulled my already short shorts up over my hips and said,
"Keep rubbing; I don't want my ass to burn."
I could tell he was getting into it now; his hands felt so good as he oiled my legs all the way up to my ass. I was so hot and aroused. I arched up onto my elbows, causing my bikini top to drop down, exposing most of my boobs from the sides. I pointed to the sides of my boobs.
"Don't be shy," I purred.
David reached to rub the sides of my boobs but was careful not to touch too much.
"Don't stop." I moaned.
He was afraid to reach down and touch my nipples. That's when I turned over, exposing my breasts to him. I put my arms around him, pulled him closer, and kissed him. He wasn't expecting this at all. My bare boobs felt so good pressing into his bare chest. My nipples were erect and firm.
We kissed and rolled around on the blanket. I couldn't resist grinding my body into his. I climbed on top of him, and with my breasts in his face, I began to grind my groin onto his hard cock through our shorts.
I reached into his shorts and began rubbing his cock. I'm sure I was the first girl to touch his cock, and this excited me to no end. A couple of strokes, and he exploded in his shorts and in my hand. Oops, I guess I teased him too much!
He was so embarrassed. "Oh, I'm sorry. Um, I didn't mean to do that; I'm so sorry." He apologized profusely over and over; the poor boy. I found it so sweet.
"Thats, OK... it's fine... It was my fault for teasing you," I tried to reassure him.
"Here, lay down, and I will clean you up." I pushed him on his back. I realized we didn't bring any napkins.
"Guess we forgot to bring napkins; that's OK; I know how to clean you up." I smiled at him. He looked a bit confused, as I'm sure he had no idea what was to come next.
I started by licking the cum off my hand. He just stared in amazement. As he lay there, I pulled off his shorts and knelt in between his legs, still topless. I began to lick him clean.
He became instantly hard again as I continued to lick him. As soon as I began to suck his cock, he let out a loud moan. He tried to move my head back, but I kept sucking. I loved how his cock began to twitch and pulsate. He then stiffened up, and I took his load into my mouth. I swallowed and licked him clean again.
"Oh, shit, I'm sorry. I couldn't stop." He apologized for ejaculating in my mouth.
"No need to apologize," I said. "You taste good."
As I knelt there, I held his cock in my hand and asked him how he liked his first blowjob. He confessed that it was indeed the first and best blowjob ever. I knew it.
I laid down on his chest, and I began kissing and nibbling on his nipples. Being young, he recovered quickly and was hard within minutes.
"Hmmm, it looks like your friend is ready to play again," I giggled. I grabbed a hold of it, and I felt it grow and harden in my hand.
"You want to have sex?" I abruptly asked.
"Huh, umm," he said, nodding his head.
"I didn't bring a condom," he said in a worried tone.
"It's your first time; there is no way I'm asking you to wear a condom. I want you to feel how great it is without any protection. Besides, I'm on the pill anyway." I reassured him.
I quickly pulled off my shorts, climbed on top of him, and positioned myself. I licked my hand and lubricated myself before I grabbed his cock and slowly guided the tip between my moist labia.
I proceeded to slowly lower myself onto him. I instructed him to watch as his cock slowly entered me. This was the moment I was waiting for. The look on his face as my vagina slowly devoured his rock hard cock was priceless.
David was no longer a virgin, and it was me he was going to remember for the rest of his life. I was the one that took his virginity. How hot was that. I let out a gasp as my wet vaginal lips totally engulfed his hard, throbbing cock. I was probably more thrilled than he was.
I grabbed his hands and placed them on my breasts. I proceeded to ride him very slowly. I wanted him to feel what it was like to be inside of me. All it took was a couple of slow, long strokes, and he tensed up and began to whimper. He couldn't hold back.
"Ughhh..." one, two, three pumps, and it was all over. I felt him spasm and tense up. With a loud grunt, he ejaculated deep inside of me as I clenched my vagina around his cock. His warm young semen felt nice inside of me. I could tell it was a large load as it began to drip out around his cock.
I wrapped my arms around his neck and continued to sit impaled on him. He loved my boobs and nipples. I bent over so he could suck on them.
"Oh wow, that was amazing," David said in an euphoric tone.
"Yes, it was; you did great," I reassured him.
"But we're not finished yet." I gave a devilish grin.
It wasn't long before I felt him growing inside me. We had sex all afternoon. I counted nine times over about three hours. Each time, he lasted a bit longer. I loved the idea of being the older woman in control. I was happy to teach him multiple sexual positions that day.
In between all the sex, we fed each other the strawberries and cherries his mother packed for us. I thought how ironic it was that she packed cherries and I stole his. It seemed to be just perfect for the occasion.
Yes, his mother would have been proud of him, or maybe, I should say, his father. I was thrilled with my new conquest. I'm sure he will never forget me, nor will I forget him. That afternoon will live forever in his heart and memory.
After that picnic, we continued to fool around for the remainder of the summer. I thought of dumping my boyfriend for him, but he was younger, and besides, he was off to college in September.
OMG, had I developed a fetish for young virgin boys?
~~~~~~~~~~
Please don't forget to rate the story if you liked it as it gives me encouragement. Also feel free to follow me.
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I have to confess that there have been many times in my life when I exchanged sex for something I wanted or needed. I don't mean just flirting and acting sweet; sure, that works to an extent; I'm talking about actually having sex with someone. I believe that most women have, though some obviously have more than others. They might not want to admit it, but most have.
The first time I realized the sexual power I possessed was when I was eighteen. Up until then, I knew sex was something all the boys wanted, and I used it to get their interest. I was shy and lacked confidence. My mother and older sister both told me how ugly I was my entire life. They told me I would never have a boyfriend, and I believed them. They were both very attractive, and I was the ugly duckling of the family, so yes, I had zero self-confidence. So if I liked a boy and he wanted sex, I usually submitted. It seemed to work pretty well, as they kept coming back, and I never had a problem finding a boyfriend.
That summer, my friend Cathy and I wanted to go to a concert. I mean, we really wanted to go. It was all we talked about since the concert tour was announced. When the tickets went on sale, they were sold out in minutes, and we didn't get tickets. Tickets were being sold for exorbitant prices that we couldn't afford. We were both so disappointed.
The guy, or should I say jerk, I was dating at the time had a friend, Derek, who scalped tickets on the side. His father had connections and would get his son tickets for all of the major events, which he turned around and sold. I had met him a few times, and he seemed sweet. Derek was only sixteen, but the older guys let him hang around because he always had money for drugs and alcohol. He was on the shy, chubby side, and the guys used to tease him relentlessly, but he took it in stride. I also picked up that he was awkward around girls, and I never saw him with a girl.
I asked my boyfriend if he could ask him for tickets, but he refused.
"Why would he sell them to you at cost when he could make a killing on them?" was all he said. I knew he was right.
Several weeks passed, and I had almost given up all hope of getting tickets. One evening, it just so happened that we ran into Derek while out drinking at another friend's place. I was with my boyfriend, and after a few drinks, I mustered up the courage to bring up the concert tickets.
Derek proudly announced that he not only had tickets but that they were close to the stage. Great seats, but as I suspected, he wanted an arm and a leg for them. They were way out of my price range. It's no wonder he always had money for alcohol and drugs.
I tried to bargain with him. I played the cutesy card, but he wasn't buying it. He was shy around girls, but when it came to business, he was shrewd, even at his young age. The only thing he was interested in was money, and lots of it.
Then one of the older guys jokingly suggested that if they were his tickets, he would exchange them for sex with the hottest girl he could find. Everyone laughed and continued to joke.
Obviously, he wasn't talking about plain old me, but I did catch Derek taking a glimpse at me when they joked about it. Hmm, maybe there was an opportunity here after all.
This got me thinking—of course he would like sex; what teenage boy doesn't want sex? I'm sure he's a virgin. My twisted mind started thinking. I mean, I was having sex with my boyfriend all the time; what's the big deal if I had sex with Derek once? God, I would kill to be sitting that close to the stage.
The more I thought about it, the more I rationalized it. I decided I wasn't going to let this opportunity slip away. If sex was his weakness, I could easily get those tickets.
The night went on, and as the alcohol flowed, I started to feel bolder. I began to flirt with Derek, subtly at first, and then more overtly. I could see he was uncomfortable, but I persisted. I touched his arm and leaned in close, whispering in his ear. I could feel the power I had over him, and it excited me.
Derek got up and went into the kitchen to get another beer. This was the opportunity I was waiting for. I followed him in. I pulled him aside and discreetly whispered, "Hey Derek, you know I would do anything for those tickets."
"Oh, yeah." I could tell by the surprised look on his face that I had gotten his attention.
"Uh, huh, anything," I bashfully purred.
"Really?" His eyes lit up in disbelief. I nodded and smiled at him. He got my message loud and clear.
I slipped him my address and told him to come by the house after 7 p.m. on Wednesday. That was the night my parents and younger sister would go to a church group, and I knew I had the house to myself for a couple of hours.
"Bring the tickets, and I promise you won't be disappointed." I whispered into his ear as my hand brushed his groin. I knew that he was hard even before I touched him. I bet he almost came in his pants.
He quickly agreed to hold the tickets for me. I also insisted he keep it a secret, or the deal would be off. He agreed.
I grabbed a beer out of the fringe and brought it to my boyfriend in the other room. I noticed Derek disappear to the washroom, probably to attend to his swollen member. He seemed to be in there for a long time, and the thought of him jerking off because of me aroused me to no end.
I was so proud of myself. I had never seduced a boy like that before. It felt empowering to break out of my timid shell. I suppose it did help that I was a year older than him and that he was on the shy, quiet side.
The events of that evening had me so aroused that I practically jumped my boyfriend at the end of the night. I imagined it was Derek I was fucking, and I went crazy on him. He sensed my arousal but had no idea what had gotten into me. I couldn't wait for Wednesday.
——————————————
Wednesday evening arrived quickly, and my arousal turned to mixed feelings and doubt. I was excited about the possibility of getting the most sought-after tickets of the year, but I was also concerned that Derek would brag about his conquest. I wasn't sure if I could trust Derek to keep our arrangement a secret. I had learned the hard way that boys could not be trusted. I also worried that he might change his mind and decide I wasn't attractive enough to warrant exchanging valuable concert tickets for.
I prepared all afternoon for his arrival. I showered, spent hours on my hair, and made sure my makeup was just right. I also made sure to wear glossy lipstick. I knew what boys liked.
I wore my one-piece blue-cloth jumpsuit. Two unbuttoned shoulder straps, and it would fall off. No bra, of course. It was quick and simple to remove or put back on in case my parents were to come home early. This was my go-to outfit when I knew I would be having sex in the basement rec room. I also wore my high-heeled wedge shoes, which accentuated my already long, thin legs.
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My family left for church, and it was now seven o'clock, and Derek hadn't arrived yet. I sat in the living room, waiting and wondering if he would show up. The longer I waited, the more my insecurities surfaced. I began to bite my nails as thoughts of being called ugly and homely came pouring back.
Finally, at 7:15, I hear a knock at the side door—it was Derek. Oh my god, he actually did come to the house. This was really happening.
I quickly ushered him into the house before any of the neighbors spotted him, and we made our way down into the basement.
It was terribly awkward for both of us, as neither of us had ever done anything like this before.
He looked around the room and then looked at me.
"Hi," I said, grateful for his presence and the boost to my self-esteem.
"Hey, um, you look nice." He said it in a sweet voice.
Then he reached into his shorts pocket and pulled out two tickets. He waved them at me and placed them on the coffee table. I could see he had a bulge in his pants already.
"These are for you," he said.
"Oh, thank you so much," I responded, knowing it was time to pay up.
"My parents get home around nine, so you need to be out of here by 8:45 at the latest. Can you do that?" I just wanted to make sure he understood.
"Sure, no problem." He responded.
I pointed to the couch, and he sat down. He seemed very nervous and timid, which I preferred over aggressive guys.
I sat down beside him and turned to face him. I put my hand on his bare thigh and looked into his eyes. I didn't know what to say or how to start, so I said, "Are you ready for this?" He just nodded shyly. I leaned in and kissed him.
He wrapped his arms around me and began to lustfully kiss me. His hands started to wander, but I pulled back and stopped him.
"Slow down... Have you ever been with a girl before?" I blurted it out. He looked embarrassed, and after a moment's pause, he just shook his head. I realized that was a bit insensitive on my part, and I felt bad for asking.
"Well then, I want to make this special for you." I said, hoping to make up for my insensitivity.
I stood up in front of him and slowly lowered one of my straps, and then another. I held my top up so that my breasts were still covered. He sat there in silence as I slowly inched my top down. I could see the bulge in his shorts twitching as I slowly revealed more and more of my breasts.
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His eyes were fixed on my breasts as I stopped just above my nipples. Then, without saying a word, I tugged my top down just enough that my right nipple popped free, then my left.
"Oh, fuck," he growled. I lowered my top down to my waist and stood there in front of him, completely topless. I squeezed my arms together and swayed from side to side to accentuate my breasts. I had nice, full, and perky breasts at seventeen, and I knew it.
I could tell he wasn't quite sure what to do next, so I took control.
"Pull your shorts down." I motioned with my hand. He had them off in a snap. There was no hiding the bulge in his underwear.
"Off with those as well," I said, pointing.
He was about to say something when I cut him off. "Don't talk; just do as I say." I snapped at him.
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He hesitated, but obeyed and yanked them off.
His cock was erect and pointed to the ceiling. He was unshaven, but that was the norm with boys his age back then. His cock fit his physical appearance; I would say it was on the short side of normal and chubby. Yeah, just like him.
"Stroke it for me," I said.
He began to stroke it slowly. I could see the pre-cum that had leaked on his cock head glistening in the dim lighting.
As I stood there watching him stroke, I bit my lower lip. His eyes were fixated on my breasts. I liked being in control; this was fun.
I fell down on my knees and placed both hands on his thighs. He immediately stopped stroking and reached for my boobs, grabbing them rather roughly.
I reached out and grabbed his cock with one hand and squeezed it.
"Would you like me to give you a blow job?" I asked with a seductive growl.
As I began to stroke him, his breathing became erratic.
"Oh, oh, oh, oh, fuck, yeah." He barely got out the words before he began shaking and ejaculating. A stream of cum shot out of his pulsating cock and went clear over my head.
"Oh..." I was caught by surprise, as I wasn't expecting him to cum with just the touch of my hand. A second stream immediately followed with marginally less force and caught me right in the face and hair. I pumped his hard cock a few more times, and more warm cum flowed out of him, all over my hand.
"I'm so sorry, I didn't mean to do that." He apologized.
"That's OK; wow, I wasn't expecting that... That was a lot of cum." I reassured him that it was fine as I licked some semen that had dripped across my lips. I saw him look at me in amazement. "Oh, that's so hot."
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I didn't even realize I did it until his comment; it just came naturally to me.
"You taste good." I said this as I licked my fingers clean and then diverted some of the cum on my face into my mouth.
I leaned across him and grabbed a few Kleenex off the coffee table. My boobs rubbed across his thighs in the process. I cleaned him up as well as myself, then moved up beside him on the couch.
Just like before, I turned toward him and kissed him. But this time I was topless, and he was bottomless. The poor boy was a terrible kisser, so I pulled away.
"Derek, you're being too rough... Kiss me softly, like I'm kissing you, and stop mauling my tits. Be gentle, please." I instructed him. I leaned in, and we gently kissed as his hand softly cupped my breasts.
"Hmm, that's much better." I told him as I slipped my tongue into his mouth.
I turned his head to one side and nibbled on his ear. I knew this always drove the boys crazy.
"Oh god..." he moaned as I continued.
I glanced down, and I could see his young cock was coming back to life.
"Hmm, you like that, don't you?" I reached down and grabbed his cock. I love feeling limp cocks grow and stiffen up in my hand. I was always fascinated by boys' genitalia. A couple of strokes, and he was rock hard once again.
"Are you ready for that blow job now?" I teased him.
"Yeah," was all he could say as I held his cock in my hand.
I slipped back down onto my knees and settled in between his legs. I paused and remembered my lip gloss. Holding his cock in one hand, I reached across him with my other hand and grabbed the gloss off the coffee table. Still on my knees, I applied the lip gloss to my lips as I stared into his eyes, and my breasts rubbed his legs. I could feel his cock twitching and pulsating in my hand. I refrained from stroking him, as I didn't want him to pre-ejaculate again.
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I pulled my hair back to get it out of the way and held it with one hand so he could watch as my glossy lips kissed his cock up and down its entire length. I parted and licked my lips before I slowly took his cock head between my lips. I engulfed his entire head and sucked and slurped it.
He moaned with pleasure. I slowly began moving my head up and down on his cock, taking him deeper and deeper into my mouth with each stroke. I didn't want to stroke him with my hand in case I overstimulated him and he came again.
I paused once I got a good portion of his cock in my mouth, and then I moved back up to his cock head. I again paused, and as I held my hair back with my left hand, I looked up at him, and we locked eyes for a few seconds. I swirled my tongue on his head and reached up with my right hand to massage his balls.
I suppose this was too much for him, and I felt him bucking his hips to fuck my mouth. He was breathing heavily, so I tried to slow him down, but he was beyond my control. He pushed his cock up, and he began to twitch.
"I'm, I'm..." was all he got out before he erupted into my mouth. I felt him shoot a load of cum into his mouth. I gasped and struggled to swallow that first big squirt of semen. Then he shot a second and a third load into my mouth. The quantity of semen decreased with each squirt, and I was able to swallow all of it. I licked my lips clean as he watched.
"Oh wow," was all he said as he fell further back on the couch.
I got off my knees and sat back down beside him. He wrapped his arm around me and held me close. I snuggled into his shoulder, and we caught our breath for a few minutes.
I lifted my head to check on the time and announced we didn't have much more time before my parents returned.
"Is there anything else you want?" I asked in a teasing voice, alluding to the deal we had made when I said I would do anything for the tickets.
"Ummm, can I kiss your tits?" He humbly asked.
I was surprised at his request. I mean, I was under the impression he wanted intercourse. I am sure he did, but he was too shy or polite to ask.
I knelt up on the couch and pulled his head into my bosom. I let him suck and kiss my tits. He was quite taken with my breasts. He watched them bounce as he played with them. He licked and sucked my erect and swollen nipples. He spent a good five minutes devouring and exploring them.
Then all of a sudden he pulled away and said, "OK, I better leave before your parents return; I don't want to get you in trouble."
"What... wait?" I was confused. Although I didn't actually promise him intercourse, that was what I thought was implied. Was he going to leave without having sex? I felt bad. I know what it's like to be shy and awkward.
"Derek, do you want to have sex?" I said it with an evil smile as I reached for and held his stiff cock.
"Really?... Oh yeah... I'm sorry I didn't bring any condoms. I didn't really think you would go through with it." He said.
"Well, I'm on birth control, and we still have close to 20 minutes before you have to be out of here... Take your shirt off and lay down on the carpet." I didn't have to ask him twice.
I stood over him and pulled my jumpsuit and panties off. We were both fully naked now.
I kneeled over him and leaned in for a quick suck to lubricate his cock. I then positioned myself cowgirl-style and reached down to support and guide his cock.
"I'm going to fuck you now, Derek," I purred.
His eyes were wide open, and he just grunted.
I lowered myself slowly onto him, our eyes locked in a sensual stare-down. I was pretty wet from all the foreplay, and he slid right into me, not being that big.
He immediately started to thrust up into me. I could tell he was getting too excited, too fast. Unless I took control, this would be over within minutes, if not seconds.
"Derek!" I snapped to get his attention. "Control yourself. Think of other things. I don't want you to cum too quickly. Let me do the work." I was enjoying being the experienced woman.
I slowed down and moved my hips up and down ever so slowly.
"Does that feel nice?" I asked.
"Oh, yeah," was all he said.
"Do you like fucking me, sweetie?" I teased.
"Mm-hmm," he replied.
He reached up and grabbed my breasts as I continued to ride him. I was taking frequent pauses to prevent him from exploding too quickly.
The idea that I was taking his virginity was extremely arousing for me. I was his first, and he would always remember me and this night fondly for the rest of his life. Of course, I never said any of this to Derek, as I didn't want to embarrass him. I just continued to fuck him nice and slow.
I was very conscious of the time, so after a few minutes of controlled sex, I let loose on him and began bouncing and thrusting myself hard on his cock. I became more vocal.
"Oh Derek... I love your cock. You feel so good. Fuck me," I quietly whimpered.
And just as I anticipated, he moaned and grunted loudly, bucking up deep into me. I knew it was time—his first ejaculation into a female—so I reached back and grabbed and squeezed his balls as hard as I could. I wanted to squeeze all the semen out of him.
Derek let out a deep, loud groan as he planted his young, warm seed deep inside my womb. I moaned in total satisfaction before falling into his arms.
"Oh wow, that was amazing." He whispered as he kissed the top of my head.
"Worth the price of the two tickets?" I smiled.
"Oh, fuck yeah, you can have tickets to any concert you want. I mean that." He said.
"I might take you up on that, as long as you don't tell anyone our secret." I responded.
"No worries there," he said.
"Well, you better get cleaned up and out of here; my parents should be home any time now."
With that, we both jumped up and got dressed.
Derek and I kissed one last time before he left. Derek was well paid for the concert tickets. Yes, he was a good businessman, but so was I.
Something inside of me had awakened that evening; it was like a switch had been flipped. I was no longer the shy, awkward girl who had no self-confidence. I was powerful and desirable, and it felt amazing. I had discovered a new side of myself, a side that I liked. From that day on, I started using my sexuality to get what I wanted. I realized that men found me attractive, and I used it to my advantage.



After that evening, Derek called me repeatedly. He wanted to see me again and go out with me, but I refused. I knew it was best to keep Derek as a business partner rather than mess it up by dating him. For the next couple of years, every time there was a big concert, he would call to see if I wanted tickets. I did see him again several times over the years.
I told Cathy how I got the tickets, and she thought I was brilliant. She insisted on pulling her weight and did meet Derek at a later date for concert tickets.
Cathy and I never missed a big concert again.
~~~~~~~
Thank you for taking the time to read my story. If you enjoyed it, please don't forget to rate it.
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In my early twenties, I dated a guy named Terry. He was a nice enough person, very respectful and polite. He was my age and not the typical bad guy type that, for some reason, I seemed to attract. I began dating him and soon realized he was on the more serious side. Honestly, I didn't expect that he could hold my attention for more than a couple of dates.
After somewhat of a wild start on my sexual journey, I reached a point of self-respect, and I had established a few ground rules for myself that I tried to follow. The first rule was that I tried not to have sex on the first date! Well, I tried anyway. If I managed to get by that crucial rule, I would make up a few more hypothetical rules.
First dates were limited to heavy kissing only. Second dates are limited to touching and exploring. I would allow my date to touch my breasts, and I would go no further than rubbing his groin through his pants. The third date maybe a hand job. The fourth date was possibly a blowjob, and if we made it to the fifth date, there were no limits. I thought these were reasonable limits for semi-nice girls, which I considered myself to be.
I remember telling several dates these rules, but honestly, I don't ever recall a time when I was able to stick to them, except with Terry.
My first date with Terry ended with us just kissing and making out in his car. It was all pretty tame and controlled overall. He was polite and seemed to respect the limits and restrictions I was trying to follow.
After our second date, we again began to make out in his car. As things started to heat up with Terry, I reached into his pants to do an assessment of his manhood. I liked what I felt, as it appeared to be a good size and worthy of a third date. Never being the patient type, I unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. Yes, I know I broke my second date rule.
As I began to play with my new toy, Terry stopped me and said he had something important to tell me. 
"Really, I'm stroking your cock, and you want to stop and talk." I quizzed him. This was a first for me.
He sheepishly told me he was a virgin! "What! Really!" He now had my attention. I wasn't sure if I believed him. I thought maybe he was playing games to entice me into having sex with him. He was a good-looking guy but a bit on the shy side, so maybe I could see it. I guess I must have overreacted, as he immediately went limp. I apologized, and that was pretty much the end of the date.
I wasn't sure what to make of it. Is this good or bad? Should I go on a third date or run?
The next day, I called my friend Jenny. She always had answers. I told her everything and eagerly waited to hear her take on the situation. Not to be mean, but we did have a good laugh over it. Jenny had never been with a virgin before. We both pondered over it, and the more we discussed it, the more intrigued we both became. We jokingly came up with the term "Virgin Boy."
Jenny pointed out that guys think about sex hundreds of times a day. So if I were his first, he would probably think of me every day for the rest of his life. Wow, what an emotionally powerful thought that was.
Jenny went on the explain. "Imagine being his very first, the first girl he has sex with. You will always be remembered as 'the one'. The one he lost his virginity to. You will always be special to him. You will forever be engraved in his memory. Even when he gets married, when he is forty and is mindlessly daydreaming on his drive to work, when he gets old and reminisces, it will always be you that he thinks of when he thinks of his very first time."
The more we talked about it, the more we realized what a great opportunity this was. I think the thought of taking his virginity was turning us both on. By the end of the evening with Jenny, it was decided I would be his first. But we also agreed that it had to be special, not just a quick hump in the car. This was becoming a huge responsibility for me. I had to do it right. I felt an obligation to make it special.
Jenny was dying to meet Terry, so when he called for a third date, I told him that Jenny would be joining us. We all met at a bar, and Jenny loved him. She gave me her approval but also had a suggestion.
"How about for the first time he has a threesome with both of us? How special and memorable would that be?"
I had threesomes with Jenny before during vacations, so it wasn't out of the question. I told her I would have to think about it. I did have concerns, though.
A threesome sounded like a great idea, but I knew that Terry would end up remembering Jenny and not me. Jenny was a blonde bombshell. She was gorgeous and outgoing. Guys were drawn to her like magnets; that's one of the reasons I loved hanging around with Jenny. She could be overbearing, too. Sure, Terry would love to have sex with Jenny, but what about me? What about me being "the one"?
As the weeks went on, I was doing my best to refrain from having sex with Terry. He was cute and nice, but really, he wasn't anything special; he was too serious for me. But Terry was a virgin, and this made him special to me. Taking his virginity was all I could think of. If he wasn't a virgin, I'm sure there wouldn't have been a third date. He was in my head, or was it his virginity that was in my head? I was now determined to take his virginity.
Up until this point, I had dated older guys, and I was having sex on a fairly regular basis. With Terry, I was not doing well without sex. Terry thought I was the good girl type by not having sex. Yes, I was sweet and innocent-looking. But the lack of sex and the erotic thoughts about taking a young man's virginity were driving me crazy. Self-gratification definitely increased during this waiting period.
I finally told Jenny that I wanted Terry for myself. I wanted him to remember me, not Jenny and that other girl. Besides, I had been going without sex for weeks. I needed his full attention. Jenny seemed a bit disappointed, but she understood.
Jenny and I came up with a plan. As both Terry and I still lived at home, she suggested a weekend away in Niagara Falls. The honeymoon capital of North America--how appropriate was that?
Terry agreed, and I was so excited. How could I make this special event even better?
Leading up to the weekend, I daydreamed about how it all would play out. Would he ejaculate before we even started? Should I tease him, or maybe just jump him? What should I wear? It was all I could think of. I was horny as hell in anticipation.
I bought a new nightie for the occasion. There really wasn't much to it. It was short, sheer, and low-cut; not much was left to the imagination.
The day finally came. The long drive to Niagara Falls was filled with sexual tension. We chatted and joked during the drive, but my mind was racing. I couldn't believe how aroused I was. I don't think I ever thought about an impending sexual act as much as I did with Terry. I tried to rationalize it; after all, we all lose our virginity at some point, but psychologically, this had become a big deal for me. Maybe because my virginity was taken from me by a man ten years older than me who was only concerned about his own sexual gratification.
The shoe was now on the other foot. It was my responsibility to make sure Terry's loss of his virginity was a memorable and wonderful experience. Damn, I was so thoughtful.
We arrived at our destination and checked into a cheap motel. I will always remember the name "The Rainbow Motel." Terry was eager to begin and began groping me as soon as we entered the room, but I quickly put a stop to it. I had a plan; this was going to be a slow seduction. We unpacked, freshened up, and went to get a bite to eat. No alcohol for either of us; I wanted him to remember this special night.
Once we got back to the room, we sat on the edge of the bed and started kissing. As things began to heat up, I told him to get naked and in bed. I went into the bathroom to slip into my nightie. I slowly walked out of the bathroom and around the bed to make sure he got a good look.
I dimmed the lights but kept the room bright enough so that he could see everything that was about to happen to him.
I could see his arousal as the bed sheet was poking up like a tent. I slowly and sensually touched him as I stood over him. I told him he wasn't allowed to touch me. The lingerie I was wearing was totally sheer, so I wasn't hiding anything. I could feel my nipples harden as they brushed against the sheer material.
I slowly pulled back the sheets and crawled into bed with him. His cock was standing to full attention as he lay there. I could see he trimmed his pubic hair for the occasion. How sweet.
I reached down and grasped his cock in my hand. I squeezed it tight as I stared at it. I could feel the pulsating blood as it gushed through his veins. I felt a sense of power as his virgin cock throbbed in my tight grip. After many weeks of planning and anticipation, the time had finally arrived. His virginity was in my hand. No pun is intended.
I slowly began stroking him. I was very conscious of the possibility of him pre-ejaculating at my touch. I proceeded with caution. I didn't want to overstimulate him. As I stoked him, I could hear his breathing picking up. I slowed down and began to coach him. I wanted this to last. I was in total control, and I loved the feeling it gave me.
I had thought it best to proceed and give him his first blowjob before he exploded in my hand. I slowly and seductively began kissing and licking his beautiful cock. I was exploring his balls with my tiny fingers. I slowly lowered my mouth onto the tip of his cock and began slowly bobbing up and down, taking more of him inside of my mouth with every stroke. He was doing great, and by now I was getting right into it. I began stroking and sucking his cock vigorously. I then moved down and began sucking and licking his balls. I placed one of his balls in my mouth as I stroked him hard and fast.
I was hot and horny as hell by now, and he was getting the full treatment. I wanted him to cum in my mouth, and I wanted to swallow his first blowjob load. This was all part of my plan.
Despite my best efforts, he wasn't ejaculating! This was not what I was expecting, but I carried on.
Puzzled by his stamina I decided it was time for me to take his virginity. I was so wet with anticipation. I pulled my nightie off, so I was completely naked for him. I was going to make this special for him. I already had decided I wasn't going to use any protection to diminish the feeling, bareback only. I wanted him to feel just how good sex can be. I proceeded to mount him. Ever so slowly, I wanted him to feel every inch of me as I slowly lowered myself onto his hard-throbbing cock. I was soaking wet as I easily engulfed his entire cock deep inside of me. He grabbed and squeezed my breasts. My nipples were swollen and erect. I was primed and ready.
"Oh, gawd, that feels good." I moaned as I lowered myself onto him.
Slowly, I began riding him. I was taking it slow and easy, as I didn't want him to cum too fast. It felt so good to have his cock inside of me. The thought of finally taking his virginity was too much. He had barely entered me when I immediately began having an orgasm. I shook and quivered as I began riding him faster.
OMG, it was me that was pre-ejaculating and not him. Terry thrust deeply and pulled on my nipples as I let out a deep moan.
"Oooh yes... don't stop," I whimpered, finally letting out my built-up sexual frustration.
I was still deeply implanted on top of Terry as I regained my voice. He was still rock hard, so I continued to ride him. Soon, I was riding him like crazy. I was wildly bouncing on him as he had a tight hold of my hips, thrusting me down on his cock. He was giving it right back to me. I was riding him so hard and violently that I was pretty sure something was going to break. Was it going to be the bed or his cock?
I couldn't believe he wasn't ejaculating. I was so aroused about taking his virginity that I came once again. This time, it was even more powerful than the first. My whole body shook as I had violent spasms. I let out a loud, deep moan as I had an orgasmic eruption. In my twenties, it was very rare that I climaxed, so having two orgasms on the first go was incredibly rare for me. My juices were flowing. I needed a good fuck after going without sex for so long, and he was giving it to me.
Then it hit me. What's going on here? If he really is a virgin, why hasn't he ejaculated yet? I was convinced he had done this before. This couldn't possibly be his first time. Was I being doped? He just kept fucking me hard and fast. Eventually, I had to stop. I was confused, and yes, maybe even a bit angry for being lied to. 
"You said you were a virgin. Why aren't you cumming?" I demanded to know.
He apologized and explained that he was used to masturbating, and this felt different. It felt great, but just different. 
I suppose that is possible. I could tell by the look on his face that he was telling the truth.
After a bit of hugging and kissing, I went back to work and started with a nice long blowjob. I was determined not to stop until I swallowed his load. I got him to stoke his cock while I sucked him and manipulated his balls. With his assistance, he finally came in my mouth and gave me a huge load to swallow. 
Hurrah, success at last! I was proud of myself. I sucked and swallowed every last drop, and I even licked him clean. This was his first time, and I was being extra nice to him. I was making it special. I wanted to set the standard high for all future blowjobs. A standard that every other woman he slept with had to be compared to. Yeah, I gave him a great first blowjob!
Once he recovered, he mounted me missionary style and watched as he slowly entered me. We both began moving in rhythm as he fucked me. I began coaching him to fuck me harder; I could tell he was getting worked up, and it wouldn't be much longer now. As he was getting close, I told him to cum inside of me, saying that I wanted to feel his warm cum deep inside of me. He came hard and fast. I screamed out "yes, OMG, yes" as he filled me up with his warm virgin cum.
He made me work for it, but his virginity was finally mine. I will always be remembered as "The One." I think I was more thrilled than him.
That weekend, we had sex 22 times. Yes, I kept count. We were like newlyweds. Terry just couldn't get enough, and I never refused him. There was no way he would ever forget me after that weekend.
When I got home on Sunday night, I swear I was walking bowlegged. I was exhausted and sore. I couldn't wait to tell Jenny. I felt such a sense of accomplishment.
I was hooked on the sense of power, control, and adrenalin rush I had felt. The anticipation and buildup of finally taking his virginity. The epic orgasm I felt when I finally had his cock inside of me. The psychological pleasure I felt knowing I was forever special to someone. This memory will never be forgotten by either of us.
I wanted to do it again; I couldn't stop thinking about it. I wanted to experience another virgin boy.
Since then, I have experienced several virgin boys. Read my other stories.
PS: I continued to date Terry for a couple of months afterwards. During that time, he became quite proficient at sex. I was thrilled to be the experienced woman who taught him all about sex. It was quite a rush.
~~~~~~~
Thank you for taking the time to read my story. If you enjoyed it, please don't forget to rate it.
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I can't believe he stood me up again!
It was quarter past nine, and the movie that he promised he would take me to started fifteen minutes ago.
I knew it wasn't his type of movie, but I never asked much of him. Hell, I did so much for him; I gave him all the sex he wanted; when he wanted, the least he could do was sit through this movie for a couple of hours.
To make it worse, I had spent half the day getting ready for tonight. I thought I would surprise him with a new semi-gothic look. He had mentioned several times that he liked that look, so stupid me thought, why not surprise him?
I should have clued in when he called me that evening and told me that he was running late and would meet me at the cineplex instead of picking me up. I knew that running late meant he was drinking at his buddy's place. I disapproved, but he promised he would show up. Stupid me...again.
So there I was in the lobby waiting for my piece of shit boyfriend, questioning why I always let men treat me like this.
I called him, but there was no answer. The later it got, the more obvious it was that he wasn't going to show up. I'm sure he was drunk with his ignorant pig buddies.
I was feeling hurt and seriously pissed off.
Well, fuck him, I thought. I went outside and paused on a bench to gather my thoughts. How could I somehow salvage this night? I knew he was at his friend's place drinking, and I was pretty sure he was expecting me to show up there, just like all the other Saturday nights. Well, not this night. I had enough of him.
I pulled my long black coat tight around me. My hair was blowing in the wind, and I could feel the biting wind against my stockinged legs, my short skirt not offering much protection.
An older man came and sat on the bench beside me. Lighting up a cigarette, he looked me over and said,
"Nice look. Goth or emo?"
"Neither," I replied as I turned away from him. I'm sure he got that I wasn't in a good mood.
"Are you interested in having some fun?" he said.
I didn't respond, as I wasn't really interested in anything he had to say.
He took a drag of his cigarette, then dropped it to the ground, grinding it out underfoot. He pulled his wallet from his jacket pocket and counted the contents.
"What can I get for $200?"
Oh my god, does he think I'm a hooker? Do I really look like a hooker? He has my attention now. 
I turned to look at him. He had longish but greying hair, smooth features, and was attractive in a bookish kind of way. He was dressed in a suit, dark blue, with a white shirt and a pale yellow tie. His leather jacket looked expensive, as did his shoes.
"Are you serious? I'm nineteen, and you're offering me money for sex? You fucking old pervert." I sneered at him.
The entire time I was scolding him, I was thinking $200 was a shit load of money (back then), and I was really in no position to walk away from such a windfall. At the time, my father was not working due to an illness, and my family was struggling financially. 
He smiled and put the money back in his wallet.
"I'm in town on business. I was supposed to meet someone for dinner, but they've just canceled. I'm at a loose end. I'm sorry if I offended you."
He stood up and made to leave. I had to admire his audacity. 
"Cash up front," I shot back. I was momentarily stunned that those words actually came out of my mouth.
He stopped and looked me over. I stood up. I had on my long black coat, short black leather skirt, black stockings, and knee-high leather boots. Under my coat, I had on a scarlet bra and a lacy blacktop. I had gotten carried away with my make-up, lots of dark lipstick, and tons of black eyeliner. My mom said I looked like a panda, the bitch. I was going for the semi-Goth look that evening, and I had nailed the look, so I thought.
"Half now, the rest later," he said.
I nodded and took the offered $100.
What the fuck was I doing? Getting back at my piece of shit boyfriend? But I was strangely attracted to this older, well-dressed man, and well, it was $200--more than two months worth of working at my part-time job and babysitting stints combined.
"Where are we going to do this?" I asked.
He pointed to the hotel across from the cineplex.
"I'm in room 306. I'll go ahead, and you follow in five minutes. I'm trusting you not to be a runner."
He turned, crossed the road, and disappeared through the hotel revolving door.
I could just run. I thought it would serve him right for soliciting a young girl.
Could I actually go through with this? What was the alternative? Go hang out with my dumbass boyfriend, get drunk, and then have unsatisfying sex with him. At least this guy seemed nice. I'm sure he wouldn't have stood me up, either. I told myself to think of it as just another date. Awe, fuck, why not?
My mind was made up; I stood up, crossed the road, and entered the hotel. I could feel the stares from the staff as I walked through the lobby and headed to the elevator.
The elevator seemed to take forever to arrive, and my hand was shaking as I pressed the button for the third floor. The elevator doors opened, and I saw the sign telling me the room I wanted was to the right.
I paused, took a deep breath, and knocked on the door. There was no turning back now. He opened the door and stood to one side, letting me in. He closed the door behind me, motioning me into the room. I heard him lock the door with the latch and the deadbolt behind me. Yikes, there was no escaping now.
As I entered the room, I couldn't help but notice the size of the bed. I'd heard of king-sized beds but had never seen one before. The lights were dimmed, and there was soft music playing in the background. How nice.
He undid the cufflinks on his shirt and placed them with his expensive-looking watch on the dresser.
"Would you like a drink?" He opened the mini-bar so I could see the contents.
"Umm... a white wine, please."
He took out a premixed vodka and tonic for himself. There was only one glass, and he poured the wine into it. My classless boyfriend would have just given me the unopened bottle. 
The room was pleasantly warm. I took off my coat and went to throw it over the chair. He took it from me and hung it up in the closet.
I stood there in my short black leather skirt and lacy top. He smiled at me.
"Relax," he said. "I want you to enjoy this as well." I guess he sensed my apprehension. 
I smiled back, despite myself. I sat on the edge of the bed.
"I'm going to take a shower," he said.
He took off his shirt, revealing a nicely toned body. He stepped out of his shoes and removed his socks, then took off his trousers. He wore boxer shorts and left them on as he turned on the light in the bathroom.
"I won't be long. Make yourself comfortable." He motioned to the bed.
Oh wow, this was moving fast. I guess this was my cue to get undressed? Never having done anything like this before, I was taken aback at how quickly things were progressing. I wasn't sure what I was expecting. As much as I tried to convince myself that this was just like any other date, it wasn't. He had purchased my services. The outcome was predetermined.
I could hear him in the shower. I finished my drink and took off my boots, kicking them into the corner, and my clothes followed. At nineteen, I had nice perky breasts (34B), stood at 5'5", and was a skinny 105 lbs. 
I was feeling uneasy, as I wasn't sure what the protocol was for this type of situation. Should I get under the bed covers and wait, or was that too forward? Instead, I sat on the bed and nervously waited with my arms and legs crossed tight, trying to cover up as much as possible.
The shower turned off, and I could hear him moving about. The door then opened, and he stepped out, naked. I couldn't help but look at his package. His pubic area looked like it was freshly shaved. His bald and clean cock was semi-hard as it swayed from side to side as he walked towards me.
He came and sat on the bed beside me. His eyes took in my body, from my brown hair, down over my perky breasts, my stomach, my pussy, down my long, skinny legs, to my dark purple-painted toenails.
I girlishly lowered my head, hoping to hide behind my hair, but it was too short to give any kind of coverage for my boobs. I was doing my best to cover up and not overexpose myself.
"I love your smooth, pearl-white skin," he said as he placed his hand on my leg and rubbed my thigh. I felt a tingle of arousal shoot through me as his warm hand moved to my inner thigh.
I didn't say a word as I continued to clench my crossed arms and legs. I could feel myself shaking as I nervously sat there. I also felt myself getting aroused by the thought of what was about to happen next.
"Relax. Let's make this fun," he said as he ran his hand over my shoulder and brushed back my hair, exposing a partly covered breast.
He leaned in.
"Is kissing OK?" he asked.
There was a split second of hesitation on my part as I realized that the inevitable moment had arrived. I decided to just go for it.
I responded by wrapping my arms around his neck and pulling his mouth to mine. Our lips met and our tongues entangled as we passionately kissed.
His hand moved up across my stomach to my left breast, his fingers finding the nipple. His touch was gentle at first, then he began to pull at my nipple, his hand kneading the flesh of my young, firm breasts.
My hand fell from his shoulders to his lap, finding his cock fully erect. It felt big in my tiny hand. I gripped his shaft and stroked him up and down to feel his full size. He was rock hard now. It also felt nice and smooth. I liked that he had shaved for me.
My boyfriend's cock was medium in size; this guy was a bit longer and fatter. I wondered what it would feel like inside of me; hopefully, I wouldn't have to wonder for too long.
He sighed as I stroked him slowly, his kisses becoming more urgent and deeper. His hands found both my tits, and he began to maul them. His mouth left mine, and he dipped his head to suck on my erect nipples, his hands pushing the flesh together.
I put my free hand on his head, holding his hair and forcing his face into my tits.
"Suck me." He leaned back onto the middle of the bed, his cock standing proud, the head pointing to the ceiling.
I crawled onto the bed on all fours as I slowly approached his beautiful cock and balls. I took a few seconds to admire how clean they looked without any hair. This was the first time that I had seen such a clean, smooth, hairless cock, and I was eager to play with it.
I let my hanging breasts rub along the length of his stiff cock as I gazed into his eyes with my panda eyes. My erect nipples ran up and down his shaft as he watched and then pulled on my tits.
"I just love your perfect tits," he said as he softly caressed them. I let my nipples run through the pre-cum that was glistening on his head. I was feeling hot and aroused now. I was ready for him.
I wrapped one hand firmly around his shaft and lowered my mouth over the head. I licked his pre-cum-coated purple helmet and then began licking and kissing the entire length of his smooth shaft. I admired how easily my lips slid over his smooth cock. Why didn't every guy shave like this? I then took him into my mouth.
I have been told that I give pretty good blowjobs. My boyfriend never lasts very long when I suck him, and yes, I often swallow. I took this guy's dick like a pro, using all the tricks I knew, licking and nibbling the shaft, rubbing the head, and sucking his balls. I tried to deep-throat him but could only manage about three-quarters of his length. I spit-coated his cock, and it got even bigger and thicker. I continued to suck him until my jaw ached.
He lasted a good ten minutes before he tensed up and let out a deep, orgasmic moan. He spasmed and came hard into my mouth. I squeezed his balls hard as he came and violently stroked his shaft as my lips formed a tight seal around his girth. I wanted to squeeze, suck, and stroke every last drop out of him.
I opened my mouth to show him his load, then swallowed twice to get it all down.
He kissed me, pushing me back on the bed. He obviously wasn't finished with me. He kissed down my neck and sucked my tits again, then licked down my stomach. He grabbed my legs and pulled them apart, exposing my wet pussy to him. He ran a finger over my opening and over my clit, getting the finger coated in my juice, then licking it clean.
The second time he did it, he offered the finger to me. I greedily sucked on his digit. He then bent down and started to eat me out. My boyfriend would lick me, but only for a minute or so. This guy went to town on my pussy, bringing me off countless times with his tongue, lips, and fingers all over me, rubbing my clit then prodding inside me, kissing, biting me, and pulling at my swollen clit.
I thrashed around on the bed, the sheets beneath me soaking wet from my orgasms. I felt well and truly used, but I loved the feeling. He looked up at me, his face wet from my pussy juices, and kissed me, our tongues mingling. I could feel his cock against my hole, solid again. I reached down and rubbed his cock against my clit. He felt good. I held the tip of his cock against my opening, and he pushed himself against me.
The head disappeared between my lips. He gripped my knees and brought them up, level with my shoulders, and sank his hard cock deep into me.
Fuck, I could almost feel him in my stomach. He stretched me wide, my cunt lips taut around his shaft. He drew out slowly and then sank his cock back in just as slowly, shifting his hips from side to side, getting contact with every inch of my vaginal walls. My nipples stood up like bullets. I held my legs wide open as he rested on his hands and started to speed up his fucking motion.
"God, you feel so tight," he gasped.
He reached behind me, grabbing my ass for leverage, and continued to thrust into me deep and hard. I was at his mercy, and I loved it. 
An orgasm washed over me as he continued to pound me into the bed. I was aware of my screaming, but it felt like a different person. I begged him to fuck me, I ordered him to fuck me, and I pleaded with him to make me cum again. I couldn't take much more, but I wanted everything he had. He slipped out of me, eliciting a gasp from me.
"Turn over," he told me.
I scooted around on all fours, my legs wide and ready for him. I felt his cock slide into my wet, gaping pussy. I love doggy style. I began pushing back in rhythm with his thrusts.
He slowed down, and I felt him pushing against my asshole with his finger.
"No! Keep fucking me," I pleaded.
Whack! He slapped my ass, causing me to flinch from the stinging blow.
"For two hundred... yes," he said. He had a firm grip around my hips, and I knew I was helpless.
"Please don't hurt me... You're too big," hoping that he would take pity on me and continue to fuck my wanton pussy instead.
I felt him slowly exploring my anus with one of his saliva-drenched fingers. He began making progress, pushing one, then two digits into my asshole.
"Oh... Keep that beautiful cock in my pussy... I want you to come inside of me. Please fuck me," I begged, hoping to sway him from my ass as I thrust back onto his cock.
He ignored me, pulled out of my pussy, and placed the head of his cock firmly against my anus. I'd rarely done anal before and never with anyone so big. He now had the head of his cock buried in me, my cunt juices lubricating his passage.
"Just relax... Pull your cheeks apart," he ordered. I took a deep breath and complied with his commands.
Little by little, he fed his fat cock into my ass. I reached down between my legs and pulled at his balls, then began to finger my clit as he started to pump into me. It was uncomfortable at first, then the pain turned sweet, and he started to build up his speed, my hand stroking my pussy lips and clit in time to his ass fucking.
He slapped my ass again, twice, each time harder than the first time. The sharp pain from the slap distracted me from the pain his cock was inflicting inside of my ass.
He pushed hard into me. I could hear his cock slurping inside me. I came hard again, the feeling of his cock in my ass sending me into exquisite rapture.
My legs were almost beyond use at this stage; it was only the fact that I was impaled on his cock that kept me up on all fours. He tensed as his own orgasm built. With a soft plop, he pulled out, shooting his warm cum across my back.
He let go of my hips, and I collapsed on the bed, totally spent and exhausted.
He stroked the last bit of cum out of his cock and onto my ass, then lay down beside me.
--------------------
I awoke with a start; the room was dark, and he was gone. My money, I thought. I got up and turned on the lamp beside the bed. There was a sheet of notepaper folded over, with five twenties inside. There was a note, too.
"I had a great time. Sorry, but I had to go out, and I didn't want to wake you. I'm in town once a month and would love to make this a regular thing. J."
His phone number was written underneath. I took a shower, my legs shaking under me, the smell of sex lingering.
Getting dressed, I checked my phone. One message from the boyfriend: "Where are you?"
"Wouldn't you like to know?" I smiled. Two hundred dollars and the best fuck of my short life.
I opened the contacts in my phone and entered the number from the piece of paper. With my eye-liner pencil, I added a footnote to his note:
"You have yourself a deal."
~~~~~~~
Thank you for taking the time to read my story. If you enjoyed it, please don't forget to rate it.
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This is some background on Nicole. I will write of her adventures in another story.
Nicole is my niece on my husband's side of the family. If you have been reading my stories you may have read about my torrid affair with my brother-in-law over the years. Yes, Nicole is his daughter.
Nicole was trouble right from the start. She has always been a wild child and a handful for her parents. Her parents caught having sex with two guys when they returned home unexpectantly. Does that sound familiar?
I always had a soft spot for her as I saw myself in her even though we were not blood-related. I understood her struggles from my own experiences.
A few years ago when she was 18 she got kicked out of her house and appeared on our doorstep in the middle of the night. Of course, my husband and I took her in and let her stay until things calmed down and she could sort things out. Nicole was struggling. She had dropped out of college, was unemployed, and her life consisted of parties and guys. Her short stay ended up lasting for close to six months.
Nicole had grown into a beautiful young lady and she liked to flaunt her assets. My husband and I couldn't help but notice how provocatively she dressed. It very much reminded me of myself at her age.
During the course of her stay, we had planned our annual winter vacation in Florida. My husband and I both thought it wasn't a good idea to leave Nicole alone in the house while we were gone. Maybe it was my imagination but I could envision the wild house parties and trashing of our home that might ensue. So we decided to invite her to come along with us. We had rented a one-bedroom condo but she could sleep on the pull-out couch. She was thrilled to go on a winter vacation as she had never been.
I couldn't help recall my first winter vacation with Mr. Wilson, I was only a couple of years older than her at the time.
So off we went to Florida to spend two full weeks in the sun. Nicole, me, and my husband. My husband and I both had some concerns about how we would all share the small one-bedroom condo.
My husband is very easy going and I knew he would adapt.
He said "don't worry if things get difficult we will just buy more alcohol."..lol.
Nicole and my husband always got along great. She adored him and always said he was her favorite uncle.
Nicole slept on the pull out couch while my husband and I slept in the king bed. Right from the start, my husband refused to have sex with me knowing his niece would hear us. Damn this was going to be a long dry two weeks.
On the first day, Nicole came walking out of the bathroom wearing a sexy high cut bathing suit. I could see my husband just shaking his head...it reminded me of my father when I would go out braless. I suppose he was very much like a father to her.
As the week progressed things got more relaxed. My husband began walking around the condo in his boxers, which was really no different than his bathing suit. Both Nicole and I dressed out in the open and I caught my husband looking at Nicole several times.
I could see Nicole was enjoying my husband's attention during this vacation. Between her skimpy bathing suits and her nightie, there wasn't much she was hiding. She was getting quite comfortable walking around the tiny condo half-naked.
I could see my husband was noticing. I never said a word as I wondered if my husband would actually be attracted to his niece, after all, he was like a second father to her. When she was staying with us at the house we all had our privacy and my husband was rarely around. But now we were all confined in this tiny condo and he had nowhere to hide or run to.
Nicole was 18 years old and she had beautiful long sexy legs with a rock hard firm tiny ass. Her breasts were tiny and I loved her long blonde hair. I could see why the boys were attracted to her, I know I was.
If you asked me before we left for the vacation I would bet that my husband could restrain himself. But now after seeing Nicole's subtle seduction I wasn't so sure. I have to admit that her young firm 18-year-old body would be very tempting to any man or woman.
Our room had a private hot tub on the patio. One evening after we all had several drinks in the hot tub Nicole was playfully teasing my husband. I sat back and watched as in her drunken state she playfully sat on his lap and wrapped her arms around him. She was grinding her sweet little ass on him and I could tell my husband was a very uncomfortable with his niece teasing him, especially, right in front of me.
At this point in our vacation, I was feeling both aroused and neglected. Nicole had been parading around the condo all week half-naked and my husband was refraining from having sex with me. I was feeling frisky after a few drinks so I slid over beside them and mischievously reached into the water to see if my husband was hard. He sure was.
Nicole felt my hand under her ass as I squeezed my husband's groin so she sat up and watched. I'm not sure what came over me, it was probably from watching Nicole's sexy body moving all over my husband, but I yanked his erect cock out of his bathing suit and squeezed it hard.
There was a moment of silence as I am sure both he and Nicole were taken aback by my bold and unexpected actions.
"Hmmm... Nicole, I think your Uncle is enjoying you bouncing on his lap....please don't stop".
Nicole sat back down on his lap and playfully began grinding her ass up and down along his shaft as I held it firm at its base.
"Oh my, I see what you mean Aunt April" she giggled being obviously drunk. Her riding motion was causing her tiny breasts to brush up against my husband's face.
Through all of this, my husband didn't say a word. I wasn't sure if he was angry at me for encouraging his niece or he was just silently waiting to see how far things would go. I had several drinks in me and was in a promiscuous mood so I decided to push things further.
"Nicole would you like to ride your Uncle".
"Ummm...OK... if that's OK with you Aunt April"
"Of course it is sweetie"
My husband began to mumble about it not being a good idea but before he could finish I had Nicole's swimsuit pulled to the side and Nicole was implanting herself onto my husband's erect cock as I firmly held it straight up for her.
My husband let out a deep gasp as Nicole slowly slid all the way down his shaft. I grabbed Nicole's waist and slowly began to move her up and down on his cock. She immediately began riding my husband...up and down. My husband, although hard was somewhat reluctant to participate. He no doubt was feeling guilty about this. He just let his head fall back as if to surrender and began enjoying his sweet young niece riding him.
I pulled Nicole's bathing suit straps off her shoulders from behind exposing her sweet young perky tits. I cupped her tiny tits and pushed her forward to guide her tits into my husband's mouth. He could no longer resist as he began to suck on her nipples as I held them firm for him.
Nicole the little nympho was now riding his cock for all she was worth. She was full of energy and was unleashing her wild libido on him. My husband couldn't take this frenzied young tight body for long. He soon began to moan and quiver. I could tell he was about to erupt as he began to motion Nicole to get off. But Nicole wasn't stopping; she continued to ride him hard and fast.
I knew my husband probably didn't want to cum inside of his niece but he had no choice. He let out a deep long grunt as he could not hold back any longer. Nicole slowed down as she saw he was cumming and slowly moved up and down his shaft as if to squeeze every drop of cum out of him with her tight young pussy. Nicole may have been only 18 but she knew what she was doing. I could tell she was experienced.
I continued to hug Nicole around her waist from behind as I felt my husband cum more intensely than he has cum with me in many years. This was quickly followed up with Nicole letting out a soft moan as she quivered and came. Wow, I couldn't believe what just happened.
I was actually surprised by my husband. In a million years I never would have thought my husband would fuck his niece let alone cum inside of her. I thought only hillbillies did things like that. I suppose it just goes to show under the right circumstances anything is possible.
We continued to sit in the hot tub and had another drink before returning to our room. Once we showered I asked Nicole to join us in our king bed. I felt bad she had to sleep on the uncomfortable pull-out couch. But what I really wanted was to spend the night with Nicole. She and my husband had climaxed but I had not and I needed attention badly. I knew my husband was spent and so that left Nicole.
Nicole joined us in bed and my husband watched as I devoured her. Nicole had never been with another woman before but she was eager and a fast learner. It wasn't long before she brought me to multiple orgasms. She was fascinated and turned on that she could make me come so many times.
Nicole being young had much more stamina than both my husband and me combined. She wanted more and more. After satisfying me she then rode my husband again who somehow managed to become erect again. It wasn't long before we all fell asleep.
The next morning I awoke first and went out to make the coffee. When I returned to the bedroom I found Nicole sucking away on my husband. "Wow this is going to be a fun vacation," I said. There was no response other than moans. If my husband was feeling any guilt from the night before he sure got over it fast.
Later in the day, my husband told me that he felt very guilty for having sex with his niece. He always looked up to and respected his older brother. He felt terrible that he was having sex with his daughter.
Ahh, if he only knew how his dear older brother pounded the hell out of me before we married those many years ago....lol How every time he went away on a business trip his brother would show up at the house and just take me. How I had to take Tylenol from all the animalistic poundings he gave me. How I so enjoyed being taken and used by his dear brother.
"Don't feel bad Honey, he will never find out". And neither will you, I thought.
My husband and I both had sex with Nicole for the remainder of the vacation.
Yes, I have a soft spot for Nicole.
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When I was eighteen and just starting college, my father was gravely ill and could not work. I knew my family was struggling financially, so I was eager to do whatever I could to help out with the family finances.
The Kellys lived down the street, and I had known them for many years. They knew of my family's plight and kindly offered me a babysitting job. Although I felt that babysitting was beneath me at that age, I eagerly accepted the position because I wanted to do my part. It turned out the Kellys were very flexible with my schedule, and they were very generous to me on account of my father's illness.
Mrs. Kelly (call me Angela) and my mother had become good friends over the years. They were always at each other's houses, usually with a glass of wine. My mother was a very attractive woman, as was Mrs. Kelly, and together they made a striking pair.
Mr. Kelly, or Mr. K, as I called him, was a good-looking, half-black (as far as I could tell), tall man who was always happy and cheerful. 
Mr. K was younger than my father, and they had nothing in common. In fact, they were more or less opposites, and thus their relationship was just normal good-neighbor small talk.
Mr. K knew I was shy and timid, so he always made an effort to engage me in conversation. As I started to become comfortable with him I realized he was not only fun and witty, but also very flirty. I could sense he was a ladies' man, especially when his wife wasn't around. I noticed that he began to give me more attention as I blossomed into a young woman. Maybe it was my imagination, but sometimes he looked at me with what I can only describe as a lustful look.
The Kellys had two adorable daughters, ages four and six. As far as babysitting goes, it was an easy gig as the girls were well-behaved. They also lived just down the street, which made it convenient.
I was eighteen and had just started dating Aaron. He was a good-looking guy who was popular with all the girls. At first, I wasn't sure why he liked me when he had his pick of the popular girls. I later realized it was because I was shy and submissive--or a slut, as guys would put it. Looking back, he was a jerk who only wanted me for sex, but at the time I was just happy to have a boyfriend.
One particular night when I was babysitting, Aaron called and insisted on coming over to the house. I knew I wasn't supposed to have anyone over, but I had just finished putting the girls to bed, and it was still early. I knew the Kellys weren't coming back for a few more hours.
Normally, I wouldn't have allowed it, but Aaron was persistent and he promised to be in and out in a half-hour. Yeah, he just wanted to come over and fuck. I was shy, insecure, and afraid of losing him, so I gave in.
The kids were both asleep when Aaron arrived. He wasted no time pulling me onto the couch and taking me. Within minutes of his arrival, we were both naked and fucking on the living room couch, just like a couple of horny teens.
"How's that babe? You like that?" As he fumbled and pushed a finger inside of me.
"Uh-huh," I replied, trying to fake my enthusiasm. My new boyfriend, Aaron, didn't seem to notice my lackluster response and continued to flail on top of me like a fish out of water. I gritted my teeth as his dick roughly plowed into me, my pussy not yet wet enough to make this at all pleasurable for me. He didn't seem to notice or care.
Aaron was always so eager to get straight to the fucking that he never made sure I was properly aroused. This was pretty much my experience with all the boys I had dated up to this point.
"Fuck April, I love your tits, they're amazing." Aaron grabbed my breasts and tugged and squeezed them hard. It felt like I was getting a fucking mammogram. He started pounding his cock into me harder, grunting with every thrust.
"Shh!" I said it sharply. "I don't want the kids to hear."
"I'm sure they're fast asleep... Besides, the TV's on. That's all they'll hear." Aaron downplayed my concerns. I still looked over his shoulder nervously towards the staircase to the bedrooms. I had a bad feeling about this, so I just wanted Aaron to finish getting his rocks off and leave.
"I'm gonna cum," he suddenly growled in my ear. "Are you close?"
"Yeah," I lied, as I was feeling uneasy about his visit. Aaron's thrusts started getting more frenzied until his body tensed up against me and he ground his hips hard against mine.
"UHHHHHHHH!" he yelled, throwing his head back. I felt him unload inside me, and I tried not to look so disinterested. Aaron looked at me through half-open eyelids to see my reaction. I suddenly clued in, threw my head back, and started writhing underneath him, as if I were suddenly wracked with a powerful orgasm.
"Oh babe, that was so good," I said in a breathy voice. Aaron grinned at me, completely clueless but satisfied.
"Hey chump, I hate to break it to you, but she's faking it." Aaron and I both froze, and panic shot through me. It was Mr. Kelly, and he was home early.
"Shit," Aaron said as he quickly scrambled off me, scrabbling for his clothes, his still semi-erect cock obviously showing the signs of our recent activities. It drew the eye in a way that served only to highlight our transgressions. Mr. K's expression said it all.
I was still too shocked to move as I locked eyes with Mr. Kelly, who had now entered the room and was staring at my very naked body. My cheeks flushed, and I frantically grabbed a nearby pillow to cover myself as my clothes were out of reach somewhere on the floor. I quickly cowered into a kneeling position on the sofa and tried to cover myself with the undersized pillow. By now, Aaron had managed to get his pants back on.
"Mr. Kelly, I'm so sorry, I..." I trailed off, having no idea what to say. This was the most embarrassing moment of my life. I could feel myself turning beet red.
Mr. Kelly ignored me and turned his attention to Aaron.
"Well what the fuck are you waiting for? GET THE FUCK OUT OF MY HOUSE AND DON'T EVER COME BACK!" I had never seen Mr. K so angry.
Aaron, shirt and shoes in hand, made a beeline for the door. He didn't even look at me. Mr. Kelly and I waited in silence until we heard the door slam shut. I slowly sat up on the couch, still clutching the pillow to my naked body.
Mr. K took a deep breath and just stared at me as he calmed down.
"Does your mother know you're having sex?" He asked. I just stared at him, confused by his casual tone.
"It's none of her business," I mustered in my most confident voice. "I'm an adult." Mr. Kelly scoffed.
"Barely. What, did you turn eighteen yesterday?"
"A month ago," I stammered. He scoffed again and shook his head.
I really wanted to get dressed, but I certainly wasn't going to do it in front of him.
"My wife's not going to be happy to hear about this," Mr. Kelly said. "It's a shame, April. Angela really likes you. The girls adore you. But how can I trust you again? How do I know you won't let more strangers into my house? What if the girls had walked in on that?"
I looked down at my lap, too ashamed to look at him. I knew he was completely right. I couldn't think of anything to say. What could I say?
"I'm sorry," I sheepishly said. "Just let me get dressed, and I'll go home. You don't have to pay me."
I assumed he'd leave, but instead, Mr. Kelly sighed and sat down on the couch next to me. I sat up straighter and held the pillow tighter.
"You know, Angela's going to tell your mother about this," he said.
I closed my eyes and groaned. Of course, Mother would find out. She and Mrs. Kelly were best friends and talked all the time. And even if she didn't tell her, surely my mother would want to know why I wasn't going over to the Kellys to babysit anymore. It would all come out one way or another.
"God!" I moaned, slumping against the couch.
"I know," Mr. Kelly said. "It sucks. Especially since that sex was awful. Not even worth it."
I shot him an incredulous look. This conversation was incredibly inappropriate.
"Why don't you tell him the truth?" Mr. Kelly continued. "Why do you let him just use you like that?"
I was still shocked by the conversation, my mouth hanging open in response to his question. But Mr. Kelly cocked his eyebrow at me, waiting for an answer.
"I don't know," I said quietly. "I keep hoping it'll get better, I guess."
Mr. Kelly shook his head.
"I hate to break it to you, April. But teenage boys don't know what the hell they're doing. You're not going to have decent sex until you fuck a man."
I looked up at Mr. Kelly again, and his gaze was suddenly intense, his eyes surveying my bare shoulders and legs. The pillow was barely large enough to cover my privates. My heart started racing, and a strange feeling shot through my belly. I didn't know what to say. I felt so humiliated and just wanted to go home to bed and forget this ever happened.
"You know," he went on, brushing his fingertips over my shoulder. "I could show you what real, good sex is like." My eyes widened in shock, and I quickly pushed his hand away from me.
"What are you doing?" I asked. I scooted down the couch to distance myself. "You're married! Where's Mrs. K, anyway?"
"She's still drinking with her girlfriends," he replied. "She won't be home for hours. You know how women can talk?"
I stared at him, shocked by his proposition. Sure, Mr. K was a good-looking man, considering he was in his early forties. He was tall and looked fairly muscular. He had dark, lush hair, and a nice amount of stubble covered his cheeks. But he was old! As I was eighteen at the time, forty seemed ancient to me.
"No way!" I said. "This is way too weird. You watched me grow up, for god's sake!" Mr. Kelly shrugged, unbothered by my pointing that out.
"Let me fuck you," he said simply. "And then Angela won't have to know how irresponsible you were tonight--then your mother and father won't find out either. And you can keep watching the girls like nothing happened."
His candor was not only shocking but it scared the hell out of me.
"Are you blackmailing me?" I blurted it out.
Mr. K just gave me a devilish grin.
And just then, as if I wasn't embarrassed enough, I felt a gush of fluid pour out of me and onto the couch. As I looked down, I saw a large stain on the couch as Aaron's recent deposit poured out of me.
I looked up, hoping that it went unnoticed, but Mr. K just shook his head as he stared at me, waiting for my response. How much worse can things get?
I took a deep breath and went silent. My mind raced as I actually thought over his offer. I really didn't want my mother to know, and I especially didn't want my strict father to find out. How humiliating and degrading would that be? Besides, I could really use the money that countless more babysitting sessions would bring.
Mr. Kelly noticed the worried look in my eyes as I continued to think things over. I knew he had me. I couldn't think of a way to get out of this situation.
A couple of months ago, I had sex with Jeff, another father that I babysat for. That worked out fine, so I thought, how bad could this be? Besides, it would be just this one time.
"April," he said gently, placing his hand on my leg. I tried not to flinch.
"You don't need to be scared, hon. Like I said, I want to show you a good time. I'm going to show you how a real man pleasures a woman." I felt him move his large, warm hand up my bare thigh.
I couldn't believe the situation I had gotten myself into, let alone how Mr. Kelly was speaking to me.
I said nothing, but my body visibly relaxed as I loosened the death grip I had on the pillow. Mr. Kelly noticed and took that as a sign to proceed. He grabbed the corner of the pillow I was clutching and snatched it away. He threw it across the room onto a chair and turned to stare at my nakedness.
I was kneeling at the end of the couch with my arms crossed, trying to cover up as much as possible. My hardened nipples were peeking out around my forearms. The entire situation had aroused them, and the sudden cool air made them rock hard.
Mr. Kelly said softly, "That little dick doesn't deserve you."
He reached his hand out and unclenched my crossed arms. My arms slowly dropped in a sign of submission. He then reached for my right breast and softly massaged it, his thumb brushing over my nipple. I inhaled sharply as I saw the intense look on his face. It felt surreal. I couldn't believe this was happening. On the other hand, his touch already felt a hundred times better than the way Aaron had mauled my boobs.
Yeah, it feels good, doesn't it?" Mr. Kelly asked me. I gave him a small nod.
"Sit back," he said. "Relax."
Resigning myself to the situation, I repositioned myself into a sitting position and leaned back against the couch. Mr. Kelly began to gently caress my breasts. I closed my eyes as he continued to feel me up.
"You do have the most beautiful breasts," he remarked.
I couldn't help feeling a sense of pride at the compliment, especially coming from a mature man. I knew I was blessed with nice breasts--nice round, perky B-cups.
My eyes were closed, so I didn't realize Mr. Kelly was about to kiss me until I felt his lips brush against mine. He startled me, and I pulled back just enough to break contact and look at him. He paused for a split second, then moved in for another kiss. I had accepted my fate and found myself surprisingly relaxed. I moved my lips against his, returning the kiss.
Mr. Kelly pushed his tongue into my mouth as he continued rubbing my breasts, applying just enough pleasure to really turn me on. I felt myself getting wet--a rare occurrence with Aaron. He suddenly pinched my nipple, and I moaned into our kiss.
"You're a much better kisser than him," I murmured softly.
"We're just getting started, hon," he replied with a smile. "Lie down." 
I did as he asked, although I was a bit reluctant about what was coming next.
Once I was settled, Mr. K knelt by the couch and started running his hands up and down my body. He felt the curves of my thighs and hips, his fingers brushing dangerously close to my pussy. I anxiously squirmed under his touch. He bent over and took a breast into his mouth.
"Ohhhh," I said softly, closing my eyes again. His mouth sucked on my tit while his tongue teased my nipple. I found myself putting my hand in his hair and pulling him more tightly against my breast. I was so distracted by what he was doing to my breasts that I didn't realize his hand had traveled south and was pushing in between my legs.
I gasped as I felt a long finger sliding into my pussy. Mr. K let my breast fall out of his mouth and moved close to my ear.
"Do you feel how wet you are? That's how wet you should always be."
He pumped his fingers at a slow and steady pace, gently stretching me open. I was amazed at how easy this all felt. Whenever Aaron fingered me, it was an awkward and slightly painful experience.
"If a man doesn't bother to get you wet, he's not worth your time," Mr. Kelly said, as he added a second finger inside of me.
"Ahhhhh." I involuntarily bucked my hips upward, forcing his long fingers even deeper inside me.
"You like how I finger you, April?" I took a deep breath and nodded.
"Please, Mr. K." I responded in a submissive tone.
He smiled. "You want me to make you cum?" My heart was racing now. Aaron had never made me cum. At that age, I'd rarely had an orgasm that wasn't self-made.
"Please, Mr. K," I repeated as my arousal began to show.
He shoved his fingers as deep as he could into my pussy and used his free hand to start rubbing my clitoral area. I tilted my head back against the throw pillow, arching my back to increase the pressure. It took only about thirty seconds of rubbing my clitoral area before my pussy walls were pulsing around Mr. K's fingers.
His fingers easily slid in and out of me. My love juices were flowing like never before. I could hear the slurpy sounds his fingers were making as Mr. K began to assertively finger-fuck me and stimulate my clitoral area at the same time.
"Oh, my gawd," I moaned as I felt an orgasm quickly building within me. Mr. K had me moaning and squirming on the couch as he continued to relentlessly stimulate me. I felt his fingers curl up as he found my G-spot.
"OOOHHHHH!" I cried out as the orgasm washed over me. I began to quiver and shake uncontrollably. I reached down and grabbed his hand, first trying to get him to stop, then pushing it deeper inside of my hungry, wet pussy. 
"Oh fuck...." I collapsed back onto the couch, my face flushed and breathless.
"Oh April, you look so beautiful when you cum," Mr. K said as he slid his fingers out of me and held them up to my lips.
I instinctively sucked on his digits. I could taste my juices, but there was also a slight flavor of Aarons's sperm. He watched as I wrapped my tongue and lips around and in-between every finger.
Mr. Kelly then leaned over and kissed me.
"Are you ready to get fucked now?" He said it in a casual voice.
I reluctantly nodded. After all, this was Mr. K, the man down the street. He was friends with my parents. I found it difficult to accept his frankness. Did he just ask me if I was ready to get fucked?
I had a sinking feeling; this was going to go terribly wrong.
Mr. K stood up and started taking off his clothes. I watched him, fascinated by his toned chest and abs. He had so much chest hair--I wasn't used to seeing that, but I realized right away that I loved it. Mr. K was right. Aaron was just some dumb boy, but he was a man.
I tried not to let my eyes bulge out of my head as his pants and briefs came off. He already had an erection, and his dick was so fucking large. It was way bigger and thicker than Aaron's. I suddenly got nervous again. I flinched a little as he walked back towards me with a dick in hand. He gave it a couple of strokes, as if it wasn't large enough already.
"I don't think it'll fit," I said worriedly. He gave me a reassuring smile.
"Trust me, hon. It will." 
Mr. K slowly lowered himself over me, one knee brushing against my thigh as he climbed onto the couch. I was suddenly aware how much larger than me he was, how much stronger; his chest and shoulders were intimidating. I knew I couldn't stop him, even if I wanted to. I wasn't sure I wanted to. He was heavy--much heavier than Aaron--but his weight felt good. I loved the feeling of being trapped by this naked, sexy man.
He brought his hand to my face and gently stroked my cheek.
"I feel terrible admitting this, but I've wanted to do this to you for a while." He paused. "April, if you haven't noticed, you have developed into a hot young woman with a fantastic body... and the way you dress... Well, it's hard for a man not to notice, hon."
I felt that fluttering in my belly again. My initial perception of how Mr. K had been looking at me was dead on.
"You have? Please be gentle." I pleaded. 
I was determined to get this over with as quickly as possible and hopefully forget that this night ever happened.
Mr. K smiled before nudging my legs apart and positioned himself over me. I couldn't believe I was laying naked with my legs spread before him. I felt his cock poised at my entrance as he casually moved it up and down the length of my labia, lapping up my juices for lubrication. The head of his cock found my opening, and it easily popped inside of me. Mr. K slowly began pushing it in.
"Oh!" I exclaimed. I'd been expecting it to hurt, but it hadn't so far. He took his time and slowly eased himself in. With every gentle push, he would pause, giving me a chance to adapt. Before I knew it, he was all the way inside of me.
"See?" He asked. He stilled, and I realized he was completely inside me. I was amazed at how easily I stretched to accommodate his length and girth.



"A perfect fit." He whispered in my ear.
I wrapped my arms around him and shifted my hips, getting used to his large cock inside me.
"Now just lie back and enjoy the ride."
And then he started thrusting--slow but powerful movements. His cock immediately hit places Aaron never got close to.
"Uhhhhh," I moaned. I was amazed at how easily he was sliding in and out of me.
"You're so fucking tight," he grunted as he increased his speed. The sound of his cock plunging into my soaked pussy was getting embarrassingly loud. I wasn't used to that.
"It doesn't hurt at all," I said, still in disbelief. He smiled again.
"Then that means I did my job."
Mr. K took the opportunity to thrust harder. He was pounding into me now, and my breasts started bouncing around with each powerful thrust. As his dick continued its assault on my pussy, he leaned over me and sucked at my right nipple. I found myself thrusting my hips upward to meet his thrusts. I was stunned to feel another orgasm building inside me. I never thought he'd make me cum twice.
"Do you like my big cock inside you?" He growled into my ear, his thrusts getting a little rougher.
"Yes!" I groaned. Mr. K reached down to my clitoral area and rubbed it in fast, circular motions as he slammed into me.
"Oh my god," I whimpered. I had no clue sex could feel this damn good. After an incredibly deep thrust, I cried out as I climaxed. I felt my legs quiver and go numb as I thrashed about, still pinned beneath his weight. I felt my pussy pulsing around Mr. K's cock, and he moaned from the sensation.
"Oh, fuck...." I cried out, forgetting that the kids were asleep. This orgasm was much stronger and more intense than the first one.
"You're a good girl, cumming for me like that," he panted out. I lay there breathless as Mr. K slowly detangled himself from me and got up off the couch.
As the blood began to return to my brain, I realized that Mr. K had not cum yet.
"Come here," he said, pulling me up. I got to my feet, my legs weak, and I let him guide me towards the side of the couch. He pushed me forward over the couch arm, so my ass stuck up in the air while my upper body rested on the couch cushions.
Suddenly he gave me a sharp slap on my ass, making me squeal and jump. "Ow!"
"That's for being a naughty girl this evening. Do you promise to be my good little girl from now on?" He asked as another hard slap landed on my bare ass.
"Ow!" I again squealed. "Yes, I will," I responded.
Then he plunged his cock back into me from behind.
"Ohhh," I let out a gasp, as I wasn't expecting him to plunge his huge cock into me like that.
"UHHHHNN," he grunted, as he began fucking me much harder and rougher.
I tightly grasped a pillow with both hands and moaned into it to muffle my shrieks.
"You're a dirty old man... fucking an eighteen-year-old like this." I managed to say it in between thrusts.
"I sure am." He huffed as he slapped my ass two more times. The harder he thrust his cock inside me, the harder he slapped my ass.
"That's, that's for staining the couch," he grunted.
Yeah, I suppose I did deserve that.
Mr. K had large hands, and his grip on my hips tightened. He pulled me tightly against him with each thrust. I cried out as he repeatedly sank his cock deep inside me. I could feel his balls slapping against my ass as he pounded away.
"But you love it," he said. "You love this dirty old man fucking you, don't you?"
I choked out, "I do."
Mr. K started to jackhammer me, and when he made a loud, guttural grunt, I knew he was about to finish.
"FUCK, April!" he yelled as he shot his load into my pussy. Mr. K held me tightly against him as he came, making sure every drop of cum went inside me. The warm sensation of his semen shooting deep inside of me felt wonderful. A feeling of tranquility washed over me.
When he was done, he dropped my hips and pulled out of me, leaving me sprawled over the couch, completely spent and exhausted.
I couldn't believe that I just had sex with Mr. K. Hell, I just had sex with both Aaron and Mr. K that evening.
He was half-dressed by the time I was able to lift myself off the couch. My legs were weak, and Mr. K noticed I was wobbly on my feet. He grabbed his shirt and wrapped it around me before pulling me close to him and hugging me.
"That was amazing, April," he whispered. "I hope you enjoyed yourself."
"I did," I mumbled against his chest, savoring his warmth. I looked up at him.
"I'm going to break up with Aaron." My words put a smile on his face.
"Good, I'm gonna go check on the girls." He almost made it out of the room before turning back.
"Angela has a girls' night next Tuesday, so I'll need you back here again. Maybe we can have a lesson on oral."
"Oh, OK," I responded. His request and my response caught me by surprise. I thought this was a one-time thing. Shit, what have I gotten myself into? That sinking feeling about things going terribly wrong was coming back.
And thus it began with Mr. K.
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It was well past midnight, and I was lying in bed wide awake. I couldn't stop thinking of everything that had happened a few nights ago with Mr. Kelly. The memory of that unexpected encounter played out over and over in my head. The way he seduced me had me extremely aroused.
I knew it was wrong for so many reasons, but the way he treated me and made me feel was indescribable. Mr. K was in my head, and he was all I could think about. He was the first man to make me orgasm twice, and the memory of it was driving my inner slut crazy with lust.
Having the best sex of my young life at the hands of Mr. Kelly sent me into a heightened state of arousal. I couldn't stop myself from repeatedly digging my hand into my panties since it happened.
Strangely, I now had no desire to have sex with my boyfriend Aaron; in fact, I had already decided that I was going to break up with him. After what I had experienced with Mr. Kelly, Aaron just didn't cut it anymore, nor did any of my past boyfriends.
I was so confused. I knew how wrong it was that I had sex with Mr. Kelly, yet I longed to feel his hands on me again. The memory of his cock stretching me, ever so deliciously, was burned into my mind. I kept reminding myself of all the reasons why it was wrong--married, older, friends with my parents, among countless other reasons, but it did nothing to quench my desire to be with him again.
I was ashamed that I let him blackmail me into sex, but on the other hand, it was the most wonderful experience I had ever felt up to that point in my life. Although it was taboo, I oddly had no regrets. My morals were displaced by the burning desire that I was feeling for Mr. K.
I needed to control my urges and put an end to this before it all exploded in both of our faces. I knew if it continued, our secret would get out one way or another, and when it did, it would be ugly. I had to be strong and resist the temptation. I thought that I could make the other night a one-time thing, or so I kept telling myself.
As my hand slipped into my panties, I closed my eyes and imagined Mr. K sliding his big, thick cock inside of me. As I concentrated on all those feelings and emotions Mr. K. had given me, it made my pussy flow like Niagara Falls.  I thought, maybe one more self-induced orgasm and I might salvage a few hours of sleep.
Several days quickly passed, and I was back babysitting the Kelly kids. Mrs. Kelly had a girls' night out planned, and Mr. Kelly was out somewhere.
I had just finished putting the kids to bed when Mr. Kelly came in the front door. He was home much earlier than I had expected. Oh crap! My heart sped up as a nervous feeling washed over me.
"Hey, April, everything went OK with the kids." He asked as he hung up his jacket.
"Yeah, both are tucked away in bed." I responded. I purposely avoided eye contact, but I felt him gazing at me anyway.
"And how are you today?" He asked.
"Uh, just fine, thanks." My voice came out quieter than usual, but I couldn't help it. My hands had started to shake, and my throat suddenly felt very dry.
I needed to get the hell out of there. I quickly walked into the hallway, heading for the front door.
"Whoa, April. Where's the fire? I still need to pay you." I froze in my tracks.
"Oh, right," I said with a weird, strained laugh. I turned back around to face him. Instantly, my submissive side found it impossible to look him in the eyes.
As I stood rooted in the hall leading to the door, all I could think about was what happened last time. The way he'd touched me. The way he'd fucked me. I told myself to stop thinking about sex and get the hell out of the house as quickly as possible.
Mr. K. quickly closed the distance between us, and I fought the urge to take a step back. He dug into his pocket and pulled out a wad of cash. Peeling off five twenties, he tried to hand them to me.
"That's way too much," I said. "I was only here for two hours."
"Take it, April," he said, a smirk forming on his lips. I was still hesitant, so Mr. Kelly took a long step toward me. I put my arms up and opened my mouth to protest, but before I could say anything, he slipped the cash into the back pocket of my jeans. His hand lingered, fingers tracing over my ass.
"I've been thinking about you a lot," he whispered, his hand still on my bottom as he positioned himself in front of me.
"Mr. Kelly..." I started, not sure what to say. Of course, I'd been thinking about nothing but him, but my feelings were certainly more complex than his. I was attracted to him; I wanted him, but I was also ashamed and embarrassed, and I couldn't help but feel the tiniest bit violated. I hadn't tried to fight him off or even uttered the word 'no,' but he was still a middle-aged man who'd taken advantage of a teenage girl in a vulnerable position.
In the meantime, Mr. Kelly had put his other hand up against the wall, trapping me against the wall as he used his other hand to squeeze and knead my ass hard.
"Angela won't be back for a few hours," he said with an evil grin.
"Uhh, the girls could wake up..." I managed to speak in an uncomfortable voice as his body pressed up against me. My hands moved to his chest in a weak attempt to hold him back, but he was much taller and bigger than me. Plus, deep down, I really didn't want him to stop.
He lifted his hand off my ass and held my face up. He stared into my eyes in silence before dropping his head and kissing me. I tried to push him back, but it was pointless; he was just too big.
I struggled not to enjoy his kiss, but after a reasonable struggle on my part, my submissiveness jumped in, and I closed my eyes to return his kiss. Damn, what's wrong with me? Why can't I just say "no" and walk away? I knew what I should do, but my body wasn't listening to my brain.
Mr. K gave me a long, lush kiss. His big hand holding my face made my entire body tingle. Shit... I could feel myself getting wet. I knew he had me under his control again.
Mr. Kelly took my hand and led me through the living room and up the stairs towards the master bedroom. I wanted to yell and tell him to stop. I had plenty of opportunity, but I didn't. Mr. K seemed to have a spell over me as I silently followed his lead. My submissive nature had kicked in.
He closed and locked the door behind us. He spun me around and pinned me against the wall. I could feel his body pressing tightly against mine, and I could feel his hardness pushing against my stomach. It felt so wonderful, but still, I needed to stop the insaneness of the situation, but I had no idea how to get out of it--or better yet, if I even wanted to end it.
"Come on, April," he said, sensing my hesitance. His hands ran up and down my hips, then to my breasts. He rubbed my braless breasts over my tight t-shirt. I could feel my nipples swell and harden as they pushed through the thin material.
"I made you feel good last time, didn't I?" He spoke softly into my ear as he tweaked my nipples through my top.
"Yes, but..." I grabbed his wrists to stop his wandering hands. "Mr. K," I managed in my most confident voice. "This isn't going to be a regular thing. I'm not comfortable with any of it. You're married. You're friends with my parents."
All of this made sense in my head, yet as I watched my words register, Mr. Kelly didn't seem deterred at all.
"You were awfully comfortable with it last week," he whispered. Mr. K began nibbling my ear, and his lips slowly moved down to my neck. My eyes involuntarily fluttered shut as he kissed, licked, and sucked my neck. The tiniest of moans escaped my lips.
While I was distracted by the kissing, Mr. Kelly grabbed my hand and guided it towards his bulging erection. I let him move my hand up and down his hardness through his pants. I found myself rubbing and tracing his cock even after Mr. K removed his hand from mine.
"April, if you want me to stop I will respect your wishes." Mr. K whispered in my ear. At this point I had fallen under his spell and my hormones were in overdrive. You could say I was in heat and beyond the point of no return.
"No, umm...don't stop," I moaned as I squeezed his cock nice and hard.
"That's my girl, come here." Mr. Kelly took a step back from me and grabbed my hand. Dazed, I let him lead me toward the bed. What was I doing? Why was I just going along with this? I could make a break for the door if I wanted; I doubted he'd chase after me. But I found myself following his lead. I was scared, aroused, and curious all at the same time.
He stopped at the foot of the bed and, in a firm voice, said
"Take your top off."
I should have objected, but I didn't. We locked eyes during a momentary pause. In a gesture of surrender, I found myself pulling my top off over my head. I wasn't wearing a bra, and so I stood there before him topless in just my jeans as he quietly took in the sight.
Mr. K reached out and gave my tits a little feel as I stood there on display for him. As he gently caressed my swollen nipples, I closed my eyes, bit my bottom lip, and let out a soft moan of approval. I was heating up fast.
Then he put his hands on my shoulders and pushed just forcefully enough that I immediately realized what he was asking for. I slowly sank to my knees and looked up at him. My eyes fluttered, and I licked my lips to moisten them up. Damn, did I just lick my lips? I knew what he wanted.
"I want you to kiss my cock," he said as he unbuckled his belt. All I could think of was how nice it was that he said 'kiss my cock' and not 'give me a blow job' like all the other disrespectful boys I had been with.
I continued to stare at him, mesmerized, as he removed his pants and jockeys to reveal his engorged, erect cock. I was getting a much better look at it than I had last week. It looked even more intimidating. Thick. Veiny. Powerful. Pre-cum oozing out of the tip.
"Have you not done this before?" He asked as I hesitated so I could get a good look at it.
"Umm, yeah, but only a few times." I lied. I was not confident I could handle his big, manly cock. The truth is, I didn't want to disappoint Mr. K. Besides, my father always told me it's best to be underestimated and to over-perform. I'm pretty sure he wasn't referring to oral sex, but that's what ran through my head.
"With that tiny, dicked high school boy?" He asked. I nodded.
"Well, this is going to be a little different," Mr. K said. "You're with a man now, April." I was still wary and embarrassed, but I realized my hesitance was because I was scared of disappointing him.
"I don't really know what I'm doing," I said, adding to my lie. I was playing the innocent little girl next door. I saw no reason to divulge my torrid sexual past.
"Just relax," Mr. Kelly reassured me. "I'll walk you through it." His tone surprised me. It was the same gentle, fatherly tone he'd used with his kids.
"You can ease into it," he told me. "Just start with your tongue until you're more comfortable. Use your hand, too."
I leaned forward and grabbed a firm hold of his cock with my tiny hand. I felt it twitch upwards. I licked my lips once again before I ran my tongue over the head of his cock. The taste of his pre-cum was bitter, but I ignored that and kept going. I slathered my tongue and lips all over his big purple head. Once I was done with the head, I gave him a long lick on the underside of his shaft.
"Oh, that feels nice," Mr. K said. Encouraged by his positive response, I held the base of his cock while licking the entire length of his shaft several times.
"Stroke me," he whispered. So, I pumped his cock while swirling my tongue around its head. He responded with a deep moan.
"Try taking it in your mouth now," Mr. K said. I stopped my licking and opened wide, taking a few inches into my mouth.
If only he knew how many times I had wrapped my lips around a cock before him. I continued to play along, as I was now getting quite aroused. I was enjoying playing the innocent girl.
"Good girl," he said quietly. Mr. K rested both his hands lightly on either side of my head as he guided my bobbing head up and down. He would periodically let out deep moans. He surprised me when he suddenly pushed my head forward, forcing several more inches into my mouth. I gagged immediately and tried to pull back, but Mr. K held me in place.
"Relax, April," he said as I continued to struggle against his grasp. "Relax and breathe through your nose." I tried to do as he asked, but my eyes were starting to water. He firmly held my head still and started to slowly thrust into my mouth.
I began making loud slurping sounds: "ULLLKK, ULLLKK, ULLKK." I gagged with every thrust, but that seemed to only turn him on more. Saliva was starting to pour out of my mouth as his cock moved back and forth.
"Fuck, April," he growled. Mr. K thrust even deeper, and my nose almost touched his pubic hair. His balls were swinging back and forth with every thrust, and when he pushed his cock deep into my throat, they would slap my chin.
My eyes were watering so much that tears rolled down my cheeks. I wasn't sure how much more I could take, but thankfully, he backed off. His saliva-covered cock popped out of my mouth, making a pop noise, and I quickly gasped for air. I took a few deep breaths in an attempt to recover. Several thick strands of saliva ran down my chin and onto my breasts.
"Are you okay?" He asked me.
After a few more deep breaths, I nodded and attacked his cock once again. I was extremely turned on now, and I feverishly began sucking and taking his cock as deep as I could. I wanted to please Mr. K and show him what I was capable of.
The more Mr. K moaned with pleasure, the more it turned me on. I knew he couldn't last much longer.
"Finish me off, now," Mr. K said in an urgent tone. I wrapped one hand around the base of his cock and began to stroke him with urgency. I used my other hand to cup and squeeze his balls as I furiously bobbed up and down, once again pushing myself to the point of gagging. His moans were getting increasingly louder, to the point that I thought the girls would wake up.
"UHHHNNN," he grunted, taking hold of my head again. Mr. K fucked my face, pumping his hips fast and hard. He gave me no warning that he was about to cum, and when I felt his hot semen shooting into my mouth, I tried my hardest to back away. But Mr. K held my head tightly as he let out a loud groan.
I increased my grip on his balls and squeezed them ever so tightly, as if I wanted to drain every drop out of them. Mr. K continued to grunt and moan loudly as I felt his cock pulsating in my mouth. Streams of semen flooded into my mouth and throat. I managed to pull back just enough so that I could swallow most of it. I could feel his warm semen overflow out of the broken seal my lips made around his cock. I felt his cum run down my chin and drop right off.
"Jesus, April," he moaned, finally releasing my head. "That was one of the best blowjobs I have ever had."
I knew he was lying, but I did appreciate the comment.
I just knelt there on the floor, looking up at him, as his semen had now fallen off my chin and onto my breasts. I instinctively began scoping it up with my fingers and licking myself clean.
Mr. K watched as I cleaned up the mess. I then surprised him by reaching for his softening cock again. I eagerly licked it clean and gave it a couple more sucks to get any residual semen out of him.
"Oh, young girl, you have definitely done this many times before." He smiled.
I returned the smile and continued to lick myself clean, just like a cat.
I was wondering if this meant it was over now and it was time to leave. I was still horny as hell. My inner slut was urging me to jump him while struggling with my morals, which were telling me otherwise.
"I should get home now," I said, unsteadily getting to my feet.
"Hold on," Mr. K said. "You really think I'd make you give me oral and not return the favor?"
"Uh..." I had no idea what to say.
Mr. Kelly didn't wait for me to respond. He grabbed me by the hips and pushed me back onto the bed. I landed with a small thump, and the bed creaked from my weight.
"I can't wait to taste that pussy," he said as he leaned over me. Mr. K quickly unsnapped my jeans and yanked them down, tossing them across the room. The second he did, I remembered what panties I was wearing, and I wanted to die.
"Well, well, well," he said with a small chuckle. His fingers played with the lace of my thong, and he reached under me to feel my bare ass. "Pretty sexy underwear for babysitting." I squirmed uncomfortably beneath his touch. Mr. K hovered over me and gently stroked my face.
"Did you wear these for me, April?" He asked. I waited a few seconds before answering.
"Maybe."
He cracked a smile and kissed me softly on the lips.
"Good girl." 
Mr. K knelt in front of me and slowly and sensually pulled my thong off. I stared at the ceiling, nervously chewing on my lower lip as he nudged my thighs apart. I willingly parted my legs for him.
I couldn't believe I was laying naked with my legs spread on Mr. Kelly's matrimonial bed. What if Mrs. Kelly came home early? What if the kids woke up and saw me there? Why am I such a slut? Why didn't I insist that I needed to get home? My head was swirling as Mr. K had complete control over me.
"Oh my, what a lovely bald and smooth little pussy you have. I'm gonna take a wild guess and say you did this for me also." He asked in a flattering tone.
"Mm-hmm," I reluctantly conceded, feeling embarrassed that he knew I was anticipating having sex with him.
"Tell me, does your boyfriend ever go down on you?" He asked.
"No," I said. I'd never asked Aaron to give me oral; all of our sexual activities were always about pleasing him.
"You're in for a treat," Mr. K said.
He started planting kisses on my inner thighs, slowly working his way closer and closer to my pussy. His touch was pure torture. God, I was more than ready to find out what oral sex with Mr. K felt like. Based on what happened last week, I knew Mr. K would make sure I orgasmed.
As his tongue worked its way up my inner thighs, I squirmed and gasped in anticipation of what was yet to come. All my moral and guilty thoughts were completely replaced by my lustful arousal. I could feel my wet pussy open up like a lotus blossom.
"Ummm," I moaned softly as his mouth finally reached my pussy. He kissed my pussy gently at first; the sensation was fantastic. Mr. K began licking up and down my opening, then he started swirling his tongue around my clitoral area. I gasped loudly and inadvertently squeezed my thighs together, trapping his head between my legs. He didn't seem to mind, though. Mr. K took the opportunity to really press his face into my pussy, his mouth working against my vulva while his tongue darted inside me.
"OHHH!" I yelled. I noticed both my fists were clenched in the bedsheets as he continued to eat me out. His speed and pressure increased by the second. Overtaken by pure lust, I started bucking my hips against his mouth, longing for the orgasm that was building inside of me to blast off.
When he moved his mouth up to focus on my clit and shoved two fingers inside me, I was gone.
"OH MY GOD." I cried as the orgasm finally erupted. I squeezed my thighs even more tightly around his head. My hips were completely off the bed, pressed against his face. We stayed like that for what seemed like an eternity but was only seconds. My entire body quivered and shook as one of the best orgasms of my life rolled through me.
When the pleasure slowly started subsiding, suddenly I was mortified that I was wrapped around him, trapping his face in my pussy. I relaxed my thighs and dropped my hips back to the bed. My face felt like it was on fire, and I was breathing heavily.



Mr. K crawled onto the bed on top of me and smiled as he stared at my flushed face.
"Good, huh?" He asked.
"Amazing!" I corrected him. I was starting to relax around him, starting to believe that maybe he wasn't someone to be scared of or someone who was using me. He certainly gave as well as he received.
As I lay there recovering in his embrace, he reached down and positioned his cock between my parted labia. I suddenly felt him shove half the length of his thick cock inside me. I was already soaking wet, so he slid right in.
"UHH!" I gasped loudly, completely caught off guard, as he stretched me out and filled my vagina with his thick cock. Mr. K gave me an apologetic look.
"Eating you out got me hard again," he explained as he started thrusting into me, grabbing at my breasts as he did. I couldn't form any words as his powerful cock began pounding into me, doing a number on my already sensitive and wet pussy.
"You're mine now, April," he grunted out as he fucked me. Mr. K picked up the pace even more; the sound of our skin slapping together seemed impossibly loud, almost echoing off the walls of the big bedroom.
"Say you're mine," he demanded, his thrusts getting stronger and deeper. 
"Say, I can have you whenever I want." 
I stared at him with wide eyes in disbelief as he slammed into me. How could I agree to such a thing? How could I let him have me?
"Mr. K..." I managed to pant out in between thrusts. He wrapped his hand around my throat, gentle enough that I could still breathe but strong enough that I knew he meant business.
"I promise I'll always make you cum, April," he said. Mr. K grunted after a particularly deep stroke. "I'll treat you right. I'll take care of you." He used the hand that wasn't around my throat to rub my clit, and I knew it was only a matter of time before I exploded again.
"Say it," he insisted, his voice tight. Mr. K began rubbing my clitoral area fast and hard as he continued to fuck me, and in that moment, I knew I was going to agree.
"Okay, okay..." I choked out. "I'm yours. You can have me whenever you want." He gave me a sexy smile and finished me off with his fingers.
"UHHHHHHHH," I moaned, contorting under him as my pussy clenched his cock as tight as I could. A huge orgasm washed over my entire body. My head rolled back, my hips arched up, and my legs wouldn't stop quivering.
"Oh, Gawd..." I cried in total ecstasy.
"That's my girl," he grunted before thrusting one last time.
"Oh Fuck April...you're so fucking tight." He grunted as he arched back and pushed his cock as deep as he could. I could feel his cock pulsating and twitching as his warm semen shot inside of me. I clenched my vagina muscles and did my best to milk his cock.
Mr. K let out a low yell as he came inside me, now filling me with his cum for the second time that evening. He collapsed on top of me, breathing heavily. I felt a sense of emotional warmth.
I'm not sure how long we would've stayed like that, but the house phone started ringing. Mr. K reached over to the nightstand and answered the phone. It was my mother. She had expected me home almost an hour ago and was wondering where I was.
Mr. K grinned as he passed me the phone. "Hey, mom," I answered, trying to make my voice sound as normal as possible. Mr. K started kissing my neck again as my mom asked why I was so late. I prayed she couldn't hear anything.
"I'll be home in a few minutes," I said, overtly aware that Mr. K's cock was still inside me. "Mr. Kelly just needed me to stay a little later." Satisfied with my response, my mom hung up.
My mother had never checked up on me before. I wondered if she suspected something.
It was then that I realized how late it had gotten, and I quickly got dressed and headed out as I didn't want to face Mrs. Kelly. I had gotten a couple of houses away on the sidewalk when I saw Mrs. Kelly pull up into the driveway. She waved at me, but I quickly walked away, trying to avoid her. I waved back at her, thinking just how close a call that was. Mr. K was a great fuck, but once again, I had a bad feeling about this.
Somehow, I had to stop whatever this was before we were caught.
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Here we go again. It was way past midnight, and Aaron had parked his mom's car in the back of a dark, closed shopping mall. This had become our usual post-date routine. He'd pull into some place like this, get me in the backseat, and then we'd have this awkward, clumsy sex thing before he dropped me off.
As he was all over me, groping my chest and struggling with my jeans, he whispered, "Oh, April, I want you so badly," while trying to yank down my super tight jeans.
After a few encounters with Mr. K, I started realizing that sex with Aaron, and boys like him, was just them using me for their pleasure. Honestly, tonight I wasn't feeling it--not with Aaron, anyway. It just felt like a chore, and it was easier to just go along with it than to actually say something.
So, to speed things up, I lifted my hips so he could pull my jeans and panties down to my ankles. Deep down, I held onto the hope that maybe somehow his technique and foreplay would improve. I hoped that he would consider my needs instead of just his own. But yeah, wishful thinking.
I leaned back, pulled my knees up, and presented him with my pussy. It wasn't long before he had uncomfortably forced his way inside of my totally dry vagina.
"Ugh, be gentle! Go slow!" I cried as he just plowed his hard little cock into my unprepared pussy.
No foreplay, no lube, nothing--just straight-up caveman style.
Aaron did pause for a few seconds in acknowledgment of my pleas. His consideration of me barely gave me enough time to adapt. Then, in what seemed like mere seconds, he quickly began slamming into me again. Each stroke pushed and pulled the dry walls of my precious, sweet pussy.
Wow, how considerate!
"Oh man, you feel so tight, babe," he grunted as he kept plowing into me.
"Yeah, give it to me, baby, harder," I pretended to get into it, but honestly, I was just thinking about how lame this all was.
My time with Mr. K had really spoiled me. He knew how to get into my head and make me crave him like crazy. I was craving his cock and how he physically satisfied me every time, just like he promised!
And then there was Aaron, the "Quick Shot." Two thrusts, and he was done.
"Uhh, I'm coming...!" he moaned as I felt him finish inside me.
"Oh yes, you make me feel so good," I said, but inside I was like, "That's it? Really?"
He rolled off and quickly grabbed a tissue to hand me--not because he was being nice, but because he didn't want to mess up his mom's car seat.
I yanked up my panties and jeans, feeling like I'd just checked a box, and it was finally time to head home.
"You wanna wait and do it again in a few minutes?" he asked.
"Nope, you wore me out, babe." I knew that if I said yes, I would have to be the one doing all the giving. I just wanted to go home and play with myself as my fantasies and memories of Mr. K played out like a movie in my head. It was something I just couldn't stop myself from doing again and again.
I had made up my mind to break it off with Aaron, but I wanted to wait until I figured things out with Mr. K first. I was already a mess over him and didn't want to add to my stress by dumping Aaron. Plus, that's exactly what Mr. K would want, and I wasn't about to give him that satisfaction.
I was feeling pretty angry and frustrated with myself because Mr. K had taken over my thoughts, and I couldn't shake him. He had messed up whatever I had with Aaron, even though it wasn't much, and made it clear that no other guy could measure up to him.
I realized I was becoming not just his plaything but also his submissive. His demands from our last encounter echoed in my mind. He'd made it clear he could have me whenever he wanted, and I had caved. What scared me was that I not only said it but actually meant it. Although I was doing my best to show some restraint and present myself as a good girl, inside my head, I was craving to be used by Mr. K.
It worried me that if I didn't get out of this crazy situation soon, we'd get caught. As much as I wanted to hold onto this, I knew I had to end it with Mr. K--sooner rather than later. I was smart enough to recognize that it was only a matter of time, especially considering Mr. K's predisposition for risky behavior.
--------------
A few days later...
So, I'm standing at the patio door, and it takes me a few seconds to wrap my head around what I'm seeing.
I'd just returned home from my part-time job. I was dead tired and wanted nothing more but to take a hot, relaxing shower and crash for a while. I had plans to go to a party with Aaron later in the evening. I started walking through the house from the front door, and I heard voices coming from the backyard. A lot of voices!
I changed direction from heading to the stairs to walking out the back door to see what was going on. I couldn't believe my eyes.
There was my mother and the entire Kelly family! All laughing and chatting together! Sitting in my backyard.
My mother was sitting around the patio table with Mr. and Mrs. Kelly, drinks in everyone's hands. The two kids were screeching and running around in the yard, playing with my younger sister.
"Hey, hon!" My mom greeted me cheerfully when she saw me.
"Uh...hi. What's going on?" I asked.
"A little impromptu barbecue. The Kellys dropped by with burgers and beer," my mom said.
"Sweet," I reply, but deep down, I knew Mr. K had a hand in this little gathering. His cheeky grin pretty much confirmed it.
I didn't have to ask about my dad; I knew he was at his usual church function. Besides, he didn't drink, and he really didn't have anything in common with the Kellys.
"Hi, April," Mr. Kelly said, raising his beer towards me. He was wearing shorts and an open tropical shirt and wow, he's was looking pretty good. My heart skips a beat.
I knew I couldn't do this. I couldn't be around him and everyone else and still act normal.
"The girls have been asking about you nonstop!" Mrs. Kelly laughed.
"APRIL!" The kids shout in unison. "Come play with us!"
"Hey, guys," I wave awkwardly. "I can't right now... I've got plans tonight, so I need to get ready. Plus, my sister's got you covered."
"Well, come grab a burger before you leave, dear." My mother suggested, as I walked back toward the house in utter disbelief, that Mr. K would risk coming here with his family. Seriously, did he have no shame? Or was the thrill of it all just too tempting?
I was pretty sure he wouldn't try anything with everyone around, but the way he'd been with me before made me uneasy. The whole "you're mine" thing from last time he fucked me was still fresh in my mind.
I dashed into the bathroom for a quick shower to get ready for the night. I locked the door, just in case. I mean, I wouldn't put it past Mr. K to pull something sneaky.
Since I was going out, I threw on a cute short denim skirt and a super flimsy top that showed off everything. I knew it would drive Mr. K wild knowing he couldn't touch me.
As I headed out to the backyard to grab a bite to eat, I stopped in the kitchen for a soda. I still had plenty of time before my date with Aaron.
I was getting ice from the freezer when suddenly, I felt someone behind me. Before I knew it, Mr. K's arms were around me, pushing me against the fridge.
"Geez!" I said it with my heart racing. "What do you think you're doing?"
"Wow, you look so fucking hot in that tiny skirt," he whispered in my ear, his hands pushing up beneath my top to cup my bare breasts.
"Are you insane?" I hissed back. "Your wife and my mother are right outside! And my dad would literally kill you if he walked in."
"I know," he said. As he pressed his hips hard against my ass, I could feel his long, hard, fat erection pressing in the valley between the cheeks of my ass.
"It just makes me want you even more. Isn't it exciting that we could get caught at any second?"
"Hell no, it's not! Let go of me right now," I said, gritting my teeth. Mr. K pulled me even tighter against him while his hands continued to feel me up.
"You are going to fuck that little dick Aaron tonight, aren't you?" He whispered in my ear.
"That's none of your business," I snapped back. Then adding, "But yeah, probably," hoping it would bother him. Instead, it only made him more aroused, if that was even possible.
"Oh, you're such a slut, just like your..." Mr. K stopped mid-sentence as his hand slipped up under my skirt and around into my panties. He quickly found my clitoral area. As he began to stimulate me, Mr. K started grinding his hips against my ass.
That comment he made almost slipped past me as I struggled to get away from him.
"Oh, my gawd..." I said, partly out of pleasure and partly out of complete disbelief. He was grinding his hard cock against me and feeling me up right here in the kitchen, where his wife or my mother could walk in at any second.
I kept trying to look over my shoulder, hoping I would be able to see through the kitchen window. There was no way I could get a good view of the patio. We'd have virtually no warning if someone decided to come inside.
"You're so wet," Mr. K said, his fingers now finding their way inside me. "Let's go fuck in the bathroom really quick."
"Absolutely not!" I snapped.
He started quickly thrusting against me, dry-humping my ass as he fingered me. Being pressed up against the fridge like this was adding an amazing amount of pressure to my clitoral area. The freezer door was still wide open, and the sensation of the cold on my face and nipples while the rest of me was so hot was truly incredible. I would've loved nothing more than for him to make me cum right then, but this had to stop. This was way too risky.
"Come on, we can do it really quick in the other room. No one will miss us," he said. I shook my head insistently, struggling not to whimper as he played with me.
"April," Mr. K said again, now annoyed. "I don't want to cum in my shorts like a 13-year-old boy." He grunted loudly as he continued grinding against me as hard as he could.
"Then don't cum!" I hissed back, agitated. His fingers were pumping in and out of me at an impressive pace, and I knew if I let him continue, he'd bring me to orgasm very soon. I wanted that to happen so badly, but this wasn't the time or place. Someone had to be the adult.
I was still holding the cup of ice in my hand, so I lifted it back over my shoulder and dumped it on him. That did the trick.
"Fuck!" Mr. K immediately released me and took a few steps back, ice cubes falling off his shoulder onto the floor. I took a moment to rearrange my clothes, then closed the freezer and turned towards him, arms crossed and eyebrows raised. Mr. K looked at me and shook his head.
"Oh, you are going to pay for that," he said. I shrugged as I grabbed the can of Coke I'd come in for and walked back towards the patio door.
"Seriously, no one leaves me high and dry," he called after me. "I'm going to cum inside you before the night's over."
"Good luck with that, and clean up that mess," I said before rejoining the party outside.
For a while, the evening continued on without incident. We had a delicious dinner of burgers, potato salad, and watermelon. I made sure to have lots of conversation with Mrs. Kelly, who was very interested in all the colleges I was thinking about attending. My mother opened a second bottle of wine for her and Mrs. Kelly. Everyone was having a great time.
The only person seemingly not having a good time was Mr. K. He was pretty quiet during dinner and continued to sulk through dessert as well. I could feel him staring at me the entire time.
I have to admit that my outfit was quite revealing. My high wedged shoes and short skirt showed off my long legs, and my thin braless top wasn't hiding much. The more he stared, the more swollen my nipples got.
It was becoming pretty obvious what Mr. K was thinking. Hell, his eyes were locked onto my body, and he was just short of having drool slide off his chin. I could see that both Mrs. Kelly and my mother had noticed he was staring at me from the occasional furrows of confusion that creased their brows. I'm pretty sure they could sense what he was thinking, or worse yet, maybe they suspected something.
"Are you alright, Mr. K?" I asked him as he moodily sipped his beer, giving him a tiny smirk that only he would notice.
"Just a little tired, I guess," he responded.
I excused myself to finish getting ready for my date. I still had an hour before Aaron would arrive to pick me up, but I was happy to leave the party.
As I was getting up to go into the house, Mrs. Kelly checked her watch and said, "It is getting kind of late; it's past the girls' bedtime." I couldn't help but smile at that. They were going to leave soon, and Mr. K wasn't going to get his way. I admit it--I was feeling very smug indeed. Finally, I was the one calling the shots.
"But MOM," the kids whined. "It's Saturday."
"Yeah, Angie," Mr. K said, perking up a little. "It's Saturday, and we're all having such a nice time. Let the girls stay a little longer. Maybe we can play a game."
"Yes!" The kids jumped at that.
Mr. K's usual charming smile was back, and I got a weird feeling in the pit of my stomach. He was up to no good.
"What game, Daddy?" the kids asked.
"How about hide and seek?" Mr. K suggested.
"Okay, let's play!" the kids said.
I walked into the house, feeling increasingly uneasy. I knew Mr. K was up to something; I just didn't know what.
I had just sat down in my room to apply my makeup when the door burst open, startling me.
"Ugh, seriously?" I said with distaste.
"Time to pay up, you sexy little tease," Mr. K said, closing the door behind him. As he got closer, I could see the evil grin on his face.
"Your daughters could find us at any moment," I reminded him.
"There's no way they are going to look here," he said. "They're too busy looking in the yard, and my wife won't get up until the wine bottle is empty."
"Yeah, you're such a creep."
"Ha, ha," Mr. K said, as he grabbed me and held me tight. I could feel the firmness of his body beneath his clothes, and in that moment, all the memories of him fucking me came flooding back. He looked at me for a moment, and I could see the heat in his gaze. It pulled at my stomach, even though I didn't want it to. I didn't want to let him win again. But I couldn't help my reaction to him. Damn this man! Why did he provoke me so?
He held my chin in his fingers, and it made me shiver; his grip was possessive and dominant. He lowered his mouth to mine, kissing me deeply as he held me still, his tongue pushing into my mouth, invading me. It was just a kiss, but I was already responding to him, whimpering against him. I hated him for being able to turn me on so easily, and I hated myself for being so responsive to him. I realized I was already kissing him back, my body accepting whatever he might wish. In that moment I realized my inner slut and submissiveness would forever be aroused merely by his very presence.
Why was it that I just couldn't flat-out say 'no' to this guy? Mr. K pulled my top up and grabbed my breasts as his mouth moved against mine. I had to make this quick.
Mr. K sat on the edge of my bed, and in one quick, forceful tug, he pulled me down and over his lap. SLAP! SLAP! He gave me two hard slaps, one on each cheek of my ass. My short skirt and lacy panties provided no protection from the power of each slap.
"Ouch!" I cried out.
"You have been a bad girl, April. You will not refuse me like that again."
SLAP! Even harder. I sobbed quietly.
"Tell me you won't refuse me again. Tell me." He demanded.
"I won't refuse you again," I sobbed in compliance to his demand, feeling the sting in my ass and the arousal between my legs.
"Tell me I can have you whenever I want." He continued.
It suddenly occurred to me that he wanted me to be his sex toy. I was torn; Mr. K could turn arouse and satisfy me like no one else had ever done before him. The idea of submitting to him and giving him total control kept getting stronger and stronger. It was something that I was feeling more and more compelled to do each time I was with Mr. K. But I knew sooner or later the piper would call for his due.
SLAP! Again. "April, I'm not stopping until you agree."
"I give in, I give in!" I sobbed through the pain, "I'll... I'll be your fuck toy... That's what you want, isn't it?"
"Close enough", Mr. K said as he lifted me up and threw me face down on the bed. Grabbing my ankles, he dragged me over to the edge of the bed.
His hips were pressed up against my ass, and it wasn't long before I felt that wonderful, hard cock poking at me again. Mr. K yanked my panties off. He quickly unleashed his cock. He ran its head up and down my wet entrance to help make its head slick. As he did that, I couldn't help but moan into the mattress.
"I knew you wanted me, April," he whispered. "You always do." Just as he was about to push his cock inside of me, we heard footsteps in the hall.
"Daddy?" The kids hadn't found us yet, but they were pretty damn close. I struggled to jump up, but Mr. K, using one hand, just held me in place.
"Get off of me now," I whispered.
"No way," he protested. "This is not happening a second time". Before I could say anything else, Mr. K shoved that beautiful, big, fat cock deep inside me.
"AHH-" Mr. K quickly clapped a hand over my mouth to suppress my moans. His eyes looked dark and wild as he quickly began thrusting hard and deep into me.
"Fuck, you feel amazing," he whispered as he pounded into me doggy style. He was standing and fucking me as I lay on the edge of the bed with my ass up. I moaned again into his hand, and he briefly took it away only to shove two fingers inside my mouth.
I didn't intend to; I just automatically started sucking those two fingers. Mr. K moaned loudly--louder than he should have--and picked up the pace. His hips really started driving his girthy meat stick into me. I could feel his cock hitting my cervix at the end of each powerful thrust.
Mr. K's free hand went beneath me, nowing exactly what would make me orgasm, his fingers started making circles around my clit. It was feeling so good that I lost all pretense of resistance. I tensed up against his invading pole and started thrusting my ass back. Desperate for an orgasm.
Damn him!
"Uh, uh, uh." Mr. K grunted softly as his cock continued to slam into me. He kept varying his thrusts--some short and quick, others long and deep. Every time he went balls deep inside of me with that beautiful, thick cock, I moaned loudly into the mattress, grinding my hips against him in an attempt to get him even deeper.
How did he have the ability to turn me into such a slut? At that moment, I didn't give a damn that his wife was sitting in the yard, the kids could walk in at any moment, or my mother could come looking for us.
"Are you close?" He asked as his fingers continued to stimulate my clit. 
"Oh fuck, don't stop... Give it to me harder." I moaned.
From the slurping sounds that his cock was making as it pounded into me, I could tell I was soaking wet.
"Oh, you are a slutty little vixen, aren't you?" Mr. K replied. "I'm about to cum inside you, as promised."
It took three more deep and powerful thrusts before I felt myself go over the edge. I gripped the bed sheets with both hands and held on tightly for the ride. I pushed my ass back to meet his every thrust. I could feel the walls of my pussy pulsating around his big, thick cock. I bit the sheets, trying to keep the noise to a minimum.
"Fuckkkk," he grunted, tensing up against me as he came.
I felt his hot semen shooting deep inside me as my vulva quivered and I milked his cock dry. He held my hips tight as he grunted and unloaded his seed. Each additional thrust ejaculated another stream of cum deep inside of me.



"Oh gawd, that feels so good," I moaned before realizing I shouldn't be encouraging him.
"You liked that, sweetie?" Mr. K asked as he slowly withdrew his spent cock.
"Oh, fuck yes," I replied, sounding very much like the fuck toy I had become.
I rolled over on my back, feeling quite satisfied as I came down from my orgasm.
Mr. K reached down, putting his dick back into his shorts.
He seemed hesitant to leave, though, leaning onto my naked body and choosing to plant a few kisses on my neck.
With my inner slut satisfied, it suddenly occurred to me just how lucky we were that no one heard all the sounds emitting from my bedroom. Did we really just get away with it again? A sense of urgency came over me, and I just wanted Mr. K out of my room so I could quickly clean up and pretend nothing had happened.
"Get off!" I hissed. Mr. K sighed but got off of me and got to his feet, extending his hand to help me up.
"This is the last fucking time," I told him through gritted teeth. "I mean it."
"Sure, it is," he said with a smirk. "Oh, and be sure to call me if your tiny dick of a boyfriend doesn't satisfy you tonight."
I flipped him off as he left my room.
Fuck, fuck... He was grooming me into being his fuck toy, and I was submitting to him. What was wrong with me? Damn, why did I want to fuck him again and again?
And who was he referring to when he called me a slut, just like...? Like who?
I had to put a stop to this, but I had no idea how. On the other hand, maybe I didn't want it to stop.
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My fling with Mr. K, the father of two children I babysat for, had been going on for close to a month now. I had resided myself in the fact that I couldn't say 'no' to him; worse yet, I was starting to feel emotions towards him. I knew my feelings were misplaced, and I was foolish to think that our sexual fling would develop into something more, but I just couldn't help it. Remember, I was still a "naïve" 18-year-old. Mr. K was using me as his fuck toy, and for some depraved reason I was enjoying the role.
I also came to the conclusion that the only way this fling would end was not if, but when we got caught. Mr. K liked to take risks, and I knew that would be our downfall. I selfishly did my best not to think of the consequences or repercussions of getting caught.
At this point, I longed to be with Mr. K. I loved how he controlled me and made me feel. Ok! Yes, I was hooked on the hot sex also. My moral conscience was telling me to keep resisting Mr. K, so I continued to play the reluctant teen. As time passed, my reluctance turned more into role-playing. I think both Mr. K and myself enjoyed this bazar cat and mouse game we were playing.
But something else was running through my head. In the heat of our last encounter, Mr. K stopped mid-sentence when he said I reminded him of someone. I was too distracted with the sex to question him at the time, but now I was getting a sinking feeling. I suspected he was referring to my older sister.
My older sister did babysit for the Kelly's a few years before. She was much more attractive than me and she had a wild side. I wondered: was it possible that Mr. K also seduced her? She had been kicked out of our house by my very religious father and never returned. The rumor was that she ran off as a groupie with some hard rock band.
The other possibility was my mother. It was plainly clear that my mother and the Kelly's were very close. Mrs. Kelly was always at our house, as she and my mother had a mutual love for wine. However, there had been numerous occasions when I came home and found Mr. K and my mother alone in the house. At the time, as a growing teen, I never gave it much thought. The Kellys lived a few houses down the street; I suppose anything was possible now that I was aware of what Mr. K was capable of. Up until this point, I had no reason to suspect my mother was more than anything but a friend. It wasn't until later that I discovered my mother had an inner slut greater than mine.
I was also sensing that my mother was suspicious of us. My mother never paid much attention to me, but lately she has been asking questions about my babysitting the Kelly's. There were numerous times when I caught her looking at me and Mr. K in a weird manner. Was my mother on to us having sex? Was she also involved with Mr. K? Holy shit! What a conundrum! My mother and I both suspected the other of having a fling with Mr. K.
The more I thought about it, the more convinced I became that one or even both of them had sex with Mr. K at one time or another, or, in the case of my mother, was still having sex with him. This was something too dark and uncomfortable for me to think about. I concluded it was best if I put any thoughts of Mr. K and my mother or sister out of my head.
*************
"Well, what do you think, April?"
As I sat at the kitchen table, with my mother and Mrs. Kelly, I was feeling cornered. I had no clue how to respond to what Mrs. Kelly had just asked me. My mom was perched on one side, a look of eager anticipation on her face, while Mrs. Kelly, sat across from me. I found myself staring blankly at both of them, feeling a strange mix of confusion and anxiety wash over me. I had absolutely no idea how to respond to the question that Mrs. Kelly had just posed.
"April?" My mom's voice cut through the silence, laced with a hint of concern as she noticed my hesitation. "Are you okay? You seem a little lost in thought."
Taking a deep breath, I fumbled for words, my mind racing. "I, uh, I don't know," I finally managed to say, my voice trailing off reluctantly. "I mean, it's a whole week." My mom shot me an incredulous look, as if I had just suggested something utterly absurd.
"Hon," she said, her tone patient but slightly exasperated, "you'd be getting a week-long paid vacation before you start college." She leaned forward, her eyes sparkling with excitement. "What's there to think about?"
I let out a heavy sigh, feeling the weight of my indecision. Mrs. Kelly had come over with an enticing proposition: she wanted to know if I would be interested in joining her family on their upcoming vacation. The Kellys had rented a stunning beach house for an entire week.
The arrangement was simple, all I needed to do was keep an eye on the two girls and entertain them while they frolicked on the beach. In between building sandcastles and splashing in the waves, I would have plenty of time to relax, soak up the sun, and work on my tan. And to make it even sweeter, Mrs. Kelly had mentioned a generous compensation of $500 for the week. That was money I dearly could use for college textbooks books.
On the surface, it seemed like the perfect opportunity, a dream vacation wrapped in a shiny bow. But beneath that glossy exterior lay a significant issue, one that my mother and Mrs. Kelly remained blissfully unaware of. I couldn't shake the feeling that this entire situation was orchestrated by Mr. K, who had one thing on his mind...SEX!
After a moment of internal struggle, I found myself nodding against my better judgment.
"Uh, sure, I'll go," I said, forcing a smile that felt more like a grimace.
"Sounds like fun." The words came out of my mouth with a labored effort.
Deep down, I knew I had just agreed to something that would be nothing but trouble.
*********
A few weeks later, I was sitting in the back seat between the two girls as we drove to our vacation destination. Mr. K had been watching me in the rearview mirror ever since we left the house. His constant glances were starting to stir up feelings in me. I knew what he was thinking and I was starting to get arouse.
At first, I playfully stuck out my tongue at him whenever nobody was watching, but as the kids fell asleep, I couldn't help but tease Mr. K further. I began to seductively lick my lips. I slowly applied my lip gloss and ran my tongue over my lips to moisten them. All the while, Mr. K kept glancing in the rearview mirror, with his wife sitting beside him, oblivious to what was transpiring. I even discreetly touched my swollen nipples through the thin top I was wearing. I knew that would drive Mr. K wild. I bet he had a huge hard-on as he sat there driving and sneaking peeks of me in the mirror.
I knew I was just exaggerating the situation but I just couldn't resist.
It wasn't long before we pulled into a service center. I helped Mrs. Kelly take the kids into the single restroom one at a time while Mr. Kelly gassed up the car. Once we finished, she headed back to the car with the kids. It was finally my turn to use the restroom.
As I opened the restroom door, Mr. K appeared out of nowhere and grabbed me from behind. I let out a quiet yelp. Before I could think, Mr. K forced his way inside the small washroom and locked the door behind him. Our bodies were pressed against each other, and there was no escaping his grasp.
"This is a new low, even for you," I said.
"Relax, April," Mr. K said, wrapping his arms around my waist and pulling me even tighter against him.
"Your backseat shenanigans made me so fucking hard that I want you now!"
"What? Here? Now? You can't be serious," I mumbled in disbelief. My face was against his chest, and my voice was muffled by his shirt. As Mr. K continued to hold me like that, I had to admit it felt kind of nice. He smelled really good, like fresh fabric softener and aftershave, which was a welcome scent in that washroom.
"Fuck yes... Come on, we don't have much time," he said.
To be honest after teasing him in the car I was feeling horny myself. In a gesture of willing compliance, I reached down and unbuckle my denim shorts.
Mr. K leaned down and gave me a big, open-mouthed kiss. In an instant, my shorts and panties dropped around my ankles. Mr. K spun me around and bent me over the sink.
He quickly plunged a couple of fingers inside my wet pussy. I remained silent, as I had come to learn that there was no point in objecting; Mr. K always got what he wanted--at least when it came to having sex with me.
"Oh fuck, I love how I can just take you anytime I want," he whispered in my ear from behind me as I felt his cock slide between my vulva and then forcefully push its way deep inside my vagina.
"Oh fuck...give it to me...please," I gasped as he slid his cock into me, stretching the walls of my vagina.
"Oh, April, you're so wet and tight," he gasped as he began pumping his hard cock in and out of me.
He lifted up my top, causing my breasts to fall out and dangle over the sink. He roughly grabbed a hold of my tits and continued to thrust away.
I have to admit, I was just as hot and aroused as Mr. K. I lustfully enjoyed the feeling of his cock inside of me. I gasped and moaned as his cock filled me.
"This has to be quick." He mumbled.
"Yeah, but don't cum inside of me, please." The last thing I wanted was his cum oozing out of me for the rest of the drive.
I willingly arched my ass up and pushed back to meet every one of his thrusts. We fucked like two sex-crazed animals. There was an erotic and lustful urgency, as we both knew we didn't have much time. His constant ramming and plunging accented the point with every stroke of his cock.
Mr. K was quick; a couple more hard and deep thrusts, and he grunted. "I'm going to cum."
"Not inside of me!" I yelled.
With that, he pulled out and pushed down on my shoulders as I turned to face him. I immediately dropped to my knees and opened my mouth. But it was too late. Mr. K grunted as he stroked his cock, and I felt a warm rope of semen shoot across my face. Damn, I hope none of his cum went in hair.
I fumbled to quickly take him into my mouth and suck whatever semen he had left. I knelt there and licked him clean, just like the good little slut he wanted me to be.
"I just wanted to make sure we were on the same page about this week," he said softly as he pulled up his pants and straightened himself while I did the same.
"I can already tell you we're not on the same page," I retorted, back to my role playing.
"We're just going to have to be extra careful," Mr. K said. "Especially after the kids almost caught us last time." Totally ignoring my comments.
"That won't be an issue," I said, "seeing as how I told you that last week was the last time, and now I'm telling you again that this was the last time."
Mr. K. frowned. "You don't mean that, April," he said.
"I sure do! I'm convinced your wife is onto us." I added.
"Nah, you're wrong. She hasn't the slightest idea, but we do need to get back to the car," he said. "This is going to be a fun week." With that, he slipped out of the washroom and headed back to the car.
I finished cleaning up and exited the restroom. As I opened the door, I saw two guys waiting to use the washroom. Shit, I wondered how long they were standing there, and I prayed they didn't hear anything.
"Hello there, sweetie. Did the nice man pull out in time?" One of them said in a derogative voice as the other man laughed.
Well, I guess that answered my question. My face went beet red. I hung my head and quickly walked back to the car where the Kelly's were waiting for me.
Mrs. Kelly was waiting outside of the car, and she immediately noticed my disheveled look and beet red face.
"Is everything OK, April?" She asked. 
I couldn't look her in the eyes. "Yeah, I'm fine." I replied as I quickly opened the door and slid into the back seat.
Eerily, I just knew Mrs. Kelly was onto us. Oh shit, I had to stop this. My mind began racing with all kinds of what-if scenarios. What if she really knows? How awkward is it going to be if she finds out, or worse yet, catches us in the act? OMG, she will for sure tell my mother, whom in turn will tell my father. Maybe this is why my sister ran away from home? Was this going to be my fate also?
As we continued the drive to the beach house, I began to regret letting Mr. K take me in the washroom like a cheap whore. I'm sure those men that heard us thought I was some kind of a hooker.
I made up my mind that I had to be firm with Mr. K. I had to refuse any further advances from him, at least for this week. I knew that was easier said than done, as Mr. K had some kind of spell over me. I had to control my teenage hormones and put a stop to this madness.
********
The entire beachhouse was an architectural marvel, exuding elegance and charm at every turn. I could not imagine how much money the Kellys had coughed up for such a stunning beachfront property.
I had been assigned an enormous bedroom on the first floor. Meanwhile, the girls and Mr. and Mrs. Kelly occupied the rooms upstairs, leaving me to enjoy my own slice of paradise. My room featured a massive, inviting bed adorned with fluffy white bedding that practically beckoned me to sink into it. The large bay windows offered sweeping views of the ocean, allowing sunlight to spill in, casting a warm glow throughout the space. To top it all off, the tasteful nautical decor reminded me that I was indeed at the beach, enhancing the overall ambiance. And perhaps best of all, I had my own private bathroom, a luxury that added to my sense of independence and comfort. This week was already shaping up to be something special. All I needed to focus on was devising a clever strategy to keep Mr. K at a distance, so I could truly enjoy this trip without the ever-present anxiety of being discovered.
As I unpacked my suitcase, my excitement was abruptly interrupted when I glanced up to find Mr. K standing in the doorway, his presence instantly sending my heart plummeting to my stomach. I had anticipated this moment, but the reality of it came sooner than I had prepared for, and I could feel my resolve beginning to waver.
We had arrived late in the evening, and by the time we sat down for dinner, everyone was completely drained from the journey. I felt a wave of relief wash over me when I noticed that Mr. K didn't attempt to enter my room; he merely lingered in the doorway, as if caught between wanting to come in and knowing he shouldn't. Perhaps our earlier rendezvous at the service center had temporarily satisfied him. I did my best to ignore him, redirecting my energy to unpacking my suitcase, hoping to create a barrier between us.
"So..." he began, his voice low and casual, breaking the silence. "Did you pack anything sexy?"
I raised my head slowly, giving him a disapproving glare that could have frozen fire.
"It's okay if you didn't," Mr. K continued, an infuriating smirk playing on his lips. "Because, honestly, you look sexy in everything and nothing at all."
Taking a deep breath to steady myself, I finally found the courage to confront him. "Let's get something straight," I said firmly, abruptly shutting my suitcase with more force than necessary.
"Absolutely nothing will be happening between us on this trip. If you're feeling horny, I suggest you go to your wife. Besides, I'm quite certain she suspects something is off." My words hung in the air, and for a moment, Mr. K looked genuinely taken aback, as if he hadn't anticipated this level of defiance from me.
"April, you've got to stop with all these mixed signals," he replied, the playful tone in his voice faltering slightly.
I could see it in his eyes--he was both intrigued and frustrated. But I was done playing games. I had to set the record straight, not just for him but for myself. This trip was supposed to be a break, a chance to relax and recharge, not a battleground for unresolved tension. I took a step back, determined to reclaim my peace and enjoy this beautiful place without the shadow of our complicated relationship looming over me.
"Mixed signals?!" Mr. K certainly knew how to push my buttons, and his words hung in the air like a taunt. Frustration bubbled up inside me as I approached him, careful to lower my voice so Mrs. Kelly and the kids wouldn't overhear our exchange.
"Since you seem to be so confused, let me clarify a few things for you," I said, my tone sharp and deliberate. "Every single time we've been together, you've forced yourself on me," I hissed.
"You're a disgusting middle-aged man who is taking advantage of a poor, impressionable teenage girl. You should be utterly ashamed of yourself." I could see Mr. Kelly's jaw drop in disbelief, his expression a mixture of shock and anger.
My heart raced as I couldn't believe I had just lashed out at him like that. The more I thought about it, the more I became convinced that Mr. K had likely pulled the same manipulative stunts with my older sister when she babysat for them a few years ago. Was he just another predatory middle-aged man exploiting young women? It felt like he had infiltrated my mind, twisting my thoughts and desires.
The truth was complicated, though; there was a part of me that craved him, that wanted to pull him into my room and fuck his brains out. But the other part of me, the rational part, knew that this had to stop--this couldn't go on any longer, or else I would find myself in an ugly situation I couldn't escape.
"Forced myself on you?" he shot back defensively, his eyes narrowing. "When have you ever told me no? When have you fought me off? How many times have I made you orgasm?" His words dripped with a sense of entitlement that made my skin crawl.
"You know what," he said, turning on his heel, "I thought we were having fun with you playing hard-to-get, but apparently, I'm just a pervert or something." With that, he stormed off, leaving me standing there, heart pounding and fists clenched.
As I shut the door behind him, I let out a long, shaky breath of relief. He was gone--at least for now. Sure, the argument had been intense and emotionally charged, but I hadn't expected him to let it get to him this much. I stood there for a moment shaking...why do I always get myself into these situations.
I prepared for bed, my mind racing as I kept a wary eye on my door. I half-expected it to creak open any moment. The door had a lock, of course, but for reasons I couldn't quite understand, I felt compelled to leave it unlocked. A troubling thought crossed my mind: was I really the kind of girl who secretly wanted him to come back and take me, no matter the consequences? His words swirled through my mind. I knew he had a point, I never said NO to him, I never resisted his advances, I did nothing to prevent this fling. I dare say I even enjoyed having sex with him. This was all my fault, my teenaged lust had gotten the better of me.
Climbing into bed, I lay there, heart racing as I listened for any sign of him. Even after our fight, maybe I was being a little egotistical and shortsighted, but I didn't think he was actually capable of staying away from me. I calmed down a little, thinking maybe laying down the law with Mr. K had actually worked. Could it be that easy? Is that what I really wanted? I got comfortable under my fluffy duvet and shut my eyes, ready to drift off. And I had almost dropped off to sleep when I heard it.
Creak, creak, creak! It was a faint, distant, rhythmical creaking at first. But as I listened harder, the creaking became louder and louder until it reached a steady volume. It was coming from the room right above me. I was horrified to suddenly realize that my room was right below Mr. and Mrs. Kelly's room. The pace of the creaking began to increase, and I heard a muffled moan--one similar to the sounds I made when Mr. K was plowing into me with his big, hard cock.



Oh my god! Suddenly, it hit me! Mr. Kelly was fucking his wife!
When the shock wore off, I started to feel anger. I thought Mr. K was doing this on purpose to specifically piss me off--to somehow try and make me jealous.
"Oh, babe," I heard Mrs. Kelly moan quietly. The creaking grew even louder, and I heard the headboard banging softly against the wall above me.
"Fuck, Angie," I heard Mr. K growl. I suddenly heard a loud flop, followed by a tiny squeal from Mrs. Kelly.
"Babe! What's gotten into you?" I heard a slapping sound, which I assumed was Mr. K's hand on Mrs. Kelly's ass. She squealed again before I heard Mr. K let out a loud grunt.
"UHHHNNN!" Mrs. Kelly yelled out really loudly--so loudly, I wondered if they had woken the kids. She continued to cry out with every thrust; it almost sounded like she was in pain. And then I found out why.
"God, your ass is so fucking tight!" Mr. K grunted as the bed continued to creak.
I couldn't believe it. He was so upset that I had dared to reject him; he was angry fucking his wife. Not only was he angry fucking her, but he was also angry fucking her ass. I was absolutely sure he knew I could hear all of this and was doing it on purpose to show me that I wasn't that important.
"I can't remember the last time you fucked me like this," Mrs. Kelly panted as her husband continued to drill into her.
I continued to listen, completely fascinated and getting really turned on. Before I even knew what I was doing, I slipped my hand into my panties. By the time I slipped my fingers into my pussy I was already soaking wet. I began to furiously rub my clit while listening to Mr. K fuck his wife in her ass.
"Am I hurting you, Angie?" Mr. K asked in a loud voice. "Is my big cock destroying your ass?" I was sure those comments were for my listening pleasure. The creaking was constant in volume and rhythm. Mrs. Kelly let out a long, sensual moan.
"Don't... Stop..." Mrs. Kelly squealed.
I slid two fingers into my pussy and began to pump, in and out, in and out. I couldn't help myself. I wondered how it would feel to have Mr. K inside my ass. The thought terrified and exhilarated me at the same time, enough so that it brought me right to the edge. In my mind, I played a movie of Mr. K's huge cock plowing in and out of my ass. I could feel it as it spread me wide and reached spots that had never been touched. My juices were flowing like Niagara Falls.
"AHHHHHHHH!" Mrs. Kelly yelled as she came. I heard the familiar sound of Mr. K finishing, the slap, slap, slapping creating a great chorus. I couldn't believe it. I imagined him shooting his load into my ass, and in return, I felt my pussy clenching hard around my fingers, my ass doing a rhythm of clench and release. Accompanying the erupting feelings of a powerful orgasm, it flowed out of my pussy, down my legs and up my body. It was so strong that it made me arch my back and let out a soft, low moan, a whimpering cry, hoping it wasn't loud enough for them to hear.
The creaking of the bed above me finally came to a slow, gentle stop. I heard them both panting rapidly as they recovered from their orgasms.
In that moment, I absolutely hated that man. I hated him for playing these psycho games, and even more, I hated the fact that they were working on me. I had crossed the line; I was jealous; I wanted him, and I wanted Mr. K to do everything to me--not his wife.
So, after being worried for weeks about ways to keep Mr. K away from me on this trip, I started brainstorming ideas to do just the opposite.
********
"Hey," I called out casually, laying on my beach towel, as the sun baked me. I lifted my sunglasses slightly to catch a glimpse of Mr. K, who was lounging in a beach chair under an umbrella a few feet away.
"Could you do my back? I think I'm starting to burn." As I propped myself up on my elbows, I intentionally let my unfastned bikini top slip down, revealing my breasts to him, hoping to grab his attention and maybe even elicit a reaction.
It was a quiet day at the beach. The laughter of the girls echoed faintly in the distance as they had dragged Mrs. Kelly down to the water's edge, splashing around joyfully. Mr. K hesitated, taking his time to set down his book and turn his attention toward me, his expression unreadable.
"Why don't you wait for Angela to come back?" he replied, his tone surprisingly frosty. "I'm sure you'd feel more comfortable asking her to do it."
His response caught me off guard; I hadn't expected him to still be upset by our earlier argument.
"Can you just do it, please?" I asked, deliberately trying to suppress the annoyance creeping into my voice. I reached for my sunscreen, holding it out to him, allowing my bikini top to shift and reveal even more of my breasts.
With a resigned sigh, Mr. K finally stood up and grabbed the bottle, making his way over to me. I was stretched out on my stomach on my towel, and he knelt beside me.
"I'm surprised you're even letting me touch you, seeing as how I'm such a disgusting middle-aged pervert," he remarked, as he squirted some sunscreen into his hands.
"I might have exaggerated a little bit last night," I admitted, choosing my words carefully as he began to rub the sunscreen onto my upper back. His fingers were warm against my sun-kissed skin, and I felt a shiver run down my spine as he worked.
"Hmm," he mused, his touch firm yet gentle, kneading into my muscles. "I wonder what caused this change of heart." His tone suggested he had a good idea of what had sparked this shift in our dynamic.
"I had a lot of time to think last night," I confessed, feeling vulnerable as his hands moved lower, gliding across my back. "I couldn't seem to fall asleep."
"Yeah?" he replied, the hint of a smile evident in his voice. "What was keeping you up?"
"Not sure," I responded, attempting to sound nonchalant. "Maybe it was the sound of you... well, you know." The words hung in the air between us, and I could sense his surprise as his hands momentarily froze. But just as quickly, he regained his composure, continuing to apply the sunscreen with an intensity that sent a thrill through me.
"So, you heard that, huh?" he asked, his voice low and slightly teasing.
"I didn't realize Mrs. K liked it so rough," I shot back playfully, and I felt his hands brush the top of my swimsuit bottoms, sending a jolt of electricity through me.
"She usually doesn't," he admitted, his fingers now squeezing my ass, a bold move under the guise of applying sunscreen. "But I was pretty fired up last night, and she was into it." I could feel the heat radiating from his body as he leaned closer, his breath warm against my ear.
"See, when I was... well, when I was fucking her, I was imagining it was your ass my dick was plunging in and out of." His words, both shocking and tantalizing, stirred something deep within me. The line between playful banter and something more intimate was rapidly blurring, and I couldn't help but wonder where this newfound tension would lead us.
His hand was now roughly mauling one of my breasts. He pinched and tugged hard on my nipple. I cringed as I immediately felt myself getting wet with arousal. I tried to ignore his molesting hand and took a deep breath to ease the pain. I lifted my head to look him in the eyes as his hands continued to explore me right there on the public beach.
"And when I was listening and touching myself," I whispered back, "I was pretending you were cumming inside my ass and not hers." Mr. K swore softly under his breath as he gave my nipple an extra-hard tug.
"You better be ready to back up those words with some action, April," he replied. Before I could say anything else, Mr. K and I noticed his wife and the girls starting to make their way back to us. He quickly slapped my ass before getting up and returning to his chair.
Oh shit, what did I just get myself into?
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After a long, tiring day at the beach, Mr. and Mrs. Kelly decided to go out to dinner by themselves, leaving me to entertain the girls. I made us some burgers, we watched a movie, and I put them to bed. Their parents still weren't home yet, so I just chilled out on the couch in the living room, watching TV. It was almost 11:00 by the time they came home, and they weren't quiet about it, either.
"Whoops!" Mrs. Kelly giggled as she dropped her purse on the floor. She stooped to pick it up and would have toppled over if Mr. K hadn't grabbed her arm.
"Looks like you two had a fun night," I said with a smirk.
"We sure did!" Mrs. Kelly smiled at me, and I saw how flushed her face was. "How were the girls?"
"Perfect, as usual," I said.
"Why don't I help you upstairs, hon?" Mr. K said, guiding his wife toward the staircase and turning to me with a wink. I had no doubt what that meant.
"That second bottle of wine was probably a mistake," I heard her mutter as they made their way slowly up the stairs.
Once they disappeared, I went straight to my room. I knew Mr. K would be stopping by--there was no doubt he'd specifically gotten his wife drunk for that reason.
I freshened up a little and put on my usual sleepwear--a white cami and a pair of high cut white panties. I hadn't brought anything super sexy with me, but something told me Mr. K would like this.
I hopped into bed and got under the covers with my back facing the door, wondering how long it would take him to sneak in. My heart raced in anticipation. I wasn't sure what came over me when I said that thing about him cumming in my ass. Sure, I was willing to put out tonight, but not for anal. Not yet. Hopefully, he wouldn't hold me to that.
At eighteen, I wasn't an anal virgin; Mark, the older man who stole my virginity, made sure of that. He was the only one I had anal sex with up to that point. The boys who followed never asked for anal, which was just fine with me. What concerned me most was that Mr. K was much larger than Mark. My ass burned at just the thought of him sticking that thing in my anus. Yikes!
I lay waiting for him, wondering what he would do to me. With each passing minute, my imagination ran wild, and my thighs grew damp. Where was he? Was he coming? I listened hard; I couldn't hear anything. I glanced at the clock. I'd been lying here, waiting for him, for thirty minutes. Bastard. He wasn't going to come, was he?
It was an hour before I heard muffled footsteps outside and the knob on my door turn. I stayed very still as I heard someone enter and quietly shut the door. I felt a shiver run down my spine when I heard the lock click.
Mr. K carefully climbed into bed next to me and spooned me. I could tell he was naked.
"Angela's down for the count," he whispered in my ear as his hand grabbed my breast. "When she's this drunk, she'd sleep through a tornado."
Mr. K's hand traveled from my breast down between my legs. He rubbed me through my sleepwear.
"Let me get a look at you," he said. I slowly turned so I was on my back, and he flung the covers off me. His eyes hungrily took in my body. He kept pushing up my cami until my breasts were exposed. Mr. K grabbed my left breast and played with my nipple.
"Do you love her?" I asked quietly as he began nibbling my erect nipple. My question caught him off guard.
"Angela?" he asked. "Of course, I do." Mr. K lifted his head from my breasts and rolled on top of me. He pulled my cami up over my head as I raised my arms to make the process easier.
"Then how can you do this to her?" I asked as both his hands grabbed my bare breasts. Mr. K sighed at my question.
"Look, April," he said. "I love my wife very much. We've been together for over ten years, and she's given me two amazing children." Mr. K paused. "But when you've been with someone that long, it's just not exciting anymore, you know? The sex is just okay, and you start to lose that passion you once felt. But with you..." He shook his head. "It's hot, dirty, and exciting. You're so damn young and sexy--you give me everything I can't get from Angela anymore. So, if I can have the best of both worlds, why shouldn't I?" His fingers hooked into the waistband of my panties, and he started to tug them down.
"So that's all I am to you?" I asked him. "A young, tight pussy?"
He looked offended. "Of course not, April. I care about you. And we're both getting something out of this, aren't we?"
"Yeah," I said quietly. Mr. K had gotten my underwear down to my knees, and I kicked them off. His fingers probed at my entrance, which, after an hour of anticipation, was sopping wet.
"You're so goddamn wet for me already," he remarked as he plunged his fingers inside me. "If you hadn't thrown your fit, we could've fucked last night. That could've been you instead of Angela."
"I know," I said, my voice tight as Mr. K's fingers continued to finger fuck me.
"You said some pretty nasty things," he went on. "Some clearly untrue things."
"Yeah," I agreed, thrusting my hips upward so his fingers went deeper inside me. "I'm sorry."
"Saying sorry is not good enough," Mr. K said casually. He added a third finger inside me, and I gasped, doing my best to bite back a moan. "You're going to have to show me how sorry you are. Tonight, you're going to do whatever I tell you to."
"Yes, Mr. K," I said. I knew this was coming. This was my penance for acting like I despised him when, in reality, I wanted him badly.
"You know, April, I think we've fucked enough to be on a first-name basis," he said. "You can call me..."
"No," I interrupted, shaking my head. "You're Mr. K, the hot dad I babysit for," I said in a playful manner.
That put a big smile on his face.
"So I'm hot, huh?" he asked. Mr. K continued pumping his fingers in and out of my pussy, causing me to breathe heavily. He brought his lips to my throat and planted kisses all over my neck, sending shivers all over my body. "Tell me what you like about me," he said, his voice a whisper against my skin. I closed my eyes as he continued to suck on my neck and finger me, losing myself in the sensation.
"I like your eyes," I started, squirming beneath him, feeling my stomach clench. "I like your tongue... I like your hard, muscular, hairy chest." I moaned softly as Mr. K picked up the pace.
"I like being trapped under your naked body," I murmured, wrapping my arms around him and pulling him in tighter against me.
"I think you're forgetting one thing," Mr. K said with a grin. I gave him a teasing smile.
"Oh, yeah," I said. "And I really love your thick yummy cock."
"That's my girl," Mr. K said, kissing me on the lips. He forced his tongue deep inside my mouth, and I opened to him with a whimper. As our tongues tangled, he started rubbing my clit, and I moaned into his mouth.
"Ohh..."
"That's it, April," he whispered. Mr. K kissed me again. "Your pussy is mine. Say it."
"My pussy is all yours," I replied, compelled to say the words that emphasized my submission to him. I let out a small squeal, my hips bucking hard against his hand as I felt a wave of pleasure wash over me. I struggled to stay quiet as my hungry pussy started contracting around his fingers.
Mr. K pulled his fingers out and held his hand in front of my face. I knew what he wanted. I grabbed his wrist and took his three fingers into my mouth, teasingly sucking my juices off of them.
He shoved his fingers in up to the knuckle, penetrating my mouth further than I intended to let him, giving me no choice but to accept him deep into my mouth. I gagged, which made him moan. When those fingers were clean, I focused on his thumb, sensually sucking on it much longer than necessary. Satisfied, Mr. K rolled off of me and onto his back, his dick rock hard and sticking straight up.
"Kiss my cock, April," he commanded.
Nodding, I sat up and went to get in position.
"No," he said quickly, stopping me. "I want to taste you, too. We're going to sixty-nine." I suddenly felt a bit nervous.
"Just come here," Mr. K said, sensing my hesitance. "Straddle my chest." I did as he asked.
"God, I love this ass," he said, slapping it hard. "I can't wait to fuck it."
Panic shot through me. "Wait, Mr. K, I..." He didn't let me finish. He roughly grabbed my hips and pulled my ass back toward his face. I let out a yelp as he maneuvered my pussy right above his lips.
"Start sucking, April," he said.
I slowly leaned over his dick, intimidated by the new angle. I wrapped my tiny hand around his girth and started swirling my tongue around his head while Mr. K's tongue began lapping at my entrance. I lowered my hips a little more, resting my pussy right against his face. He grabbed my cheeks tightly as he dove in, his tongue darting inside me and his lips working against mine.
"Ahh," I gasped, the combination of sensations almost too intense.
I guess I got a little lost in how amazing that felt since I wasn't doing my part. Mr. K reached down and impatiently pushed my head forward, impaling me on his cock.
ULLLKK!
Gagging as half of his length was forced down my throat, I put my hands on the bed to steady myself. I focused on moving my lips up and down his shaft, keeping him deep in my throat and coming up for air as little as possible. I got into a good rhythm, bobbing my head back and forth while grinding my hips against Mr. K's mouth. When he moaned into my pussy, I would moan around his cock. His moans were like vibrations stimulating my clit, and the feeling was driving me wild.
I tried with everything I had to delay my orgasm, but it was no use; I came first.Mr. K sensing my condition quickly moved a hand to slide two fingers inside of me while at the same time moving his mouth over my swollen clit. The sensation of him sucking my clit and fingering me was unbearable.
I let out a deep moan as shivers shot through my entire core. If his cock had not been shoved down my throat, cutting off my air supply, I probably would've screamed so loudly that I would have woken up the entire house.
As my organism slowly started to subside, I was able to focus more on finishing him off without distractions. I continued to slurp around his cock, reaching down to fondle his balls while Mr. K's fingers twisted tightly into my hair. I could tell he was close when he started thrusting his hips upward, gagging me with every movement. Tears streamed down my face, and saliva ran down my chin, but I didn't let up. I was determined to make him cum. My motivation was to have him cum in my mouth rather than in my ass.
"UHHHNNNNNN," Mr. K grunted loudly, and suddenly. I knew what was cumming so I clapped one of my tiny hands around the base of his cock and the other hand grabbed a tight hold of his balls. As he began to spasm my grip on his balls tightened even more. I knew Mr. K loved having his balls squeezed when he was ejaculating. I bobbed my head a few more times just as he was about to cum.
At that moment I felt his hot load shoot down my throat. I started to choke and backed off so that just his head was still in my mouth. He sprayed a few more ropes of cum onto my tongue as I continued to squeeze his balls hard. After I dutifully swallowed his load I began to suck on his cock like it was an oversized straw, hopefully sucking and squeezing every last drop out him. My intention was to drain him dry so that he would be satisfied and perhaps he would pass on the anal sex he was so intent on.
When he was done, I sat up, panting.
"Oh fuck, that was bloody amazing...come here," he said, his voice hoarse. I got off of him and snuggled up against his chest. He wrapped his arms tightly around me and kissed me, his lips still slick with my juices. After a minute, I pulled away and rested my head on his shoulder, exhausted. I closed my eyes for just a minute, but I must've fallen asleep.
I wasn't sure how long I'd been out, but when I woke up, I wasn't sleeping against Mr. K anymore. I was resting on my own pillow, lying on my stomach. By the time I registered the heavy weight on top of me, I felt Mr. K's hard cock poking at my vagina. I tried to prop myself up on my arms, but Mr. K pushed me back down with a strong hand between my shoulder blades.
"Time for round two," he whispered before thrusting his stiff cock hard inside me.
"UHHHhhhh!" I cried out, as I came to realize that my plan to satisfy him with a great blow job had failed. My hands gripping the top edge of the mattress as Mr. K drilled into me from behind.
"God, I love this pussy," he grunted. His dick easily pumped in and out of me, as my passageway was still slick from everything that had happened earlier. The hand that wasn't holding me down squeezed my ass cheek, and he gave me a slap every now and then. The slaps were hard, and they did sting, but for some reason, they aroused me to no end. Every hard thrust stimulated my clit against the mattress, and it wasn't long before the walls of my vagina pulsed around his thick cock.
"Mmmmmm," I moaned into the pillow, trying to muffle the sound.
"You've been cumming for me a lot tonight," Mr. K murmured into my ear, and he moaned from the sensation of me squeezing him. Without warning, he pushed his index finger between my cheeks and into my asshole.
"MMMMMMM!" I yelled into the pillow. I struggled slightly against him. Damn it. He was going to fuck my ass. And like when I thought about it last night, the idea both exhilarated and terrified me.
"You have to relax, April," Mr. K said as he slowly worked his finger in and out of my ass while his cock was still buried deep in my pussy. "Or this is going to hurt."
"Mr. K," I said breathlessly, turning my head to look at him. At this point, he added a second finger to my ass. "I can't do this. I'm not ready yet. I..."
"You agreed to whatever I wanted tonight," he reminded me. His hips started up again, and I whimpered as his cock plunged deeper inside me, hitting my cervix. He was obviously aroused by the control he had over me. He began to get rougher with me.
"I know," I said desperately. "And I'm not saying never; I'm just saying..."
"You have to be quiet, April," he reminded me. "You want Angela to find us like this?"
I sighed frustratedly and shook my head.
"Good girl," he whispered, leaning over me and planting kisses on the back of my neck and shoulders. "Just relax now."
I clenched my jaw and closed my eyes as I felt Mr. K remove his fingers from my ass and his dick from my pussy. He spread my cheeks and lined up his head at my tiny, tight anus. I heard him spit on my anus to lubricate it. My grip on the top of the mattress tightened even more in anticipation. I tried to focus on breathing, but my heart was beating out of my chest.
"Fuck," Mr. K said softly as he began to push into my ass, his cock slowly and very painfully invading me.
UGHHHH! I grunted as I bit the bedsheets in an attempt to muffle the sound.
"I know," he whispered reassuringly. "It'll get better soon." Mr. K shoved his dick in deeper while giving me an extra hard slap on my cheeks. I momentarily focused on the painful slap rather than the feeling of him splitting me open. I thrashed and whimpered beneath him.
Mr. K paused for a moment while I got accustomed to having my ass reamed. Then, with one final groan, I felt his cock push deeper inside me. He only had half his cock in, but that was more than enough to fill me.
"Holy shit," he murmured as he started agonizingly slow thrusts. "You're so fucking tight."
Pain shot through me as his cock pushed in and out of me. It felt like my ass was on fire.
"You wanted this last night, remember?" Mr. K asked as he started to pick up the pace. "When you heard me fucking Angela's ass, you wanted it to be you."
"Mmm, hmm," I mumbled. It seemed so sexy overhearing it last night. I closed my eyes again and tried to replay the memory, remembering how I touched myself. I took my right hand and slid it beneath me, finding my clit, while Mr. K started ramming his cock into me a bit harder.
"That's it," he said when he noticed what I was doing. "Enjoy it." Mr. K reached his right hand under my chest and grabbed my breast. He roughly played with my nipple while I rubbed my clit, all the while his shaft was steadily pumping into my ass. His hips slapped against my ass cheeks every time he went balls deep inside me, and the bed creaked loudly, just like his and Mrs. Kelly's did last night. Soon, the muffled moans I was making weren't from the pain anymore.
Mr. K noticed me relaxing and took full advantage. He suddenly started to jackhammer into me, his grunts getting louder and louder. Mr. K was losing control. He grabbed my hips with both hands and began to go wild on me, slapping my bright red ass and thrusting into me like there was no tomorrow.
I worried he was getting too loud, but a second later he stopped and tensed up against me. I felt him come deep in my ass, just like I had told him I wanted him to. The thought of Mr. K creaming inside me the night after he did it to his wife took me over the edge. My fingers continued to circle my clit tightly as the orgasm coursed through my body.
"UUHHHHHGGGGGGGG," I moaned, throwing my head back. Mr. K, his cock still inside me, pulled my head back by my hair even more and kissed me quickly. We lay there completely still, a sweaty, panting, sticky mess until he finally rolled off me.
"April, that was amazing," he told me, his eyes intense.
"I told you I didn't want to," I replied, pulling up the sheets to cover my naked body.
"I think you're still lying to me," he said, his eyes locked with mine.
I sighed. "Maybe."
He surveyed his own body and then eyed the messy, wet sheets.
"I'm going to have to take a shower before I go back upstairs," Mr. K told me. His eyes darted to my bathroom door. "Do you want to join me? I'm asking you this time. You don't have to say yes."
I let out another heavy sigh. He had me, and he knew it.
"Yes. I'm all yours," I replied with a sexy grin.
That week, Mr. K sneaked into my room in the middle of the night numerous times. Apparently, Mrs. Kelly loved her wine, and every evening Mr. K made sure her glass was always filled. This ensured she passed out every night and gave Mr. K a window of opportunity. The rest of the week we were away, I slept naked, waiting and hoping that Mr. K would sneak into my bed and take me--and he did. He never disappointed me either.
Had I fallen in love with Mr. K? I couldn't stop thinking about him.
Mr. K had slowly transformed me into his little fuck toy, and I grew to love it. I knew I was repeating the same pattern I exhibited with Mark when he introduced me to sex. Actually, the situation was almost identical; they were both married, much older than me, and they both had full control over me.
After that vacation, I stopped worrying about getting caught, and I also stopped playing hard to get. Oh, I knew we would eventually get caught one day, but I stopped thinking about it or caring. All I could think of was how Mr. K's big cock made me feel.
The power of my orgasms overcame any moral or logical thoughts that I may have had. He was my dom, and I was his sub. My inner slut had been released, and there was no putting it back in the bag, at least for Mr. K. That is, until the shit hit the fan...
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My week of babysitting during the family vacation was a turning point in my relationship with Mr. K. At first, I played hard to get, feeling hesitant and unsure. But as the week rolled by, my reluctance melted away, replaced by an overwhelming desire for Mr. K. Night after night, Mr. K managed to sneak into my bed and take me as he pleased. I selflessly began to look forward to his nightly visits. I had come to accept my role as his sex toy and I was completely fine with that arrangement.
That week I often found myself wondering how Mrs. Kelly, could remain blissfully unaware of our secret rendezvous. By the end of that unforgettable week, I was walking with a noticeable wobble--a clear sign that should have raised her eyebrows. Though she shot me wary looks now and then, I had reached a level of confidence--or perhaps recklessness. I had become so wrapped up in my feelings for Mr. K that her scrutiny felt almost amusing. I was drawn to him like a moth to a flame, and despite the risks, I couldn't pull away.
My teenage hormones were raging, and my emotions were a chaotic mess. I had no idea where our relationship was headed, yet one thing was certain: I craved him deeply, more than I ever thought I could.
Before Mr. K my only orgasms were self induced. Mr. K brought me to a sexual climax every time we met. This was life changing for me and I began to crave for that intense sexual pleasure. I had lost all control.
For years, I had grappled with low self esteem, largely due to the belittling words from my mother and older sister. They had planted seeds of insecurity in me, convincing me that I was unlovable and unattractive, often saying I would never find a boyfriend and labeling me as ugly. So, when Mr. K began to show genuine interest in me, showering me with kindness and affection, it sparked a new sense of self-worth within me. I felt seen and desired for the first time.
But with all the excitement came a nagging sense of conflict. I knew that eventually, this affair would end ugly; it was just a matter of when. The more I thought about it, the more I realized that finding a way to disentangle myself from this passionate mess while keeping my babysitting job intact would be nearly impossible. I loved the kids I cared for, and the thought of abandoning them broke my heart. Plus, the extra cash Mr. K had been slipping me here and there was a nice perk. I often found bills tucked away in my pockets, which felt less degrading than him handing me money directly.
If I decided to quit babysitting, both Mrs. Kelly and my Mom would undoubtedly raise an eyebrow at my sudden change in routine. My mother, who usually didn't show much interest in my life, had started asking me questions about the Kellys. If I didn't know better, she sounded a bit jealous. I couldn't shake the feeling that she might have shared a past with Mr. K. The signs were there, but I found it easier to push those unsettling thoughts aside rather than confront them.
With college approaching, I thought it could be the perfect excuse to end things with Mr. K. I could easily say that my studies were take up all my time, making it impossible for me to babysit. But the idea of actually walking away from him filled me with dread. He treated me in a way that no boy had before, making me feel cherished, desired, and alive. As much as I knew I should let go, the thrill of being his "little secret" was intoxicating. I found myself torn between the excitement of our hidden encounters and the inevitable reality that loomed ahead.
A few weeks later.
It was Mr. K's birthday and I found myself back in my familiar role of the babysitter. Mr. K and his wife were out celebrating his birthday with friends somewhere in the city, and they weren't expected to return until well past midnight. Mr. K had just turned forty-three, and the realization hit me like a tidal wave, sending ripples of doubt through my mind. "Oh my god," I thought to myself, grappling with the implications of my situation. What on earth was wrong with me? Here I was, entangled in an affair with a married man who was twenty-five years my senior. The internal voice of reason that I usually managed to silence was now screaming, demanding my attention with an intensity I could no longer ignore.
The weight of my guilt was overbearing. I felt like I was being pulled in two different directions: my religious up-bring urging me to adhere to moral boundaries, while the other side, my inner slut, was craving the thrill and intimacy that came from our encounters. My emotions were all over the fucking board.
As the night wore on and the girls were fast asleep, I found a moment of solace. I sank into the plush couch, my eyes shut, as I let my mind drift to the erotic memories of how Mr. K had taken me in the past. My uncontrollable lust for him prevailed as I slipped a hand into my black leggings, providing quick access to my freshly trimmed pussy.
As I let the vivid memories wash over me, my body began to respond in ways that quickly spiralled out of my control. I could feel the slickness between my legs, the warmth building as I squeezed my inner walls. A wave of pleasure surged through me. My fingertips parted my labia and found their way inside my soft, wet vagina, gliding back and forth against my swollen clit, each movement sending shockwaves of ecstasy throughout my body. I could hardly contain the gasps that escaped my lips.
With each thrust of my fingers, I felt my hips arching in rhythm, desperate for more, longing for that familiar fullness that only Mr. K could provide. I bit down on my lower lip, trying to stifle the sounds of my heavy breaths. In my mind, I could vividly picture him--his strong frame, the way he filled every inch of me, stretching my vagina in ways that sent me soaring with pleasure. The imagined sensations of his thick warm cock penetrating me, hitting the depths of my being, drove me wild. I could feel the way he filled my love canal, the head of his erection teasingly pounding against my cervix, and with each mental image, I was swept away, consumed by the intoxicating memories of our passionate encounters.
Suddenly, the tension in my body became unbearable, and I felt myself teetering on the edge. My hips bucked instinctively, seeking release as waves of pleasure threatened to crash over me. I spread my legs wider, draping them over the couch, giving myself over to the sensations that enveloped me. With one final thrust of my fingers, I moaned into the couch pillow, biting it to silence the cries escaping my lips. My body quaked uncontrollably as the pleasure surged through me, washing over me in a powerful orgasm that left me breathless and utterly spent. As the waves subsided, I felt an overwhelming sense of exhaustion, and I must have drifted off, lost in a haze of post-orgasmic bliss.
The next thing I knew, I was being gently shaken awake.
"Hey, April," Mr. K's familiar voice said, accompanied by a warm smile. "We're back."
My heart raced at the sight of him. He looked incredibly dashing that evening, his dark hair slicked back with meticulous care and dressed in a crisp shirt and tie that accentuated his sharp features.
As I groggily sat up, I could hear Mrs. Kelly's heels clicking against the hardwood floor in the kitchen, a sound that grounded me back in reality.
"Sorry, sweetie," she said apologetically. "We stayed out a little longer than we thought we would." I glanced at the clock, realizing it was nearly one in the morning.
"That's okay," I replied, trying to sound casual as I stood up. "Did you have a good time?"
"It was wonderful," Mrs. Kelly replied, her eyes sparkling with excitement. "We got to catch up with a lot of friends we haven't seen in ages."
"That sounds nice," I said politely, though I felt a gnawing sense of unease in the pit of my stomach. "Well, I should probably be going then."
"You know, April," Mrs. Kelly suggested, her tone thoughtful. "You could always stay in the guest room tonight if you wanted. I know your family is out of town for the weekend, and I don't like the idea of you being home all alone."
At that moment, I felt a pang of conflict. My parents and sister had left for a church retreat, and while I was grateful for the rare opportunity to have the house to myself, I knew that Aaron, my ex-boyfriend, was planning to come over as soon as I called him. I intended to have one last rendezvous with him before I finally cut ties for good.
"Thank you for the offer," I said, trying to keep my voice steady. "But I'll be fine. I think I'd prefer to sleep in my own bed tonight."
"Are you sure, April?" Mr. K chimed in, "We were going to make pancakes in the morning."
Something about his tone told me that his interest in me staying over went far beyond breakfast.
"I'm sure," I insisted.
"Alright then," Mrs. Kelly replied, albeit sounding a bit uncertain. "But Rick is going to walk you home since it's so late."
"But it's just a few houses down..." I started to protest, but I was quickly cut off.
"No arguments," Mr. K said firmly, yet with a playful glint in his eye.
I sighed, resigning myself to the situation. After collecting my payment from Mrs. Kelly, I stepped outside allowing Mr. K to lead the way.
"So, aren't you going to wish me a happy birthday?" he asked as we strolled down the quiet street.
"Happy birthday!" I replied, trying to sound cheerful, but my voice came out flat, despite the whirlwind of emotions swirling within me.
"I sort of meant metaphorically instead of literally," he said, a playful glint in his eyes that made me smile.
I raised an eyebrow, intrigued. "What, like a birthday blow-job?" I joked, half-serious.
To my surprise, Mr. K's face lit up at my suggestion. "That's a great idea," he replied, his voice teasing. We had reached my driveway, and the night air felt electric around us.
I laughed softly, shaking my head. "There's not enough time for that. Besides, your wife is probably waiting for you so she can give you a birthday blow-job."
His face fell slightly, a brief shadow of disappointment crossing his features. "But I want one from you," he admitted, his tone sincere enough to make my heart skip a beat.
I shrugged, trying to play it cool. "Oh, well," I said, sounding indifference even though my heart was racing.
Mr. K sighed. "Goodnight, April. Don't forget to lock your door, okay?" His genuine concern was touching.
"Okay," I replied softly. As he turned to leave, an inexplicable urge surged within me to pull him back.
"Hey," I said, gently tugging on his arm to bring him closer. I leaned in, cupping his face in my hands, and pressed my lips against his--a long, deep kiss that felt full of unsaid things. "Happy birthday," I whispered.
Mr. K let out a low groan, and I felt a shiver run down my spine. "You're killing me," he murmured, his voice thick with emotion.
With that, he started back toward his house, and I stood frozen for a moment, watching him go, a mix of excitement and confusion swirling in my chest.
Once I was inside, I carefully locked the door. I headed upstairs, shedding my clothes and slipping into my favourite oversized t-shirt. After my long nap earlier, I found myself wide awake, so I climbed into bed and turned on the TV.
I tried reaching out to Aaron, my phone buzzing with attempts to connect, but he wasn't responding. This was typical of him, I could never rely on him. Oh well, it was his loss, as I continued to watch TV.
Just then, I heard a faint knocking at the side door. I froze, my heart pounding as I muted the TV and strained to listen. My breath quickened, fear creeping in. Suddenly, I felt acutely aware of how alone I was.
I dashed out of bed, lingering near my bedroom door, listening intently.
Bang, bang, bang! The sound echoed through the house, growing louder and more urgent. Panic swelled inside me. Could it be Aaron finally showing up? But why hadn't he called? After a few frantic seconds, I realized it couldn't be him. He wouldn't just show up unannounced at two-thirty in the morning.
Grabbing my phone, I hurried down the stairs, my heart racing as I peered out the front window. There was no car in the driveway, no sign of life in the dark outside.
Bang, bang, bang! The knocking continued relentlessly. Whoever it was, they were not going away, and my anxiety began to spike. The side door had a window, so I crept to the landing, trying to catch a glimpse of the person outside. It was too dark to see details--only a large shadowy figure loomed there, confirming it wasn't Aaron.
My heart raced faster. I weighed my options: should I run and hide? Call the police? Yell for help? The thought of someone breaking in sent chills down my spine. Maybe I should call the Kellys for help?
In a moment of clarity, I raised my phone, intent on calling Mr. K. He lived just a few houses down and could get here much quicker than the police. As I opened my phone, my eyes caught a new text message from him.
It read simply: "I'm at the door."
What the hell? Confusion and relief collided within me as my heart raced even faster.
"Are you serious?" I exclaimed, my voice a mix of surprise and disbelief as I opened the door.
"Hey, April," he responded, with a playful smile.
For a moment, I stood there, frozen, staring at him in shock. My mind raced with a jumble of emotions, excitement, and fear. Time felt like it had slowed down; I was caught in a daze, struggling to sort through the storm of thoughts swirling in my head.
"What the hell?" I finally managed to stammer. "What the fuck is wrong with you?" In a burst of frustration, I lightly pounded my fists against his chest, the gesture feeling futile yet necessary.
Without warning, Mr. K stepped inside, locking the door behind him with a swift motion.
"Oh wow, you look absolutely amazing in that t-shirt," he commented, his gaze intense as he wrapped his arms around my waist, pressing me against the wall. The sudden closeness took my breath away, and before I knew it, he leaned in, capturing my lips in a passionate kiss right there in the dimly lit entryway.
I couldn't deny that a part of me was thrilled to see him. The thought of being alone in the house had been gnawing at me. But now that Mr. K was here, I melted into his strong arms, where I felt both safe and desired.
As the kiss deepened, I found myself getting lost in the moment. His hands roamed over my body, sending electric shocks of pleasure through me as he explored the curves of my body. He skillfully massaged my breasts and tweaked my nipples through the thin fabric of my t-shirt, igniting a fire within me. His hands slid lower, gripping my ass with a firmness that made my breath hitch. I gasped as he slipped his fingers beneath the waistband of my panties, his touch igniting a wildfire of desire.
Mr. K continued to kiss me passionately as he effortlessly lifted me off the ground. My legs instinctively wrapped around his waist, and I clung to him, feeling the undeniable heat of his body against mine. I could feel the pressure of his aroused cock pressing against me, and a surge of need washed over me. I had been craving his touch all day, and now, here he was, exactly where I wanted him.
He carried me up the stairs to my bedroom and laid me gently on the bed, the soft fabric cool against my heated skin.
With a devilish grin that sent butterflies fluttering in my stomach, he leaned closer and asked, "Are you ready to give me my birthday gift?"
I raised an eyebrow, unable to suppress a smirk. "I should spank you for scaring me like that."
"That sounds fun, but I have a much better idea," he replied, his grin widening.
In that moment, I felt a rush of excitement, my desires bubbling to the surface. I realized I was ready to surrender completely to him.
"So what's it going to be? I'm all yours, birthday boy." The unmistakable outline of his erect cock pressed against me, and unable to resist, I slipped my hand between us, rubbing him through his pants, feeling his hard thick cock.
"Well, I've been thinking about this a lot," he said, his voice low and teasing. "I'd like to tie you up and role-play tonight." With that, he pulled out a necktie from his pocket, as he gave me a mischievous grin.
"Really? I'm not sure I trust you to untie me," I teased, my voice playfully skeptical.
"Well, maybe I won't," he chuckled, his grip firm as he spun me around so I was facing away from him. My heart raced as he took hold of my top, pulling it over my head as I raised my arms, surrendering to the moment.
"What are we role-playing?" I asked innocently, my curiosity piqued.
"I'm a home intruder," he playfully said, "and I've taken you as my sex kitten."
"Oh, well, that's more truth than role-playing, isn't it?" I smirked, unable to resist the playful banter.
With that, he grabbed my arms, pulling them behind my back and expertly tying my wrists together with his necktie.
I remained silent and submissive. I could feel my juices flowing like Niagara Falls as I became increasingly aroused. I couldn't wait to fuck Mr. K. Yes, I craved him; I wanted to feel his big, thick cock inside me. I was more than ready to be taken and used as he pleased.
He pushed me face down on the bed. I suppose it was time for me to start role-playing.
"Please," I begged. "Please, just let me go and leave." I made a lame attempt to play along. He pushed my head down into the bed, and I stopped talking.
Not a word came from him. He got off the bed, and I heard the jangle of his belt buckle. As he unzipped his pants, I started squirming on the bed, straining against the restraints. I managed to roll onto my back.
He got back on the bed and knelt over me, staring at me. His hands landed on my bare breasts, and he squeezed them firmly, his thumbs quickly brushing over my hard nipples.
I continued the role-playing by flailing my legs, trying to kick him, but it was no use; he was putting most of his weight on my thighs, holding me in place.
"Oh, you seem to be enjoying our little role-play." Mr. K brought his hand to my mound, feeling where my wetness had seeped through my panties. "Damn, are you really that turned on by getting fucked by an intruder?"
"I wasn't turned on. It was not arousal; it was panic!" I shot back.
Though, if I'm being honest, I did start to get really wet when he tied me up. Plus, the idea of Mr. K fucking me while I was bound was extremely hot.
"You scared me so badly, I almost peed in my panties."
"Aw, April," he said softly. He placed his hand gently on my cheek. "I'm sorry, hon. I thought you'd be able to tell it was me; besides, I did send you a text." Mr. K leaned down and kissed me gently on the lips. "Are you too upset with me? Should I go?"
I hated when he did this; it always made me admit that I wanted him.
"Well, where does Mrs. Kelly think you are?"
"She's asleep," he replied. "If she notices I'm gone, I'll just say I went for a walk."
If I made him leave, we'd really be wasting a good opportunity. Plus, it was his birthday...
"Fine," I grumbled. "You can stay."
His eyes lit up. "Can I leave you tied up?"
I nodded. "Consider this your birthday gift, I guess."
Mr. K leaned down and kissed me again, harder this time, his tongue pushing past my lips. I squirmed and thrust my hips up against him. It was so freaking hot thinking about how I was restrained, completely at Mr. K's mercy.
Mr. K's hands found their way to my breasts again, kneading them as his tongue continued to explore my mouth. My nipples were now rock hard, and my juices flowing. He started grinding against me, his cock feeling harder than ever.
"I think it's time for that birthday blowjob," Mr. K whispered with a grin. He gave me one more kiss before rolling off of me. He pulled me to my feet, then pressed down on my shoulders until I sank to my knees. I looked up at him, topless, with my hands tied tightly behind my back as he shed his boxers and unleashed his rock-hard shaft.



"I take it Mrs. Kelly didn't give you birthday oral," I said sarcastically.
"No, she went to bed, using the excuse that she was too tired," he mumbled.
Mr. K gave himself a few pumps in front of my face before smacking his cock against my cheeks. I dutifully stuck out my tongue, and Mr. K rubbed the head of his cock against it. He moaned softly, savoring the feeling and wanting it to last. He sat down on the edge of the bed and pulled me closer to him, his hands twisting in my hair. I gave the underside of his shaft a big sloppy lick.
Just as I was about to dive in, I paused for a moment and looked up at him straight in the eyes. I felt an unspoken tension, and I knew it was now or never to confront the uncomfortable truth looming over us.
"Did you sleep with my sister when she babysat for you?" I blurted out, the words tumbling out before I could hit the brakes. That question had been gnawing at me ever since he casually mentioned that I reminded him of someone. I watched his face shift from surprise to uncertainty, his body momentarily stiffening.
Silence stretched out, feeling like an eternity, before he finally spoke. "April, why would you ask that?" Even with the intimacy of the moment, I couldn't let my focus slip.
"You did, didn't you?" I pressed, trying to pull away from his grip, but his fingers tightened around my head and hair, holding me in place. My heart raced, anger coursing through me.
"Okay, I'll be honest; yes, I did. But it was only a few times, and it wasn't anything like what we have," he confessed, his tone shifting as if he were trying to brush off the seriousness of his admission.
"God, I knew it," I gasped, my mind racing. "How long did it last, and how did it end?" My voice quivered slightly as a wave of unexpected emotions washed over me.
"Just about a month. That's when Angela walked in on us," he said, his eyes narrowing slightly as the memory flickered across his face.
"What? Mrs. Kelly caught you? Oh god, that explains those suspicious looks she's been giving me!" Panic began to bubble within me, and I could feel my heart thumping in my chest. The implications of his words were overwhelming, and betrayal washed over me like a cold wave.
"April, just breathe; she has no idea what's going on," he reassured me, but his words barely scratched the surface of the storm brewing inside me.
To be honest, my sister and I had never been close. She was more of a thorn in my side, and her leaving home was the best thing that ever happened to me.
I almost asked if he'd ever had a fling with my mother also--a thought that turned my stomach--but the fear of that answer kept me silent.
"Besides, I love you, April; you mean something to me... what I had with your sister was nothing like this." His words hung in the air, and he flashed me a devilish grin, as if trying to lighten the moment.
In that instant, it felt like the ground had shifted beneath me. I froze, momentarily stunned by his use of the word "love." It echoed in my mind, drowning out everything else. What did it mean? How could he say that to me after sharing what he just had? I was caught in a whirlwind of conflicting feelings, grappling to make sense of his past and the connection we shared now.
I opened my mouth in surprise, but before I could ask him to clarify, he pulled my head towards his crotch, pushing his cock into my mouth.
"UULLKKK!" I gagged, struggling to relax my throat so he could fit more easily. With my hands secured behind my back, I had limited control. I was completely stuck as Mr. K held me in place, thrusting hard against my face. He pivoted my face so that I was looking up at him. I could feel his cock twitch in my mouth as we made eye contact.
"Fuckkk," he growled as his cock continued to plunge deep into my throat. I gagged and sputtered the entire time, resigning myself to being used in this way. My clitoral area ached, and I wished I was free to finger myself. I was certain that by the time he was inside me, I'd orgasm almost immediately.
After a few more forceful thrusts and grunts, Mr. K pulled his slobbery cock out of my mouth. I gasped for air as saliva dripped down my chin. I was unable to wipe it away. Without a word, Mr. K got up and walked toward his pile of clothes on the floor. It looked like he was retrieving his phone. I was confused.
"Bend over the bed, April," he commanded without looking at me. I tried to see what he was doing, but I couldn't from my angle, so I stood and laid face down on the bed, my feet still touching the floor and my ass sticking up. I heard Mr. K as he walked back over, and he gave my ass a hard, unexpected slap.
"Ahhh!" I yelled loudly, both from the pain and the surprise. He spanked me again, and I cried out again.
Mr. K chuckled. "That's music to my ears, April; you know I love that tight little ass of yours."
"Look at me, hon," he whispered. I tilted my head to the side and saw him standing to my right, phone in hand. He snapped a few quick photos of me like this--bent over the bed and bound. As sexy as this photoshoot was, I knew it was dangerous to have proof of it. I tried to protest as Mr. K went behind me, snapping more pictures, but it was pointless.
He slapped my ass again, and I heard another click from the phone.
"Mmmmm!" I yelled. I felt Mr. K's fingers probing at my wet entrance.
"You like this, don't you?" He asked. "All tied up, waiting to be stuffed with my cock?" He pushed two fingers inside me, and my slick pussy eagerly accepted them.
"Mmmm," I responded. I shifted my hips, trying to stimulate my clit against the bed.
"What are you waiting for? Fuck me..." I responded in an urgent voice.
"God, I can't wait to fuck you like this," he murmured, removing his fingers and lining his cock up with my opening. He paused, and I figured he was taking one more picture before shoving his length inside me from behind.
"Ohh, please take me, Mr. K.; please, I need you," I moaned.
"Oh, gawd, that feels so good," as he slid his stiff cock partly inside of me. I was soaking wet, and I could feel his cock easily penetrating me.
"Uuumm," Mr. K moaned, starting with slow but hard thrusts. The bed shook, and my body moved across the comforter as he continued to drive into me, his fingers digging into my hips as he held me firmly in place.
"Damn," Mr. K said loudly, slapping my ass again. The sound of the smack echoed in the room, and for a brief moment, I was terrified we were being too loud. But it didn't matter because we were completely alone.
After a particularly deep thrust, Mr. K left his cock buried in me for about ten seconds. I think he was holding off his ejaculation.
"Don't stop...please don't stop," I begged as I teetered on the edge of a massive orgasm.
I squirmed beneath him, trying to thrust back against him, and I heard him laugh. "Not yet..."
Mr. K reached under me and played with my clit as he started to fuck me again. It took only a few more thrusts before I tensed up under him, and my pussy was pulsing against his cock.
"MMMMMMMM!" I groaned. 
Mr. K, panting now, pulled out of me and yanked me to my feet again.
I stood there, weak in the knees, as Mr. K sat on the bed, leaning back against the pillows.
"Come here," he said, his voice hoarse. I took a few tentative steps toward him, and his hands circled my waist. Mr. K lifted me effortlessly back onto the bed, and I straddled his lap, his hard, wet cock pressing against my belly.
"I know you like being on top, April," he said, kissing my right breast before licking my nipple. Mr. K picked up his phone off the nightstand and took another series of pictures of me--hair a mess, naked tits on full display.
"That's a good one," he commented, showing me the picture quickly before dropping the phone. Mr. K grabbed his cock and lined it up at my pussy. I compliantly lifted my hips and Mr. K pulled me down, hard, onto his thick cock.
"Oh fuck, that feels so good," I moaned. Mr. K wrapped his arms tightly around me before he began thrusting up into me as hard as he could. Instinctively, I started to move with him, my tits bouncing like crazy as I rode him hard.
"That's it, April," he grunted, his cock ramming into me. "Ride my cock like the good little slut that you are."
Safely secure in his arms, I increased the speed of my bouncing. The wet sound of his cock invading my gushing pussy filled the room. His grunts and moans were the loudest I had ever heard. It was so freeing.
Mr. K put his mouth near my ear, but instead of whispering something, his tongue darted inside, and it sent chills through me. I was immediately wracked with another orgasm.
"FUUUUCK," Mr. K grunted when he felt my walls once again contracting around him. He let out a deep groan as he shot his load deep inside me.
"UUHHHNNN," he shouted, holding my hips flush against him as he filled me with his warm cum. I could feel the warmth of his seed as it shot deep inside of me. I focused on my vagina muscles as I clenched and milked his cock. I moved my hips nice and slow up and down his shaft. My eyes closed and concentrating on squeezing his cock as hard as I could. I wanted every drop of his semen inside of me.
Exhausted, I slumped my head against his shoulder, breathing heavily. He reached behind me and untied my hands.
"Wow," was all he said as we continued to catch our breath. We stayed exactly how we were, wrapped up in each other, his softening dick still inside me. Mr. K rubbed my back, and it felt incredibly comforting. I kissed his shoulder before sitting up and looking at him, remembering what he said earlier.
"Did you really mean what you said?" My voice trembled as I turned to him, searching his eyes for honesty. The room felt charged, the air thick with unspoken words.
"What do you mean?" he replied, as his gaze darted away for just a moment--enough to tell me he knew exactly what I was asking.
"You told me you loved me," I finally said, as I voiced the words that had been swirling in my mind, feeling both thrilling and terrifying.
A soft smile spread across his lips, and he drew me closer, wrapping his arms around me as if to protect me from everything. "Of course, I love you, April," he said, his voice warm and steady. "And I want you to know that I'm never letting you go. So don't even think about trying to leave me." In that moment, my heart soared, caught in the thrill of his promise. No one had every told me that they loved me before.
We had sex one more time before Mr. K sneaked back to his wife in the middle of the night.
He had left me totally satisfied, yet more confused than ever. My mind swirled with vivid daydreams and wild fantasies about him. I was obsessed, caught in a whirlwind of desire and longing. The way he made me feel was intoxicating, a mix of passion and vulnerability that I couldn't resist. I felt like I was dancing on a tightrope, completely at his mercy, driven by an insatiable hunger to be near him, to feel him inside of me.
Yet the knowledge that he had an affair with my sister and most likely my mother also, were huge red flags. I always suspected that Mr. K was a player and just using me. Yet my desire for him suppressed my doubts.
As our secret meetings continued, the thrill of the forbidden only stoked the flames of my desire. I was diving headfirst into a romance that felt exhilarating and real, blissfully unaware of the potential fallout. After his heartfelt confession, I was swept up in the belief that we had something truly special, something that could withstand the storm. I was so naive!
And just when I thought everything was good between us the shit hit the fan.
Yikes!
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It was a regular Saturday afternoon in August when my phone started buzzing. I looked at the screen and saw a text from Mr. K. My heart raced as I read his message: "April, I need you now; come to the house ASAP."
There was no doubt he was serious. Mr. K wasn't just asking; he wanted me there, and I felt a mix of excitement and nerves. It wasn't completely out of the blue, though. Just a few days earlier, he had told me that Mrs. Kelly was taking the kids to a birthday party. It had been three weeks since we were last intimate and the idea of having the house all to ourselves made my heart race.
I had spent the whole morning getting ready for this moment, making sure my hair and makeup looked perfect. Following Mr. K's special request, I had meticulously shaved my pubic area for the first time in my life. Once completed, I lathered the area with strawberry-flavoured skin cream. I was thrilled that my pussy turned out as smooth and silky as a baby's bottom. I wanted to look and feel my best for Mr. K, and the excitement of seeing him again after all this time had me completely worked up.
As I rummaged through my closet, I settled on a pair of sexy cut-off denim shorts, knowing full well how they would drive Mr. K wild with desire. I paired them with a thin, form-fitting tank top that clung to my body and accentuated my braless breasts, leaving little to the imagination. Slipping into my high-heeled wedge shoes, I admired how they showcased my long, slender legs and accentuated my tight, tiny ass--something I was aware Mr. K particularly adored.
My relationship with Mr. K had transformed significantly since our fling first started. He had grown increasingly dominant, while I found myself embracing a more submissive role. I was eager to please him in every possible way, willing to drop everything to satisfy his desires. I didn't want to miss this opportunity.
I quickly replied to his text, "I'll be right there." After one last look in the mirror, I felt a rush of confidence and excitement. I quietly slipped out of my room and tiptoed down the stairs, careful to avoid any chance of being seen by my mother, who I suspected might have some inkling of what was going on.
"April, where are you sneaking off to?" My mother's voice called out from the kitchen, her eyes narrowing as she peered down the hallway. I felt my heart race; I had hoped to avoid her altogether. What was I going to say to her?
"Mr. Kelly needs me for a bit," I replied, desperately hoping she wouldn't probe any further. I couldn't think of a believable reason for why Mr. K would need to see me.
"Oh, he does, does he? What for?" Her tone dripped with suspicion as she scrutinized my provocative outfit. "And why are you dressed like you're going out on a date?" she inquired, raising an eyebrow.
"Ummm..." My mind went blank, and I hesitated. I couldn't tell her I was looking after the kids; surely Mrs. Kelly had mentioned the birthday party. "He just wanted to talk to me about something, and then I'm meeting Erin." Thankfully, I hadn't mentioned that I had broken up with Erin, which might have raised further questions.
My mom was staring at me with a look that could pierce through steel, like she just couldn't believe what I had said. I took my chance and rushed out the door before she could ask me anything else. As I stepped outside, a creepy thought hit me: what if my older sister really did have an affair with Mr. K? Did my mother know about it? Or maybe she had something going on with him too. It was clear that she was starting to get suspicious about my relationship with him.
I felt a knot of unease in my stomach as I remembered the times I came home from school early and found Mr. K alone with my mother. Back then, I didn't think much of it, but now everything seemed to be connecting. Could it be that Mr. K was involved with both my sister and my mother? The idea was too much to handle, so I pushed it aside, not wanting to think about it any longer.
With my heart racing, I quietly left my house and walked down to the Kellys' front door. As I got closer, I saw that the door was slightly open. There was Mr. K, waiting for me with a look in his eyes that made my heart race even faster. I took a deep breath, getting ready for whatever was about to happen.
As soon as I stepped inside, he closed and locked the door behind me. We immediately embraced and kissed.
"Oh, April, you look so delicious; I've missed you so much," he whispered in my ear. He always knew what to say.
I wrapped my arms tightly around his neck and melted in his embrace. He always made me feel special and safe in his arms. His hands landed on my ass as he pulled me into him. I could feel his erection pushing up against me as we hugged.
"How long do we have?" I asked, feeling a mix of excitement and nervousness.
"At least three hours," he replied with a moan.
"Oh good, I hope you can last that long." I joked as I leaned back and rubbed his enlarged cock through his bulging pants.
"I see you're happy to see me," I giggled.
"Oh, you are so naughty." Mr. K shot back.
Mr. K let go of his embrace, grabbed my hand, and led me upstairs into the bedroom. I followed him like a timid lamb, knowing full well what was in store for me. Three weeks without sex seemed like forever, and I couldn't wait to be with him again. I had dreamt of being with him every day since our last meeting. Mr. K never failed to please me, and he had managed to work his way into my head. I guess you could say I had fallen for him, even if it didn't really make sense.
As we got closer to the bedroom, I noticed some soft, romantic music playing, which really set the mood. But even though we had plenty of time, I couldn't help but worry that the music might be too loud and we wouldn't hear if Mrs. Kelly came home early. Mr. K brushed off my worries, so I decided to try to relax and let it go.
As soon as we entered the room, Mr. K spun me around, and we embraced like two lustful teens; oh wait, I was a lustful teen. He kicked the bedroom door shut with his foot and then pinned me up against the door.
Mr. K began his seduction with slow, moist kisses as his hands roamed my entire body while I was still fully clothed. He kissed and licked my nipples through my thin top, making it wet with his saliva. My nipples responded, as usual, becoming rock-hard and very pronounced. I could feel the wetness between my legs, and I responded with long, low moans. He knew exactly how to drive me wild.
I instinctively raised one leg and wrapped it around him. His big, strong hand grabbed my tiny ass and squeezed it hard. He then ran his hands up and down my long, tanned leg as he kissed me like never before, sending shivers through my entire body. He was in charge, and I loved the way he took control. I was all his.
Suddenly, Mr. K pulled away and sat on the end of the bed. He left me standing there all dishevelled and dripping with anticipation. I just stood there gasping for air as I awaited his next command.
"April, you've never danced for me...why don't you strip for me." He suggested.
A good song was playing, so without saying a word I obeyed his request. I slowly began to sway my hips to the music and began my strip tease. He intensely watched as I slowly rolled up my tight top to just beneath my breasts exposing my tight eighteen year old midriff. As I swayed to the music I slowly began to further lift my top to tease him, exposing and flashing my breasts. I did my best to dance seductively for him. As the song continued, I fully removed my top.
I could tell by the focused look on Mr. K's face that he was enjoying this. To be honest, I was probably more aroused than him.
I squeezed my breasts together and giggled them in front of his face, just out of his reach. I then put two fingers in my mouth and sucked them as seductively as I could. Once my fingers were nice and moist I began rubbing my nipples with them.
"Ohhh," I let out a deep long moan as I stimulated my nipples, all the while still swaying to the music.
"Oh, April, I'm not sure how much more of this I can take," he growled.
"You haven't seen the best part yet," I replied.
This was the very first time I had shaved my pussy, and I was excited to reveal my smooth and silky-soft pussy to Mr. K.
I continued to dance topless as I slowly unbuttoned my denim shorts. I turned my back to him and let my shorts slowly drop, exposing my tiny ass. I knew that would drive him crazy. I also wasn't wearing any panties for this special encounter.
As my shorts fell around my ankles, I turned and kicked them towards Mr. K, who caught them and gave the crotch a smell.
"Oh wow, you shaved for me," Mr. K grinned and licked his lips.
"Do you like it?" I proudly asked.
"Oh yes, I can't wait to eat you." He grabbed my arm and pulled me onto the bed.
He moved directly to my shaven pussy and began to give me oral. I was already soaking wet, and this was much more obvious now that I was shaven. My entire pussy was wet and glossy.
"Oh, that feels so soft and smooth, and I love the sweet taste." he whispered in between slurps.
My eyes were beginning to roll back in my head, and my breathing was getting shallower. But I did manage to acknowledge his comment.
"Do... do you approve?" I managed to get out in between breaths.
"Oh, fuck yeah," he responded as he dove back in.
Mr. K always drove me wild when he gave me oral in the past, but today he was relentless. He took his time and brought me to the edge of an orgasm numerous times. Every time I was close to cumming he would pull back.
"April! Don't you dare cum until I give you permission," he ordered, leaving me begging for more.
"Oh fuck, please let me cum," I cried as I thrashed about on the bed, my thighs clamped together, hoping to somehow stimulate my clit further.
"In good time, my dear, in good time," he said as he waited for my urge to pass.
Once the urge passed, he immediately went back to eating me out. He spent forever giving me oral and playing with my nipples. He kept bringing me to the edge of an orgasm and then backing off. He was driving me crazy, and I continued to beg for more.
When he finally relented and let me cum, I experienced a massive orgasm. I thrashed all over the bed and screamed as I felt a huge surge rush through my entire body. It was probably one of the best orgasms I had ever experienced. Mr. K had come through once again; he knew what I needed and how to please me.
But Mr. K wasn't finished with me yet. He continued to give me oral. My vagina was soaking wet now; I had never seen it so glistening and moist before.
Mr. K had literally opened the floodgates as I began to orgasm over and over. I lost count of how many times I came. I had multiple small clitoral orgasms as well as several deep, body-quivering orgasms. Mr. K had me at his mercy as I moaned and screamed for more.
Although he estimated we had three hours, I started getting nervous after the first hour. I'm generally a cautious person, so I wanted to be safe and get things moving.
As we lay in bed--his matrimonial bed, that is--I moved on top and straddled him, his hard dick pressed against my stomach, his hands and mouth wandering all over my body.
"I want you, April," Mr. K murmured against my neck as he grabbed my hips. He reached around and smacked my bare ass, which elicited a small yelp from me.
I bit my lip and looked nervously over my shoulder toward the closed bedroom door. Mr. K picked up on the fact that I was starting to get nervous.
"Relax," he whispered before his lips connected with my throat. "Angie won't be home for a while; those kids' birthday parties go on forever."
My eyelids flickered shut, and my breathing became ragged as Mr. K continued to kiss and suck my neck, his teeth nipping lightly at my skin. His warm hands slid up my naked torso and grasped my breasts, my nipples immediately hardening at his touch. When he leaned his head up and took my right breast in his mouth, I was almost able to forget about how reckless we were being.
Moaning, I twisted my fingers into his thick hair and pulled his head against me more tightly as he continued to suckle at my nipple. I could've held him there for hours, but I knew we didn't have hours. So I impatiently reached down and grabbed Mr. K's cock, giving him a few firm strokes and silently signalling, 'Let's get this show on the road.'
It did the trick. Mr. K let my tit fall out of his mouth and leaned his head back against the headboard as I picked up the pace and wrapped my fingers more tightly around his hard shaft.
"I want your mouth on my cock," he said breathlessly.
I sighed. "We don't have time..."
"Please, April," Mr. K said, cupping my face gently with his hand. "Angie never does it anymore."
Grumbling, I scooted down his body and bent my head over his throbbing cock. I did a quick little swirl with my tongue across the tip, then, not wanting to waste any more time, I took almost half of his length down my throat.
"Uuhhhnnn," he moaned, settling back in bed and putting a strong hand against my head. As always, he held me firmly in place, forcing more of his cock down my throat until I started to gag and choke.
"Uuulllkkk, uuullkkk, uuulllkkk." I stopped bobbing up and down--I just let him roughly force my head onto his shaft at the pace he wanted. I was his little fuck doll, and I was alright with that.
After a few minutes of him fucking my throat with his thick, saliva-coated cock, I pushed against his thighs as hard as I could to escape his grasp. I gasped for air as I sat back up, moving quickly as he tried to push my head back down toward his crotch. I grabbed his wrists as I straddled him again before he could get any other ideas. I pumped his slick shaft again, getting ready to put him inside me.
"You're being very aggressive today, April," he said as I lifted my hips to line his cock up with my entrance. "I like it. It's a nice change."
"Maybe it should be like this all the time," I replied with a smirk before I slowly sank down onto his erect cock. His cock felt incredible as I slowly implanted myself on him. I gasped as the walls of my vagina stretch. My moist pussy swallowed his entire length. Mr. K had opened his mouth to reply, but all that came out was a deep groan.
"Fuck," he murmured as I planted my hands on his shoulders and started bouncing up and down on his cock with reckless abandon. My tits jiggled wildly in his face as I did this. Mr. K reached his hand up and lazily grabbed at one as I fucked him.
"You know you're only in charge right now because I'm allowing it, right?" he said with a devilish grin.
"Please," I panted out with an eye roll as the sound of my ass smacking his thighs filled the room. "I've got you right where I want you."
I continued to ride him hard and fast, taking his full length inside me with every movement, despite his thick cock stretching me to the point of discomfort. Most of the time, I could handle his size without much difficulty, but when I rode him or when he fucked me doggy-style, I could painfully feel my limitations.
Mr. K allowed me a few more seconds of believing I was in charge before he suddenly grabbed me by the throat--not so hard that I couldn't breathe, but hard enough to make his point. I froze, with his cock buried inside me I grabbed hold of his wrist, trying to alleviate some of the pressure.
He smiled as my eyes grew wide and I struggled. "It's my turn now, April."
Still holding my neck firmly, Mr. K slowly guided me upward, lifting me off his cock. When he slid out of my pussy, Mr. K gave me a push, and I fell backward onto the bed with a thump. In just a few seconds, he was on top of me, his hands easily rolling me over onto my stomach.
"Hands and knees, hon," he commanded, his voice raspy in my ear. I inwardly groaned as I got into position, knowing he was about to get rough. Whenever Mr. K wanted doggy style, I had trouble walking the next day.
But, like he so easily demonstrated, he was in charge. And I knew deep down that if I really had a problem with this, I wouldn't keep coming back.
"You're such a good girl," he remarked once I was ready. I hated to admit how good his compliments made me feel. It was moments like this when I became painfully aware of how much control he had over me.
He slapped my ass. "Beg for it, April," he ordered.
"I want you to fuck me," I replied automatically.
Another slap. "Not convincing enough."
Oh, God, I could feel my pussy dripping. I just wanted to get off and get my clothes back on before we got caught. Mr. K slapped my ass one more time, harder than he had before. I bit my lip so hard that I tasted blood.
"Please," I insisted, my arms already trembling as I supported my body. "I need your cock inside me. NOW."
He leaned closer to me and gently kissed my still-stinging ass. And then, without further ado, he shoved himself inside me.
"Uhhhhh," I moaned as his cock pummelled me. Like when I'd been riding him, Mr. K went straight to fucking my brains out, his strokes hard and deep.
"Oh, ohh, OH," I cried out softly in pain and pleasure as his cock repeatedly hit my cervix. My body's resistance didn't slow him down at all. Something told me that if he were any bigger, he'd still find a way to fit his whole cock inside me.
"Oh, yeah," he grunted as his thighs slapped against my ass. "You're so good at taking my cock, April."
I closed my eyes and dug my fingers into the comforter as Mr. K repeatedly slammed into me. He squeezed my hips hard to keep me in place.
"Mmmm, I love your cock inside me," I moaned, feeling the pleasure building inside me despite his roughness. Mr. K noticed and reached down to rub my clitoral area, sending me straight over the edge in a matter of seconds.
"Ahhhhhhh! Don't stop fucking me... Mr. K!" I screamed as I felt myself cumming again.
"Harder, faster... I want your cum deep inside me... please don't stop," I begged. I felt my vulva pulsating around his throbbing cock, which made him fuck me even harder. I could sense he was getting close to ejaculating.
I moaned and began thrashing about as I experienced another massive orgasm, all the while Mr. K was relentlessly pounding his rock-hard cock into me. "Oh, fuck, that feels amazing," I cried out in between squeals of ecstasy.
And then the moment I had dreaded right from the start of our relationship struck.
As I opened my eyes and turned my head, my heart suddenly dropped into my stomach. The bedroom door was wide open, and Mrs. Kelly was standing in the hallway, staring as her husband fucked me senseless.
"OH MY GOD!" I yelled, completely shocked. I frantically tried to pull away and crawl from Mr. K. My arms flailed behind me, trying to push him away, but he continued to hold my hips firmly in place. His eyes must've been closed because he continued pounding into me as if nothing was wrong. Mrs. Kelly just stared at us, her eyes locked on her husband fucking me like some wild animal.
"STOP!" I shouted, my voice trembling in fear. I turned to face him, my heart racing. "Stop, stop, STOP!"
"UGGGG...Oh, fuck, April, I'm cumming," he cried out, still unaware that his wife was standing there watching.
Time seemed to freeze as I saw his eyes widen when he finally realized Mrs. Kelly was in the doorway. Her expression was a mix of shock and disbelief. But to my utter horror, he selfishly continued fucking me. Instead of pulling out, he continued to thrust his hips, his face contorting as I felt him release his load inside me, right in front of his wife.
I felt a wave of nausea hit me as I locked eyes with Mrs. Kelly, who was now on the verge of tears, looking heartbroken and betrayed.
Suddenly, Mr. K let out a loud, long grunt as he climaxed, his grip on my hips ever so tight. He pumped his cock into me a few more times, ejaculating multiple streams of semen inside me. It was an excruciatingly long twenty seconds, stretching into eternity, as I had no choice but to remain on all fours and accept his load.



After Mr. K finished, he finally released me, leaving me gasping for air. I quickly scrambled off the bed in a frantic attempt to cover my naked body with the clothes strewn across the floor. I glanced back at Mrs. Kelly, who still lingered in the hallway. She stood there, frozen, as if the very sight of us had robbed her of the ability to move or speak.
I managed to pull on my clothing, my hands shaking uncontrollably as I struggled to regain some semblance of dignity. But Mr. K remained on the bed, seemingly oblivious to the chaos around him. He knelt there, panting, his softening erection still slick with my juices, and stared back at his wife, with a look of regret on his face.
"Oh, Rick," Mrs. Kelly finally broke the silence, her voice heavy with sorrow. "Not again."
"I'm... I'mmm..." I stammered, my mind racing as I searched for words that could somehow convey the depth of my remorse. Honestly, I was just as shocked as she was. I had known all along that this moment would come, that we would eventually be caught, but now that it was happening, I felt utterly unprepared.
"I'm so sorry," I whimpered, my voice barely above a whisper as I quickly pulled up my shorts and threw my top back on. I grabbed my shoes and looked up at Mrs. Kelly, my heart aching at the sight of her. The look of pain on her face was unbearable.
At that moment, an overwhelming sense of guilt washed over me. I realized just how terrible and hurtful my actions had been to this kind, lovely woman who had always treated me with kindness and support. How could I have betrayed her trust like this? I felt like a cheap, disgraceful whore. I had let my emotions cloud my judgment, and now I was left feeling like a piece of shit.
Mrs. Kelly, with a quiet yet firm resolve, pointed toward the front door. Without another word, I scrambled out of the room and fled as quickly as I could. My feet carried me home, but my mind was a whirlwind of chaos and regret. Once home, I rushed straight to my bedroom, slamming the door behind me. I spent the rest of the day in a haze of tears, overwhelmed by the gravity of my actions and terrified of the consequences that were sure to follow.
Would Mrs. Kelly tell my mother? How long had she been standing there, silently witnessing the betrayal? Oh my god, she probably heard me begging for his cock. I'm sure she thinks I'm a total stank. Will she come after me, seeking vengeance for the pain I had caused? The thought of hiding under my bed crossed my mind more than once in a desperate attempt to escape reality.
I didn't dare leave my room until the next morning. When I finally emerged, I was taken aback by the eerie silence in our house. To my surprise, my parents acted as if nothing was wrong, their casual demeanour an unsettling contrast to the storm of emotions raging within me. There were no hints, no whispers of accusations--just a heavy stillness that filled the air.
But deep down, I knew this calm wouldn't last. I could feel the tension building, waiting for the right moment to explode. I was bracing myself for what was coming; I just had to wait for the other shoe to drop.
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Do you know about your partner's past? What have you been told? Do you believe them? Suspicious? Maybe my story will make you reflect on what you have been told.
Why do men always want to know a number? The majority of women don't keep score. It's not a game for most of us.
Telling my man about my past is something I have always avoided. Most guys I have dated, including my husband, have asked me about my past. I have always been very coy and played the sweet girl next door card. I have never admitted to being with more than a total of five guys and always add that I regret not being with more women. Yes, it's laughable, but this is what guys want to hear--need to hear.
It's not because I am ashamed, but because society has preconceived ideas about experienced women. Women are not respected for being promiscuous. A polite way of expressing some men's enjoyment of promiscuity is to say that they like the ladies. They are fondly referred to as "a lady's man." There is no equivalent polite expression to describe a woman who is promiscuous. She is often referred to as a slut.
How many women have experienced slut-shaming at some point in their lives? The term "lady" is used as a form of respect that is needed because of the disrespect men often display towards women.
Well, guys, I have news for you. Women are propositioned all the time, not just in bars or online, but also in elevators, offices, trains, grocery stores, and coffee shops. The world is full of male predators. Women have their pick of men, and occasionally they take the bait. Some more often than others. Even if a woman tells you about her past, believe me, she is only revealing the tip of the iceberg.
My girlfriends and I used to laugh hysterically when we told stories about the conversations we had with our boyfriends about our past. We know exactly what you want to hear. I myself always play the innocent, sweet girl next door; the guys lap it up.
One of my good friends in college was very sweet and innocent-looking. She had sex with more men than any other girl I knew. She would have sex with two or three guys a week. We not only talked about it, but I saw it firsthand. Every weekend, she would meet a handful of guys and have sex with them throughout the week. Over the course of four years of college, she went through hundreds of guys. From her appearance, you would never guess she was that promiscuous. After she married and we were reminiscing about old times, she mentioned that she told her husband that she had only slept with four guys before him. I couldn't believe it, but he believed her. She told me that's exactly what he wanted to hear. She was so right.
So you keep asking. You really want to know. How many men, how many times, and how good were they? Were they as big as you, you ask with apprehension? Do I still masturbate while thinking about precious sexual experiences? Who was the best? And finally, how do you stack up against the competition?
So, my friends, in a moment of weakness, I will answer a few of your questions as honestly as possible. Besides, many of you have already read most of my stories anyway. I'm thinking you have a pretty good idea.
So let me explain. First of all, I don't keep a tally or a journal, so I have honestly lost count. You also have to remember that we are talking about a lifetime of adventures. It all started when i was a teen and continues up to the present day, which is close to... Um, well, let us skip that part. Let's just say it's been many, many years.
And let me break it up into before and after my marriage, because there is a big difference.
Like most young people, I partied every weekend, and things were pretty wild. When I was young, guys used and abused me at every turn (read my many stories). I was a sheep among wolves, and they preyed on me. I was young, timid, and naive. Sex was new to me, and I had low self-esteem. I embraced the thought of being wanted and of being accepted. I also did not have the confidence to reject strong-willed men. Yes, I was weak. During these early days, there was a fair bit of casual and random sex. I was disrespected and called many hurtful names. Young men can be very cruel.
In my twenties, I began to have real relationships. During this period, I dated about ten guys, with the occasional slip here and there. So the number of guys was low, but the frequency of sex was much higher, which only makes sense in relationships.
OK, so a number... (Note: I edited this number higher three times already.) I think that pre-married, which covers about ten years, I had sex with about seventy to eighty boys or men. In addition, there were many blow jobs, hand jobs, and fumbles, but at least seventy different cocks parted my labia and entered my vagina before I married. Don't worry, I was on birth control right from the start, and many of them wore condoms! In addition to the eighty or so cocks that made it inside of me, there were probably another thirty or so more hard cocks that I had touched and made cum with my hands and/or mouth, but those don't count as actual sex per Mr. Clinton's guidelines.
So that averages to about eight men a year over those ten years--not really that slutty, is it? Hell, that can be a slow month for some women or men.
Again, there was a lot of alcohol, and I was often drunk and promiscuous. I'm not proud of some of the situations I got myself into, but such is life, and overall, I had fun.
So after I got married, it's a different story. As you might have read in my stories, I lasted six months before slipping into the arms of another man. From there, it was all downhill. After I married, most of my relationships were exclusive affairs. Don was the longest, at around five years. That was the longest stretch of time that I was monogamous (well, excluding infrequent sex with my husband). That relationship ended in heartache and almost cost me my marriage (that's a story for another day).
After that relationship with Don, I vowed to never get emotionally attached again. Relationships were short-to-medium-term flings. There were also numerous short encounters throughout the years.
So, in total, it's safe to say that after marriage, I probably had sex with fewer than thirty men. The affairs resulted in a lot of very enjoyable sex. Being older, the sex was much more erotic and intense. I was much more confident in myself, and I orgasmed much more frequently than when I was younger. Plus, the relationships were strictly about sex--no dating, no drama, no expectations. Just fun and erotic sex, period.
I can't really say which was the best. Most of it was wonderful at the time. If you have read my stories, you know some of the more memorable adventures. I still have many more things to write about.
My favorite kind of sex has always been what I call "virgin boy sex." In my youth, I looked younger than my age, and I attracted a lot of younger guys. Taking a young man's virginity became an obsession for me (maybe a fetish). The thrill of knowing I would be his first and that he would remember me for the rest of his life was an overpowering thought. I always made it special for them, and I will carry those memories to my grave. I have written about some of those adventures.
The most intense erotic sexual encounter I had was with my future brother-in-law. Yes, my husband's older brother. During one of my husband's business trips, we found ourselves alone in the house. After a sexually charged evening, he summoned the courage to pin me up against the wall and give me the most passionate kiss I'd ever experienced. His hand traveled up my dress, and once he saw how wet my panties were, he knew he had me. I grabbed his hand and led him into the bedroom. Our clothes fell off before we even hit the bed. He pushed me on the bed, and, with no foreplay at all, he implanted his large, thick cock deep inside of me. I just gasped as it parted my wet labia and stretched its way deep inside of me. The taboo of fucking my husband's older brother was so fucking erotic for both of us. He pounded me like no other man had before or after. In return, I rode him like a possessed, horny slut. It was pure animal sex.
And then there was a low point in my marriage when I fell so hard for a domineering man that I literally became his sex toy. He push my boundaries every time we met. He was in my head and had me wrapped around his fingers. I can't begin to tell you all the things he made me do. That's a story for another day. As a teaser he took me to sex clubs, arranged swing parties, and even took me away to a cabin with some of his friends. yes things got very wild and crazy, but I somehow survived the relationship and remained married...barely.
And finally, yes, I masturbate to the memories. My brother-in-law's encounter has always been my go-to memory. I find that I masturbate more now when I read the stories I have written.
Oh, I almost forgot. Every guy that has asked me about size has received the same response: "I haven't seen many cocks (my eyelids flutter as I gaze into their eyes), but yours is definitely the biggest and thickest I have ever seen." As ridiculously funny as that is, that's the God-honest truth: I like to make my men happy.
So let me ask you again: What were you told by your significant other? And do you believe her? I can't wait to read your comments.
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It had been a week since Mrs. Kelly had caught her husband and me having sex in their bedroom. So far, there had been no repercussions. Absolutely nothing. The eerie silence was haunting. The entire week, I had been on pins and needles. I couldn't sleep or concentrate on my studies. All kinds of scenarios were swirling in my mind. There was no contact from either of the Kellys. I had no idea what this meant. Was that it? Would I never hear from them again? I should be so lucky. I wish that I had gone out of town for college, away from this shitstorm.
"April, are you going over to the Kellys' tonight?" My mom asked as I walked into the kitchen for a snack. I tried not to let my panic show as I grabbed the yogurt I wanted. The first thought I had was, 'Did she know?'
"No, they didn't need me this week," I lied as I got a spoon.
My mom frowned. "That's weird. I swear you've gone over there almost every Saturday night for the past four months."
I shrugged. "Guess they're staying in this week."
I quickly scrambled to my room before my mom could ask any more questions. I had no idea how I was going to explain that I'd never be babysitting for Kelly's again.
Mrs. Kelly and my mother were close friends. They confined in each other, so I knew the story would eventually come out. Damn! The more I thought about it, the worse it felt. My older sister got kicked out of the house at sixteen. I wonder if her fling with Mr. K had something to do with it. My future looked gloomy. I was terrified of the consequences if my parents found out.
The night Mrs. Kelly walked in on us, I'd run out of there as quickly as I could, sprinting home. I was terrified that Mrs. Kelly was going to come after me. I had these visions of her hunting me down and taking out her pain on me, after all, I did deserve it and more. I expected that Mrs. Kelly would've screamed at me, but she didn't. I couldn't understand why she didn't. Maybe she reserved all her rage for her husband. Or worse yet, she was in shock, and now that she had time to digest everything that she saw, she was working on a revenge plan. Yes, my mind was racing. I even made room under my bed in case I needed a place to hide.
'Not again.' That's what Mrs. Kelly said to Mr. K. that night. Did she somehow know already? Had Mr. K spilled the beans but swore to his wife it was only a one-time thing? I didn't know, and at this point, I didn't want to know. I was embarrassed. I was ashamed. Although I knew that one day we would get caught, I was still not prepared. It nevertheless came as a shock.
===========
A few days later, as I was walking to the bus stop, Mrs. Kelly's car pulled up next to me.
"April," she called, rolling down the window. "Can we talk?"
I nervously glanced at her and started walking even faster. She easily kept up with me in the car.
"It's okay, April," she said softly. "I'm not angry with you. I'd just like to talk. Get in. I'll drive you to school."
I stopped and shot her an anxious look. Her face appeared calm and genuine. Not the raging, revengeful, scorned wife that I was expecting. Was she trying to trick me into getting in the car, only to kill me in a jealous rage?
"Get in," she insisted. "Please don't make me tell your mother."
Damn it. Well, I'd rather be stabbed in the eye than have my parents know, so I reluctantly got into the car.
"Look!" I said. "I'm so, so sorry. I don't even know what to say, except..."
"You don't have to apologize April," she said softly as she drove down the street.
This threw me off completely. "What do you mean?"
"April, you're just out of high school, and my husband is a grown man. All the blame is on him." She calmly said.
"Oh," I said quietly, not sure if I should believe her or not. I hung my head low, but I still kept an eye on her in case she pulled out a gun or knife. Yeah, I had visions of her driving me somewhere deep into the forest and getting rid of my body.
It somehow made me feel worse that she wasn't putting some of the blame on me. I was more than willing to accept my share of the blame.
"This isn't the first time he's done this," Mrs. Kelly said. "You're the fourth babysitter he's had sex with, well, as far as I know."
I'd had this strange, sinking feeling in my stomach. Now I suddenly felt like crying. "What?"
"When our first child was born, we had a full-time nanny," she said. "She was young but older than you, in her mid-twenties. After a few months, I caught them together. He swore it meant nothing, and I believed him." She paused. "Then, a few years later, after our second child was born, I couldn't avoid hiring help again. This time, I got an older woman to watch the girls. It turns out he's not picky about age, either."
I was dumbfounded and unable to respond to any of this.
"And then there was..." she paused mid-sentence as she looked at me.
"My sister?" I blurted out.
"Yes, you know about that mess?" She responded.
"Mr. K let it slip, and I figured it out... I'm so sorry." My head bent down in shame.
"I thought it'd be safe to hire you," Mrs. Kelly continued. "After what happened with your sister, I thought he wouldn't cross that line with you."
"It didn't start until after my eighteenth birthday, if that's any consolation," I said weakly.
"How long after your birthday?" She asked.
I looked away from her. "A month."
She chuckled at my childish comment.
"Why do you stay with him?" I couldn't resist asking.
Mrs. Kelly sighed. "Well, there's the girls," she replied. "He really is a great dad. And despite what he does, I still love him. He says he just can't help himself, but that he still loves me."
Idiot. I was such an idiot. Of course, I didn't mean anything to him. It was exactly what I suspected. I was a young, tight pussy. A convenient fuck. He could get his fix without even having to go out and look for a mistress.
"Are you okay?" Mrs. Kelly asked me gently as she pulled up to the school.
"Yeah," I replied unconvincingly. "It's just...he told me..." I stopped myself before I could say, 'He loved me.'
"He told me I was special," I settled on instead.
Mrs. Kelly gave me a sad look. "I'm sorry, April. But he was just telling you what you wanted to hear."
I nodded, still in complete disbelief.
"The kids miss you," Mrs. Kelly added. "And I understand if you don't want to watch them anymore, but you're still welcome to. It might be tough to explain to your parents why you stopped babysitting. And don't worry about Rick. He understands the affair is over. He won't bother you anymore."
Affair! That's the first time I heard it called what it was. God, I'd been a mistress.
"Um..." I shifted in my seat. "I'm not sure."
"That's fine," Mrs. Kelly replied. "Take some time to think it over."
============
A week later, I was still 'thinking it over.' I'd be insane to go back there, right? I didn't fully trust Mrs. Kelly. She had to hate me, at least a little. Not only had she caught me in bed with her husband, but she caught me fucking him like a dirty whore. I wondered how long she was standing in the doorway watching. Oh gawd, the things I was saying and doing to her husband. I was mortified at what she may have heard and seen.
I was constantly distracted, spending a lot of time alone in my room. My teenage emotions were all over the place. I knew that it was over with Mr.K, but I still had feelings for him. Sure, he used me as his fuck-toy, but I also used him. I enjoyed the way he always treated me with respect and how he made me feel. I loved having sex with him. He made me feel like a woman. I needed to clear my head, so I put my hair in a ponytail and headed out for a run.
For one blissful hour, all I thought about was how to get air into my lungs and how my legs felt like jelly. I was almost back home when I saw him.
Mr. K was next to his open garage door, with a toolbox at his feet and a rag in his hands. He'd been putting a wrench away in the box, but then he suddenly looked up, and our eyes met. I automatically slowed my jog; if I hadn't, I might've tripped. He continued to stare at me as I got closer. I noticed there was only one car in the garage--his. It appeared Mrs. Kelly wasn't home. Taking a deep breath, I continued my slow jog right up his driveway.
"Can we talk?" I asked him slightly out of breath as I yanked off my earphones.
He nodded, then gestured for me to follow him into the garage, away from prying eyes. Inside, I saw his car had the hood popped up. Mr. K's hands were dirty from the tinkering he'd been doing, and his t-shirt was smeared with grease. He was slightly sweaty, like me. I hated that I was still interested in noticing things like his bulging biceps or his pretty brown eyes.
"Your wife talked to me the other day," I began when he neglected to speak.
"Yeah?"
"She says I can still babysit if I want," I replied, staring at my sneakers instead of at him. "She says you understand the affair is over."
"Is it over?" he asked.
I scoffed at him. "Are you serious? Mrs. Kelly has been amazingly kind about this whole thing. You'd really fuck her over again?"
"Ange threatened to divorce me if she caught us again, but I don't want to stop," he said simply. "I love you, April."
Red-hot anger flared up in me. "Don't you dare say that," I hissed at him. "I know... I know about the others."
He put on his best-confused look. "Others?"
"The other babysitters!" I shouted. "Your first nanny! The goddamn old lady! Even my sister! Then me, after you oh-so-patiently waited until I was legal. I'm just one in a long line of women you've screwed."
"Whoa, hold on a minute," Mr. K said, taking a step closer to me. I instinctively backed away but found myself trapped between him and his car, as there wasn't much room in the garage.
"Yes, I've cheated on my wife before," he admitted. "But those women meant nothing to me. The nanny was only twice; the other one was only once, and I already told you about your sister. I swear. I was just a horny guy whose wife wasn't ready to have sex yet after giving birth. None of them came close to what you and I have."
I chewed on my lip as I considered what he said. I knew he was just trying to get inside my head; sadly, I could also feel it working a little.
"It doesn't matter," I said definitively. "This has to end. I can't do this anymore."
"April," he said softly, inching closer towards me. His body now pressed up against mine, hands resting on my hips. He leaned in to kiss me, but I turned my head away. He kissed my cheek lightly. "I love you," he murmured. Another kiss on my forehead. "I love you." Then one more on the other cheek. "I love you."
My heart raced as I struggled to think clearly, but I couldn't. My mind was telling me to run, but my body just froze.
"Stop," I whispered, tears welling up in my eyes. "You don't love me. I'm just a fuck-toy to you."
"That's not true," he replied, his lips nibbling my ear and then moving down my neck. I exhaled and closed my eyes, my body relaxing against him. He just felt so damn good--too good to resist, even though I knew better. I was again falling under his spell.
Sensing my resistance fading away by the second, Mr. K continued to kiss me as he slipped a hand down my leggings. I knew I should stop him, but I didn't. His fingers immediately found my clitoral area, rubbing and slowly circling my clit, tantalizing me.
"Ohh..." I let out a soft moan. Mr. K leaned down and caught my parted lips with his. He kissed me deeply, but more tenderly than usual. It wasn't a hungry kiss. It was a romantic kiss. He was proving a point, and it was working.
While our tongues twisted together, he rubbed me harder, and I could feel my panties getting wet. He felt it too, and he slipped a second finger inside me.
"Ohhhh," I moaned, leaning my head back against the car. Normally by now, Mr. K would be saying filthy things in my ear, but he remained silent as he finger-fucked me. After a few minutes of his fingers plunging into my soaked pussy, Mr. K pressed his hips hard against me, and I felt his large, straining erection. Oh fuck, he was having his way with me again, and I was helpless.
He picked up the pace as he started to gently thrust against me. My mind started to drift. As he was finger-fucking me, I began to think of the day of the barbecue when he had me pressed up against the fridge in my skirt. God, that had been so hot.
I wrapped my arms around him and started to buck my hips upwards against his hand. The increased clitoral stimulation resulted in a strong wave of pleasure washing over me.
"UHHHhhhh," I moaned out quietly, feeling my pussy clench around his thick fingers. Mr. K still pressed tightly against me and removed his hand from my leggings. Without even thinking, I grabbed his hand and put his fingers into my mouth, sucking them clean. Fuck, he really had turned me into a dirty slut, and I couldn't even imagine going back to how things were before.
"Good girl," he whispered as he took his hand back, sending shivers down my spine. He grabbed the waistband of my leggings and tugged the tight material down to my knees. Hands a little shaky, I unbuckled his belt and unzipped his jeans. Mr. K fished out his hard cock and rubbed his head up and down my wet entrance. I kept waiting for him to push inside, but he continued teasing me for an unbearably long time.
"Come on, what are you waiting for? Fuck me," I begged, widening my stance as much as I could with the leggings now around my ankles.
"Do you love me, too, April?" He asked as his cock once again just missed sliding inside me.
"Mr. K, I..."
"Say it, April," he insisted, pushing the head of his cock inside barely an inch before pulling it out again. "Do you love me?"
I sighed, both from the emotion bubbling up inside me and the desperate need I felt as Mr. K continued to tease me.
"Fine," I said. "Yes. I love you. Now are you going to fuck me?"
I realized I loved him when Mrs. Kelly talked to me the other day. I wouldn't have been so upset about the other babysitters if I hadn't loved him.
Mr. K gave me a smile that made my heart flip-flop before finally burying his cock deep inside me.
"OHH, ohh...my gawd..." I cried out as I felt him stretch me in such a wonderful way. I wrapped my arms tightly around him as he drove into me. Mr. K braced himself against the car with his right hand as his left squeezed my breasts through my t-shirt.
"Oh, fuck," Mr. K groaned as he thrust into me, the car creaking as I was repeatedly pushed against it. His cock pumped into me at a slow but steady pace. Mr. K pressed his face into the crook of my neck. It felt strangely intimate. In that moment, I truly felt that he did care about me and that I wasn't just a fuck-toy. It was difficult to know who to believe--him or his wife. One thing I wasn't confused about was my deep desire to fuck Mr. K. After the emotional rollercoaster I had been experiencing, my sexual desire for him was in overdrive.
"Harder...faster...deeper..." I commanded breathlessly, and Mr. K complied, grunting as he started to ram into me. He gripped my hips tightly, and I could feel his entire body straining as he fucked me hard. I reached under his t-shirt so I could feel his rock-hard abs.
Knowing I wanted more, Mr. K grabbed his t-shirt by the hem and pulled it off. Keeping us connected, he slid us down the car until I was pushed up against the back fender. He reached for the car door handle, then maneuvered me inside, gently lowering me into the backseat with my legs raised up in the air. He climbed on top of me, basically folding me in half, my legs off to one side.
Once he had me in position, Mr. K re-entered me and resumed his thrusts, and I had the perfect view of his hairy, muscular chest as he slammed into me.
"God," I moaned as I writhed under him, wishing I could wrap my legs around him, but my leggings restricted my movements. It reminded me of my ex-boyfriend, Aaron, and how we always had sex in the car, but he never came close to fucking me like this. I knew then that no boy my age ever would.
"I'm close, April," Mr. K whispered, lips against my ear. His thrusts were getting more frantic. "I need to know if this is the last time."
I didn't even think before responding.
"No," I panted. "It's not the last time... Don't stop fucking me... faster." I realized I sounded like a cock-hungry slut. What was wrong with me? Why did I allow him to have this power over me?
Mr. K kissed me again before going into overdrive, his cock pounding into me. His cock felt so good inside of me as he coaxed one more orgasm out of me.
"Oh, fuck...yes," I moaned as my vagina clamped around his cock, which sent him to his own climax mere seconds later.
"UHHGGG," he grunted as I felt him erupt inside me. His warm semen was shooting deep inside of me. After a short pause, he continued with slow thrusts until he was completely drained.
We lay there, both breathless and sweatier than we'd been before. He held me tenderly in his arms.
"That was amazing." He whispered into my ear.
"Yeah, but I want more." I selfishly protested. A reached down and played with his soft, wet, slippery cock until it came back to life.
"I want it from behind," I requested.
Mr. K just grunted his approval and scooted out of the back seat. He grabbed my ankles, pulling me half out of the car. He then turned me over so that my feet were on the ground and I was lying face down on the back seat with my ass up in the air. I couldn't wait to be taken, as this was my favorite position.
Mr. K slowly entered me, his cock rock hard once again.
"Ohhh, fuck, that feels so good." I moaned as his cock worked its way deep inside of me. I was wet and full of his semen, so all kinds of slurpy, wet sounds were being emitted with every thrust. He kept withdrawing and then inserting his cock inside of me. He was teasing me and driving me wild at the same time. 
"Don't stop... Fuck, don't pull out... I want you." I begged for him to fuck me good and hard.
The thought of getting caught by his wife briefly crossed my mind, but the adrenalin of having sex in his garage on a Saturday afternoon washed away my concerns.
Mr. K grabbed a hold of my ponytail and used it to leverage his thrusts. 
"Oh fuck...harder...harder...deeper..." I again selfishly cried out. I'm not sure what came over me, but I just went wild. I bucked my ass back as hard as I could into his thrusts. His cock felt wonderful inside of me, and I never wanted it to end.
Mr. K was giving it to me as hard as he could. He let go of my hair and firmly held my hips as he continued to pound away. With each forceful thrust, his cock pushed deeper inside of me. It was starting to get painful, but it felt erotically blissful at the same time.
When he reached down and began tweaking my nipples, I lost it. I could hear a neighbor cutting his lawn out front, so I felt safe letting out a loud shriek as a wild orgasm washed over me. I bucked and squeezed his cock as hard as I could before my body began to quiver. 
Mr. K followed my lead. I felt him tense up and let out a loud primal grunt as he pumped another load inside of me. 
I could feel the warm fluids pour out of me and down my leg as he withdrew his member. A blast of fresh air soothed my aching pussy as I held still and took a minute to recover.
Mr. K pulled up his pants and helped me out of the car. I tugged up my leggings and wrapped my arms around Mr. K. He gave me a warm and loving kiss.
"So," he said. "Are you still going to babysit for us?"
"Yeah," I replied. "I am. But we'll have to be extra careful."
He pulled me against him and kissed the top of my head. "Good girl."
============
I hope you enjoyed the series of stories recalling my adventures with Mr. K. I know many of you were hoping for an encounter between me and Mrs. Kelly. Sorry, but I wanted to keep the story as close to what happened as possible.



I suppose I should provide a follow-up.
So my 'affair' with Mr. K went on for about six months in total. I had fallen hard for him, even though I knew it was very wrong. He had a spell over me, and I found it impossible to pull myself away from him. Even though I was guilt-ridden the entire time, I still submitted to him. I couldn't refuse him.
I suppose he was the first man to treat me well, and he was always kind and complimentary to me, not to mention I loved having sex with him.
Towards the end, I was pretty sure Mrs. Kelly knew the affair was still going on. After she originally found out, we tried to be very discreet and careful, but it was pointless. She was onto us and made it very difficult for Mr. K to have alone time with me.
Due to sheer frustration, Mr. K took me to motels just so we could fuck each other's brains out, but that eventually tapered away.
I was busy with college, dating, and part-time jobs. I stopped babysitting altogether, so the relationship slowly faded away.
Eventually, the Kellys divorced and sold the house. I felt terrible when I heard the news, as I felt I had a big part in the outcome. To ease my guilt, I told myself that Mr. K was a player, and I suppose Mrs. Kelly just had enough.
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This isn't a fictional story. It's something real--something I've carried around for years. I have never shared this story with anyone. Sharing it makes my chest tighten with shame, but I know I'm not alone. I'm sure there are many women out then that have experienced something similar.
Just so you know, I wasn't some wild child chasing sexual adventures. Honestly, trouble just seemed to find me. Some times it felt like I had a slut sign pinned on my back. And this time, wow, it got messier than usual.
So, picture me in my early twenties, I was kid-sized (barely105 pounds), with a tight little body that drew a lot of attention. I was told by guys that I had a nice pair of breasts and an ass to die for. So I used my gifts to my advantage.
Back then alcohol was a big part of my social scene. Parties, dates, even casual hangouts--it was like liquid courage for someone as quiet as me. At my size, one drink flipped a switch. Weekends blurred into late nights, filled with bad decisions. I'd wake up cringing at foggy memories: kissing someone I barely knew, dancing recklessly, saying things I'd never say when sober, and even waking up next to strangers. Still, I brushed it off. Everyone my age did dumb stuff, right?
Looking back now, at the stuff I did--yikes. I wince at how many dumb decisions I stacked up so fast.
Drugs weren't really my thing. I'd seen friends pop pills or pass joints, but I always said no. Until one night when I let my guard down and tried something. It turned out to be the last time I did.
=====
I had recently broken up with a boyfriend and was feeling down and somewhat depressed. My friend Caroline, always the impulsive one, showed up at my door unannounced. "We're crashing a party tonight," she declared, waving a crumpled invitation from some guy she'd met at a coffee shop.
Under normal circumstances, I'd refuse showing up to a stranger's house uninvited. But my self-worth had taken a nosedive, and Caroline insisted this was "therapy." For women, this is a nice way of saying, 'You need a good fuck to forget your ex.' Having no better plans and hoping this would boost my low self-esteem, I agreed.
I quickly changed into something sexy and daring before leaving.
When we got to the party, it was obvious that it was a frat party. It was one of those large old houses that had been converted into a frat house. The music was loud enough to be heard from down the street.
The atmosphere was electric, and quests were drinking and smoking marijuana. We quickly noticed there were many more guys than girls. I estimated the ratio of guys to girls was about three to one, maybe more. Caroline and I were soon inundated with guys and free drinks. As the party went on, the house got more crowded, with people shoulder to shoulder everywhere.
Since we didn't know anyone, Caroline and I decided to play it safe and stick together, you know safety in numbers. But that plan fell apart quite early. Within an hour, as we were both starting to feel the effects of the alcohol, Caroline met a guy and, before I knew it, she had disappeared into the crowd, leaving me on my own to deal with the chaos.
I tried texting her, but my phone didn't have any reception. I was surrounded by a wild pack of frat boys zeroing in on me, and, I was well aware that I was the only girl in a drunk boy-circle. I was caught up in what I can only describe as a whirlwind of risky fun.
The mood in the room was electric, and I could feel the excitement that surrounded me as these boys engulfed me. They were flirtatious, playful, and definitely bold. I was the centre of their attention and I was enjoying myself.
After a couple of more drinks, I started feeling loose and carefree. Being the only female in this circle of boys, it was quite apparent that I was the prey and these guys were like a pack of starved wolves. All of the guys were competing with one another in attempting to flirt with me. I, being flirtatious myself, was enjoying being the focus of all this attention.
Some of the men were definitely cute, and their flirting was flattering.
I'd made up my mind that tonight was about letting loose. No overthinking, no guilt, maybe a few drinks, and if the right person crossed my path, well... why not? Men did it all the time. Why shouldn't I flirt, laugh, or chase a little reckless fun to drown out the ghost of my ex? After all, these were strangers--guys I probably would never lay eyes on again.
My outfit screamed confidence. A silky low-cut top with spaghetti straps, a mini denim skirt short enough to make my legs look endless, and high-heeled wedged shoes to add a swagger to my step. No bra, no apologies. My outfit was meant to be sexy and suggestive.
I felt powerful and sexy, enjoying the attention my revealing outfit provoked. The compliments and appreciative glances did nothing but build my confidence, and I was loving the thrill of it all.
The more guys gawked at me, the harder my nipples became. As I have said many times already, my nipples always betrayed me. I could feel my rigid nipples poking into my skimpy top, and from the looks I was getting, I could tell that everyone else noticed them. It didn't help that the room was crowded and that the boys surrounding me were "accidentally" brushing up against me--or more accurately, touching up against my breasts.
Throughout the bantering and flirting, one of the guys in the group placed a small pill in my hand. I initially declined. I had learned to just stick with alcohol. No way!
But the boys were persistent. They said over and over again, it would give me a great high--the feeling of a lifetime.
"Just try it," they said. "You'll relax." My head felt fuzzy from vodka, and that voice in my gut--the one that whispers stop--drowned in the noise. Feeling careless I caved to the pressure and popped the pill into my mouth on a dare.
It was small, the smallest pill I ever took, a fraction the size of an ordinary pill. 'What harm could it do?' I thought. But a few minutes after I swallowed it, I could feel the pill taking effect. The combination of the pill and the alcohol hit me hard. Maybe it was just what I needed, a reason to throw caution aside and live it up without regret for one night.
Before long, the room was spinning and I had two of the cutest guys at the party supporting me. Steffen was a junior, and Brandon was a freshman. Brandon was shy, and that was just so appealing to me. Keep in mind that during this period of my life, I had a fetish for young, virgin boys, especially the quite shy ones.
Standing there supporting me, one on either side of me, I noticed some groping was part of the deal. With their arms wrapped around my back, their hands extended around my waist, and they were holding me by pushing up my breasts. My breasts were on the verge of popping out of my top and every guy in that circle had their eyes on my cleavage hoping that they would.
The alcohol switch had been flipped and this didn't faze me in the least. I continue to hold onto them tight as I playfully grabbed their asses.
"Oh my, you two have lovely asses." I tease as I playfully squeezed them both.
At last, they plopped me down on a sofa, and the two men sat down on either side of me. I had lost all my inhibitions by now and was living in the moment. I flirted openly, teasing both of them and making it very obvious about what I desired.
Steffen leaned in and gave me a passionate kiss, which I followed up with a wet kiss for Brandon. I was in the excitement of it all. I could feel their hands exploring my body right there on the sofa in front of everyone. I was overwhelmed by the chaos, but showed no resistance.
Steffen slid one of my top straps off my shoulder and began kissing my shoulder. I felt both exposed and aroused as one of my nipples was playing hide and seek for the crowd. My sagging top was barely covering my breasts, and everyone noticed.
I stretched out my long, tanned legs and teasingly draped one of them over Brandon's lap, sitting to my right. He immediately began rubbing my thigh all the way up to my lace panties. The two of them were definitely getting me worked up and hot. I could feel myself getting wet with desire.
The crowd of partygoers had grown around the sofa. Guys were watching me with a hungry gaze in their eyes, probably waiting for one of my breasts to be exposed, if not already. Some even pulled out their phones to record the moment. I felt a rush of adrenaline and, being intoxicated, I was too far gone to care. I was putting on a show for them and I loved it, even though things were starting to get out of hand. The rest of the world beyond that sofa just melted away in that moment.
"Let's get you out of here," Steffen waved.
I agreed, things were getting out of control with all those lustful guys surrounding the sofa.
I recall being pulled up off the couch and led into the centre of the party by my two new friends who were keeping me standing again. I was already extremely unsteady on my oh-so-hot high heels.
As we were fighting through the crowd, my top straps were continually falling off my shoulders. I felt that there wasn't much covering the girls, so I had a hand resting on my chest to hold everything secure.
As we elbowed our way through the crowd, guys were not only brushing up against me, but I could feel their hands on me. At first, I laughed helplessly, caught in the moment. But when the brushing evolved into groping, I began to get a bit concerned. The group of guys seemed to be closing in. I was being shoved back and forth.
Our progress stopped at one point, being diverted by a wall of guys that were reaching out, trying to touch and grab me. I was being shoved back and forth, not being able to walk. There were hands all over me, and I mean all over. I could feel a number of hands under my short skirt, some against my legs, and others kneading my ass. They I felt a hand working its way into my panties. I found myself helpless.
The party atmosphere quickly became terrifying. The partygoers were turning into a mob, and I was the target.
Suddenly, my top was tugged down by an invisible hand in the crowd. My breasts bounced out and became fully exposed. A thunderous roar came from the ocean of guys around me. Multiple hands began grabbing and tugging at my tits. My nipples were being squeezed and pinched. I tried to pull up my top, but all the grasping hands made it impossible. Oh shit, I was in trouble now.
"Get me out of here...now." I yelled to my two friends, who were doing their best to protect me.
"Clear the way...move out of our way!" They yelled as they struggled through the crowd and dragged me with them.
By this time I was able to cover my breasts as I clung to their arms for dear life.
I was aware that I was being lead to a bedroom and that sex was in the cards. I was totally fine with this, actually I was looking forward to getting out of this crowded party and having some delicious sex with one or both of my new hero's. But just the same, I looked around one last time to see if I could locate Caroline but I couldn't see her anywhere.
In an instant of courage, I half-joked, "Are we going to have a threesome?" Which made me feel wild and unencumbered. I was aware the night was trending towards sex, and I really was looking forward to it.
"Maybe," one of them replied.
"Oh wonderful, I love threesomes." I giggled.
I had lost all inhibition, and I knew that I was ready to be taken. Actually, instead of being apprehensive, I was looking forward to it. Damn my ex. I liked and wanted both guys. If my ex didn't want me, there were plenty of good looking men like these two who did.
I was led into a dark bedroom in the back of the house. I recall falling onto a bed and hearing the door close behind me. There was a bright reading lamp attached atop the headboard, casting a spotlight on the bed. The light was blinding and it made it difficult for me to see the rest of the room. I sensed that the show was about to begin.
I was no longer uneasy and felt comfortable with my two companions.
"You two gentlemen are my heroes..." I slurred in a drunken voice.
Steffen, who was older and no doubt experienced, had no qualms about moving in close and lavishing me with attention. His hands were everywhere, and I couldn't help but laugh as he started to undress me. There wasn't a lot to get undressed; I sat on the edge of the bed as he pulled my top over my head. My tits, sore from the mauling they had just received, bounced out.
Steffen pushed me down onto the bed, and I lifted my hips as he pulled off both my panties and skirt. He quickly removed his clothes and rolled on a condom. He wasn't wasting any time.
Steffen quickly joined me on the bed and began kissing me all over, but something was missing. I looked for Brandon and saw him hanging back away from the bed.
"Come and join us." I invited him in as I ran my hand over the bed.
Although I playfully offered him the chance to join us, he appeared shy and nervous, which only made me want him more. I was practically begging for a threesome, I was hungry to experience both of them at once, but he was too reserved to just dive in.
Meanwhile, Steffen was all over me. His hands grasping and yanking on my tender breasts.
Suddenly we heard a noise. Steffen and I both turned our heads towards the bedroom door as it temporarily opened, allowing a beam of light and the loud music to flow into the bedroom. I heard voices as the door slammed shut quickly, returning the room to darkness. I could sense that someone had entered the room and was standing somewhere in the dark looking at us in silence.
My pussy was drenched after all that happened earlier. I just could not wait for Steffen to thrust his cock into me.
Steffen moved in between my legs, kneeling on the bed over me, he wrapped his hand around his cock and placed the tip between my vagina lips. We both moaned when his cock glided smoothly inside me. We soon settled into a furious pace as he hammered into me repeatedly.
"Fuck me," I snarled as I rammed up to greet him, fingers twisting at my clit.
"Come on, fuck me hard." I begged.
"Fuck...fuck...yes." Steffen gritted as he continued to thrust inside me, jamming his rigid cock deep inside me. From experience, I knew from his quickening tempo and hoarse catch of breath that he wouldn't last for long.
"NO, NO... wait... don't cum yet..." I pleaded in desperation as I tried to bring him back. I knew he was going to leave me hanging; and there was nothing I could do about it.
"Ohhh...shitttt..." Steffen groaned; as he gave me a final hard thrust before grunting loudly.
And that was it for Steffen...talk about a let down. He fell back down on top of me.
Fuck!" I cursed in disappointment as his lifeless, condom-clad penis slowly slithered out of me.
He rolled off me allowing me to slowly sit up and regain my composure. My head was still swimming which wasn't helped by the headboard reading light blinding me.
I sat up on the bed naked with my knees up, exposing my wet, just-fucked pussy to the darkened room. As my eyes focused on the darkness I could make out several silhouettes in the back of the room.
"Hey, hand me that condom." I held out my hand. "And don't spill any." I added.
Steffen eased his condom off and gave it to me with a confused look on his face.
I picked up the condom and brought it to my lips and then proceeded to squeeze and suck out every drop of his youthful cum into my mouth, much like the way I consumed freezies when I was a child.
"Hmm, that was good." I grinned as I licked my lips clean.
"Holly shit." Steffen said, his eyes wide in disbelief. I could hear mutterings of approval from others cowering in the shadows.
"You," I called out, nodding toward Brandon, who was modestly standing at the foot of the bed. "I want you to fuck me."
I could not believe those words slipped out of my mouth. Now I knew I was drunk and horny. I was not going to let this night go to waste being frustrated. I came to this party to get over my ex-boyfriend, and I needed, yes I needed someone to fuck me hard. My itch was not yet scratched.
He hesitated, glancing across at his friend Steffen, as if in dread of his protest. I called him with a crooked forefinger, beckoning with a drunken smile that I wanted him.
"Don't worry," I murmured as he approached the bed.
"Take off your clothes...and get over here." I was in control now. The fact that I was a couple of years older than him empowered me. I wondered, was he a virgin... I licked my lips greedily as I had a weakness for young virgin boys.
"Just follow my lead. You OK with that?" I sounded like a sex starve slut.
I began stoking his stiff cock as he lay next to me naked.
"I'm all yours, sweetie." I purred in his ear, to keep it private.
All the while I could hear people talking and making rude comments. I did my best to tune them out and concentrate on my next order of business.
His reluctance reinforced my belief that Brandon was indeed a virgin. Although I adored virgin boys, I knew that the way I was feeling, he probably wouldn't satisfy me. I was burning hot with desire and I needed a man. But just the same I craved Brandon immensely.
"Believe it," I whispered against Brandon lips before I kissed him. "We're going to fuck and these boys are going to watch with envy." I continued.
I rolled over on top of him, "Woo," my head spinning from the pill and the alcohol's effect. I grabbed his hard cock and guided it into my mouth. I was quite eager to suck the young man's cock.
"Oh gawd..." He grunted as I slurped and drooled over his virgin piece of meat.
"Lucky bastard," I heard someone say.
"Yes," a voice responded out of the darkness. "Get on, girl, suck his cock. You can suck on mine when you've done with him."
There were other offers from the darkness to fuck my face and cum on my tits, nasty and obscene overtures about what they wanted to see and what they wanted to do to me.
I was thoroughly enjoying being the centre of attention. I felt so loose and sinful in front of so many boys. I sucked on Brandons dick, really making a spectacle of it by sighing and gasping and having my pursed lips make wet sucking noises when the plum of his cock-head popped out of my mouth.
"Are you ready to fuck me?" I asked in a casual matter. I caught my breath rolling onto my back, with my knees up. Brandon hesitated as he ran his hands up my inner thighs.
"Do you want to, or should I just suck you off?" I offered.
Brandon muttered as his tongue traced over dry lips. "I...I would like to have sex with you," he said in a soft and polite voice.
Oh my gawd, he was so sweet...I wanted him even more now.
I gave him a minute to cool off a bit. I didn't want him to cum too quickly. I spread my legs and began playing with my clit. I knew I was being watched by at least three other men, and possibly more judging from the voices I heard.
"I need a condom." Brandon shouted to Steffen.
"No you don't, I want to feel you inside of me." I moaned, while spreading my labia with my fingers. That line brought a loud reaction from the room. Maybe there were more people in the room than I had realized. At this point I didn't care who was watching, I was focused on Brandon.
To the rooms delight, I continued to rub my clit with the tip of my forefinger and moaned at the erotic situation I had gotten myself into.
"Slide it in," I panted, rolling my hips against the mattress in anticipation. I was desperate to have him inside me; I needed to feel that cock stuffed into my hungry cunt.
Brandon moved between my spread legs, and I leaned down to feed his hard dick into me. I wrapped my fingers around the base of his cock as I guided him through my moist pussy lips.



"Oh, that feels nice." I moaned as I closed my eyes and rotated my hips to engulf his entire member.
Brandon began pumping his cock in and out of me. I reached down and grabbed his ass, urging him to ram harder and deeper.
"That's a boy; give it to me good and hard... I want you to cum inside of me." I encouraged him.
Voices from the dark began egging him on.
"C'mon Brandon, give it to her hard..."; "Give the little slut what she wants." and the comments and cheers continued.
Brandon was fondling my breasts, pulling and teasing my nipples while he was fucking me. I groaned and whimpered in gratitude. When he shifted position, I realized those weren't Brandon's hands that were stroking my breasts; there were hands all over me, touching, rubbing, pinching, etc.
I lay there thinking how erotic this was. Brandons frat brothers were helping him get me off. I was overwhelmed from all the sensations. I was now on the verge of that orgasm that I was so badly chasing.
As into it as I was, I still heard individuals in the background making obscene comments. I couldn't really hear all that they were saying since the party music was muffling their voices. I also knew there were guys with phones out videoing this. I did my best to tune them out and concentrate on getting off. I didn't want to think about where those videos or photos might wind up.
As predicted, Brandon didn't last long. I'd guess, and remember I was worked up and chasing my own climax, so my timing could be wrong, but to my estimate we were at it for no more than a few minutes. I was rubbing my clitoris and thrusting my hips up to meet him, savouring the feel of this young man's cock inside of me.
Suddenly, Brandon arched his back and began to grunt as his whole body stiffened. He pushed deep inside me, with one, two hard thrusts. I felt his cock pulse and twitch inside me.
"He's cumming," a voice screamed.
"Oh you slut... Come for us... Let it all go." A voice yelled as another tweaked and pulled on my nipples.
"Oh fuck..." I gently groaned as I thrashed about the bed. I could feel I was on the edge of an orgasm so I doubled down and persisted in my feverishly manipulation of my slippery clit as Brandon released his load deep inside me.
"Ohhh fuuucckkk..." I yelled in both pleasure and frustration as a mild orgasm washed over me. As much as I was aroused by Brandon and all the helping hands that were on me, I just couldn't get myself to that elusive big orgasm that I was craving.
All of the voices faded into the background as I basked in my orgasm, even though it was a mild one.
Brandon's limp cock slipped out of my pussy when we broke apart, and a stream of semen came with it.
By now, the substances I had consumed were in full effect, and I was in a semi-conscious state of euphoria. I was lying on the bed, completely naked and surrounded by darkness except for that blinding reading light. I was on display. I was vulnerable for anyone who wanted to take me. I suppose this is what it was like to be stoned.
I had accomplished what I came here to do, and now I just needed to sleep it off. I thought I could simply call it a night here, but I was no longer in control. The frat boys had other ideas.
Minutes after Brandon got off the bed, I felt hands groping me, feeling me all over. I just lay there in total submission to what was going to happen next.
Slap, Slap, slap...I felt a cock slapping me in the face as it tried to find its way in-between my lips. I was able to reach out and grab it. I tried in vain to open my eyes to see who it was, but the spotlight blinded me. I willingly accepted his cock into my mouth and began sucking it. I could barely lift my head, so he took hold of the back of my head and began to mouth fuck me.
I suppose my sucking his cock gave others in the room a green light. The next thing I knew, there were other cocks being presented around me, all in some degree of hardness. I released my grip on the one I had been sucking and took hold of another.
Before long, I had more dick than I could manage.
Guys were muttering, laughing at some silent joke one or another had made. I had a cock in my mouth and one in each hand, head bobbing, hands working as others began playing with my tits and fingering me. I was in no shape to fight them off nor did I want to.
One young man ejaculated after a few minutes of fucking my mouth, his cum splattering across my cheeks as he grunted and groaned. Then another one came, semen spraying between my breasts.
The boys were standing around the bed; I could feel their hungry eyes as they pulled on their cocks.
"Move out of the way, guys." I heard a deep voice say as I felt my legs being roughly spread. Someone large got on top of me crushing me with his weight.
"Are we good?" Was all he said to me.
"Yeah, just be...Awe...Oh my gawd," I groaned as I felt his massive cock rip into me. I was wet and well lubricated from Brandon's semen, but his size still stretched me.
"The Dragan...The Dragan." I could hear the boys cheering as this monster penetrated me.
"Uggh..." I groaned as my searing vagina slowly accommodated his girth. This was no boy screwing me now.
He quickly began pounding away like a man on a mission to prove something. He grabbed a pillow and put it under my ass so he could get better leverage. He continued to fuck me hard as he gripped my hips tightly. I knew he was not going to cum quickly like the two boys before him. He was on a mission to prove his reputation.
His vigorous thrusts brought me back into a state of consciousness. My poor pussy was taking a pounding from this man who was living up to his nickname, "The Dragan."
He grunted and groaned as he pumped his fat cock deep inside me. Then he picked me up like a rag doll and flipped me over onto my knees. He pushed my head down into the mattress, gripped my hips firmly, and positioned me in the doggie position. Before I knew it, he was pumping away wildly inside of me.
"Damn, she's got a fine little ass." He said as he slapped my ass so hard I almost jumped off the bed. I managed to grunt, and shake my ass, but that was all the energy I had.
I could not help but suppress my moans as he continued ravaging my tight little vagina. I was thrashing about in pain and pleasure as I felt his cock push deeper and deeper into me. Was this the fuck I had been wanting all along?
The harder he screwed me, the more eagerly the group of boys in the room cheered. He was giving them a lesson on how to properly fuck a woman.
"Ohhhh...fuck yes... don't you dare stop fucking me." I yelled as he slammed into me in my favorite position. I was now matching his rhythm, grinding my ass back into him. I was fucking him as much as much as he was fucking me. My ass gyrated all over his cock.
"Oh my gawd, she's a great fuck...look at that awesome ass." Someone called out. The crowd was enjoying the show we were putting on. The more they cheered the more aroused I got and the harder I fucked the Dragan back.
The Dragan didn't disappoint me or the the crowd. He fucked me hard and long.
I hadn't been screwed like this in a very long time. It was crude, it was violent, it was...fucking amazing. The bed trembled and creaked with each slam of his cock.
Ohhh...my gawd..." I shouted out as an orgasm began to rack my entire body. I could feel my eyes rolling back into the back of my head as he stretched me well past my limits. The louder I screamed, the harder he thrust himself into me.
This was what I had been yearning for the whole night. This was why I had gone to the party in the first place.
"Oh fuck...Oh fuck...Oh fuck..." was all I could muster to say as a massive orgasm enveloped me. I could no longer hold it back. My entire body began to shiver and shake as he continued to screw me like a maniac.
My juices poured out me and I could here that unmistakable sound of his groin slapping against my wet ass as his cock plunged in and out of me. The room cheered and some even began to clap. Apparently I wasn't the only one that was thrilled about his performance.
I was done, I went completely limp as he continued to clench my hips and fuck me.
Then he pulled out and shouted, "I'm going to cum, suck me."
I was exhausted and I suppose I didn't move fast enough for him. The Dragan grabbed me by the hair, spun me around quickly, and roughly shoved his stiff cock into my mouth. This was the first time that I saw his cock, and it was just as massive as it felt inside of me.
I could hardly manage to get half of his cock in my mouth. He grabbed my head with both hands and thrust it onto his rigid cock. I began to cough and sputter as I did my best to satisfy him.
I gripped his balls firmly and squeezed them as hard as I could. His cock began to twitch and spasm in my mouth. He let out one big, loud groan that probably could be heard all through the house as he released his load.
I tried hard to swallow as much as I could. The semen streamed into my mouth and some escaped and dripped onto my chest.
"She's a swallower...wow, she's my dream girl." Someone shouted as others laughed and continued to make crude comments.
The room of boys cheered and congratulated him for a job well done.
I fell onto the bed, totally exhausted and stoned. I had definitely met my match with the Dragan. I was done!
When the Dragan finished with me, the room started to empty out. The music had stopped, and everything became quiet. Someone even turned off that blasted light over the bed. I soon blacked out.
I was awakened in the middle of the night by someone spooning me from behind. I was drifting in and out of a deep sleep and the room was pitch black. I had no idea who it was, nor did I care. Was he even real or was this a dream? Whoever it was remained silent as to not reveal his identity.
I vaguely recall a hand across my breasts caressing them softly as his cock pushed behind me, looking for my vagina.
I managed to grunt and mumble something, but that was all the energy I had.
I felt him slip inside of me, and he began fucking me. To be honest, I must have passed out because I don't remember him finishing or leaving the room.
I didn't remember many details as my mind was cloudy, but I'm pretty sure I was taken a couple more times throughout the night. I was in a deep sleep, and under the cover of darkness, guys were taking turns coming into the room to have sex with me. I have no idea how many guys fucked me that night. I'm pretty sure it was more than six.
 At some point in the night, I felt someone big pick me up and carry me out of the bedroom. I was dropped on the living room couch naked and cold. Honestly a blanket and a pillow would have been nice. Was I being discarded like a piece of trash? It all felt very surreal.
Sometime later, I was woken again by someone screwing me doggy style. I was over the arm of the couch with my rear end in the air. Now, I had no will or strength to fight back. What little strength I had, I applied to push my ass back towards his. Whoever he was, he never once spoke a word, he just grunted and groaned and deposited his seed in me.
Then I could hear him go into one of the bedrooms and close the door. It was most likely still early morning as pale light was seeping through the window. I was able to somehow muster up the strength to pull myself back onto the couch and sunk once more into a numbing sleep, spent from the night before.
And when I did indeed awaken several hours afterwards, I was on my stomach. When I did actually look up, I saw some of the guys just hanging out in the room, eating and talking about things like this was the most normal thing for there to be a naked girl lying in their living room.
I did not know what to do and so I faked sleeping a bit longer. My foggy mind struggled to remember the events of that night. My body ached and I had a throbbing headache. I was dirty, exposed, and totally humiliated.
As I spied around the room for my clothes I noticed the clock on the wall read 1:15 pm...yikes. Of course my clothes were nowhere in sight, a cruel reminder of the past nights events.
With no other option I gathered my courage and slowly sat up, trying to regain some composure while still naked and tipsy. I had no choice but to navigate the room in this vulnerable state, desperately searching for my clothes. The guys paused their conversations, their eyes on me with a mix of surprise and amusement as I staggered around, feeling completely humiliated.
To make matters worse, one of them pulled out his phone and started taking pictures. I eventually found my skirt and top but not my panties. They were most likely swiped by some young boy for his collection. As much as I looked, I couldn't find my shoes until one of the boys pointed them out to me. I think they were getting a kick from watching me wander around naked.
I gather up my clothes in a hurry, my heart racing. I was very aware that camera's were pointed at me. I ran into the bathroom naked as I clung onto my clothes.
"Holly shit!" Was all I could say when I saw my reflection in the mirror. I had never looked so disgusting. There was caked on semen everywhere, and I do mean everywhere. It looked like I was showered in semen, it was that bad. Not only that but I felt semen seeping out of me. I smelted of cum. I hurt all over. The reality of what occurred began to sink in. I felt remorse sweep over me. I couldn't go home in this state so I took a quick shower.
Having cleaned up as best I could, I got dressed and quickly made my way to the door hoping to avoid the boys.
"Hey April, we have parties on the first Saturday of every month, you're welcome back anytime." One of the boys yelled out at me as his buddies laughed.
I just turned to look at them thinking 'Oh fuck, they know my name.' I quickly left without saying a word.
This was a new low for me.
Caroline had returned home after spending the night with her new friend, but I decided to keep my experience to myself. The shame was too much to bear, so I concocted a story about meeting a guy and spending the night with him to cover the truth.
Throughout the subsequent days and weeks, fragments and pieces of that evening began to resurface.
As bazaar as this may sound, I have fantasied about that night many times. I have used the memory to masturbate countless times. The following month I even contemplated returning to that frat house for the next party. I know that sounds crazy, but even now the thought of all those boys lusting over me gets me aroused every time.
So just for fun, what do you think, did I returned for another party...leave me a comment and maybe I will tally up the results. Be respectful.
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What happens in Florida stays in Florida. Well, at least that is what my husband hoped for. But his niece Nicole certainly didn't, and neither did I.
A quick recap of Part One of the story. Nicole, our wild 18-year-old niece on my husband's side, got kicked out of the house by my husband's brother. She appeared at our door one day with bags in hand and no place to go. Of course we accepted her with open arms and gave her a place to stay until she could sort out her life. As it happened, we had a place in Florida booked for our annual March vacation, so we decided it was best to bring Nicole along with us rather than leave her to her own vices at home. She was a wild child after all. One thing led to another, and many lines were crossed during that memorable vacation. Read Part One for the juicy details.
-----------
We had spent the vacation in Florida fucking like rabbits. Nicole had flaunted her body in front of us both, and neither of us could resist. I helped my husband overcome his reticence that first time in the hot tub, releasing his cock so Nicole could feel for herself how much he truly needed to be inside her. She had the confidence and body of a beautiful young woman but also the wiles and guile of someone experienced too.
Those days in Florida were a magical time. It had been a long time since I had tasted such a young sweet pussy as hers, or had such sweet soft lips sucking my clit to orgasm. And to watch her so diligently take care of my pussy whilst she was herself fucked from behind by my husband was enough to get me off all on its own!
It was clear that my husband, although initially very reluctant, was incredibly turned on, not just by the idea of fucking such a young, beautiful woman (he's only human after all), but also one who should, by all rights, have been off limits. The energy and vigour with which he fucked, not just her but me too, during that vacation was proof enough of that. And I, for one, wanted more of it.
When we got back home and slipped back into the usual life routines, I quickly became nostalgic for the time we had away. With my husband back at work, I found it impossible to resist Nicole, and she felt the same urges as me. It wasn't long before we were having sex two or three times a day. By the time my husband returned from work, I was exhausted. Nicole, being only 18, had the energy to go all day and night...yikes.
Although our daytime romps were exhilarating, I wanted more. I wanted to experience that same type of animal sex we had with my husband on our vacation. My husband had not fucked me like that since we first started dating.
Nicole was all for it, but we both knew we had to approach my husband carefully, as he was still regretful about his interactions with his blood relative. We would have to slowly seduce him.
I started that night, while stroking my husband to get him in the mood for a goodnight fuck, I asked him about having fun with Nicole once more, but he flatly refused, saying,
"Absolutely not! That was just a drunken holiday mistake, and it will never happen again."
But the way his cock twitched in my hand when I mentioned it told me that deep down the idea still really turned him on.
And it did for me too.
Nicole was still parading around the house with barely any clothes on; she was still touching / brushing up against her uncle 'inappropriately.' When watching TV with us on the sofa, she would sit sideways and plop her feet on my husband's lap. At first he tried very hard not to touch her long, endless legs, but after a while he began to rub her feet and her legs at her encouragement.
Nicole and I both noticed the bulge in his pants as Nicole, the little vixen that she was, purposely rubbed his groin with her feet. My husband was getting very uncomfortable as he could not control his hard on.
When my husband moved to the chair to restrain himself, I found myself rubbing Nicole's feet. As my hands moved up her spectacular legs, I could see my husband watching us and not the TV.
I knew eventually he would give in to his desires. Whenever Nicole raised his blood pressure by flaunting her assets, he looked on like a lovelorn teenager. I would stroke his cock through his pants to check how hard he was and continue to encourage him. I could tell his resistance was breaking down.
The presence of Nicole in our house had a positive effect on both my husband's and my libidos. My husband was in a constant state of arousal, and we were having sex much more frequently than before her arrival. I began referring to Nicole as the "Sex Kitten" to get a rise out of him. The name definitely suited her.
Another tactic that I tried was to have sex with my husband only when Nicole was in the house and could hear us. Sometimes I would leave our bedroom door open hoping it would encourage her to drop in and join us. My husband was wise to this, though, and tried to avoid it, but I was clever enough to keep his attention on me.
One evening when Nicole was out, I seduced my husband in the kitchen, which wasn't hard to do considering the effect our little sex kitten had on him. I knew full well that Nicole had just run to the local shop and she would be home momentarily. I yanked down my husband's pants, dropped to my knees, and began giving him a nice, slow blowjob.
"Let's go to the bedroom." He requested it as he tried to pull me up. But I was relentless and continued to suck on his swollen member.
Just like clockwork, Nicole came walking in, catching me on my knees giving him head. As she walked through the kitchen in her mini cutoff shorts, she didn't even flinch.
"Oops, sorry Uncle, I didn't know you were in her..." was all she said with an evil grin.
As I turned my head, his cock still in my mouth, I saw her wink at me as she paused to take in the sight and grab a drink out of the refrigerator. My husband's cock immediately twitched as he pulled my head deeper onto his cock. He lost all control and shot his load into my mouth.
"Bravo!" Nicole said as she casually walked out of the kitchen, as my husband stared at her tiny, firm ass and long legs.
I knew then despite his reluctance he was ready for the next step. And so was Nicole.
Nicole and I hatched the plan between us. It is surprising how creative women can get when they're having fun and determined to get what they want.
It was Sunday morning, and my husband had just left; he was out with friends for the morning; I think he said golfing. I wasn't really listening, as he'd left me feeling a little scrambled, my mind blissfully out, and my body warm and still quivering in bed.
He had left me after having taken me by surprise as I was contemplating what my plans for a lazy Sunday should be. My husband must have been reading my mind, because no sooner had my line of thought begun that I felt him spoon against me, with an already hard cock knocking at my door requesting access.
Sometimes I liked to feign disinterest, hoping that he would claim me forcefully, and today was such a time. I rolled forward onto my front, denying him access to the hole he needed. His response, as predicted, was to roll himself on top of me, to use his legs to force mine apart, and to pull my hair back to hold me still and keep me vulnerable to his will. He then proceeded to fuck me, forcing his way into my dripping wet pussy while whispering into my ear how his cock was to always be obeyed; his cock was my command. I loved when he took me like this, and I would struggle against him just enough so that he had to fight to win the reward. As his cum filled my pussy, he would warn me never to try to deny him again, at which point my body would give way and collapse into the inevitable orgasm.
It was in this state that Nicole found me not long after. She knocked on the bedroom door but then walked straight in, not waiting for a reply. I was still lying naked, face down on the bed, the bedcovers lost to the floor in the struggle.
Nicole, never one to waste an opportunity, was quickly on my back in nothing but her nightie, and she cuddled me tight while slowly nuzzling into my neck and grinding into my ass.
"Oh, he fucked you good this morning, didn't he, Aunty? When is he going to fuck me like that again?" She asked.
"Oh I don't think you have to wait much longer, Dear. His resistance is breaking down...I can tell by the way he looks at you." I reassured her.
As she worked her way down my body, planting kisses, she pleaded with me to help her. As her mouth reached my still hot and inflamed pussy, his cum still dripping from me, Nicole started to lap at all the juices she could find, and I slipped into my second orgasm of the morning.
It was afterward, while lying in each other's arms, that together we hatched our plan. I knew my husbands routines. Every Sunday he would return home from golfing at around 1 pm and do some yard work before resting on the couch with a beer.
Today was the day he would finally break.
I left the house just before his return leaving Nicole to work on my husband without any risk of distractions. It is easier to give in to a taboo act if you think no one else is watching, I guess.
According to Nicole our plan worked like a dream. Our little Sex Kitten filled me on all the juicy details the next day.
Right after I left the house Nicole changed into her tiny bikini and went sunbathing on the back deck. When my husband returned home he found her laying on a lounger topless.
"Umm, hi Nicole, I'm back." he addressed her in a shaky voice as he took in her perfect little body, careful not to get too close.
"Oh, hi Uncle, hope you don't mind me soaking up some rays." She responded.
"Umm, sure no problem...I was just going to cut the grass." He said as he went to the shed to take out the mower.
As he cut the grass he kept sneaking glances at her, unaware that she knew exactly what he was doing. I'm sure our little vixen was having fun.
Before he finished cutting the lawn Nicole got up, still topless, and went into the house.
Nicole had decided to take a quick shower and to purposely leave her bikini panties on the bathroom floor for my husband to find. We both knew that no man could resist the scent of young pussy on cotton. That would be enough to get him in the mood.
Nicole waited in her room until the sound of the lawn mower had stopped and he returned into the house. Just like she anticipated she heard him entering the bathroom to wash up, and hopefully finding her bottoms.
Nicole was now laying on her bed naked with the door wide open playing with her vibrator. My husband had no choice but to walk past her room. When he heard Nicole working away at her pussy with her wand, he would know that there was to be no respite.
However, rather than enter her room he went straight into the living room and slumped on the sofa to watch tv. Nicole was flabbergasted, as she was not accustomed to being rejected.
My husband was showing much more restraint than we both anticipated. But Nicole, rather than give up went in for the kill. She was determined not to fail.
She walked into the kitchen naked to grab a cold beer and entered the living room. She knew her uncle's eyes were fixed on her and not the TV screen as he pretended. Walking behind the sofa, she reached over and handed him the beer.
"You look hot and exhausted Uncle..." she purred as she handed him the beer.
"Ummm, you should really get dressed, I wouldn't want April to catch us like this." He said in a firm voice.
"No worries, I'm just going to help you relax after the busy day you've had." As she started to message my husband's shoulders.
As she leaned over, massaging his shoulders, upper arms, and pecs, her tiny but firm boobs kept rubbing on the back of his head. He knew exactly what she was up to, but he thought he could just enjoy this and stop it if it went any further.
But Nicole knew better. She hurdled over the back of the sofa as only an 18-year-old could, and slid to her knees on the floor between his legs. He was wearing shorts so she started to massage his calf muscles and then his thighs. Nicole knew her plan was working as his cock was tenting in his pants not far from where her hands were now working.
"Uncle, may I have just one quick suck, please, just to remind me of the fun we had on our holiday, and then I promise to leave you in peace?"
He knew it was a trap, but he knew he was powerless now. His cock was hard, and he was desperate to fuck his hot niece.
"I'll let you fuck me in the ass if you do. I've never been fucked there before, but I trust you to be my first."
Nicole was pulling out all the stops. She was already unzipping his pants and reaching inside to release his cock as the words left her lips. Taking his now rock-hard dick into her mouth, Nicole knew she had won, and my husband knew his fate was sealed. He might as well surrender now and give in to the pleasure awaiting him this day.
And boy, did he ever!
Nicole told me the whole story. After he had cum in her mouth, he lifted her over the back of the sofa and licked out her pussy and asshole until she was almost delirious. And then when he was ready once more, he fucked her like that, bent over the sofa, unable to move, her hands held behind her back by my husband.
He was taking charge now and making sure he took everything he wanted and had been missing out on. He did remember he was her uncle though and took care when using her ass for the first time in her life, using lots of lube and pushing in slowly. But once she was open wide enough, he fucked her asshole hard, over and over, spanking her ass at the same time so she knew although this was making her cum, it was still a punishment for being so brazen in seducing her uncle.
When he finally came, he emptied what felt like buckets of hot cum into her ass, Nicole told me. As she was allowed to sit upright, she could barely walk; her legs were so shaky, and the cum began to drip down her thighs to the floor. She headed off to the shower, loving the wild side of her uncle that she had unleashed.
My husband followed the trail of cum droplets that Nicole left on her way to the bathroom. He wasn't done with her yet. He removed his clothes and joined Nicole in the shower. He was tender this time though, taking time to gently wash her body with soap, kissing her passionately as he did so, making sure she was thoroughly clean and refreshed. Nicole returned the compliment, taking the soap and helping soothe her uncle's aches and pains from working in the garden and the equally hard labour he had just done in the living room.
Her ass felt thoroughly used and sore, but she loved the sensation that it had given her. And she loved this new side of her uncle she had just experienced. But her pussy was also telling her that it wanted to experience this kind of passionate fucking too.
It didn't take long, however, before my husband had Nicole leaning forward against the shower wall, sticking her bum into his crotch so he could rub himself hard between her cheeks and then, when ready, pushing his cock deep inside her pussy.
Although still a young, tight pussy, on this occasion it offered no resistance, so aroused, wet, and wide open my husband's lustfulness had made her. This was now animal instinct taking over as he fucked her roughly from behind, squashing her against the cold tiles of the bathroom wall. He held her hips tight in his large, burly, and rough hands and used them to pull her ass back onto his dick as he thrust forward deep inside her.
Nicole was screaming with a mixture of pain and delight at this point, she tells me, as one climax after another surged through her body. When my husband finally achieved his third climax in an afternoon, Nicole swears she could feel his cockhead forcing its way into her womb. He was so deep inside her when he grunted and delivered his load directly to the destination.
This sensation sent Nicole over the edge once more, losing count how many that had been now, wondering whether her uncle's seed would impregnate her, even though she was on birth control.
It wasn't long after this that I arrived home to find them both exhausted, naked, and lying in bed fast asleep. Nicole had dried cum on her face and in her hair; my husband was lying on his back, beached, with a very satisfied look on his face.
I was so happy for them both but also a little envious and incredibly turned on. I wasn't about to let them sleep without letting me join the fun; after all, I was the one who had engineered this whole scenario for them.
Taking my clothes off and climbing into the bed with them, I started by kneeling over Nicole's face. I loved the idea of her waking and the first thing she sees is my already wet and dripping pussy waiting for her. And knowing her cum-covered face would be getting my juices to join my husband's too.
As she stirred from the movements of me straddling her, she quickly realized the situation she was in and started to lick my pussy without hesitation. It wasn't long before my husband was stirred from his slumbers, and he began fucking me from behind as Nicole continued to lick and suck on my clit.
Over the next few weeks we had some of the best and messiest sex I have had in a long time. This was clearly our new life for a while, and we were all just going to have to get with the program, not least my husband, who was now fully on board.
Nicole truly was our little Sex Kitten.
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LA Here I Come
If you've already read Chapter One of 'Sex Vacation with the Boss,' you'll know that it wasn't long after I'd started my first office job that the man who'd hired me, a slightly older member of the staff, invited me to join him for a weekend in Florida.
Mr. Wilson, or Ben, as he insisted I address him when we were alone together, gave me so many orgasms over that weekend that I lost count. He was especially good at oral, and I liked how he licked and fingered my waxed pussy until I ejaculated so many times.
When we got back from Florida, Mr. Wilson seemed cold towards me. He wasn't rude or anything, but it was apparent that he didn't want the office to know that there was anything going on between us. I recognized that he had a lot to lose being a senior executive.
One afternoon, about four months after Florida, Mr. Wilson asked me into his office and close the door behind me. I was anxious, but he told me to sit down, and at once he said,
"April, I have to go to LA on business in two weeks. I am meeting with two big potential clients who I would like to sign big contracts with. I'm leaving Monday until Friday, and have meetings on Tuesday and Thursday. The other days will be free time. I'd like you to bring you along, if you're fine with that."
"Umm, sure..." Not sure what to say. I just sat there in a daze, my mouth half open in shock. Mr. Wilson grinned at my response.
"Everything will be on company expenses. I'll make all the travel arrangements, so no one in the office will know that you're coming with me. Book a week away for vacation," he added, "I'll make sure it doesn't come off your annual allowance."
Back at my work station, I was in shock for a few minutes. I couldn't believe what just happened. Was I really going to Los Angeles with Mr. Wilson for five days! It was always a dream of mine to visit LA, and now I was going.
My mind recurred to those nights in Florida when Mr. Wilson licked and screwed me all weekend. How I yearned to be with him again.
I did not have to go ask my friend Jenny this time. I knew what I was doing, or at least I thought that I did. But I was so pumped up that I just wanted to go tell Jenny about it, maybe get her a little envious.
I met her that evening at a wine bar, and I told her everything about my encounter with Mr. Wilson. How he invited me to LA for business meetings with high-end clients. She listened and sipped on her drink.
"Why do you think he's taking the office cub on this special trip, April?" she asked. "If he just wanted to screw your brains out, he can take you to a hotel downtown."
"Umm, what do you mean?" I asked.
"Only that you really don't have any business or negotiation abilities, do you?" Jenny clearly stated the obvious.
"No," I admitted reluctantly.
"But you're young and slender...and quite lovely." She teased. "And he did instruct you to bring a party dress for the evenings."
I blushed as I saw what Jenny was getting at. "You think he's bringing me along as eye candy? As a sex object to charm the clients?"
Jenny laughed. "Sounds like this, could turn out to be quite an interesting trip."
The next day Jenny and I went shopping. I bought a sleek black business suit that looked professional but sexy. I came with a pencil skirt that came to my knees. I also purchased two silk blouses (white and blue) for each meeting. I also bought an evening red cocktail dress that Jenny informed me was so tight and sexy it was almost illegal! If Mr. Wilson wants eye candy, I thought; that's what he's going to get.
The first exciting thing was traveling to Los Angeles. It was my second time flying, and this time we flew business class! The seats were huge and reclined so you could lie down and sleep! The cabin crew woman came and brought us blankets, and then they dimmed the cabin lights because it was an early morning flight. I reclined back next to Mr. Wilson and let out a happy sigh.
During the flight I felt Mr. Wilson's hand creep under my blanket and land on my crotch. He wasn't looking at me, but he was massaging my mound. I had gotten a Brazilian wax yesterday, so I was extremely sensitive and zinging. I started hyperventilating as his fingers penetrated deeper, and I had a tiny but intense orgasm. Mr. Wilson just smiled when he took his hand away. I fell asleep for most of the flight and woke up as the plane was descending into LA.
Mr. Wilson had booked a room at a five-star hotel that was only a block from the Santa Monica boardwalk. The room came with a balcony and a ginormous king bed. I suppose thats one of the perks of being a senior corporate executive.
We tidied up and settled into our room before going for a late lunch. Afterwards we walked along the pier and watched the street performers. Our first business meeting was on Tuesday.
Later in the afternoon, we went back to the hotel room to rest. As we entered the room, Mr. Wilson caught me and kissed me with great passion. Our tongues were fighting while I lowered my hand onto his groin and rubbed it over his pants.
Mr. Wilson unzipped my summer dress and let it drop to the floor. He began kissing my shoulders and neck, which felt marvellous and arousing. He began massaging my breasts over the thin bra that I was wearing. My hands surprised him as I unzipped his trousers and pulled them down along his shorts. I knelt down and put his big penis into my mouth. I started sucking and licking his cock. As I moved my hand up and down his cock he grunted and squirmed. I think Mr. Wilson was sexually pent-up because he started orgasming quite quickly. He tightly held the back of my head and fucked my mouth with his cock as he came down my throat in four or five massive spurts. As usual, I did my best to swallow and lick him clean afterwards.
"Lovely, April." Mr. Wilson was always grateful for anything I had done for him and he stroked my face lovingly.
I looked up at him, still tasting the remains of his load on my face, and smiled as our eyes met.
'Lick me now, please, Ben.' I pleaded, using his proper name for the first time.
He helped me up off the floor and pushed me onto the bed. He gently pulled down my panties before beginning to kiss and lick my toes sensually. His mouth teased its way up my calves and thighs. I found myself so wet and aroused that I thought I was going to cum before he even touched my pussy.
When his tongue moved over my labia, I groaned in submission. It had been four months since he last gave me oral sex in Florida, and I had been counting down the minutes to this moment ever since. Mr. Wilson's oral abilities were amazing. It was just as good as I remembered, as he worked me with his mouth and tongue, licking my juices away and tonguing my clitoris, soft to begin with, then harder and more wildly.
Just like Mr. Wilson, I also had a great deal of sexual pressure built-up inside me. It had been far too long since we made love. All the touching aboard the airplane had me sexually charged up and primed to go. I was sure that it would not be long before I exploded in ecstasy.
When Mr. Wilson worked my swollen clit, I could feel a giant orgasm building. It was similar to being on a platform and a runaway train was approaching, and there was nothing in the least that I could do to stop it from passing as it hurtled by. I squirmed and contorted under Mr. Wilson's tongue as a monolith orgasm tore through me.
"OHHH my GAWD... Don't stop..." I screamed as the train arrived. I could feel my entire body shaking as I arched my hips and pulled his head down onto my clit at the same time. Mr. Wilson continued to lick and suck on my clit while fingering me.
I thrashed about, my lungs gasping for oxygen. My eyes rolled up in my head. I was in heaven, and all I could think was that it was just the first day of a week of enjoyment. I fell onto the bed exhausted.
"Guess you liked it," chuckled Mr. Wilson, my juices spread on his lower face.
Ohhh god, I needed that... I've been waiting for that since Florida," I confessed.
I rolled onto my side, and we cuddled as our bodies recovered. I loved being held by Mr. Wilson; it felt the same as when my father hugged me in his arms when I was a child. It felt warm, affectionate, and safe.
I teased a glance at the alarm clock, wondering about Mr. Wilson's recovery rate. This was something I chatted and joked with my girlfriends on girls night. We loved to share our experiences in jest.
I touched his coarse chest hairs with my fingers. There is something that has always been ridiculously appealing to me regarding a grown man's chest hairs. My fingers edged slowly southward until I discovered his flaccid penis. I went on stroking my fingers up and down his shaft, side-stepping down to his balls, with a fine rub. I kept looking at the clock.
In no time at all, Mr. Wilson's cock was twitching. It was reviving after approximately 30 minutes. I noted this to myself and grinned as I stroked him back to his full size. Not bad at all for a middle-aged man.
Once he was fully erect, I licked him quickly for lubrication, and I mounted him. It had been months since Mr. Wilson's cock had been inside of me and I was really anticipating this since then.
"Ahh, that feels sooo good..." I breathed as I eased myself onto his cock, feeling him penetrate deep inside of me. It felt just as good as I had recalled. I then began to get busy riding him, jacking his cock as I bounced and rode my little ass up and down on his beautiful cock.
Mr. Wilson sucked my nipples while I leaned forward to rub my firm breasts against his face. We fucked until we both ejaculated.
Following a quick shower, we dined at the hotel restaurant and took a stroll. We returned to the room early since we both were jet-lagged and also tired from the sex we had earlier in the afternoon. Mr. Wilson made love to me once again before we fell asleep, but this time he was slow and gentle. I loved the way he held me in his arms as I fell asleep.
The next morning at breakfast, I asked Mr. Wilson what he would like me to do at the meeting. This was my first client meeting, and I was a novice at everything. I was anxious. What if the client asked me a question that I couldn't answer? I didn't want to seem like some bimbo.
"Just be yourself and you'll do just fine." He encouraged me.
"Should I take notes?" I asked.
"You can if you want to," he replied, but not like he was interested if I did or didn't.
The meeting was at eleven, and it was with a gentleman named Kevin. He was the typical Californian; slender, blonde, bronzed, laid-back, and fairly good-looking for a middle-aged guy. He was well dressed and looked clean and crisp.
I wore my new professional outfit, and I noticed him checking out my physique when we were introduced to each other. He had smooth hands, and he held mine for a moment too long when we shook hands.
I did take some notes during the meeting, though for most of the time I had no idea what I was writing down; I smiled and nodded while Mr. Wilson and Kevin negotiated the terms of the deal.
Over lunch, Mr. Wilson excused himself to call the office, leaving me alone with Kevin. Luck for me, he didn't talk about business as he asked me questions about myself. He was friendly and seemed like he wanted to hear my story. Throughout our conversation, he repetitively touched and complimented me. He placed his hand on my arm and complimented me on how smart I looked in my suit. But it wasn't creepy; instead, it made me feel good deep inside.
I couldn't help but recall what my friend Jenny had said about me being eye candy. Jenny turned out to be correct as usual.
The moment Mr. Wilson returned to the table, business resumed. With no contribution to make, I began fantasizing... I wondered about what Kevin looked like naked. Did he like tongue-kissing a girl's pussy? Was I showing too much cleavage, too much leg? Was he married? I didn't see a wedding ring on his finger. Yeah, my mind was racing.
By four o'clock most of the terms of the agreement were worked out. There appeared to be a couple of points Kevin didn't go along with, the main one being cost. He required some time to ponder. Mr. Wilson suggested we adjourn for the day and reconvene the next day (Wednesday) to iron out the issues and hopefully sign on the dotted line. Dinner reservations for the three of us were arranged later that evening.
Walking back to our hotel with Mr. Wilson, we discussed the meeting. I had learned a great deal just sitting there listening. Remember I was fresh out of college, and the corporate world was a great unknown to me, so this was a valuable learning experience for me.
I could tell Mr. Wilson was concerned.
"You see, April, from years of experience, the thing that I have come to realize is that the deal is not sealed until the client actually signs." He paused seriously.
"I'm sure he'll think it over tonight and sign tomorrow." I tried to be positive.
I realized that these contracts were hugely important to the firm and that there was a great amount of pressure on Mr. Wilson to secure them. Not only that, but he went out on a limb in bringing me along at countless extra cost.
In the hotel, we showered and got ready for dinner. Mr. Wilson checked his e-mail, and I did my hair and makeup. No fooling around; Mr. Wilson seemed anxious.
I slipped into my new red dress and high heeled shoes. Mr. Wilson stared at me as I twirled in front of him. It was a tight, low plunging neckline dress. Too low and tight to wear a bra underneath it. A little short as well, which emphasized my long, lean legs. A stylish set of high heels accentuated my tiny ass. I had to change into a thong as the tight dress was showing my pantie lines.
"Is this okay?" I asked nervously. "It's not too slutty is it?"
"Wow...not at all, April," Mr. Wilson replied. "You look striking."
Dinner was at a fancy seafood restaurant right at the end of the pier overlooking the Pacific Ocean. I sat in between both men, and I immediately became the focus of their attention.
I pinched myself; was I truly in LA having dinner on the water with two attractive men? I always had a liking for older men, and this only added to my attraction to them.
We had a great meal, and the wine never stopped flowing. I kept my drinking in check as best I could. I had to keep reminding myself that it was business and that I needed to conduct myself in a professional manner. No flirting, no sex jokes, etc. But still, my glass kept getting refilled, and I could feel myself slowly getting drunk.
While we were waiting for our desserts, I felt Kevin's hand on my leg. I stiffened immediately. My brain began racing. Oh crap, what should I do? I could subtly nudge his hand away, but then I would run the risk of offending Kevin. What if my rejection costs us this deal? What would Mr. Wilson say? I decided it was best if I just ignored his touching and carry on like nothing was happening.
I wasn't wearing pantyhose or stockings, so I could feel the heat of Kevin's hand on my thigh. After a few minutes, his hand started stroking my leg. The dinner conversation continued but it was obvious I was flustered. His fingers started creeping towards the soft flesh of my inner thigh. I was focused on his touch and I was losing track of what was being said. Oh shit. I was doing my best to hide my arousal, but I felt small shivers of electricity running through me. I so badly wanted to throw my head back and moan, but I somehow managed to hold it in.
I could feel my nipples stiffen and make themselves visible through my tight, thin dress. Of course the men didn't fail to notice. Damn, my panties were getting damp, and I hoped that Kevin's hand wouldn't discover my wetness as his fingers were now brushing the edges of my panties.
Fortunately, Kevin withdrew his hand as the meal ended.
With Kevin's suggestion, we consented to visit one of the clubs nearby. It was exciting to have two handsome older men walking me around, but I wondered what all of this was leading to.
I knew Kevin was interested, that was quite apparent from how he rubbed my leg in the restaurant. I just didn't know what Mr. Wilson expected of me. What was I to do? Was my dress too revealing? Was I sending Kevin a message that I was up for it? Maybe not pulling his hand off my leg at dinner sent the wrong message.
The club was dark and throbbing to music. The air was electric. Eventually, after a couple of cocktails I managed to get Kevin onto the dance floor. After all, wasn't I here to entertain the client?
I was extremely drunk at this point...too much wine and then cocktails. Although the music was fast, Kevin wrapped his arms around me in order to support me as my legs were rubbery. He had me in his arms, and I could feel his hand drift down onto my butt. I just burrowed deeper into his arms and let things go. I could feel his erection pushing up against me as we danced together. I must say I did grind myself against him too. I was wanting to just reach down and feel his package, but I resisted. I kept reminding myself that this was business and I had to keep my cool...but it wasn't easy.
After some minutes of grinding bodies, ahem, dancing, Kevin leaned in and kissed me on the dance floor. It was not a little peck; it was a tongue-down-my-throat kiss.
Oh damn, what was I doing? Was Mr. Wilson watching? I was confused; I had crossed the line. I liked Kevin, but the alcohol had blurred the line as well as my judgement.
As we were leaving the dance floor, Mr. Wilson waved at us; he had found a dark corner booth to sit in. As at the restaurant, we crammed into it, with me sitting between the two men.
"You guys have fun dancing." Mr. Wilson smiled at me.
"Yeah, I like the music they're playing here." I said, having a pretty good idea from Mr. Wilson's tone and smile that he had seen me and Kevin kissing.
Once again Kevin's hand slid over my exposed thigh under the table.
I kept sneaking glances at Mr. Wilson for a sign or a clue, but there was none. I knew Mr. Wilson was too classy to ask anything sexual of me, or was he? I remembered how Mr. Wilson had a kinky streak in Florida; how he made me undress for him and then pushed me naked up against the hotel room window as he fucked me in full sight of the pool bar. How he encouraged me to go topless at the beach. How he enjoyed parading me around in that sexy yellow dress. I think Mr. Wilson did have an exhibitionistic streak in him.
I had a notion that the night might end in me and Kevin having sex, but what about Mr. Wilson? I wasn't even certain Mr. Wilson cared if the client pursued me. And if this all did lead to sex, how would he react? Would he be jealous or mad? I wasn't even sure why he asked me on this trip. Was I reading too much into things? I shelved all those thoughts and decided whatever would be, would be.
Kevin was not afraid of planting a kiss on me right under the nose of Mr. Wilson. I could sense the taste of rum from his mouth. His boldness had taken me by surprise. I turned to look at Mr. Wilson and see what he would do. But he simply winked at me and smiled. I suppose this was the cue I had been waiting for all evening. He seemed to be fine with what was transpiring. I leaned forward and kissed Mr. Wilson affectionately; he had a whisky flavour.
It got steamy in the booth very quickly. I was dizzy, and both of the men had their hands everywhere on me. I was kissing Kevin while Mr. Wilson's hand had now moved in-between my legs, my dress hiked up. Kevin slid a finger into my low-cut top that had been fighting to contain my breasts and began to play with one of my nipples. This move, in full public view was driving me wild. I put my hands on the men's crotches and began stroking them softly as I laughed.



"I think we should go," said Mr. Wilson to Kevin over my head. I was a bit tipsy, so they helped me out of the booth. They each grabbed one of my arms and escorted me back to the hotel.
"Want to come in for a night cap?" Mr. Wilson invited Kevin into the room.
"Sure" Kevin eagerly replied.
Why did Mr. Wilson just invite Kevin into our hotel room?
Once inside the room, Mr. Wilson poured some drinks while Kevin grabbed me in his arms and gave me a long passionate kiss. His kiss made my legs weaker, if that was even possible. He was so delicious, the way he worked his tongue and his lips. His hands were all over my slinky dress, squeezing my tits, cupping my ass cheeks, and pulling me into his erection. All right in front of Mr. Wilson who calmly watched and sipped on his drink.
Why don't you give us a strip tease, April?" asked Mr. Wilson, serving Kevin a drink.
I was shocked at what he said. Time literally stopped for a couple of seconds as I processed his request. Well, if I didn't catch his first hint when he winked, I sure as hell caught it now. Was this why I was invited on this trip? Was he using me as bait so that Kevin would sign the contract? It struck me that refusing to comply wasn't an option, at least not if I wanted to keep my job.
I should have been embarrassed, no, horrified at his request, his disrespect, but the liquor had made me loose. Instead, I complied, knowing that I was going to be taken by these two hunks tonight.
"Would you boys like that?" I teased, stepping away from Kevin.
"Oh yeah." They both chimed in unison, like two little boys hoping to get their paws on me.
"Well, sit down," I gestured to the two chairs by the window.
I sauntered in front of them, playing with my dress and caressing my breasts. I slow danced while I unzipped myself and seductively slipped out of the dress. I swayed back and forth wearing nothing but my sexy thong. Their eyes focused on my firm, young tits as they bounced. I looked down at my breasts and teased my already erect nipples. That got them revved up.
After slowly dancing and flaunting my tight little ass and breasts, I pulled my thong down and threw it to Mr. Wilson. Both men cheered and applauded. Mr. Wilson passed my thong to Kevin, who sniffed them. Both men laughed and complimented me on my newly waxed pussy.
I was swaying naked before them, except for my high heels, as they looked. I could see the look of hunger in their eyes.
"Right, gentlemen, trousers down," I commanded. They both unbuckled their belts, hiked their hips off the chairs and pulled them down to their ankles.
"Who's first?" I taunted.
"Kevin," said Mr. Wilson. "He's our guest."
I licked my lips as I looked at Kevin's gorgeous, hard cock. His pubic area was smoothly shaven, and I couldn't wait to taste him. I knelt down onto the carpet at Kevin's feet and crawled in-between his parted legs. I seductively began to lick and kiss his hard cock. I parted my lips and I slid about four inches in my mouth. I moved my lips up and down his shaft as I sucked away. Kevin squirmed in his chair and groaned as I rimmed him with my lips. Several minutes later I could see that Kevin was about to cum, so I stopped and looked over at Mr. Wilson, who had his cock in his hand and was stroking himself.
"I don't want you to cum yet...your turn now..." I whispered as I moved over between Mr. Wilson's legs.
I had him in my mouth and sucked him the way he liked it, gently stroking his shaft while blowing him, cradling and fondling his balls in the palm of my hand.
From the corner of my eye, I was able to see Kevin stand up and fully remove his pants. He came behind me and knelt down. I could feel him running his fingers along my wet pussy, rubbing me properly. He used his juices to lubricate his ready cock, and then I felt the tip of his cock against my pussy lips.
"Ohhh....YES," I moaned as his cock penetrated me. It had taken all of Kevin's teasing and seduction through the course of the night, but Kevin's dick was finally inside of me. He began pounding into me hard, rough strokes, just the way I liked it. He paired his thrusts with slapping, agonizing blows to my butt.
I couldn't believe I was getting spit-roasted by these two wonderful men. Mr. Wilson's cock half way down my throat, and Kevin's penis thrusting deeply into my vagina. It was great, I relaxed and let the two men pleasure themselves with me.
I was so turned on and wet that I had a small orgasm within seconds. I loved the way their cocks felt inside of me.
"How about we switch?" I said before either of them came.
"Let's get on the bed; the carpet is killing my knees." Kevin told me.
So we got on top of the big king-size, and Kevin rolled over onto his back, and I had him in my mouth once again while Mr. Wilson entered me from behind and started fucking me hard and deep.
I always liked having a threesome with two guys. Being in-between and getting fucked by two guys always made me go wild. Up until now I had a couple of threesomes with young guys/ boys, but this was not the same. This was the first time that I was with two mature gentlemen. It was a rare experience and very unique.
But I wanted more. My slut switch had been turned on, and I was ravenous. I desired some tongue in my pussy. I knew that Mr. Wilson gave the best oral, but what about Kevin?
I squirmed out of his grasp and lay on my back with wide-spread legs.
"Ohh, eat me... I need oral now!" I shouted. Kevin complied and snuggled in between my open legs.
Mr. Wilson started kissing me and playing with my nipples as Kevin licked my pussy. He was not as good as Mr. Wilson, but when he put his fingers inside me and curled them, finding my G spot, I burst like an avalanche, screaming as Mr. Wilson clamped his teeth into my nipples. I had wrapped my legs around Kelvin's head and had him gripped hard against my aching clit. I was trying to swallow his head using my vagina.
Oh...fuck, fuck..." I groaned in ecstasy as I twisted under the two men.
When my orgasm had faded, they switched positions. Mr. Wilson sucked me with his usual proficiency while Kevin licked my breasts and kissed me. I was coming almost continuously, flashes of ecstasy shooting through me. That went on for a bit. Both men were taking me up to the edge of an orgasm and then retreating. I was in heaven, but hell when they retreated.
Before long, my clitoris was hypersensitive, and I instructed them to fuck me until they orgasmed. They took turns, fucking me in missionary position, bringing themselves to the point of orgasm and then switching positions over, and over, and over... This went on for half an hour until at last Kevin groaned and came inside me. Mr. Wilson didn't enjoy sloppy seconds, so I blew him to a titanic orgasm. We were all spent as we laid on the bed. I eventually fell asleep.
The next morning I was awaken around 6 am by Kevin spooning me. He had his arm around me and was playing with my breasts as I came slowly into consciousness. I rolled over to face him. We immediately kissed and started going at it some more.
"Climb on top of me." He commanded.
I complied, and I was soon fucking his morning wood.
Mr. Wilson woke up from the commotion and went to the bathroom to shower, leaving us to fuck for the final time.
"Fuck, April, you feel incredible." Kevin moaned as I rode his cock.
"Fuck me hard... Give me your cum..." I breathed as I ground my hips and bounced on his cock.
Kevin did not last long and burst inside of me with a loud grunt. He then rolled onto his back and held me in his arms for a few minutes.
When Mr. Wilson came out of the bathroom, Kevin stood up from the bed and got dressed.
"How about we talk about the last terms of the contract over breakfast?" said Mr. Wilson.
"Do you have the contract with you?" Kevin asked.
"Yes I do, it's in my briefcase," said Mr. Wilson as he retrieved it.
"Good, but lets wait till tomorrow. Give me the contract and I'll read it over again. I have to go home and sleep first." Kevin replied.
"Thanks for last night, and we'll talk tomorrow." He shook hands with Mr. Wilson and waved goodbye to me as he let himself out.
"Bastard..." Mr. Wilson snarled. "I don't have a good feeling about this. I can tell he's not going to sign that contract."
I was in shock; I figured for sure it was a done deal. I didn't know what to tell Mr. Wilson.
"I'm so sorry, sir..."
Mr. Wilson kissed me and stated, "It's not your fault, April; we both did our best. I suppose this means that we will have to do better on Thursday. Perhaps we can make the trip worthwhile with one new contract."
To be continued.
===================
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There have been several men in my life that seem to see right through me. Despite my loyal wife facade or my professional and conservative demeanour, they instinctively know that I have an inner slut in me. I can't seem to put my finger on it. Is it confidence, arrogance, or some kind of telepathic power? Whatever it is, they can read me the minute we meet.
I've always joked that when I meet a man of this sort, I can't help but feel I must have 'slut' painted on my forehead--like a neon sign advertising my willingness to spread my legs. They seem to not only have the power to read my mind but also the ability to compel me to obey.
It's a compulsion I feel the moment he lays eyes on me. I know instantly that I will submit to their desires if they so choose. I'm spellbound by this need to submit, my body betraying me even if my mind says no.
One such man was Steve.
If you haven't read my previous story, Steve was a divorced man I met on the internet, and we quickly developed a sexual relationship. Steve had his own place and worked from home. This made it convenient for me to slip out of the house, when my husband travelled on business, and meet Steve's requests.
Steve was a few years younger than me, and I found him quite attractive. It was the bad boy edge his aura exuded that drew me to him and that I found extremely exciting. Steve knew how to push my body beyond its sexual limits. This in turn fed my craving for his demands; I knew answering them would bring me greater pleasure.
Over time, Steve began dictating how he wanted me to dress for our meetings. Of course, it was always something slutty and sexy. I played along because we never went out in public. I felt safe in that knowledge and delighted in the fact I had become his sex toy...or maybe he was mine?
One evening I arrived at his place wearing a short skirt, a mere four inches below my sex, that hugged my ass like a second skin. The low-cut blouse was in a wrap style, tying in a cute bow in the front and displaying a generous amount of cleavage...
...sans undergarments. My entire ensemble, all per his instructions.
His eyes roamed my body, then he informed me, "It's perfect... We're going out tonight." It wasn't a question; it was a fact.
This gave me pause. I fidgeted with apprehension; I was a married woman. What if someone I knew saw me out with another man? Surely they would know the circumstances, dressed as I was.
He could see the fear and reassured me, "We will be discreet." Trust me."
Despite my attempts to inquire, he refused to tell me our destination: "It's a surprise, but you'll enjoy it." His words quieted my nervousness, and I gave him my trust. Not knowing was such a rush; it made my vagina tingle with excitement. I was looking forward to our evening adventure.
During the drive his hand began to lightly trace the inside of my smooth thigh. His touch was torture as it ever so slowly crept up my leg. His exploration caused my skirt to ride higher on my hips. He heard my gasp when my naked folds were exposed to the cool air. Turning his attention from the road, he gave me a nod of approval, confirming I'd obeyed his demands. I wondered again why I craved that approval even as I basked in the warm feeling in my core it provided.
At this point, my skirt was pretty much hiked up around my waist, a thin sliver of cloth dividing my slim, trembling stomach and the mound of writhing desire between my thighs.
He tugged on my leg, opening me up, leaving me exposed in the passenger seat. I felt a warm release of liquid, his actions and exposure exciting me. It felt naughty submitting to Steve, and I leaned into the decadent thrill by teasing my freshly shaved pussy, hoping it would please him.
His voice rumbled as he spoke, "You're always so wet for me."
"You have that effect on me," I confessed in a sultry purr, reaching over the console to fondle his tented cock. I longed worship him with my mouth. I pulled at his zipper...
His grip on my wrist was firm, preventing me from achieving my goal. He removed my hand as I whimpered at his denial and placed it back on my thigh. The sting of his rejection lessened as he said, "Not while I'm driving." Besides, I have something special planned for you."
As our drive continued, he teased my swollen clit; his fingers circled it in a lazy, nonchalant manner. He knew what he was doing, driving my lust to a fever pitch, taking me to the edge, and backing off. Letting me simmer in need--it was driving me crazy, and he seemed to enjoy my torment.
I was begging him internally to pull over and take me. I would have done anything he required; his control over me was that complete, but instead he gave me a knowing look and said, "Are you my good girl?" When I nodded 'yes,' he commanded, "Then wait."
We drove on, him in silence, me moaning at his touch, desperately trying to obey and not cum. Twenty minutes later, I realized we were in an unfamiliar area. The streets were dark, and I shivered at what secrets they held in the shadows.
When he pulled into a seedy parking lot, I felt a nervous dread come over me and cautiously asked, "Ummm, are you sure we should be here?" I'd prefer to be alive when we leave."
Then my mind tumbled to a fate worse than death: being mugged. "And retaining my valuables. How would that go over, you think, telling my husband I'd lost my wedding rings?" I tried to make a joke of it, but he must have seen the genuine concern in my widened eyes.
"Have I let you down before?" Steve said, squeezing my thigh with reassurance, "I won't let anything bad happen to you."
Steve opened my door like the gentleman he was, and I held his hand as I exited the car. As I surveyed my surroundings, suppressing my fears, I saw a dimly lit sign in the distance.
My mind was racing now... What could he possibly have in store for me in such a derelict setting? It seemed obvious we were heading into the shabby building before us, but what did it hold within? An adult novelty store? A strip club? Surely not a sex club. 'Shit, I'm dressed like a call girl. Please God, don't let anyone I know see me here,' I whispered to myself.
As we turned the corner and headed to the entrance, the building's trade became obvious. It was a movie theatre... I read the sign above the door. It shouted in a garish hot pink 'EVE.' The 'V' was stylized; it took me a moment to work out the shape. It consisted of two female legs, pointing up and parted, as if inviting all to partake of her female charms.
Its blatant lewdness startled me. 'Yikes,' I thought. I had heard of such places as this but had never ventured inside... an adult movie theatre.
As we entered, I noted the low light; it seemed unusual for a movie theatre. However, I took some comfort in this, like the darkness cloaked the desires hidden within me.
The movie had already started, and once my eyes adjusted, I could see that the auditorium was mostly empty with a scattering of 15-20 shadowed forms around us. Steve directed me to a section near the centre, but no one sat closer than twenty feet from us.
My senses hyper-aware, I took in my surroundings, fearful I might recognize someone or, worse, they might recognize me. That thought both filled me with terror and thrilled me at the same time. But eventually it dawned on me that the only women present were the moaning women on screen and myself.
As my anxiousness settled, it wasn't long before I snuggled into Steve's chest, and I began rubbing the bulge in his pants. It felt wicked to be in public and yet indulge my desire to please him. Steve's arm draped over my shoulder and then slowly eased its way inside my low-cut blouse.
The warmth of his hand felt nice, a comforting naturalness--that it was his breast to play with at his leisure. I revelled in his ownership; his fingers teased and toyed with my hardening nipples. It stoked the fires he had brought out of me in the car. My simmering from earlier began to boil.
Meanwhile, his other hand reached across and gently caressed my bare thigh, brushing against my exposed pussy but not allowing it to actually touch.
By this point I wasn't paying much attention to the movie, as it was typical porn, but the moans and groans from the screen were heightening my experience, or was it the audience? I let that thought drift as it didn't really matter; what did was that either or both were turning me on.
I assumed Steve's surprise for me was to show me off in public, to have me give him a blow job in this raunchy theatre. I didn't know it yet, but I was so wrong; this was just the appetizer to the carnal feast he'd planned for me.
I let go of any inhibitions, secure in the knowledge this was something private for us, but with the added thrill of being caught. It added an edge I hadn't expected. I lowered Steve's zipper and pulled his cock through the fly. As my hand gently stroked him, I felt a presence beside me and heard the creak of the old theatre seat. I turned to look; a middle-aged man had chosen to sit right beside me.
The darkness must have hidden my confused look, because he smiled at me as we made eye contact and nodded... My anxiety returned, and I admit annoyance. 'What the hell?' I thought, 'Why was he intruding on my private time with Steve?'
I instinctively pulled my hand away, leaving Steve's erection bobbing in the air. I shrank away from this stranger, wanting to put as much space between us as possible. I scrambled to straighten out my blouse; one of my breasts was pretty much exposed to this stranger's gaze. I followed up by tugging down my skirt, removing Steve's hands from my body.
Steve chuckled at my discomfort before he grabbed my hand and placed it back around his pulsing shaft. "Stop," he commanded in a low whisper, "Ignore him... Be a good girl and let him watch."
His control over me outweighed my fear, and I relaxed. Steve pulled me closer and then pulled at the bow of my blouse, exposing my breast before he cupped it in his hand.
His control over me fought with my internal fears. What did Steve want from me? Was I supposed to ignore this strange man and continue to rub Steve's cock, knowing full well we were being watched? Was this Steve's plan all along? Did Steve want me to jerk him off or give him a blow job in front of this stranger? My mind whirled at the implications, more questions than answers, and that's when I heard the sound...
...the sound every woman knows all too well. A zipper being undone. A compulsion came over me--the sound was a siren's call, one I couldn't resist. I had to turn and look at the man beside me.
I couldn't believe my eyes...this stranger beside me... So normal looking, so mundane and average. A man in his 40s, someone's dad or husband. And yet, he had pulled out his cock and was stroking it. As if daring me to look as his hand moved up and down its length. It shocked me...something I hadn't expected.
I turned to Steve, my mouth gaping open. His smile grew into a grin at the sight of my shock, obviously amused by my surprise. I could practically feel the bewildered expression frozen on my face as I stared back at him.
"Help him out." His firm tone reached my ears.
"What? Are you serious?" I whispered to Steve, believing I hadn't heard him correctly. "I can't just touch him... What if he doesn't want me to?"
Steve gave me a knowing look. "He wants you to, but it doesn't matter what he wants. I want you to... "Go ahead, do it for me," Steve insisted.
An electric jolt started in my brain and bounced off the nerves down my spine as it made its way straight to my vagina. I became instantly wet.
Steve was always pushing my sexual horizons... Exposing more than my body, he was treating me to new experiences...he was exciting and daring...pushing me to do things I would never even dream of as a normal housewife--the life I knew before him.
I was hesitant in my reply; I needed to know he meant it. "Do you really think I should? I'm here for you. You really want me to touch him?" Part of me was hoping Steve was testing me, or it was a joke, but he nodded his chin at the stranger beside me.
While I waited for Steve's answer, I faced forward. I sat straighter in my seat, pretending to watch the screen but also watching this strange man stroke himself out of the corner of my eye. Fascinated with his movements, slowly gliding his hand up and down his shaft, the gleam of his leaking pre-cum on its tip, leisurely, as if waiting... 'Was he waiting for me?' I wondered. 'Did he hear what Steve had told me to do?'
Steve leaned over, his breath hot upon my ear as he growled, "Do it, April, give the poor guy a thrill." Make him cum before it's too late." Steve's stern tone sent tingles radiating throughout my body.
I always obeyed Steve...that was part of his control over me, part of the thrill. He knew my submissive nature, my desire to serve. It's why I loved him.
My nervous hand was trembling as it lay on my thigh. I willed it to move, slowly at first, then with more confidence. I raised the armrest between us, giving me more space. I eased my hand onto the coolness of his slacks; tentatively, my index finger traced a line up and down the inside of his thigh. My actions were cautious; I had visions of him yelling at me or something awful happening. But his only reaction was to grip his cock tighter.
Relieved at seeing no objection, I plucked up more courage and ventured closer to his crotch. As my hand crept closer, only inches away from his cock, a low moan escaped his throat. I interpreted this as a green light to proceed.
Knowing that he wanted my help, I turned fully toward him. I wanted a better look at him to know what I was working with. My fingers bridged the distance, gently brushing against his cock...slowly, one finger, then two. While my hand was busy below, I gazed at this stranger, still amazed. He wasn't anything special, but he wasn't unattractive. We could have met on the street or even at church; I wouldn't have suspected him of enjoying my hand on his cock.
Speaking of his cock, I observed in almost clinical fashion that it wasn't anything remarkable, maybe a little above average. It wasn't his cock that had my motor purring; it was the act that turned me on. Sitting in this darkened theatre, using my hand to pleasure this complete stranger--that is what fed my hunger.
His breathing was becoming laboured, and his moans were louder. I felt him release his cock and grab my hand to replace it. I suddenly had this notion that we were running a race, like he was passing me the baton and now it was my turn to run with it. And I most certainly did.
I gave it a nice, firm squeeze, taking his measure and sizing him up; however, I slowed the pace he'd set. Nice and slow, I now wanted to prolong his pleasure and mine. It felt good to hold his cock, to please him, to serve.
As I built a steady rhythm of pumping, I felt Steve unwrap the rest of my blouse, baring my breasts for anyone to see--a gift to the other theatre patrons should they look our way.
It gave me a perverse thrill as I stroked away, my jiggling breasts dancing for the stranger beside me. He liked them, I could tell; his eyes bobbed up and down watching as they swayed. His tongue darted out, licking his lips.
Steve's hand fell on my bare thigh, and I gasped as he lifted it to rest on the armrest and then proceeded to place my other leg on top of the stranger's dark slacks. I felt so wild and wanton. Here I was spread wide, my skirt once again gathered at my waist, my shaved pussy exposed to the world.
I felt proud to be on display, to serve Steve's pleasure. And when Steve's thumb once again teased my clit and two of his fingers plunged into my depths, a delicious thrill raced through me; my lust had gone from boiling to scorching.
Between the moaning women on screen and the grunts from the stranger whose cock I was stroking--my ears were filled with all kinds of arousing auditory entertainment. I closed my eyes, letting my head fall back as I slumped into the seat. Perhaps some distant part of my subconscious was hoping to still hide in the darkness.
I felt Steve insert his fingers into my mouth. I sucked on them as if it was his cock, licking my juices while moaning, "Mmhmm." So good."
It got even better when I felt his hand grasp my left tit, his grip firm, squeezing my soft flesh and pinching my nipple between his knuckles. I was in paradise, my left hand filled with Steve's cock, and my right stroking the stranger beside me.
As I'm enjoying all these new sensations, Steve was whispering into my ear the most dirty things...
"How does it feel, his hard cock in your hand? Does it turn you on that you've made him so hard? Bet you want a thick cock inside you right now." He whispered in my ear, and then I felt first two and then three long fingers enter me. I moaned with approval as I bucked my hips upwards, hoping they would penetrate deeper.
"You want him to cum for you? Would you let him cum in your married pussy?" Steve continued to tease me. 'My god, why was this so hot?' I thought, his dirty suggestions driving me closer to the edge. "Keep your eyes closed for me, lay back and enjoy, while you make him cum." Steve went on and on.
I wanted to obey. "Umm hum..." was all I was able to mumble in my excited state. I felt myself getting wetter and could feel my juices leaking down the crease of my thigh and onto the seat below me.
I felt Steve release my breast while his other hand dug deeper between my legs. His fingers slid as deep inside me as they could reach and then began a frenetic pumping. I couldn't contain my stifled moans any longer... I didn't care who heard... I was dying to reach the massive orgasm that Steve had been brewing in me since I got in his car.
Just as I was getting close, Steve whispered in my ear, "You can't cum until our guest does." I clenched my jaw. Steve was right; I wanted my new friend to explode. It was my duty to see to his needs first.
I renewed my grip on my friend and quickened my pace of stroking him. We both were breathing heavily and moaning rather loudly. Him for wanting to cum and me for Steve's denying mine. Steve was making it very difficult; I was so aroused. I felt Steve's fingers edging me...fingering me slowly, pulling out, and then shoving them back in at a crazy pace. Over and over.
Thankfully I could sense relief was near; the stranger was about to erupt. I could hear it in his breaths and his frenetic humping of my hand. I turned my head to him and picked up the pace. I love watching a man ejaculate, and I opened my eyes so that his cock had my full attention...
It was then that I noticed two men had seated themselves in the row in front of me. It was one of them that was fingering me.
"Oooh...fuck..." I wailed, any further words lost when I realized it wasn't Steve fingering me, but this new stranger. He gave me a leer and continued to finger-fuck me, even harder and faster. He didn't seem to care that I was on to him. In fact, it seemed to goad him on.
They must have moved there when I had closed my eyes. They hunched over the back of their seats, watching me jerk this man as they took turns fingering my sloppy wet pussy. Their faces as close as they could reach, I could feel their heated breaths on me.
Although I could not see beyond the back of the seats, as I was a row above, there was no mistaking they were stroking their dicks while they watched my hands rise and fall.
Normally I should have objected to their proximity, way too close for my activities, but I was caught up in the lust of the moment. This is what Steve wanted, so I closed my eyes and submitted as my back slouched back down on the seat.



I didn't care that my boobs were lazily swaying out in the open, that my legs were parted as wide as they could be, or that strangers were feasting on my near-naked body with their eyes. All I cared about was making my new friend cum; he was very close, which meant I was as well.
My new friend beside me grabbed a breast, and I felt Steve's hand mauling my other. I briefly squinted my eyes open and realized that neither Steve nor my new friend were squeezing my tender tits. Someone behind me leaned over me now. I didn't turn to see who it was, nor did I want to. I had lost all control. I simply submitted to the pleasure Steve had promised me.
As I soaked in the pleasure, I heard my new friend let out a loud groan. I took this as my cue to stroke him hard and fast. I could feel his cock expand and twitch as he thrust his hips up and let out a deep, primal grunt. You could hear it reverberate all throughout the theatre, almost drowning the voices of the movie.
I opened my eyes in time to see his heavy load arc into the air, over the seats in front of us, landing a few rows beyond. Ropes and ropes of cum shot out of him as I continued to squeeze and stroke his cock as hard and as fast as I could.
His semen sprayed like a fire hose, splattering into the back of the seat before us. As I continued to pump his cock, making sure he released all of his load, I felt a thick rope coat my knee with a wet heat, and then it trickled down the inside of my elevated thigh.
Watching his cum make its way down my thigh toward my pussy, time seemed to slow to a crawl. I could feel fingers now deep inside of me, another flicking my clit, my nipples being pulled and tugged with exquisite pleasure by God knows who--it was almost serene, like the calm before a storm...
...and then my eyes rolled back into my skull, a massive tsunami crested and then slammed into me in the mother of all orgasms. It rolled over me in waves as I moaned and writhed at its intensity. For a moment I thought I was drowning, but then I felt like I was floating on a cloud of bliss, one I wished could have lasted for eternity.
Finally my body went limp, too weak to move, and I lay sprawled across the seat... One leg over Steve's, the other over my new friend... My pussy was raw and twitching, fully exposed to the leering men around me.
As I regained my composure and opened my eyes, I realized I was still holding my new friend's cock. I removed my gooey hand, wishing I had something to wipe it upon. When I looked up, I was more than a little startled; I had gathered a huge audience. It seemed the other patrons had lost interest in the screen and preferred my performance.
I could see most of them stroking their cocks, leering down at me. I turned to Steve, and he had the biggest grin on his face. "Did you enjoy your surprise?" he asked. He didn't seem to be fazed by the group we had gathered, intent only on my pleasure. I tried to wipe off the semen from my body and hold my blouse closed at the same time.
Just when I thought I'd become presentable to walk outside, the two men seated before us literally jumped up in their seats, leaned toward me, and, with a loud moan, ejaculated all over me at the same time.
"What the fuck..." leapt from my mouth, and then I let out a short squeal of surprise as I was showered with stream after stream of semen. I felt the warm cum land in my hair, splatter my chest, soak my white blouse, and drip down to my skirt. I was drenched in cum.
And when I thought the show was over, I felt a tap on my shoulder. Instinctively I turned, and the man who had earlier been tugging on my nipples gloated at me as his cock shot a massive load all over my face and hair. My eyes snapped shut before he blinded me. I let out another short squeal.
I could feel that Steve had moved away from me; obviously, he saw it coming and didn't want to be in the line of fire. I was both pissed and shocked at my current condition. I couldn't believe what had just happened. I cried out for someone, anyone... "Please get me a towel."
I heard Steve's voice say, "Stop, let them watch for a minute."
I took a deep breath. I was annoyed with him, but I obeyed. I patiently sat with my eyes closed, literally coated in cum, desperately wishing I could remove it from my body. Now that my lust had cooled, it didn't feel quite as sexy, and I was starting to get a little nervous.
Someone handed me a tissue eventually; perhaps Steve had been prepared for this, and I wiped my face and eyes clean. When my eyes opened, all I could see were men all around me. Some had their cocks out; others were just there for the show.
Umm, not the one on screen.
I called out to Steve, "OMG, this is insane..." hoping he understood my concerns.
Steve reached for me, wrapping me in his arms, and shouted out. "Okay, fellas, you've had your fun. Show's over." He grabbed my hand and ushered me out.
That was the one and only time I have been to an adult theatre... Thanks, Steve.
==========
Have you been to an adult theatre? I would love to know your experience.
Leave me a comment.
If you enjoyed this story please favourite and rate it. It's the only way I know you enjoyed it. Plus it gives me encouragement to write more.
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The Temptress Awakens
This story is the long overdue follow-up to my most viewed story. I encourage you to read part one.
If you haven't read part one of this series, here's a brief recap of how I ended up in this situation.
==========
In my second year of college I met Alex in one of my classes, and I eventually started dating him. At first he was just another one of a long string of boyfriends, except...
Alex lived with his divorced father in a big house that had a spectacular pool. Growing up in a financially challenged household, I was impressed. The pool was surrounded with a wrought iron fence and tall cedars, which made it very secluded.
It was a hot summer, and Alex and I began spending a lot of time at the pool. As I got more comfortable, Alex and I began having sex in the pool when his father wasn't home. However, when his father was home, I noticed his father was always watching me. Initially, I felt embarrassed that he was staring at me in my skimpy bikini, but the more we hung out at the pool, the more accustomed I got to him gawking at me. Actually, I felt flattered that an older man found me attractive. I also found it very taboo and arousing that he had eyes for me whenever his son wasn't watching. He had stirred something inside of me, and my flirty, playful side couldn't help but show itself.
When his father was around the pool area, I would have accidental slips with my bikini or leave my wet bikini bottoms hiked up and not fix them right away. I knew he was watching me, and I just couldn't help teasing him. It was becoming an erotic game for me.
Alex, who had a summer job, gave me permission to use the pool when he was working. The pool was very private, so when nobody was home, I began sunbathing topless. Alex loved coming home to find me sunbathing topless at the pool. I suppose it was my way of thanking him.
One afternoon, when I was sunbathing by the pool alone, Alex's father came home unexpectedly and found me there, and well...Read part one for all the juicy details. In brief, I ended up giving him a blow job. I felt guilty and confused about what had occurred initially. But it also awakened something within me. A powerful desire for the forbidden! The thought of Alex's father touching me was driving me wild with desire. I masturbated to the memory over and over again. I couldn't get him out of my head.
This all led to me having sex with his father a few weeks later. (Again, read part 1). But after that he began to ignore me. He was no doubt feeling guilty for crossing that taboo line and wanted to distance himself from any further temptations. I understood his situation, but he had gotten into my head, and I wasn't ready to walk away. I had tasted the forbidden, the taboo, and I was carving more...much more.
==========
Fast forward, a few more weeks.
It's mid-afternoon as I drive up to Alex's house, and the first thing that I see is his father's car parked in the driveway. My body immediately begins to tingle as thoughts of what could transpire run through my head. He has been ghosting me ever since our last encounter weeks ago, and I hope things will change today.
I have been fantasizing about his father ever since our first encounter, and this could be the perfect opportunity to fulfill some of my dark desires. I take a deep breath to calm down and head to the backyard pool like I usually do. I let the yard gate slam shut, hoping to get his attention. Once on the pool deck, I slowly pull off my shorts and top to expose the bikini I'm wearing beneath my clothes.
It's a beautiful hot sunny day, so I carefully dip into the pool, careful not to get my hair or makeup wet. I do want to look good for Alex, or should I say, his father.
After my quick dip in the pool, I deliberately stand facing the house and remove my top. I linger a bit too long, aware that I'm putting on a show. Before lying on the lounge chair topless, I position it so that it is facing the house with an unobstructed view. My heart skips a beat knowing that Alex's father has an office on the second floor and that his desk overlooks the pool area. There is a very good chance I'm being watched.
My red bikini bottoms barely cling to my hips. The fabric is as scant as ever, a cheap, ill-fitting memento from three summers ago, but it's all I can afford. The suit clings when it's wet, leaving nothing to the imagination, and I know just who's imagining it. Alex is at work, but I'm sure his dad is in the house watching me. A few weeks ago, his hands ignited me, his touch fuelling something I cannot escape. I'm done playing coy. I'm done pretending I don't want this. The hell with my good girl act. I know this is wrong, taboo, but that's the appeal...I don't care. My inner slut is in charge now.
I lift my arms above my head as I stretch out, causing my bare breasts to be prominent. The sun's heat on my bare breasts feels wonderful. I then reach for my tanning oil and begin to lather it over my entire body. I start with my long, thin legs and then move up to my breasts. Still mindful of being watched.
My nipples harden as I give them a pinch while I continue to rub oil on them. I lay back down and enjoy the warmth. My mind is racing.
I am now all oiled up, fully exposed, and sexually aroused. I can't help myself as my hand slides into my bikini bottom. I can feel my wetness as I give my clitoris a gentle rub. Oh fuck, I'm so aroused. Where is he? I know he's watching. If he doesn't come out soon, I won't be able to resist masturbating again. I can feel myself already on the edge of an orgasm.
Somewhere behind those big windows of the house, he's there, his eyes on me. I can feel it, that heavy gaze that's been following me all summer, ever since I started teasing him with slow walks in my wet bikini, letting the thin fabric slip just enough to make him look. It all started weeks ago, when he touched me by this very pool, his fingers tracing my skin while I pretended to be asleep. I had unintentionally crossed a line, as did he.
And God, I have to do it again. Something about the warm sun, lying topless, and the erotic memory of the thrill of his touch has unleashed the wild in me. It hasn't helped that I have been touching myself all week and fantasizing about Alex's father.
I struggle with the remains of my conscience. Flirting with my boyfriend's father fuels the need for forbidden risk that I now crave. The objections in my mind are being overpowered by my desire to be that temptress, enticing his father to do the worst thing possible--have sex with his son's girlfriend.
My dark side takes control as I recall him giving me his number after our last encounter. He obviously wants me to use it. I briefly withdraw my hand from inside my bikini bottom and reach for my phone on the tiny table beside the chair. I text him a simple message with my moist finger--'Come out. I'm waiting--and press send before I can change my mind. My heart pounds in anticipation. I set the phone down and recline back on the lounger, half-closing my eyes, just enough to look through my lashes as warmth surges below, my bikini bottoms growing damp as my hand slides back in. My clitoris is demanding my attention...someone's attention.
The backyard is silent except for the gentle noise of the pool and the faint sound of a lawnmower down the street. I wait, eager about what will happen next, if anything at all.
I think of Alex, my dear and oblivious boyfriend. He is eager and energetic, his hands clinging to me when we are together, his kisses passionate but slightly clumsy. Alex and I had sex in the pool last night; his hands clenched my hips beneath the water, and his noises were stifled against my neck. It was pleasant--Alex is always pleasant--but I am now craving his father. While Alex is a bright spark, his father is a slow burn, cautious and devouring.
Their touches differed so much. Alex's father's fingers knew what they were doing, exactly where to remain, and how to make my body sing. His assuredness at pleasing me gives me the shudders when I recall the way his hand molded my breast and how he breathed rapidly as he leaned over me. I am no longer that shy girl I was at the beginning of summer. I am different now as I continue to succumb to this dark side tugging at my libido.
I have become a temptress! And I like it.
Minutes tick by, and I question whether he will ignore my text. Maybe he regrets what happened, fearing losing his son as a result of the lines we've crossed. But then I hear it--the soft sliding sound of the patio door opening. My eyes are half closed, but I can hear every sound quite clearly. I open my eyes, and I see him walking towards me down the gravel path leading to the pool deck. I briefly debate if I should stop touching myself, but I continue to rub my clitoris as he approaches. I don't care. My body is on fire, not from the hot sun, but from the fact that he's coming closer.
I don't move; I shut my eyes as he approaches. My fingers are now feverishly at work. I let out a soft moan as I can feel an orgasm building up...My body is electrified, every nerve alive.
The footsteps halt, and I can feel him poised on the pool deck, only a few feet from me. I can practically feel him staring at me. His eyes travelling across my exposed skin, lingering on my breasts and the curve of my waist. My bikini bottoms are slightly askew, and I am aware that he can catch a glimpse of my pussy as I continue to assault my swollen clit.
I let out soft moans as I touch myself. I am edging myself, trying to hold off...saving myself for him. I am doing my best to delay an orgasm, but I am losing control. The fact that Alex's father is standing there watching me satisfy myself is an incredible stimulant. My moans are getting louder, and my fingers now slip inside of my vagina.
Oh fuck, what is he waiting for? Why isn't he touching me...?
As much as I want to, I can't hold off any longer. Masturbating for Alex's father is too erotic. I begin to squirm as a powerful sensation washes over my body. I allow one leg to drop to the side and part my thighs. I am shamelessly working my vagina like a sex-starved nympho. My fingers reaching deep inside my soaking pussy while I rub my clit with the palm of my hand.
The wetness of my vagina is evident from the slurping sounds that can be overheard over the hum of the pool.
"OH FUCK..." I scream as I finally lose it. My body convulses, and I arch my back as all the muscles in my body tighten.
"Ohhhhh gawd....ohhhh fuck..." I cry out as I open my eyes to watch my audience. Our eyes lock as I slowly come down from my high. My body stops convulsing, and I fall back on the lounger.
I break our stare-down, and my eyes fall to his tented crotch. I can't believe I just touched myself in front of him...I can't believe he hasn't touched me.
I remove my soaked hand out of my bottoms and give my fingers a good lick. The taste of my juices always makes me feel so sensual.
"Holy shit...What's wrong with you?" He finally speaks. "You shouldn't be out here like that," he says, his voice low and gravelly, trying to sound stern but not quite succeeding. This certainly wasn't the reaction I had fantasized about.
I look back up at him and give him a devilish smile. I know I got him. How could he possibly resist?
He is standing only a few feet away, in a simple white T-shirt and khaki shorts, his arms crossed as if he is trying to hold himself back. But his eyes--those dark, piercing eyes--betray him. They are fixed on me, hungry, just as they were a few weeks ago.
"What?" I ask in a gentle, playful tone. I pull myself up a bit, propping myself on my elbows, which causes my breasts to lift and my nipples to jut out further. His jaw clenches, and I notice his fists curl at his sides.
"You know what," he says, leaning in a bit closer. "You're playing with fire, sweetheart."
'Sweetheart?' The term pierces right through me, and I feel warm between the legs. Alex calls me 'babe,' and that's adorable, but this--this is something else. It sounds possessive. Does he want me for himself? I cock my head to one side, allowing my hair to spill over one shoulder, and offer him a small, knowing smile as my finger circles a breast.
"Maybe I enjoy danger." I shoot back.
He lets out a low chuckle, his head moving like he can't believe what he's hearing or seeing.
"You're trouble, aren't you?" He says it under his breath as he steps closer, his shadow stretching across me as he stands next to my lounger. I catch his scent: clean soap and a touch of something woodsy, nothing like Alex's overpowering cologne.
I look at him intensely, starting from his feet and lingering briefly at his aroused private area. I lick my lips hastily before batting my eyes and looking into his eyes again. I see his tight, thick hands clenching as I remember how they felt on my skin and how they made me tremble.
I sit up completely now, tossing my legs over the side of the lounger so that I'm facing him. My bikini bottoms move again, and I don't bother to adjust them. My young, firm breasts with swollen nipples are now on full display.
"You didn't seem to mind a few weeks ago," I say, my voice barely above a whisper. I'm testing him, finding out how far I can push him before he caves. My heart is racing, but I feel powerful. I'm the aggressor; I'm the one calling the shots, even if he makes me feel helpless and weak.
His eyes look sad as he looks away from me. I'm afraid he'll turn and walk away. But instead he squats down so that his face is level with mine. He rests his hands on my legs for balance, but his casual touch sends a buzz of arousal through my core.
"Look, April, that was a mistake," he says, as his voice quivers, but his eyes can't help drifting to my lips and breasts. "You're my son's girlfriend for God's sake." One of his hands caresses my thigh, and I do everything I can not to moan or give him any clue what he's doing to me.
The reminder should make me feel guilty, but it doesn't. That dark wild side of myself just makes me want this even more. I grab his hands, and we both pull ourselves up. I stand before him, bridging the little distance that remains between us, my breath intermingling with his.
"Why are you here, then?" I whisper into his ear, my soft lips grazing his earlobe, and my warm breath flows into his ear. I purposely lean into him so that my nipples gently brush his arm. I hear him take a sudden breath, and that's all the encouragement I need.
He has no time to respond before I reach out to him. My fingers brush his arm, then travel up to his shoulder. His skin is firm and warm beneath my hand, and I can feel the muscle ripple beneath my fingers. He gently places his hands on my midriff, just above my hips.
"I caught you staring at me," I say softly, my voice low and cautious. "All summer. You can't help yourself, can you?"
He freezes as if he's unsure...I know what he wants, but his guilt is holding him back.
He doesn't retreat. Instead, his hand moves to my ass, his fingers burrowing into my cheeks, just tightly enough to cause me to gasp.
"You're too young to know what you're doing to me," he says, as his hand is now making its way inside of my bikini bottoms to squeeze my bare cheeks.
Contrary to his beliefs, and despite my girl next-door looks and innocence, I have a fairly good notion of what I'm doing. I am fully aware of the power I have over men.
I move in closer, my lips just inches from his.
"Then show me," I whisper as I reach back to grab his hand and pull it away from my ass. I raised his hand to my lips and gave his digits a sensual suck. As he watches in amazement, I pull his finger out of my mouth and shove his hand into my bikini bottoms.
I moan as his fingers slide down the length of my wet smooth labia and into my vagina opening.
"Oh gawd, that feels so good...I need you to fuck me..." I growl.
As his fingers begin to pleasure me, he begins kissing me, hard and deep. His other hand moves to my lower back, drawing me in. His lips trailing down my neck and collarbone until they find my breasts. I gasp as his mouth closes over one of my nipples, his tongue licking it slowly and tentatively. My nipples are rock hard and swollen, and the sensation is totally different from Alex's quick sucking--this is slow and teasing, and it's making waves of pleasure radiate to my core. I press into him, my fists clenched in his hair, needing more. I lift one leg up to rub his groin with my knee. I can feel his excitement. Despite his age and experience, he's putty in my hands.
I moan as my hands reach for his chest, grabbing at his shirt as I pull his hand deeper into my pussy. His tongue teases mine, and I get a surge of heat between my legs.
He pulls away and takes a step back so that he can see me, his eyes hungry as he is on the verge of losing all self-control.
"You're so beautiful," he whispers as I stand half naked and flustered in front of him. I so want to pull his cock out and suck him, but I resist. I want him to succumb to my allure. I need this man to want me.
"Are you sure?" he questions, his voice gruff with desire as he steps back into me. His hand returns into my bikini bottoms. His fingers find my swollen clit and begin rubbing and pinching it firmly.
I know he's providing me with an escape. But I don't require one. I nod, my breath coming fast as I do my best to hold off another orgasm.
"I want you...now." I barely manage to get the words out. The words are a confession, a surrender. I am not pretending now, not asleep, not innocent. I am challenging him to take me. To fuck me right here and now.
He pauses, his fingers hovering over my clit but not touching, teasing me, and I know he's waiting for me to make the next move, but I won't.
He must take me; I have to make him forget his morals. I need him to yield to his overwhelming desire. I turn my head sideways, my eyes challenging him.
"What's wrong? Not enough of a man to take what you want? Your son does." I challenge him.
He moans, low and deep, and his fingers violently thrust inside of my vagina in an act of anger. He knows he can't resist me. He knows I'm in control. I cry out as he brutally fingers me, in and out as hard as he can. The sounds of my juices giving away just how wet and hungry I am for his cock.
"Oh, oh...fuck me like your son does..." I cry out with the intent of humiliating him...
Suddenly he stops; it's like he realized how rough he was being, or maybe he was just tired out. With his free hand he tugs his trunks down to his knees. His cock springs out, so hard and thick.
He then grabs my hair and kisses me so deeply and passionately. He restarts finger-fucking me, but this time deliberate and slow, so unlike Alex's frantic rhythm. Alex makes love like he's in a race to get to the finish line; his father goes slow, like he's enjoying every moment.
I'm shaking now, my body aflame, and I can feel myself nearing that sought-after orgasm...I'm so fucking close...But I grab his hand and pull it away from my vagina; I don't want to cum like this, I want his cock inside of me. I want him to surrender to me...I want him to take me.
I quickly yank off my bottoms and bend over the lounger, offering myself to him in my favourite doggy position. I'm all his...but he has to take me.
"Fuck me right now, here...I want to feel your cock inside of me," I'm practically begging him in an urgent voice.
He moves behind me, and I feel him slapping his cock on my ass...The temptress in me is about to get what she has been longing for....
And then...all of a sudden...the garden gate creaks open and slams shut. We both freeze. I turn my head, and I see the shock on his face as he withdraws back, his hand falling from my hips.
"Shit," he swears, tugging at his trunks to conceal his erection. I grab my bikini from the table and run a few steps over to hide myself behind one of the large cedars. I struggle to put my bikini back on, my hands trembling with the sound of oncoming footsteps.



Whew, it's just the gardener; thank God it's not Alex. The man waves faintly as he walks towards the shed, and I exhale a trembling laugh.
Alex's father's eyes meet mine, his face showing relief and annoyance.
"This isn't over," he says, in a determined voice. I roll my eyes at him, like I'm not sure he has the guts to see it through.
"We will see," I say, as I continue to straighten up my appearance.
I see him stomp off back to the house, his shoulders stiff with frustration. I can tell he's as sexually pent up as I am.
The gardener's footsteps disappear in the distance, and I lie back down on the lounger, my body still vibrating from the father's touch.
I lean back in the lounger, my heart still pounding, and smile. Alex will be home soon, and I'll make love to him in the pool; I'm sure his father will be watching.
==========
I shut my eyes, allowing the sun to burn my skin, but my thoughts are on Alex's father, his firm hands and raspy voice promising more.
I'm sore and damp, and the idea of waiting on another day or even a week to complete what we began seems impossibly long. I shift, my thighs brushing against one another, and attempt to concentrate on the pool water, the sole noise in this still backyard.
An hour goes by, and I'm startled by the sound of Alex's truck pulling into the driveway. I open my eyes, and a fresh thrill of excitement stirs in my chest. Alex is home early. I sit up, brush a hand through my hair, and adjust my bikini. He appears around the corner, his work boots covered in dust, his T-shirt smeared with sweat from a hot day outdoors. His grin is young, dimpled, and dynamic, so unlike his father's stern face.
"Hey, babe," he hollers, tugging off his boots near the pool deck, "I finished up early, but I'm on call this evening. Feel like a swim? I'm DYING to cool off." I grin, standing to greet him, my body already anticipating what's to come.
"That sounds great," I say, my voice husky and teasing. I glance over at the house, wondering if his father is watching us. The patio door glass glints in the sunlight, but I could have sworn I saw a shape move behind it. My heart quickens as I think, "Let him watch."
Alex removes his shirt, revealing his bronzed complexion and muscular physique, and dives into the pool with a loud splash. I follow suit, my warm skin shocked by the cool water. We swim around for some time, but I notice his serious gaze as he draws me near, his hands searching for my waist beneath the water.
"Wow, you look great," he whispers, his lips brushing against my neck. His kisses are quick and a bit messy, but they still make me feel excited.
I wrap my legs around his waist, helped by the water buoying me, and draw myself into him. I feel his erection pressing against the front of his swim trunks, and I rub against it, making him groan as the need within me reaches a boiling point.
"Goddamn, April," he growls, his hands moving to my ass, digging through the thin bikini. I look over his shoulder toward the patio door, and there he is--a dark shape of his dad, just inside the doorway. My heart starts racing. Is he jerking off? The idea gives me a thrill. I get a wicked thought: Let's give Dad a show, April. Give him a glimpse of what he is missing. I kiss Alex more intensely, teasing his tongue with mine, since I am aware we are being watched. I moan loud enough to be heard in the yard and hopefully in the house.
"Put your cock inside me." I boldly demand.
Alex pulls my bikini bottoms over to one side, his fingers straining but keen as they find my wet folds. I moan again, loud enough to be heard, and pull his trunks down low enough to release his cock. He's hard, throbbing as I take hold of him, my eyes fixed over his shoulder as the figure moves, and I bring him to my entrance. The water had made everything move smoothly and easily. He pushes into me with a groan, his hips moving in that wild, youthful rhythm I've grown used to. I cry out as he enters me, my eyes still on the form in the doorway.
"Fuck me. Fuck me like no other man can fuck me." I moan, seeing the figure in the doorway shift slightly. Is Dad jerking off while he watches me fuck his son? The dirty part of me goes crazy, and I begin riding Alex hard, grunting and pleading with him to go harder, go deeper.
Alex doubles his efforts, slamming into me harder as I ride him with abandon, screaming about how much I love his cock in me. The figure at the door is moving faster now; the sun goes behind a cloud and reveals his father, slowly jerking off that beautiful cock as he watches us. The cloud passes, and the figure is once again a shadow.
Alex picked up the pace of his thrusts, water churning around us. The father's shape doesn't move, but I picture his hand working, jerking himself off while he's watching, his son fuck me. Knowing he's watching, and craving, causes my pussy to tighten around Alex's cock, and I scream, my voice resonating across the pool. Alex assumes it's for him, and he pounds into me more forcefully, his fingers clenched into my hips.
"You feel so fucking good," he groans, his hot breath in my ear. I moan louder, my eyes never leaving the window, and come hard, my body convulsing as Alex spills inside me, his own groan muffled against my shoulder.
We're still breathless when his phone rings from the pool deck, a jarring intrusion.
"Shit," he mutters as he pulls himself out of the pool, water pouring off him, and answers the call.
"Really? Now? Alright, I'm coming." He hangs up and offers me an apologetic smile. "It's work. They need me for something. I'll be out for a couple of hours, babe. You're welcome to stay if you'd like. I can pick up a pizza on my way back."
I nod, pulling myself out of the pool, my legs trembling.
"Sure sounds nice, I'll be here," I tell him, my voice honeyed but my head already someplace else.
Alex scoops up his shirt and boots, giving me a quick kiss on the lips before tearing off in the direction of the house. The patio door closes behind him, and I'm by myself once more, the water softly slapping at the edge of the pool. A few minutes pass, and his truck starts up, the engine noise fading into the evening.
I take a towel and deliberately dry myself off slowly, because I know I'm still being watched. I wrap the towel around me and take off my bikini, slinging it over the back of a chair to dry. It's warm outside, and my skin is smarting as I hear the patio door open again. It's him--Alex's dad, coming out onto the deck in blue bathing shorts, his big, hairy chest bare. His eyes are cautious, but the bulge in his shorts gives him away.
"April," he starts, talking quietly and somewhat anxiously. "What happened earlier... I shouldn't have--"
"Don't," I interrupt, closing my eyes and shaking my head a little. My chin drops, and I open my eyes again, looking straight at him.
"Don't do that," I whisper. I've had enough of this cat-and-mouse game. I let the towel fall and move in closer to him.
The cool late afternoon air hardens my nipples as I observe him intently. I move slowly and cautiously, as a predator eyeing its prey. His eyes widen slightly, but he does not back off. I see the conflict in his face--guilt battling lust--but I also know lust will win out...it always does. I halt my movement as I stand in front of him, completely naked and ready to be taken.
"You want me," I whisper. It wasn't a question but a statement, and my voice was low but certain.
He swallows hard, and his hands move by his sides, unsure.
"This is wrong," he says, yet his gaze is on my breasts, my nipples erect and inviting. I lick my finger and circle it around one of my nipples.
I look down at my breasts. "Do you like them?" I say sweetly.
I can see his face turn red as he battles inwardly. I will not make the first move or touch him first. I want him to do it--to succumb to my allure and claim me.
I see him struggling. I moisten my finger again, touching my other nipple before pinching it between my fingers and tugging, rolling my eyes upward as I emit a soft moan.
"It's a shame your son acts more like a man than you do. He takes what he wants, whenever he wants." I boldly comment.
That did it. Something snaps, and a darkness comes over his eyes, matching mine. He finally reaches for me, grabbing me by the hair, looking deep into my eyes before kissing me deeply. I melt into the kiss as his other hand comes up and cups my breasts, squeezing and causing me to moan into his mouth.
He breaks the kiss, his eyes feral and wanting.
"About fucking time." I smile flirtatiously.
"Take me: show me why you are the better man." I whisper, my lips grazing his jaw.
I trail my hand down his chest, across the coarse black and grey hairs, until my fingertips reach the top of his waistband. He lets out a low growl, almost like an animal, and I know that I have him.
I hold his hand and lead him to the pool, and he follows; he stops fighting his demons. We slide into the water; the coolness is a relief compared to the heat between us. I push him up against the side of the pool, my hands on his shoulders, and kiss him roughly, my tongue demanding. He kisses me back, his hands on my waist, pulling me close. I rub my leg up against his crotch, making him curse.
"Fuck April, you're killing me..." He growls, his hands finding their way to my ass and clenching tightly.
His head pulls away, and he hesitates for a moment. I look into his eyes...in disbelief. How can he resist? I'm naked and horny, and I've pretty much thrown myself at him. I've never had to work this hard for a man to fuck me. I understand his turmoil, but fuck me already.
I lean back in and compassionately whisper, "I understand, Alex will never find out...Don't overthink it. Just take me."
He pushes my back against the wall of the pool and pulls down his swim trunks. His penis is stiff and threatening, and I whimper as he lifts my legs and wraps them around his waist. He pushes into me in one solid thrust, stretching me in a way that Alex can never do. I scream in rage and in bliss. My nails dig into his shoulders, and a few drops of blood trickle into the pool.
He's not slow, he's not gentle, and he delivers precisely what I tempted him for--a brutal claiming of my body. He fucks me harshly, my back rubbing against the pool wall as water churns around us. His thrusts are pointed and purposeful, each one pushing deeper, claiming me.
A hand closes around my throat, squeezing, and I abruptly explode, cumming hard and writhing around his formidable cock, my high-pitched scream tearing through the yard and off the house. He doesn't break his rhythm, maintaining the same pace as another orgasm starts building immediately after the previous one.
"You're mine," he growls, demonstrating his dominance.
I make a gentle noise, enjoying how he attempts to dominate and handle my wildness. My gaze locks with his, and I taunt him with a smile.
"Is that the best you've got?" I gasp. He pauses and pulls out, spinning me around so I'm facing the pool wall, and pushes his cock back into me again. Now my nipples scrape against the rough surface with every thrust, but it only adds to the pain and pleasure that's making me insane. I look toward the house, half-expecting Alex to be standing there, but it's just the two of us. The risk makes everything feel more visceral.
"Oh my Gawd, yes...you feel so good..." I moan.
His hands grip my ass, opening me wide, and I feel his thumb push against my tight anus. It causes me to release a small squeal. I push back against him, and he gets it, slowly pressing his thumb inside of me. It's an intense feeling, pleasure mixed with tightness, and just the right amount of pain.
He continues to pound his cock deep inside of me. The thought that his son just finished fucking me not thirty minutes ago sends me into a crazed frenzy. I whimper and push back, my tiny ass meeting his every thrust. I want him deep inside of me, deeper than Alex.
"Ohhh...Ohhh..." I can't hold back any longer.
"Fuck yes...Don't stop..." I scream as I come again, even harder than the last time. My eyes go dark as my body shudders like it's going to break. He groans, thrusting deeper, and I feel him shoot his warm semen deep into my vagina. Spasm after spasm, he fills me.
The temptress inside of me speaks to me...His semen no doubt mixes with his son's. The thought of me filled with both of their cum is incredibly erotic. This is a once-in-a-lifetime event.
He holds me close, both of us panting. I remain bent over the pool's edge, spent and weak with his thumb still deep inside of me as the trembling slows. He gently removes his thumb, his cock withering out of me.
He turns me around to wrap my legs around him again, moving me away from the wall. I press my forehead into his, our breathing in sync, and smile.
"No apologies this time," I say to him, my voice husky.
He laughs and kisses me softly.
"No apologies," he says, yet his eyes still convey some concern.
We exit the pool, and I notice a missed text. I look at it as his dad walks back to the house.
The message reads, 'Just waiting on the pizza; should be back in 10 minutes. I'm starving...for you."
I smile at sweet Alex's message and set my phone down before drying off and putting my bikini back on. I jokingly think that I better eat slowly to give myself time to recuperate.
Who knew handling two men would be so exhausting... But my inner slut still isn't satisfied: if anything, it's still hungry for more.
==========
Thank you for reading this story. If you enjoyed it, please don't forget to favourite and rate it. It's the only way I know people are enjoying it, plus it gives me encouragement to continue writing.
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The Performance
Like all summers, this one came to an end too quickly. I'm back in class and the professor is going on about this and that, but I'm not listening. I know what he's saying is important but I just can't focus. My mind is preoccupied with other matters.
I just can't seem to get Alex's father out of my head. Since our last encounter a few weeks ago he has been ghosting me. I sent him a few text's since then but he hasn't responded. I know he feels guilty for having sex with with his son's girlfriend. So I thought it best to give him some space, but the silence is killing me. Is this it? Is it over? Does he hate me for putting him in this situation?
At the same time my feelings for Alex were starting to get complicated. I kept dating Alex and pretended that everything was fine, but in reality, I wasn't sure what to do. Was I just using him to get to his father? I knew my relationship with Alex was coming to an end...but what about his father?
I needed time to think and reflect. To sort out what I had gotten myself into. To untangle the emotions and the web that I was consumed by.
Regrettably, the image I see of myself is not at all flattering. I recognize my lustful and selfish desires, my obsession with Alex's father, and the way I boldly surrendered to him without any shame. The worse thing is how I have psychologically tortured that poor man. His internal struggle can be seen all over his face, a mixture of desire, shame, and guilt. An affair with your son's girlfriend must be one of the lowest things a father can do. He really did try to resist, to be the good father. Yet, I was the aggressor, a seductress who relentlessly pursued her victim and wouldn't accept 'no' as an answer. What is wrong with me!
My feelings for Alex's father aren't romantic, not at all...they are something else...more like primal. From the first time I noticed him staring at me in my bikini around the pool I was hooked. I could see the lust in his eyes. He had that 'I want to fuck you" look that women pick up on. I should have ignored him out of respect for Alex, but something clicked in me and I just couldn't resist teasing him.
The fact that he was physically attracted to me while he was doing his best to resist the temptation awakened my inner slut. Was it the forbidden aspect of it that was most appealing? The excitement of a taboo secret sexual affair? My desperate need for validation? Or was it merely the way his hands touched me...how his thick cock filled me and drove me wild? I'm not entirely sure, but what I do know is that walking away from him is not an option. I want him again.
I have always felt in a way that there is something fundamentally wrong with me, that there is a defect in my hard-wiring that I can't explain or mend. I have this never-ending need for sexual validation that I jokingly refer to as my 'inner slut'. But it's not funny anymore.
My personal history is a blur of heartbreak and deceitfulness. I have cheated on virtually every boyfriend that I have ever had. I have crossed the line with fathers in situations where I was babysitting. By the time I reached the senior year of high school, I had established the reputation of the 'easy' girl, the 'slut'.
I know the root of this probably stretches back to my childhood which was filled with years of emotional abuse from both my mother and older sister. They were both very attractive and I was the 'homely' one. Their words were like knives, constantly carving away at my self-esteem. They told me I was ugly, plain, that no boy would ever want me. Those hurtful messages planted seeds of profound insecurity that I've never been able to overcome.
So, when I finally developed and boys (and shockingly older men also) started paying attention to me, it was like a revelation. It was the opposite of everything I'd been told. Who was I, 'the ugly one', to refuse that kind of attention? It felt like I had something to prove, a lifetime of insults to overwrite.
At first, sex itself wasn't pleasurable at all. It felt dirty and wrong, and the religious guilt afterwards was a heavy burden. But it made me feel 'wanted'. That was the drug. I became addicted to the way boys lusted after me. I was amazed that even married men were attracted to someone like me. I was stunned when some of them actually offered to pay me for sex; the sheer power of that was an incredible turn-on. Sex became my currency for validation, and rebuilding my self-esteem.
I thought about sex constantly, my mind a running loop of fantasies and plans. I'm pretty sure I was, and still am, a nymphomaniac. Yes, something is definitely wrong with me.
***
Just like most teenagers, having sex in his truck was a common event for Alex and me. Alex would park at empty lots or isolated backroads. The chance of being caught was a reason for his desperate thrusts and quick ejaculations. However, after my encounters with his father, I couldn't continue with that anymore. I needed more than a quickie. The truck was too small and too mundane, for the inferno raging within me now. I told Alex I was fed up with tight seats and steamed windows. I needed space, to be able to take our time. He just smiled and said the house was ours most nights after 10 pm when his father went to bed.
On our next date, Alex surprised me by taking me back to his house for some goodnight sex on the living room couch.
"We have to keep the noise down." He tells me.
It was already past 11 pm and beyond his fathers bedtime. The very idea of his father being home while we were having sex was extremely erotic and exciting for me. It definitely flipped a switch in me.
The living room was in darkness except for a small table lamp on the end table. The lamp seemed to spotlight the couch.
"Let me turn off that lamp." Alex said as I stretch out on the couch.
"No, leave it on," I insisted, as my long legs lazily tangled with Alex's.
"You sure?" Alex questioned.
"Yeah, I want to see you..." I joked. The reality was that I wanted to be seen by his father if he woke up. I was feeling extremely horny at the thought of having sex on the couch with his father just feet away in his bedroom.
It isn't long before Alex's hands are all over me. His lips planting sloppy kisses down my neck and shoulder. I pull off his t-shirt and toss it on the floor. My fingertips trace the lines of his tanned, well-defined back. His skin is warm, his body familiar and comfortable.
But I am a million miles away. Not here. Not tonight.
My whole being is directed toward the bedrooms upstairs. Alex's father is upstairs sleeping. Or better yet, he's awake thinking exactly the same thing as I am. That thought sends a thrill through my core that has nothing to do with Alex's caresses.
All I can think about is the memory of his father's hands on me. His touch was so different than Alex's; Knowing, deliberate, and filled with a kind of intensity that left a permanent mark on me, a desire that still aches. I haven't been the same since.
The obsession is total. He is the first thing on my mind in the morning and the last before I fall asleep. The moments we shared play on a continuous, torturous loop in my head. At night, alone in my bed, the memories are so vivid I can't resist touching myself. It's become a compulsion, a nightly ritual.
But it's not enough. Even my active sex life with Alex feels empty, like I'm just going through the motions. I'm falling behind in my classes, my textbooks open but my mind completely elsewhere, replaying a memory instead of absorbing information. I have to do something. This can't continue. But the terrible truth is that I don't know if I want it to stop.
The house is still except for the creak of the couch and Alex's laboured breathing. I'm wearing a thin tank top and cut-off shorts. Alex tugs at my top, his fingers clumsy but determined, and I allow him to remove it, leaving me in my lacy bra and shorts.
His eyes twinkle with that boyish hunger I've seen so many times before, and he leans in, kissing me roughly. I return the kiss, but my eyes dart to the upstairs hall, at the other end of the room. Is he there? Is he watching? The thought sends a thrill through my core, my body already vibrating with expectation.
I'm straddling Alex on the couch, my thighs wrapped around his hips. He grabs my ass and gives it a good hard squeeze. I grind against him, feeling his cock stiffen through his jeans.
"Damn, April," he moans, his voice muted as he buries his face in my bosom.
I groan and purr, over and over, just loud enough that it carries upstairs. I want his father to know that I'm having sex with him son.
Suddenly I see a dark shadow at the top of the stairs. At first I have difficulty making it out, then it seems to shift slightly. My heart skips a beat. I know he's there. I can sense it, that lustful gaze that has been plaguing me all summer is now watching me from the darkness at the top of the stairs.
Prior to this, I was always modest when we fooled around at Alex's house. I would always keep my clothes on, perhaps just raise my top or pull my jeans down just enough to give him access. I was timid, afraid of his dad coming in, afraid of being caught. But now? Now I want to be seen.
The idea of his father's eyes on me, taking in every bit of my exposed flesh stirs the desire inside of me. I reach back, unclip my bra, and let it drop to the floor. Alex's hands are on my breasts in an flash, his fingers pulling on my nipples, but it's not his touch I crave. I arch my back, my head tilting toward the stairs, my topless body exposed for the shadow that I know is watching.
"Oh my god, you're so hot," Alex whispers, his mouth on my swollen nipples, sucking hard.
I moan again, this time louder, my fingers knotting in his hair as I press my tits into his mouth. But my eyes remain fixed on the stairs. There, a shadow of movement, a form just barely discernible in the faint light. I catch my breath. It's him. He's there, looking around the top of the stairs, hiding in the shadows.
As my eyes adjust to the darkness and I make out his head slowly moving. His face is still cloaked in the shadows, but the whites of his eyes are now visible. Our eyes lock, and the air sizzles with something dangerous, something taboo. I maintain his gaze, my lips opening as I emit another sensual moan, this one for him, not Alex.
"Oh, fuck... You have no clue how horny you make me... I'm so fucking wet..." Alex is unaware that I'm talking to his father and not him.
"You're so fucking hot, babe." Alex is more than ready for the next step.
I move, rotating Alex so that his back is to the stairs, his face pressed into my chest. He doesn't even realize it, too lost in his own desire. Now I'm facing his father directly, my body exposed to his gaze. I run my hands down Alex's back, pulling at his jeans.
"Take these off," I whisper, my voice gravelly, as he wrestles with his belt, tugging his jeans and boxers off.
His cock pops out and I can see he's fully erect. I grab his cock and begin to stroke him. My hand moving slowly up and down his stiff shaft, my eyes still fixed on his father's silhouette. I still can't make out his face, but I know he's looking, his eyes burning, hungry. Being watched makes me incredibly moist, my shorts wet against my thighs.
I stand up, facing both Alex and the stairs, and slowly remove my shorts and panties simultaneously, so that I'm completely naked. I position myself so that the dim table lamp illuminates my body.
"You like?" I tease, again stealing a glance at the stairs.
"Oh Fuck yeah..." Alex growls, unaware that I keep gazing at the stairs.
I linger for a moment to ensure that both men have a good long look at my young firm naked body. As I stand there I cup my breasts and begin to pinch my swollen nipples...just like I've seen women do in porn movies. I purr seductively as I reach down and run my index finger between my wet labia and then bring it to my lips to taste my juices. I bat my eyes, first looking at Alex and then to the stairs.
"Isn't this better than having sex in your truck," I smile.
Alex appears stunned, he gasps as he looks at me and just nods his head. He's lost for words as I see his cock twitch with excitement.
"You've made me so fucking horny tonight...I can't wait to feel you inside of me...I want you so badly," I purr. Again, my comment is directed to Alex's father.
"Holy shit, April," he says, trying to reach for me, but I push him back into the couch, and I slowly and seductively straddle his lap, fully aware that I'm putting on a show.
I've never been this daring. Never have I been naked when I knew we weren't alone in the house. The idea of me performing for his father is driving me crazy.
"Alex baby...I want you to fuck me good and hard tonight...can you do that for me?" I purr, again just loud enough so my shadow voyeur can hear me.
Alex just grunts as I grind my wet vulva up and down his shaft.
I raise my hips and position his cock to my opening. I lower myself down slowly, releasing a loud, purposeful moan as his cock slowly penetrates me.
I let out a gasp as Alex fills me. My gaze remains on the stairs, on the silhouette that hasn't shifted. I know he is aware that I see him which makes it even more erotic.
Alex groans, his hands clench my hips as I begin to ride him, nice and slow. I deliberately grind and rotate my tiny ass on his cock to put on a show. From the position we are in I know his father can see how my hungry pussy is swallowing up his sons cock. I am in full control. I slowly rotate my hips and then pick up the pace, the couch creaking beneath us.
"Fuck, you're so wet," Alex gasps, his voice coarse, his thrusts now matching mine.
I lean forward, my breasts swaying with every motion, and moan loudly once again.
"Oh, fuck yes...YES...don't stop," My voice ringing out through the still house. I want his father to to hear me, to see me, to know exactly what I'm doing with his son, and what I'd prefer to be doing with him.
"Shhhhh...keep it down," Alex demands.
I just whimper in ecstasy.
I can see the shadow stir slightly, and I swear I see a hand move, a slight silhouette of movement that makes my vagina tighten around Alex's cock.
I ride him harder, thrashing about, my moans louder, more performative.
"Yes, just like that, I need you to fuck me good and hard tonight..." I call out, my eyes fixed on the stairs.
I imagine his father stroking to the sight of me, and the thought pushes me closer to the edge.
Alex is lost in his own pleasure, his hands wandering over my body, his thrusts irregular, but it's his father's gaze that's driving me wild. I arch backward, one hand on Alex's knee, the other slipping between my legs to touch myself, exposing everything to his father clearly. My fingers circle my clit, and I scream, my body convulsing as I cum, my eyes locked on the silhouette that is now utterly motionless.
"Oh yes... Don't stop... Please, give it to me hard... harder...don't stop...right there...YES, YES, YES," I'm practically shouting as an orgasm washes over me. The words, the performance, all for his father rather than for Alex.
Alex follows, making a loud muffled sound as he spills his load inside me, his hands clutched on my hips. I fall back down and rest against him, panting, but my mind is still upstairs, with the man who witnessed everything. Alex kisses my shoulder and murmurs something sweet, but I can barely hear him. I glance at the stairs again, and the shadow is gone. My heart is heavy, but only for a moment. I know this isn't over. I can't go home feeling like this, I need...no I want Alex's father!
"Hey, is it Ok if I spend the night?" I sweetly ask, knowing full well that Alex has an earlier class than me in the morning.
"Yeah, of course," Alex enthusiastically replies.
We move to Alex's bedroom but I'm still wildly aroused that his father is in the next room, probably listening. I can't keep my hands off of Alex, my inner slut is on fire. We have sex several more times throughout the night.
***
The following morning, Alex wakes me up and we have sex again before he rushes off to his early class. I remain in his bed, naked with the sheets tangled around my legs, and my body still charged from last night. I ought to feel guilty, but I don't.
That dark side of me, my inner slut, has taken control of my senses, and she craves more, much more. I pull on one of Alex's sweatshirts, the hem scarcely covering my ass, and walk downstairs to brew coffee. The house is still, but I'm aware his father is home as I hear him stirring upstairs.
I'm pouring coffee when I hear footsteps coming down the stairs. My racing heart accelerates, but I don't turn around. I can feel his eyes on me as he enters the kitchen. I play coy and pretend not to notice him, even though my mind is racing with anticipation. We are alone in the house and my inner slut can't wait to fuck his brains out.
"Good Morning, April," he says, his voice deep and gravelly, the same one that caused me to melt by the pool.
I turn around and look at him and see his eyes staring right through me. He's dressed for the office, a nice crisp white shirt and taupe coloured dress pants. His hair is damp from a shower. Looking at him causes my thighs to tense up.
"Good morning," I reply, my tone soft but teasing.
I rest against the counter, the sweatshirt creeping up a bit higher, revealing more of my legs. His eyes dart down, holding, and I watch his jaw clamp. I know he saw me last night, saw everything, and it emboldens me.
"Did you sleep well?" I inquire, with a slight smile on my face.
He moves in, standing only a foot or so away, our eyes lock.
"Not really," he answers, his voice tight.
"You're making it difficult to sleep in this house. You know the bedroom walls are paper thin." His words course through me, directly to the warmth gathering between my legs. I seductively reach up to my hair and brush it over one shoulder. He breaks eye contact as my sweatshirt rises with my arm. The shirt also falls off of one shoulder and I choose to leave it. I reach for my coffee cup and and take a slow sip.
"Am I?" I say, in a naive but sweet tone.
I set the mug down, my fingers brushing against the bottom of the sweatshirt, I discretely pull it up slightly to expose the curve of my hip. His eyes follow this action, and I see his hands clench at his sides, as though he is struggling to keep them to himself.
"Is there anything I can do to make it up to you?" My inner slut boldly purrs.
He lets out a low chuckle, his head shaking.
"You're trouble, April," He says, as he moves closer, his body now pressing against mine by the counter. I can smell him, that earthy scent that drives me crazy. His hand touches my waist, his fingers pushing into my skin through the fabric, and I gasp, my body leaning toward him.
"You like watching me don't you," I whisper, my lips grazing his ear.
"Do you like what you see?" I tease.
He pulls me closer, and I can feel his erection against my leg through his trousers. His breathing is laboured and I know it won't be long before I get what I want.
Before he has a chance to respond I drop to my knees, my hands tugging at his belt. He utters a deep, low grunt and doesn't try to stop me as I unzip his pants, drawing out his swollen cock. It's thick and heavy in my hand, and I look up at him, I bat my eyes and lick my lips.
"Tell me you don't want this," I say, my voice challenging him to lie.
He doesn't speak, as he grabs the back of my head and pulls me close enough that his cock slaps my face. I pull away.
"No, tell me... Tell me you want this." I demand, needing to hear it, to know that he wants me. I need reassurance....I need to know that he wants me...I need my drug fix!



He stops.
"Fuck April...Yeah, I want this." He says in a quivering voice that matches his trembling hands.
Satisfied with his response, I start gently licking the pre-cum off the tip of his cock. My hand slowly runs up and down his shaft before I grip his thick cock tightly in my small hand.
"What do you want?" I gaze up at him through half-closed eyes, requiring him to plead for it, to unman himself in front of me.
"I need you to suck me...please." His voice barely above a whisper.
The way he pleads gives me the feeling of power, and I slide him into my mouth slowly, enjoying the way he stiffens and the way his breath catches.
He is much thicker than Alex. I enjoy the way he feels and tastes. I run my tongue, my lips, and my hands all over him. He moans, his hips shifting slightly, urging me on. I glance up and look into his eyes, and the intense yearning within them makes me feel horny, my thighs damp beneath the sweatshirt.
He holds my head gently and guides it as I eagerly bob my head taking as much cock into my mouth as I can. I slurp and drool all over his lovely piece of meat. My hands keep busy squeezing his balls and stroking the base of his shaft. He's rock hard now.
He pulls away from my lips and stands me up. He gives me a rough kiss before he spins me around, folding me over the kitchen counter. My sweatshirt rides up, exposing me fully, and he groans as he looks at me. I don't have any panties on, and I'm shaved.
"Fuck, April," he snarls, his fingers finding me silky smooth, incredibly wet, and ready.
I reach back and grab his hand tightly, glancing back over my shoulder at him.
"No, no. You haven't asked...tell me what you want to do to me." I snarl at him, my fingers tightening on his wrist as I spin to confront him.
"Fucking hell, April," He groans. 
I take pleasure in his need, and it fills me with a dark desire to slowly break him down.
"I want to pin you up against this counter and fuck you until you beg me to stop," he says.
I nod and smile.
"Was that so hard?" I ask as I turn back around, leaning over the counter with my ass facing him. I bend at the counter, support myself on my toes, spread my legs slightly, and finally push my small, tight ass up and out. I'm now ready, in a position no man can resist.
He doesn't hesitate, pushing into my wet vagina with one slow but forceful thrust. I cry out as he stretches me. He thrusts hard, his hands gripping my hips firmly, the counter digging into my stomach. I rock my hips back to meet his thrusts. I want to feel him deep inside of me.
"Ohh... Wow, that feels so good... Please don't stop..." I cry out in absolute bliss, urging him on. His cock feels wonderful inside of me. I love how it fills me, how it stretches me out.
As his cock is pounding into me, I can't help but think how erotic it is to have fucked both Alex and his father in a matter of hours of each other. Yes, father and sons cock pounding into me...Holly shit I can't believe that I'm doing this.
Suddenly my head is forced down against the cold granite countertop. A hand moves up from my hips, under my sweatshirt, and gropes my breasts hard. He starts to roughly fondle them, tugging and squeezing my nipples tightly. It hurts but it's also feels erotic. His thrusts are more forceful and deeper, slamming me against the counter over and over.
I adore each second of the pounding he is giving me. It's rough, savage, nothing like Alex's eager fumbling. His father knows what he wants, and he takes it, possessing me with each thrust, even as I tear apart his soul.
I am drenched. I can feel my love juices gushing out around his cock and down my inner thighs. His thrusts are now covered with wet, sloppy noises. He briefly slides out of me. It's not on purpose; I'm just that wet. He takes his cock in his hand and enters me again, almost like he's panicked. The noises of a good, hard, and sloppy fuck echos through the kitchen.
"Ohhhh gawd... Don't stop..." I plead as I lose control and a huge orgasm envelops me. What went on last night and this morning was pent up inside of me and was too much to hold in.
I cum hard, my body trembling and slick around him, my moans echoing throughout the vacant house.
He just keeps fucking me hard and fast right through my entire orgasm. He's pushing me to new levels... I shriek in ecstasy. I can tell he's getting close, but he's got control; he's able to keep his orgasm at bay until the time is right, unlike his son.
A few moments later he releases a loud, guttural grunt, as he erupts inside of me, his breathing coarse against my neck. I can feel his warm semen shot deep inside of me. Several thrusts, each one filling me with his seed.
I can't stop thinking that this was the same semen that created Alex. What a strange thought that was.
Our bodies slump, worn out, sweaty. We remain like that for a while, breathing heavily, his hands still on my hips. Then he withdraws, stepping back, and I turn to look at him, my legs trembling, a contented smile on my face. I feel his juices starting to dribble out of me. The trickle of love juices down my leg turns into river.
"Satisfied?" I ask, my voice husky. My hand slips between my legs, as I try to stop the follow by smearing his semen all over my smooth pussy.
He gasps as he watches me, his eyes dark and wide.
"I won't apologize," I say, echoing our words by the pool.
He lets out a low, breathy chuckle, but his intense gaze never leaving mine.
"No apologies," he repeats, his voice rough.
He pulls up his pants and straightens himself out. He runs a hand through his hair as he turns to glance off in the direction of the living room. A tinge of regret, fear, I couldn't tell, flickered across his face. It was gone in an instant, replaced by that cold, unreadable look.
"I have to get going, I have an early meeting," he says abruptly, his voice all business. He pours his coffee into a travel mug. "You should get going also, don't you have classes?"
The coldness in his tone was a slap. It wasn't the reaction I wanted or expected. He was already trying to piece himself back together, shutting me out. Before I could say another word, he turns and walks out the side door into the garage. A moment later, I hear the rumble of his car starting and pulling away.
I was alone.
I leaned back against the counter, the cold granite against my bare skin feels refreshing. I should have felt powerful, but a hollow feeling was spreading in my heart. I had gotten what I wanted, so why did it feel like I had lost?
I automatically tidy up, my mind reeling. I pull Alex's sweatshirt back down and move towards the sink, splashing cold water on my face. I need to get dressed. I need to get to classes just like he said.
I go upstairs and slip into the bathroom for a quick shower before walking across the hall naked into Alex's room. I gather my scattered clothes and begin to get dressed. As I pull on my jeans, I hear the floor creak out in the hallway. I stop for a second and listen, but the house is silent. I put it off to house groans and carry on.
I finish dressing and head back downstairs. I have one foot on the bottom stair when I see it. A sliver of white on the dark hardwood floor near the living room couch. It looks out of place. I walk over and picked it up.
It isn't mine. It's a crumpled receipt. I almost toss it aside, but the date catches my eye. It's from last night. For an after dark movie theatre downtown. The show started at 9:45 pm.
I'm puzzled as I study the receipt. I double and triple check the date and time. Oh fuck...My mind starts to race. Who's ticket is this? How did it get on the floor? Alex lives in the house with only his father. Alex was with me last evening, so the ticket had to have been his fathers. Was he trying to leave me a message? Was I just imaging that I was being watched? It was dark after-all.
The air leaves my lungs. My mind flashes to last night, the shifting shadows on the stairs, the silhouette. I was so sure it was him. No, I'm positive someone was watching last night...I would bet my life on it. I saw the whites of their eyes. We locked stares. Alex's father never commented about my performance last night when I asked if he liked watching me...was he just being coy? Maybe he just didn't want to admit that he was watching me have sex with his son?
The showtime meant he wouldn't have gotten home until well after 12:30 am. Long after Alex and I had finished on the couch. Long after I had put on my performance for an audience I was certain was there.
The shadow I saw... the eyes I felt burning into me...
If it wasn't him watching me last night... then who was?
Panic starts to sink in....
================
Thank you for reading this story. If you enjoyed it, please don't forget to favourite and rate it. It's the only way I know people are enjoying it, plus it gives me encouragement to continue writing.
April602
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Stranded and Vulnerable
As I discussed in earlier stories, when I was younger, my father had health problems that kept him from being able to work. Our family quickly fell onto hard times. Even though money was extremely tight, my father managed to purchase an old car for me for $500. I know he felt guilty that my plans to attend university out of town were dashed. By all rights I was more worried about my father and family than I was about school. He bought me the car so that I could commute back and forth to college and to my part-time job. The car proved to be a huge time saver, but it came at a cost.
Like all inexpensive old used cars, it was a lemon that was always breaking down and requiring repairs. If my dad had any idea what that car would ultimately cost his daughter, he would never have purchased it.
Around this time I was dating a guy named Alan. Alan was a nice-looking guy, but he had a fault. He was inconsiderate and unreliable. To add insult to injury, he lived an hour away in the next town. The only reason I kept dating him was that I enjoyed his friends. Especially his friend, Mike. Mike was a very friendly guy, and he had a way of melting my heart whenever we spoke.
I had attempted to break up with Alan a few weeks before, but he pleaded for one more chance, and I stupidly gave in to him. Alan was nice to me for roughly a week, but now, a few weeks later, he's back to his neglectful ways. I'm fairly certain he saw the writing on the wall. The time had come for me to break up with him, and I preferred to do that face-to-face. I do have class after all.
I phoned Alan on Friday afternoon and asked about possibly meeting him that evening. He agreed. Considering what I was about to do, it seemed like a waste of a Friday evening to have to drive all the way to Alan's apartment and back, just to end it with him. Considering this, I came up with an idea.
I knew what bar Alan's friends always hung out at, Mike included. I thought that once I had broken up with Alan, I could just coincidentally drop by the bar where Alan's friends were. I had set my sights on Mike, and it would be an ideal way of letting him know I had broken up with Alan and I was interested in him.
I wanted to look like a million bucks to get Mike's attention as well as wanting Alan to see what he was missing out on, so I went all out. I put on a sexy black semi-sheer top, no bra. If you looked close enough, in the right light, you could see my breasts through the thin fabric. I paired it with a short black denim skirt and a pair of black high-heeled ankle boots. I wore a short leather jacket that partially covered up the thin top. The jacket was ideal for a quick flash or tease. I do have to admit, I looked hot. I decided to put my hair in a ponytail, which gave me that sexy, sweetie girl-next-door look that I was going for.
It was close to nine and dark by the time I started the long drive to Alan's place. Rather than taking the highway, I decided to take a shortcut via country back roads to save a bit of time. As soon as I got on the country roads, I had a bad feeling. The road was pitch-black, and I was the only car on the road. Rather than listen to my gut and return to the highway, I continued on.
Sure enough, about 30 minutes into my drive, the car engine began to make odd sounds. I was out in the middle of nowhere, so there was no way I was pulling over. So, like any other female in this situation would do, I turned up the radio and continued driving. The engine continued to make increasingly odd, loud noises until the engine simply died. My car coasted to a stop at the side of the road.
"Oh fuck...You gotta be kidding..." I realized I was in a situation now.
I tried to restart the car, but it wouldn't even turn over--nothing, just cranked and cranked. I was at a loss about what to do; it was dark and deserted, and it was getting cold.
I called Alan right away. No Answer! I wondered, how is that possible?  He's supposed to be waiting for me to arrive. I waited a few minutes, considering that he might be occupied, and called again, still without success.
Damn him! Where the heck is he, anyway? He knew I was coming over; he was supposed to be home. It was just like him to have forgotten and gone out with his roommates.
I kept my AAA card in the glove box. I pulled it out and called them. I explained to the woman on the phone that I'd broken down in the middle of nowhere and I needed someone to come out as soon as possible. I told her I was scared and felt unsafe. She seemed bored, but after getting all of my information, she assured me that I'd be a priority and hung up.
Then I waited, and waited, and waited some more. The entire while, I continued trying to get in touch with Alan. The more I called, the more furious I became.
I even attempted to call a few friends, but it was a Friday evening, and they were all out.
Now I was afraid. A young woman alone and stranded on a rural road in complete darkness was not a safe position to be in. The fact that I was also dressed so provocatively might encourage even a well-intentioned person to take advantage of the situation. Hell, isn't this the way all horror films begin? Frightening thoughts raced through my mind.
I should have heeded my father's advice and taken the highway; although it was somewhat longer, at least it was well lit and populated. Chalk up another dumb decision on my part.
At last, after an hour plus, the tow truck arrived.
I remained in the car until the driver approached; I rolled down the window and told him as best I could what had occurred. He asked me to pop the hood and attempt to start the car. He retrieved some tools and a flashlight from his truck, and a few minutes later he declared that, alas, he had no clue what was wrong with it.
"So Mam, where would you like to be towed?" He asked.
"Umm, I don't know...to the nearest garage, I guess." I was hoping he knew where to take it.
I attempted to call Alan one more time, but still no success. I finally emerged from the car when the tow truck driver backed his truck up to the front of the car.
"What are the chances of getting it fixed tonight?" I knew I was being hopeful, but I had to ask.
He looked me over as I shivered in the cold. My sexy outfit wasn't meant for the cold outdoors.
"Well, Mam, let me hook your car up, and then I'll make some calls. But most places have been closed since 7 pm." His tone wasn't very optimistic.
It was around eleven o'clock by now; my phone battery was practically dead, and I just wanted to go home and cry. I had no clue how I was going to pay for the repairs or if even the car could be repaired. I pushed that thought out of my mind and decided to deal with that problem when it arose.
He noticed I was shaking and invited me to get into the truck cab to warm up while he hooked up my car. It was a cold night, and my nipples were rock hard from the cold and somewhat tender.
As I approached the truck, I glanced down at the front of my blouse, and sure enough, my nipples were standing out clearly through the thin fabric since my jacket wasn't zipped up. I was certain that's what the driver saw when I initially began speaking with him.
As soon as he had the car hooked up, I noticed him on the phone. He got into the truck and told me there was a garage that could possibly be open, so we set off towards the garage.
The driver was a nice enough man but a bit shy, perhaps just quiet. It was a relatively quiet ride to the garage. It was approximately a twenty-minute drive deeper into the darkness and in the wrong direction of home.
Along the way, he kept looking over at my exposed legs. I had visions of him pulling the truck over on some dark dirt road and raping me. After all, I was dressed pretty provocatively and vulnerable. Fortunately for me, he remained a gentleman.
It was sort of frightening when we arrived at the garage. It was an old run-down type of gas station from the 1950s. There were lots of older cars on the lot, and half of them seemed to have been in accidents. It was eerie, and I couldn't help but feel it was just like something in a horror film.
The driver indicated that it appeared there was somebody in the garage and said I should go in and speak with the owner while he unhitched the car. As I began a slow walk towards the office door of the garage, the large overhead door opened and the tow driver backed the car inside the garage. The driver quickly unhooked my car and drove away, abandoning me there.
I pushed the door open and stepped in.
"Hello?" I yelled out in dread.
An old man with white hair walked into the office from the repair area. He was wiping his hands on an orange rag. He clearly had never been to a gym in his life and was older than the earth. He wore a shirt that had the name Bill embroidered on it.
"Can I help you?" he said.
Oh good, I thought, he looks like someone's grandfather; maybe if I give him the sweet girl act, he'll have a soft spot for me and give me a break. Maybe I can flirt and exploit him into fixing my car without charging me.
I was just twenty, but I had already experienced how much control women have over men. I had gotten many things for free by just smiling and batting my eyelashes. Sometimes it took a bit of showing some skin--accidentally, naturally--but I generally got my way. But that was with young, horny guys. Would flirting have an effect on this older man? I was sure that I could make it work.
I told him about how my car had just died as I gave him a sexy half-smile with my head lowered, gazing up at him through my fluttering eyelashes. I had the innocent, sweet, yet sexy look perfected. I went to work on this old man, no holds barred.
Bill inspected me, eyeing me up and down. He said the garage closed hours ago, and he was only there because he was doing some work on his own vehicle. I pleaded with him to simply take a look at it.
"Please, sir, I'm stranded and more than an hour's drive from home."
"Let's take a look at it, okay?" popping the hood.
Mr. Bill, as I started to call him, examined the engine. I observed him push on oily things and pull on wires, then smear all that oil on his chin, making "hmmm" noises.
"Is it bad?" I asked, leaning on the fender opposite him and ensuring that he had a clear view of the little cleavage that I did possess.
"Oh yes," he said. "This vehicle could have caught on fire. You're fortunate it didn't."
Shock and fear gripped me. This sounded expensive.
I leaned forward, which provided him with a clearer view of my assets. He now had a good view down my top and could see the majority of my breasts. I couldn't take any chance if my car might catch on fire.
I straightened up, pouting my face but also ensuring that my jacket was wide open. I pretended, of course, not to notice that my hard, cold nipples were straining through my thin blouse, my breasts clearly visible under the bright garage lights.
He looked at my breasts for a long time before he rubbed his chin and said, "I can do it, but it's going to take a while. I'm going to have to set aside everything that I'm doing now to do it for you. I know that you're stranded and just trying to get home."
I was happy and surprised that showing a bit of my cleavage had such a great effect on him. I leaned in a bit closer to him, ensuring his eyes never left my breasts. I now needed to get him to waive or reduce the cost of the repairs.
"I hope that it's not too expensive," I spoke in a timid, shy tone.
"I'll do it as inexpensively as possible," he said. "Is money an issue? This would typically be a $1200 job and take the better part of the day, but I may be able to fix it and get you back on the road."
My face fell at the price. I started crying. Between sobs, I explained to him about my sick father being unable to work and how I was trying to make ends meet with a part-time job to pay for tuition. How I had only $40 in my bank account.
Mr. Bill did not know what to do. He simply stared at me and then said,
"Let's get under her and take a look. It might be a bit less expensive if it's not so bad," he said.
I composed myself. I understood that I needed to keep him interested in me in order to get the car repaired and back on the road. I had never received anything that was this expensive for free, but I was ready to do whatever I had to. I had no funds and, therefore, no option.
Perfect, I thought. My little skirt and thong would be put to good use with him on the floor. I wanted him to be thinking with his cock rather than his brain.
He climbed onto his creeper and rolled himself underneath the vehicle, then poked his head out to talk to me.
"At least the main line isn't ruptured," he said, disappearing back under the car.
I stood over the place where his head had popped out and opened my legs a bit.
Soon enough, I heard the creeper shifting again, then silence. I grinned to myself. Good thing I have on a pink thong. I waited for a bit, letting him get an eyeful before I said, "How bad is it?"
He slid out from under the car, forcing me to move out of the way.
"I believe that I can have you back on the road for $600, possibly slightly less if I happen to have one of the parts in the shop."
My face paled. "Is there no way that I can get on the road for less?" I begged.
Mr. Bill got up and walked towards me as he wiped his hands. I took advantage of this break to re-apply my shiny lipstick in a very sensual way. His gaze was on my wet and shiny lips as I pursed my lips. He stared into my eyes and simply nodded.
"Oh, I'm sure we can work something out, by the way you're dressed and acting." He eyed me up and down with an evil smile.
My head was spinning. Mr. Bill had just called me out. He was aware of what I was attempting to do. I was in a jam. I couldn't ask my dad for money since he was off work, and my boyfriend Alan was always broke.
I just stood there before him in silence, not knowing what to say or do next. I bit my bottom lip, as I habitually do whenever I am in trouble.
That's when he reached out and carefully opened my jacket to take a look. I didn't fight him as he held my jacket open and stared at my firm nipples beneath my thin blouse.
"Unbutton your blouse," He blurted out.
"Umm, what?...why?" I continued to play the innocent girl role.
"You know damn well why; stop playing games, it's getting late." His voice was now firm and confident.
Fuck, he was onto me...
I inhaled deeply and slowly undid a few buttons of my blouse. His eyes followed as my perky breasts peeked around my open blouse.
With neither of us uttering a word, he raised his hand and scooped up one of my breasts. I inhaled sharply as he squeezed and pinched my nipple.
I gazed at him with pleading eyes that conveyed I would do anything. "Please, sir, I just want my car fixed so I can get home," I pleaded.
"I don't know; I might be able to knock off another hundred," he responded as he painfully tugged on one of my nipples.
"You can touch them all you like. If you fix my car... I don't have anywhere close to that kind of money." My tone now sounded desperate and weak.
I had resigned myself to the reality that this was going to cost me...but how much was the question! Mr. Bill was not like the sex-starved boys that I could readily tease and exploit.
"$400 is as low as I can go, and I'm losing money at that," he said.
He knew he had the advantage, and he was pushing a hard deal.
"I don't have that type of money," I begged as I gazed into his eyes.
He took his hand off my breast and reached around and put his hand on my ass. He squeezed it a few times before he shoved his hand underneath my skirt and started groping my bare ass.
"This is going to cost me a lot of money. I'm not even charging labor, and I'll swallow another hundred dollars off the parts cost, but you're going to have to get naked and play with me."
Play with him; oh shit, this was going to cost me dearly.
"Umm, what do you mean by 'play with me'?" I hesitantly and warily inquired. I was hoping he did not want sex.
"Well, that's your choice, young lady. For a good blow job, I'll reduce it to $300, but that better be one hell of a blow job," he stated.
"I don't have $300." I was on the verge of tears again. I was so embarrassed. I couldn't believe I was having this discussion with this old grey-haired man. I felt like a hooker trying to negotiate a trick.
His right hand was still gripping my left breast as I gazed into his eyes. His other hand was gently probing beneath my skirt.
I took a deep breath and got straight to the point, as I knew where this was going and what he was hinting at.
"How about if I let you fuck me?" The words felt surreal as they escaped my lips. I gazed up at him. I couldn't believe what I just said.
"I'm losing a lot of money here; it can't be just a simple fuck," he said.
Oh, my god, what else can he want?
"What do you want?" I stood up a bit straighter at his acknowledgment that he could possibly do the repairs.
"How much money do you have?" he asked.
"I've got twenty dollars in my purse, but I'll do anything you'd like," I told him.
"OK then, you'll do as I say and for as long as I want. I'll decide when we're finished," he shot back.
I thought to myself, 'How bad can this be? He's as old as my dad, so he can't be that virile'. I was thinking that a quick pull and tug and it will be done--if his pecker is even still functioning, that is.
"Alright, but I don't have all night, and no anal or pain...Oh, and you will have to wear a condom," I threw in. This was more than I had intended that I would have to do, but what was my alternative?
"No condom! And that's NOT negotiable." He spoke in a firm tone as he moved back.
"Anyway, you seem like the kind of girl who's on birth control." He was becoming arrogant now.
I knew he had me over a barrel.
"Fine, but you can't cum inside of me" was all I could manage.
"I'm fine with that...and the $20," he added as he held his hand out.
"Really?" I turned to him.
I opened my purse and handed him $20. That was the simple part.
"Let's move to the back room, and you can get undressed, then I want you to undress me and rub those nice tits of yours all over my body," he instructed. He went and locked the office door.
I followed him to the back room. The back room was unbelievably dirty and messy. There were small parts scattered everywhere, and the floor probably hadn't been washed in the last ten years. There was a torn couch on one side of the room. After closer examination I realized it was the back seat of a car.
He stood eagerly and watched as I hesitantly began to undress before him. My blouse and jacket were the first to come off. Then I unbuckled my skirt and allowed it to fall around my ankles as I stepped out of it. I quickly picked up my clothes from the dirty floor and carefully placed them on a bench that wasn't much cleaner than the floor.
I was left standing in just my boots and my pink thong. I was humiliated as I glanced down, trying to conceal myself behind my hair.
I looked up, and Mr. Bill nodded while he stared at my thong. I bent down and pulled it off as well.
When I was totally nude, I walked up to him and began unbuttoning his shirt slowly, button by button. I was attempting not to look at him, since this was a new low for me.
"Kiss me," he ordered. "Take some interest, or I'm not repairing your car, little girl."
I looked up at him, shut my eyes, and pressed my lips against his. I kept unbuttoning his shirt as he inserted his dirty old tongue into my mouth. His mouth reeked of cigarettes, and I was trying my best not to get disgusted.
He pulled me closer so that my breasts were pushed against his naked chest. His breathing quickened, and I felt his bulge pushing against me. I moved back from him to take off his pants.



I had to keep reminding myself that he was doing me a favour, and this was the only form of payment that I could manage. He was old but did not necessarily look that bad. It could be worse, I kept saying to myself...like who was I kidding?
I tugged on his pants and boxers, and his grey, hairy dick sprang out. The first thing I noticed was all the grey hair...I had never seen so much pubic hair. His cock wasn't too big, average lengthwise, but it was thick, something I usually preferred.
Well, let's just get this over with, I figured. Just close your eyes and imagine it's someone else, I told myself.
Mr. Bill reached for a dirty old towel and dropped it on the floor in front of the makeshift couch. He sat down with his legs spread.
I fell to my knees and wrapped my small hands around his fat cock. I began stroking him with both hands as he hardened up. My stomach turned as his cock smelled like urine and old age. The thought of putting that dirty cock in my mouth wasn't very appealing. I started by giving his cock small kisses and short licks. I was trying to adapt to the smell and taste. Maybe even licking him clean.
I eventually adapted and took a portion of his cock in my mouth. I started stroking him and sucking on his cock-head with my glossy lips. I kept pausing and removing pubic hair from my mouth. It felt gross, but I soldiered on. I eventually adapted and began sucking him deeper into the back of my mouth.
I shut my eyes and pretended I was blowing Alan's roommate, Mike. Dreaming about Mike was helping me get through this.
"Suck my balls..." Mr. Bill moaned.
I obliged and began rubbing his balls. I was astounded at how low his sack hung. His sack was huge, as were his balls. I wondered if he had years of cum stored up in there. I licked, slurped, and sucked his grey-haired balls as instructed.
I was doing my best to make him cum...stroking his cock and sucking his balls and shaft as best I could. I was impressed by his self-control. Part of me wished that he would just cum so that he could repair my car and I could be on my way, yet a small part of me was curious and wanted to continue.
The whole ordeal was surreal, an out-of-body experience. Why does this kind of shit always happen to me? Why do I always find myself getting into these situations? I wondered if things like this happened to other females, or was it just me?
His cock was still in my mouth when he shoved me away. I looked up at him, drool dripping down my chin, my lips red and sore. He reached for my hair and pulled out my ponytail elastic, letting my hair flow down. Then to my surprise he used the elastic as a cock ring. This was the first time I had ever seen anyone do that. He stood up and helped me off of my knees.
"Sit on the couch..." He gestured.
As I reclined back, I could feel the grime and dust clinging to my back, but I didn't care. I closed my eyes and let my head fall back as I fantasized it was Mike going down on me. I was doing my best to compartmentalize and enjoy this encounter.
He took off the rest of his clothing and fell to his knees on the floor. He ran his hands and lips up and down my long smooth legs, as he parted them. As he kissed my legs, his unshaven whiskers felt like sandpaper...rough, scratching, but also very sensuous. His rough and sweaty hands moved up my leg, and a finger located my vagina as he crouched on the floor between my legs. He took one of my legs and tossed it over his shoulder as he got to work. I couldn't help but think of the stark contrast between us. I was young, soft, and clean-shaven and he was old, rough, unkempt, and overweight. Yet somehow our worlds intersected, and we're both here naked in some grungy garage about to have sex.
He massaged his fingers across my now swollen clitoris and started to explore.
"Oh, you're so wet; you must be enjoying this," he growled.
I just moaned and kept lying there with my eyes shut, pretending I was with Mike.
His fingers located my moist tiny clit, and they started stimulating it with a quick motion. I couldn't help but moan as surges of passion coursed through me. His other hand came around my leg and started teasing my nipples.
A finger easily slid inside me and started pushing deep. He expertly started fucking me with his course, rough finger while his thumb continued stimulating my clitoral area.
I couldn't contain my excitement. I started breathing hard. Mike, or, I should say, Mr. Bill, was experienced. I couldn't help but wonder how skilled he was with his hands. He was repairing more than my car now.
"Oh fuck, that feels sooo good," I purred as he started curling his finger into my G spot. I was starting to lose control. He had me where he wanted me, and as much as I didn't want to enjoy the experience, he had me purring and arching my back.
"Ohhh, ohh..." I started whimpering as sexual jolts of excitement shot through me. I couldn't contain myself any longer as a wave of pleasure crested and flowed through each cell of me.
"Ohhh, My God!" I cried out as I unexpectedly came for Mr. Bill.
I reached down and caught his hand as I attempted to prevent him from stimulating me anymore. I was over the edge and hyper sensitive. He kept fingering me and stimulating my clitoral area as I started thrashing and bucking. He was taking no mercy on me.
"Stop, STOP, STOP..." I yelled at him, pleading for mercy.
"Oh, you're a firecracker, aren't you?" Mr. Bill had a grin on his face as he pulled his wet hand away.
"Here, lick me clean," he commanded as he held up his wet hand to my mouth. I did as he said and licked my juices from his fingers. His fingers tasted oddly of petroleum.
"Did you like that?" He questioned.
"Hmm, uhh," I responded sheepishly.
"Good, are you ready for the main course now?" He asked as he repositioned himself between my legs.
"Uhmm," I reluctantly consented.
He lifted my legs up, bending me in half, as I was slouched on the couch. I felt his cock slapping my pussy.
I opened my eyes and glanced down in-between my legs to have a look at what was about to violate me. His hairy cock was hard, grey-haired, and erect. It was thick and heavy as he thumped it on my clit and ran it up and down my vulva to get it well lubricated.
I watched as he put the tip in my entrance and slowly began penetrating me, pushing its head into my love tunnel, filling me in a way I hadn't been filled in a long time. His concept of foreplay was a bit deficient, but my fantasy took up the slack. I closed my eyes again and pretended Mike was entering me.
"Be gentle..." I whimpered.
He buckled my legs even more and pushed forward, filling me as much as he could. He wasn't gentle at all, and it hurt. He thrust his cock hard and deep into me. I let out a sharp screech from the pain. He mercifully stopped momentarily to give me time to adapt before starting to fuck me.
I lay there imagining it was Mike fucking me. He puffed and huffed as he took hold of my ass and pushed himself deeper into me.
He was making all kinds of grunting and huffing sounds. I have to admit, he was also giving me a good fuck.
The sex was great, but the makeshift couch was hellishly uncomfortable.
Just as I thought he was going to cum, he stopped, rolled me over, and took me doggy style.
Doggy position is my favorite, and tonight it had the added advantage of me not being able to see who was behind me. His cock actually felt good as he slammed it into me hard. With every second or third thrust, he slapped my ass good and hard and made me whimper and screech.
"You have such a beautiful tiny ass, sweetheart," he murmured as he continued to thrust and slap me.
I could feel his huge saggy sack slapping my pussy with each deep thrust. I squealed and moaned with delight as I was about to cum for the second time. I was now well into it as I shoved my ass rearwards to meet his thrusts.
I tried to hold off my climax, but I couldn't. His thick piece of meat was stretching me and hitting all the right places. He was fucking me hard and fast...like a machine. He had a tight hold of my longish hair and was pulling me back to leverage his penetration. I was squirming and moaning loudly, hoping that he would join me.
"OH FUCK...don't stop...YES, YES..." I was falling over the edge.
I screamed as my legs began to quiver. I was thrashing about as a massive orgasm surged through me.
Mr. Bill was't finished; he carried on fucking me as I orgasmed all over his rigid cock. I never knew a man his age could have so much stamina. Maybe Mr. Bill wasn't as old as I initially thought. When I was 20 I thought anyone over 40 was old.
"Stop, stop, STOP..." I screamed as I was now overstimulated and needed a break.
Mr. Bill suddenly stopped and pulled out of me. I felt his thick cock slide out and a cool breeze blow over my vacated pussy. We both looked down at my pulsating vagina...it was stretched open, wet, and swollen. It was still convulsing as the regiments of my orgasm slowly subsided. I immediately missed the feeling of fullness that his thick cock provided.
Mr. Bill straightened up, grabbed my hand, and pulled me up into his arms. I wobbled as my legs were still weak. We locked lips, and he roughly kissed me as he held me tight. He moved me up against the wall, pulling up one of my legs and encircling his waist with it. He reached down and slid his cock back inside my vacated vagina. I have to admit it felt heavenly as his cock filled and stretched me.
Then he the started slamming into me. My breasts pushed and rubbed against his hairy chest. He continued to fuck me hard; the entire time his hands were running all over my body. He grabbed my ass, my tits, my hair...he was biting my neck and breasts...I couldn't believe what was happening.
He began to groan loudly. I could sense he was about to cum...finally!
He pulled out momentarily and yanked off his cock ring.
"Please don't cum inside of me," I begged even though I knew we were both too far down the road to stop.
Mr. Bill just disregarded me and continued to fuck me. He picked me up by my ass and leveraged me against the wall. Both my legs wrapped around his waist as I ground my pussy onto his thick cock. He was hitting all the right spots as he continued to penetrate me. His thrusts became more violent, and his breathing raced.
"Oh my Gawd....Ohhh..ohhhh...don't stop..." I had lost all control. His thick cock had me begging for more. I was on the edge as another orgasm was pushing to the surface. I couldn't hold it any longer.
"YESSS, YES...Oh my Lord..."
He began emitting a low, animal-like groan. Suddenly his body stiffened up, and he let out an enormously loud grunt that could probably be heard blocks away. I could feel his cock pulsate deep inside of me as I clamped my vagina tight around his cock and began to quiver. I felt jets of warm semen empty deep within me with each thrust. I squeezed my legs tighter around him...trying to push his cock deeper into me, if that was even possible.
I screamed as a second larger orgasm washed over me. At that age I rarely had orgasms unless I was masturbating. So to experience two was unheard of for me...not to mention they were given to me by an older man.
He screamed as his cock sputtered a massive amount of semen inside of me. I had never experienced such a prolonged orgasm from any man. With each grunt I felt another squirt of semen shoot inside of my overflowing vagina. I felt the semen escaping the vaginal seal I had around his cock. He just kept moaning and cumming. He relaxed his hold on my ass, and I slowly released my death grip around his waist and returned to my feet.
When he finally stopped ejaculating, he kept me pinned against the wall for a few minutes as he gasped for air.
"Are you OK?...God, I hope you don't collapse on me before you fix my car," I teased.
"Yeah, thanks for your concern..." He chuckled.
I felt his once-hard cock now start to slowly shrink until it slipped out of me. I also felt a rush of semen gush out of me and run down my thighs and legs like a river. It was pooling inside my ankle-high boots...how gross.
Holy shit, it felt like a bucket full of semen just poured out of me.
He handed me a hand rag to clean myself with.
"Holy shit...that was a shitload of cum...how long have you been saving that?" I was in awe!
"I've been waiting all my life for you, sweetie," he chuckled.
"Yeah, I can believe that..." I laughed.
Finally, it took some effort, but Mr. Bill had finally ejaculated. I thought he was done, and now he could fix my car.
I reached to gather my clothes, but he stopped me.
"The deal was that it's not over until I say it's over," his voice stern.
"Huh? You're not done?" I had a surprised look on my face.
"Not even close, honey." He smiled as he gestured for me to return to the couch. I reluctantly took my seat.
He grabbed my ankles and slid me to the edge of the couch, just like before. He dropped down on his knees and immediately began kissing my inner thighs. I placed my hand on his head as he progressed up to my dripping wet vagina.
All I could hear were slurping sounds as the rough stubble on his face scratched against my tender, smooth pussy. Mr. Bill was lapping up both his and my juices. Holy shit, no one had ever done that to me before.
He lifted his head up and said, "Fuck I love your bald pussy, its as soft and smooth as a babies butt," And then he continued to lick me clean.
I have to admit this was quite an erotic gesture on his part. My head fell back as his tongue worked away feverishly on my well used pussy. I felt him slide a finger inside as he licked away at my swollen clit. I have to admit the combination of him attacking my clit and the sensations of his rough stubble was heavenly.
Suddenly, I felt his finger begin to push on my anus as he continued to eat me out.
"Ohhh...please don't," I whimpered in protest.
But my cries to stop went unheeded. Mr. Bill continued to work his wet finger into my ass...a fraction of an inch at a time.
I continued to moan, and thrash in protest, but Mr. Bill was being gentle and he eventually got his finger inside of my ass.
He continued to eat me and finger my anus. To be honest, the pain had subsided and whatever he was doing felt heavenly. I had multiple micro-orgasms.
Mr. Bill suddenly stopped and sat up next to me. He hugged me and started kissing me, his stubby beard scratching my face. His hands were everywhere on me, with special attention being given to my young, perky tits. He leaned in and started sucking on my swollen nipples. I was relieved that he turned his attention away from my ass. My fear of him shoving that thick cock into my ass started to subside.
I couldn't help but moan as I reached down to touch his member. Oh my gawd, he was hard again.
He pulled me up by my hand and led me out into the brightly lit office area. I tried to resist, since it was one of those older-type gas stations with large windows surrounding the entire office. I could see headlights from cars as they drove by the station.
"I've always dreamed of fucking on my office chair." He dragged me by the arm across the big office windows to his desk. He sat on the chair with his erect cock at full attention.
"Come here and sit on me." He ordered.
Turning me around and grabbing my hips and pulling me onto his lap, I felt him shift his cock as it glided inside me. There I was, nude in nothing but my ankle-high boots, riding his cock in a fully lit office for the world to see.
I bounced on his cock as he grabbed and mauled my tits. Despite my humiliation at the situation, he was having fun. As he fucked me, he was moving the wheeled chair with his feet. He spun the chair around in a circle as it moved all across the office. I heard a car beeping its horn, but I was afraid to look. Mr. Bill was having a great time as was I.
Laughter filler the cold brightly lit office until I felt him beginning to finger my anus again.
"Please stop...we agreed to no anal," I pleaded.
"You agreed, not me..." Mr. Bill popped his finger all the way into my anus.
"Ouch, that hurts..." I cried, as I bounded on his cock.
The chair stopped spinning around and Mr. Bill pulled out of my vagina and began fumbling with my ass. Damn, I knew what was coming next. He pulled my cheeks apart and positioned his cock for entry. I tried to stand up and escape his grasp but it was no use. Mr. Bill had a strong grip of my hips And his cock was working its way inside my anus.
"OHHH...Careful..." I cried in pain.
But Mr. Bill was focused on the task at hand. He slowly moved me up and down on his cock until he was inside of me.
"Ohh GOD..." I cried out as the pain slowly dissipated.
"Oh fuck yes...YES," Mr. Bill yelled as he began to slowly fuck my ass and stimulate my clit.
As I adapted and the discomfort slowly dissipated, I began to ride him. The laughter had returned and Mr. Bill fucked my ass as we spun around the office in his chair.
But that was not the end. Mr. Bill was not through with me. After taking another brief break, he was back at it again. That night we wound up having sex everywhere in the shop; on his creeper, on his desk in the office, against the office window, and even in the back seat of my car. Evidently, Mr. Bill had many work-related fantasies. I believe he fulfilled all his fantasies that night.
Each time he came, I figured he was finished, but he just kept going. He had stamina for an older man; I'll give him that. I guess I was correct in thinking that he hadn't had sex in forever; he certainly made up for it that night. I do know I was more satisfied than I'd been in a while by the time he finished with me. Mr. Bill easily outdid my boyfriend, Alan.
It wasn't until 5 a.m. that he finally put his pants on and began to work on my car. He replaced a broken fan belt and told me 15 minutes later that I was good to go. I would have no further trouble. I was stunned. He simply grinned, winked at me, and said, "Come back anytime, sweetie."
"Oh, one more thing before you leave," He said as he held my car keys up before me.
Jeez didn't he have enough, I thought. I hope he doesn't want another round.
"I want your thong as a souvenir, please." He just smiled.
"Really?" i just glared at him in silent relief that he didn't want more sex.
I bent over and pulled them off...I just wanted to get home now.
"Here you go, enjoy them." I chuckled as I exchanged my thong for my keys.
I went home as the sun was coming up. I knew I had been scammed. But I guess it was my own fault for attempting to manipulate Mr. Bill into doing the work for free. Everything backfired on me. Mr. Bill was not like all the boys I had my way with. He turned the tables on me.
The next day I phoned Alan and ended it.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Thank you for reading this story. If you enjoyed it, please don't forget to favourite and rate it. It's the only way I know people are enjoying it, plus it gives me encouragement to continue writing.
April602
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I suppose this should have been the first story I submitted, as it sets the groundwork for all my other stories. I will explain the family I was born into and the world I was brought up in. Hopefully, this will help you understand why I'm so messed up.
I am the middle child with two sisters. Our household was controlled by my very religious and strict father. He was raised deeply religious, and he raised his daughters with the same strict religious beliefs that he was raised with decades before. My mother, on the other hand, had come from a completely different world, a secular, fun-loving family, but she went along with my father's rules, for better or worse I suppose.
Saying that the church was a huge part of our lives would be an understatement; it was our whole universe. Sunday wasn't just about morning service. We'd leave the house before nine, many times not returning until the late evening. The entire day was filled with events such as, potluck, choir, fund raising, and prayer circle, etc. And that was just one day. The church calendar bled into most other days of the week. Our lives were fully submerged in the church. I was shuffled between Sunday School, choir practice, band, youth group, Bible study, retreats, and summer camps. I even had to take piano lessons from the church organist. When I wasn't at these activities, I was babysitting for other families in the congregation, usually for free. Our dinner table conversations were never about school or the news, they were about the Pastor's latest sermon or the upcoming church events. It was all I knew, so I never thought to question it. I assumed everyone's life was a whirlwind of hymns and scripture.
With my parent's encouragement, all my friends belonged to the church and were raised the same way as us. Friends outside of the church were not encouraged, nor did I have time for them.
When I was around seventeen I began to rebel and stopped attending church. As you can imagine that was devastating to my father. From that point on my father treated me like a sinner! Suddenly it felt like I was no longer part of the family. I wasn't a member of that club anymore. My parents stopped talking to me and I was neglected. I was no longer part of their commune, I was on my own.
It wasn't until I began dating my husband that I really began to question my religious upbringing. When I'd tell him stories from my childhood, he would look at me in disbelief. He was the first person to ever say it out loud to me, "That sounds like a cult." Hearing him say that was like a key turning in a lock. All those strict rules about what we couldn't wear, what music we couldn't listen to, who we were allowed to be friends with, suddenly looked different. I could finally see it from the outside.
Because of my religious upbringing, I was extremely sheltered. But that's not all, I also started developing quite late. At fifteen, I weighed around seventy pounds soaking wet, was flat-chested, and looked like a ten-year-old child. I felt completely invisible next to the other, more developed girls at school. While other girls my age were experimenting with makeup and going to movies with boys, I was arranging my collection of Barbie dolls and stuffed animals on my bed. It seems strange to me now, but at that time, it was my normal.
My parents were as different as night and day. My father was an overweight man who looked every bit the stern, nerdy theologian. He was raised in the church, and his whole identity was wrapped up in it. My mother was his complete opposite in every sense of the word. She was a stunning, fiery redhead with a personality to match. My mother's side of the family was full of life, the kind of people who enjoy a good drink, love to dance, and aren't afraid to swear. They absolutely despised my father. I realize now they probably saw him as some type of religious freak who had ensnared their vibrant daughter into some type of cult. I suppose they weren't too far off.
My father, in turn, painted them as the evil, sinful ones we needed protection from. He actively sheltered us from them. It took me years to realize the truth, they were the fun-loving normal ones, and we were the strange ones living in a bubble of rules and fear.
My mother was a stunningly beautiful woman. Everyone told her she looked like a movie star, Ann Margret or Susan Sarandon. When she walked into a room she had this glow about her that quickly made her the centre of everyone's attention. Especially at church, where all the men seemed to orbit around her. Even as a little girl, I sensed that my parents were an odd couple. They just didn't seem to fit together. As I became older, I learned so much more about my mother, and believe me, I have some unbelievable stories to tell.
Then there was my older sister. She was very attractive and popular with all the boys. She had a wild, rebellious streak that horrified my father. She constantly had boys at the house when she was suppose to be babysitting my younger sister and me. She would lock us both in a bedroom while she entertained her boyfriends. One time she brought a black boy home for dinner...I'm sure just to provoke my father. No wonder my father had heart issues...lol
My older sister and I shared a bedroom together which made my life hell. She was just plain cruel to me. She would look me right in the eye and tell me how ugly I was, how she was embarrassed to be seen with me, her own sister. Her mental abuse was a constant, nagging presence in my life. 
It all came to a head when she was sixteen and ran away from home... for good. I can't say that I missed her. The story we heard was that she'd become a groupie for a rock band and was traveling across the country with them. Seeing what happened to her, how my father's strictness basically forced her out, terrified me into submission for the next few years. I was so scared that if I stepped even a little out of line, I'd be shown the door also.
And my mother, for all her beauty, had a sharp tongue. She would always point out my physical imperfections, how big my nose was, how dark the circles were under my eyes. At twelve, she repeatedly told me how she couldn't wait for me to start wearing makeup, because, as she puts it, "You need all the help you can get." I was told often enough that "no boy would ever want me." Do you realize how cruel that is? How it mentally affected me?
So, between my sister's open cruelty and my mother's nasty "advice," my whole childhood was one ongoing put-down. I had no self-esteem whatsoever. I really believed, deep in my bones, that I was the ugliest girl in the world. That was the emotional landscape of the house I grew up in.
My youngest sister came along six years after me, so she didn't really figure into my early story. But rest assured, I have a lot of stories about her, too.
*****
The year I turned eighteen, my body decided to make up for lost time. It was like something finally clicked, and I began to change from a girl into a young woman almost overnight. I grew a few more inches, and I developed soft curves, finally filling out from the scrawny, frame I'd been stuck with for so long. I was still under a hundred pounds, but I no longer looked like a little kid. The best part was how my breasts developed. I had been terrified I'd end up flat-chested, but instead, I'd been given my mother's genetics, and I was secretly thrilled.
Physically, I was changing, but inside, I was the same shy, timid girl. I was totally on my own navigating this sudden transformation. My father was always at work or some church function and never home. My mother was not the nurturing type, she was wrapped up in her own world, and I don't think she even noticed that I was growing up. Nowadays she would be called a narcissist.
I was desperate for somebody to guide me, tell me what to do and how to act; someone to take care of me, but nobody was there. I was on my own.
My wardrobe was a huge problem. I'd always worn my older sister's hand-me-downs, but after she ran away, that supply dried up. My mother ignored me and never took me shopping for new clothes. I didn't even own a proper bra until I was nineteen, and even then, it was with a friends help. So that summer, I was still wearing the same flimsy t-shirts and shorts from years before, except now they were tight against my new shape.
For the first time in my life, boys started noticing me. I'd been invisible to them for so long, and now their glances felt like I was in the spotlight. I didn't know if they were seeing me or just the outline of my breasts through my small tight fitting tops. It was exciting and confusing at the same time.
Mentally, I was still naive. I knew nothing about sex. There was no internet to secretly search, no sex education at school, and my mother had certainly never given me "the talk." I was so sheltered from my church upbringing that I honestly had only a fuzzy, childish idea of where babies even came from. I was completely unprepared for the world I was stepping into. I was an innocent lamb that had wondered into a forest filled with wolves.
That summer, I also had my first job. A contact at church helped me get an office assistant position in a downtown office building. I was so excited just to have something to do and a bit of independence. I would ride the bus to and from work each day. Because I got on the route near the beginning, I would always get a window seat, through which to gaze and zone out.
The office dress code was 'business casual', which I really didn't grasp. I thought my old summer clothes, mini-skirts, shorts, and sleeveless dresses were just fine. To be honest, looking back, I can't believe my mother let go to work in my tight, ill-fitting clothes...without a bra. But that was all I had. Again, I had no guidance and no one told me otherwise.
I soon met a really cute guy at the office named Mark, whom I quickly developed a crush on. Mark was older than me and worked there full time. Although he worked on a different floor than me I always found an excuse to run into him. He was the first man to actually talk to me. I dreamt about him all summer. What it would be like if I were his girlfriend. How it would feel to be held in his arms, what it would be like to kiss him. Every day I hoped that he would ask me for my number or ask me out on a date, but he never did. (See Lost Virginity story).
On the bus to work one morning, I was half-asleep, leaning against the cool glass of the window, when a handsome older man in a well-fitted suit sat down beside me. I remember he smelled nice, like aftershave. He gave me a polite, quiet nod before unfolding his newspaper to read.
As the bus continued to fill, packed with standing passengers, the back of his hand came into contact with my bare leg. It was hidden under his newspaper. He was holding the paper with one hand and his other hand was just resting at his side. It felt and seemed to be an accident, so I didn't give it another thought. When his stop came, he simply folded his paper and exited the bus.
A couple days later, the same man sat next to me again. Same polite nod, same newspaper, same routine. He seemed pleasant and respectable, well dressed, and he reminded me of a younger, put-together version of my father. As the bus started to roll, I felt his hand brush against my leg. This time, it moved, a slow, subtle back-and-forth. The little voice in my head wondered, but I disregarded the warning. It still felt like it could be an innocent consequence of the crowded, jostling bus.
A few days later, it happened again. But this time, it wasn't a brush or a resting hand. He deliberately put his full hand on my thigh, hidden completely by the newspaper. His large hand felt warm against my skin. He didn't move it; he just let it rest there. My mind raced. This was no accident. But what was it? I was to naive that my brain couldn't process this as something sexual. He was an older man in a suit; he seemed so proper. I just froze. Everything in my upbringing screamed to be respectful, don't make a scene, be polite. I didn't say a word. I just stared out the window, my heart pounding in my chest, until he finally took his hand away and got off the bus. I thought about it all day at work, a knot of confusion stirred in my stomach, but I had no one to confide in, so I did what I always do and tried to just forget it.
The next week, he was back. The nod, the newspaper, and then, without any pretence, his hand was on my bare thigh again. This time, he started to stroke it slowly, moving up and down. A jolt of panic ran through me. Summoning all my courage, I managed to push his hand off. It was a small, feeble movement. Immediately, he placed it right back, but this time, his fingers laced through mine, holding my hand captive on my own thigh. I felt paralyzed. I didn't know what to do. He held my hand like that, until his stop came, and then, he let go and disappeared into the crowd.
The next day, he didn't hesitate. He sat down, and his hand went straight to mine, interlocking our fingers under the newspaper on my thigh. And for some reason I still don't fully understand, I didn't mind. The fear and confusion were still there, but mixed in was a strange, lonely feeling of a connection. I knew him holding my hand was wrong, but it felt nice. It gave me a warm feeling, a connection. In my isolated world, where I received so little kindness or touch, this felt like something. Besides it had become our little secret.
His hands were large next to my slim legs, yet surprisingly gentle. His skin was warm, and he held my hand not with force, but with a tenderness I had never felt before. His thumb sometimes resting softly on my knuckles would slide off my hand and gently rub my leg. In the middle of that crowded, noisy bus, with the world rushing by outside, that simple contact felt... nice. It was a feeling I'd never known. No boy had ever held my hand before. No one had ever looked at me the way he did, even if it was just a silent glance. We never exchanged a single word, our entire relationship existed in that quiet, hidden space beneath the newspaper. It was a strange secret to have, but a part of me, the lonely, touch-starved part, began to accept it. In its own confusing way, it was comforting.
For the next couple of weeks, this became my routine. Surprisingly, I began saving the empty seat beside me, my stomach doing a little flip of anticipation when I'd see him board the bus. He would sit and the familiar ritual would begin; the nod, the rustle of the newspaper, and then the warmth of his hand enveloping mine. Occasionally, he would release my hand and begin slowly running his hand up and down my bare thigh, always under the cover of his newspaper. As his hand ran up and down my thigh I would gasp and bite my lip in silence. I wanted to squirm and moan but I couldn't, I was terrified of drawing attention to myself. Something new and exciting was happening inside of me and I could feel my panties getting moist.
A voice in the back of my head, the one shaped by my father's religion, whispered that this was wrong. But the feeling was so overpowering. For my entire life, I had been invisible, the ugly sister, the late bloomer. I was starving for attention, to be seen. Now, someone was not only seeing me but seeking me out. He was an older man, he wore a suit, he smelled of cologne and he made me feel chosen. The physical sensation... it was entirely new. A slow, building heat spread through me with every stroke of his hand. My entire world would shrink to that point of contact. I could feel the rough texture of his fingertips against my smooth soft skin, and my heart would hammer in my chest. Maybe it was the thrill of the secret, the danger of being discovered by a bus full of commuters, that made every nerve ending come alive. It was both terrifying and exhilarating at the same time.
Then, one day, he wasn't there. The week passed in silence. I missed him. I missed the anticipation and the secret; the way he made me feel seen and desired. Was he gone forever? Or was he on vacation? Would I ever see him again?
When he finally returned, a wave of relief washed over me. Without thinking, driven by an impulse I didn't understand, I was the one who reached for his hand. I laced my fingers through his and held on tight, a silent message I hoped he would understand, 'I missed you.'
That morning, something shifted. His hand, which usually stayed on my outer thigh, began a slow and deliberate journey inward. My breath hitched in my throat as his fingers brushed the sensitive skin of my inner thighs. They slowly began moving higher. Then, I felt his fingertips gently press against the thin cotton of my panties. A jolt of pure electricity shot through me. Instinctively, I squeezed my legs together, a sudden, panicked defence. He didn't force it; he just left his hand there, a patient, waiting pressure. My mind was a whirlwind of fear and a strange, pulsing curiosity. Slowly, hesitantly, my muscles unclenched, and I parted my legs just a little. I could feel the delicate pressure of his fingers through the fabric, as his fingers slowing moved up and down, outlining the folds of my vagina. A storm of strange, new emotions erupted inside me, shame, warmth, confusion, and a deep, aching longing I had no name for.
That is the very first time I was touched!
In the days that followed, I became an active participant in our secret. I started choosing the shortest skirts I owned and laying them out the night before. When, on the bus, my skirt would sometimes ride up my legs, but I wouldn't pull it down. I'd let it stay, offering him easier access. I was no longer just a frozen, passive girl. I was inviting his touch. Being with him was calming, peaceful, warm, but it was also something else entirely, something thrilling and erotic, though I wouldn't have known to call it that then. I was just following a feeling, diving headfirst into a world I knew nothing about.
I even began to lean into him. The gap between us closed as I would discretely snuggle up to him. He didn't seem to mind at all. At first I was dying to talk to him, but I slowly realized that the silence made it mysterious, erotic, special...
One day, he slowly slid a finger around my panties, and he began to rub and finger me with mild penetration. I gasped, sat up straight, and quickly placed my hand on his...not sure whether to remove it or shove it deeper inside of me. Honestly, I wasn't sure what was happening the first time he did it. He paused for a moment as I relaxed. He slowly began stimulating me. Slow gentle strokes. I could feel myself getting wet as his fingers slowing moved up and down my vulva, gently parting my lips. My breathing became laboured and I was doing everything in my power to not squirm or moan. I had never felt anything like that before. I was at his mercy. Then, the bus started slowing down at his stop. He pulled his finger out from inside me and tenderly rubbed and patted my thigh as if congratulating me. He got off the bus and just left me in a dazed-and-confused state. I quickly straightened up my hiked-up skirt and tried my best to recompose myself.
That day at work I was lost in a haze. What had just happened? I knew it was wrong, but I loved the way it made me feel. I wanted more!
That night was the first time I masturbated, prompted by the memory of his touch.
After that day, my new friend continued to finger me every morning. I was feeling weird, strange emotions. I did enjoy his touch and looked forward to it every morning. I had a deep urge to kiss him, but how could I - he was way older, we were on a bus, and besides, we had never even spoken.
Things slowly progressed further. Depending on what I was wearing, he began to discreetly brush his hand over my breasts. Again, I never wore a bra and I suppose my perky nipples were very tempting. A couple of times as I leaned into him, he worked his hand up under my top to discreetly touch a breast and nipple. All beneath the cover of his newspaper. I let him do as he pleased, never pushing back or objecting. I was more concerned about other people on the bus seeing what was happening.


By the time summer began to end, the morning bus ride had become the defining ritual of my life. The touch of his hands on my skin, the secrets shared under the rustling newspaper, had somehow become my new normal. The initial fear had melted away, replaced by a complicated mix of anticipation and a quiet shame that I carefully buried. I was actually looking forward to my morning bus ride to work.
It wasn't until the last week of the summer job that a sudden desperate courage overtook me. The thought of this strange connection simply ending, of him vanishing from my life forever, felt unbearable. 
One morning as the bus lurched to a stop near his office, I quickly slipped a folded piece of paper into his hand. On it I had written my first name and my phone number in my best handwriting. My face was burning red, and I didn't dare look as he exited off the bus.
I'm not quite sure what I was expecting, a phone call that evening, a secret meeting, or some sort of acknowledgment that what was going on between us was real. I was so naive that I actually did believe something could come of it. I would have met him anywhere, anytime he asked. I would have done anything for him. Yes he could have easily taken my virginity if he wanted to. That's how starved I was for attention and how little I understood the world.
Although it broke my heart, fortunately, the phone never rang. His silence was its own kind of answer, a cold dose of reality that slowly seeped in. 
Looking back now as an adult, I'm almost certain he was married with a family. The suit, the briefcase, the respectable demeanour, it all fits into a picture of a man who was living a double life. For him our bus encounters were a secret thrill, a compartmentalized part of his day that began and ended with the folding of a newspaper. I was not a person to him; I was an opportunity.
That realization, however, came much later. At the time, all I felt was a sharp sting of rejection mixed with confusion. Yet, the memory of those mornings never left me. The feeling of safety I found with him, the thrill of his focused attention, his mature demeanour seemed so appealing compared to the awkward boys my own age, it all left a deep imprint on my heart.
I am sure, that anonymous man in the suit, played a foundational role in shaping my appeal for older men down the road. He was my first, confusing lesson in intimacy, and the echoes of that summer on the bus would reverberate for a long, long time.
==========
Hope you read 'Lost Virginity' if you are interested in chronologically following my sexually journey.
Thank you for reading this story. If you enjoyed it, please don't forget to favourite and rate it. It's the only way I know people are enjoying it, plus it gives me encouragement to continue writing.
April602
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Relentless Desire
I've never been much of a talker. I'm the sort of girl who quietly blends into the background at a party, holding a drink and observing the mayhem around me. Well, that is, until the drinks begin to kick in.
By my early twenties, I had experienced my fair share of men/boys. I had dated various sorts: nerdy boys, bullies, jerks, abusers, married men, older men, and of course the stereotypical "jock" type.
I had become wiser and more particular about whom I dated. I was growing up from the shy, irresponsible teenager that landed me in so much trouble throughout the years.
I still enjoyed the attentions of older men; there was something so attractive about their maturity and their innate knowledge of how to treat a young woman with respect and kindness. I also had a taste for the nerdy sort of boys; it was as if I enjoyed the dynamic of being the older, more experienced woman in those relationships. With the abusers, however, they were a different story, as they were so much more difficult to spot or discern at first glance.
But one thing that I was absolutely sure about was my strong dislike of guys who were generally known as jocks. Sorry to all the Jocks who are reading this...lol
I'd sworn off the athletic, jock types--too full of themselves, too domineering, too likely to leave me feeling like a trophy instead of a person. I gravitated toward guys who were softer, kinder, and who saw me for me. But alcohol has a way of smudging those boundaries, and one night at a crowded house party, I let my guard slip.
My outfit was picked to draw attention, and it did. I was wearing a short denim skirt, a black silky blouse that was close to being transparent, and a sexy low cut black bra that was sheer. I could tell guys were straining to get a glimpse of my nipples as they poked thru my bra and were visible in a certain light. My long thin bare legs were showcased by my high heeled wedge shoes. Overall a very sexy outfit for my petit 5'-5", 105 lbs frame.
The music thumped, the air thick with sweat and bargain beer. I was drunk, flirtatious, and laughing too hard at a joke from a friend when he showed up. I saw him across the room, his eyes locked on me, waiting for me to meet his gaze, but I didn't. I played coy, uninterested. But that didn't deter him one bit. He walked right over, confident, like a man on a mission.
"Jordan," he said, holding out his hand. Strong shoulders, chiseled jaw, the type of man who commanded a room simply by entering it. His self-assurance was compelling, but it smelled like trouble. I attempted to avoid him in the crowd, yet he continued to find me, his gaze clinging to mine like a predator stalking its prey. The booze rendered me careless, and though every fibre of my being yelled at me to keep away, I flirted in return, attracted to his charisma like a moth to a flame.
By the time the night was over, I was too drunk to drive. Jordan offered to take me home, and I should have said no, but the word "yes" fell out instead. We climbed into his car, the air between us crackling with sexual tension. Instead of taking me home, he pulled into a dark, deserted parking lot, the kind where the darkness swallowed everything whole. My heart raced, fear tangling with a dangerous spark of desire.
He turned off the engine, scooted across the bench seat and embraced me. His hand were on my thigh, firm and possessive, before I had a chance to say anything.
"You're so fucking hot," he snarled, his voice low and gravelly.
His hands began to move up, slowly hiking my skirt up, and I felt a rush of heat course through my whole body even as warning bells clanged loudly in my head. He leaned in, claiming my lips in a starving kiss that was hard and deep, his lips demanding more as his tongue forcibly claimed my mouth. I completely melted into the kiss at this juncture, the alcohol dulling my usual defences and reservations.
His hands were everywhere at once it seemed--unbuttoning my top with a frantic urgency, tugging at my bra with a forceful and insistent quality that allowed no mistaking his intentions. I couldn't help but gasp in shock and a jolt of mixed excitement as he roughly pushed me backward against the seat. His body pressing into mine with a force that was unmistakably overwhelming, all hard muscle and heat radiating from him. But just as he was about to go any further in his passionate onslaught, he caught my hair, pulling my head back with a sharp jerk in a sudden movement that surprised me.
On your knees," he ordered, his voice thick with lust.
My stomach turned, but booze and his enthusiasm compelled me to comply. I clambered onto the floor of the car, clumsy and uncomfortable, as he unzipped his jeans, his cock springing out, thick and menacing. I knelt there, my blouse fully unbuttoned and my bra pulled down around my waist...breasts exposed. I reached and grasped his rock hard member as I licked my lips in preparation.
He didn't give me a moment to acclimatize to it. With a grasp that tightened on my hair, he forcibly thrust himself into my mouth, rigid and completely unforgiving. When he thrust deep inside, I gagged, the burning sensation scorching my throat from the violence of his thrusts, which were harsh and completely ruthless.
"Oh Fuck that feels so good," he moaned as he pushed the back of my head down with one hand deeply impaling my mouth, while his other hand mauled my tits.
Tears began to prick at the corners of my eyes, and my hands clenched involuntarily on his thighs for balance, but he showed no signs of slowing down. The groans rang out in the car, as his hips pumped forward, working my mouth like it belonged to him to conquer and dominate. I was battling for breath, my lips stretched around him, and the flavour of him was overwhelming and drowning.
It was raw and brutally intense, and while a part of me despised the position I was in--another part of me, the part I didn't want to admit even existed, thrilled to his mastery over me.
When he finally pulled out, I was gasping, my lips swollen, my throat aching. He didn't give me moment to breathe. He grabbed me and we switch positions. I was now back on the seat with my legs spread and he was kneeling on the floor between my legs. He shoved my skirt up, my panties aside, and his fingers delved between my legs, wet despite the violence. He smiled, pleased and knowing.
"You want this," he stated matter-of-factly, not even bothering to make it a question. Before I could get my wits about me or make any kind of response, he was already inside me. There was no condom; no consideration for methods of birth control; no worries about potential sexually transmitted diseases; nothing at all. His firm, thick cock forcibly inserted itself into my wet vagina, filling me completely.
"Ohhh...gawd," I moaned, as I felt him stretch and enter me without regard for my welfare.
He started with some slow thrusts, each one deeper than the previous. When he was completely inside of me the relentless thrusts started. The car rocked with his thrusting, each one deeper, harder, taking every inch of me. I held onto him, my nails scraping into his shoulders, my body reacting even as my mind was screaming it was too much for my small body.
"Ohhh fuck...fuck...stop...umm...no don't stop..." I was experiencing utter pain, but oddly enough, it was the kind of pain that was somehow pleasurable. I wasn't really expecting this experience to be nearly as intense as it turned out to be.
But he showed no signs of slackening. He clawed and bit at my breasts with passion as I screamed in pain along with a bizarre sense of satisfaction. As he continued to thrust into me, he kissed me with the same violence with which he was behaving. Behaving purely on impulse, I bit hard on his lower lip and that certainly caught his attention.
"Oww, that hurt... I can't believe you did that." He straightened up and gave me a fiery stare.
I just smiled at him while I licked his blood from my lips.
"Oh you little bitch." He said as he started pounding me again with a vengeance.
After a thorough pounding he let out a long, loud grunt as he finally shot his load inside of me.
He rolled off me, leaving me lying across the seat with my legs apart and my breasts exposed, like a used whore. I lay there for a bit to catch my breath and my composer.
"Ohh wow, that was wild," I whispered quietly, as I slowly and carefully closed my sore legs and began to straighten my body. I experienced a wave of regret, which made me feel used and humiliated. We had only met, yet I had opened my legs for him so easily and with such little thought. At this time, I was preparing to call it a night and bring an end to this unexpected encounter.
"Yeah it was great...but I'm not done with you yet." He said in an authoritative tone. I immediately knew that this night wasn't finished, it was only getting started.
For the next few hours, he used me like his own personal fuck toy. He turned me over into the back seat, and the fucking went on. It was a fucking marathon. I had never had anything like it. To say that he was virile is putting it mildly. He was possessed.
At one moment in our encounter, he had me leaning over the backseat of the vehicle in a position almost like the doggie style position, my body contorted and exposed, while his hands grasped my hips tightly, bruising me as he slammed into me with wild abandon.
As he continued, his fingers found their way to my anus, damp and glistening with my arousal, yet still far from sufficient to remove the hurt of his invasion. The sensation was one of searing, overwhelming pain, a hot, burning feeling that caused me to cry out in response to the pain I was experiencing.
In a reflex action, I attempted to swat his hand away from my anus, but he only let out a low, mocking laugh that echoed in the air, demonstrating a cold indifference to my feelings. He went on, fucking my pussy and thrusting a finger further into my ass. Then, in a sudden movement, he shifted positions, attempting to position himself for the act of penetrating my rear, doing so with absolutely no lubricant and with no concern for my well-being or comfort.
"NO," I yelled, my voice shaking but resolute, my hands pushing against his chest. He laughed but stepped back--for the moment.
When he eventually took me back to my apartment after an exhausting night, I noticed the sun just starting to rise in the horizon. My entire body ached from head to foot, my thighs burning so sorely in particular, and my skin bore the marks of his passionate attentions, marked with angry welts from both his hands and teeth. My throat also burned sorely, and my lips were bruised by the pressure of our oral exchanges between us. I stumbled in through the door and into the refuge of my home and collapsed at last onto my bed, where the exhilarating high of the evening was abruptly traded for a profound and hollow ache within me.
Oh my gawd, what just happened? How many times did he actually fuck me? It must have been at least five or six, or was it seven times? I had lost count. As I laid on the bed I could feel semen still dribbling out of me. I smelt like sex... no cum. I was dirty and used but I was to sore to have a shower. I just passed out on my bed.
I woke up in the early afternoon and regret quickly kicked in, bitter and cold. I swore it was a one-time mistake, that I'd never see him again. The sex was amazing, but that saying 'Too much of a good thing' flashed through my head.
But Jordan wasn't on the same wavelength as my feelings and emotions at all. For weeks, he continued to call me, send me text messages, and attempt every form of communication possible. His messages were a confusing mix of being nice and others were downright creepy. Despite my attempts to ignore his efforts and even going so far as erasing his voicemails without listening to them, his persistence still got to me. I was growing weaker and weaker.
On one particularly lonely night, overcome with a deep-seated longing for something elusive that I couldn't quite grasp, I finally relented and agreed to seeing him again. But only under the condition that this time it would be a proper date and not a fuck-fest.
He accepted and kindly took me out to a lovely restaurant, where he smiled and flattered me throughout the night. He was overly polite during the evening, indisputably charming, and incredibly fascinating to converse with. Had I been wrong about his personality after all? Was he subtly charming me into submission? Whatever the case, I made a conscious effort to remain sober this time, determined to cling to my senses and remain level-headed.
In spite of my determination, though, the evening still ended the same way--in the back seat of his car, then moving on to his apartment, where his hands, mouth, and cock worked together to rip me apart for what felt like hours.
He was good, I'll grant him that. His size filled me up completely, stretching me in ways that made me gasp, made me cum despite the roughness. He fucked me like he owned me, holding my wrists down, thrusting into me with a force that made me shake. I came and came, but afterward, I felt empty and used.
I told myself it was physical, that I could handle it. He kept calling, kept pursuing me, and I was flattered--gawd, I was flattered. A man like Jordan, so confident, so gorgeous, wanted me. Jordan had tapped into my internal need to be accepted; the drug that I craved to over come my insecurities, my low self-esteem. Yes, Jordan knew exactly what to say and how to play me.
I eventually succumbed and began dating him, hoping that it might be something genuine. The sex was amazing, addictive. He was voracious, needing me daily, several times a day. In his apartment, his car, alleys, public bathrooms--wherever he could get me, he did.
I explained to myself that what I was experiencing was merely a newlywed stage. I thought that once we started having sex on a regular basis, that newness and novelty of being with someone would simply fade away in due time. There were moments when he was extremely charming, and it felt like he actually did care about my happiness and well-being. So, perhaps there was hope and a brighter future for the two of us somewhere down the road.
But my hopes were just wishful thinking. Two months passed and he still had a tremendous sexual appetite. No matter how much sex we had he still could not be satisfied or appeased.
My small frame was getting battered.
A good example that portrays his voracious sexual desire was when we went to the mall.
It was Saturday afternoon and we were in a crowded clothing store when he pulled me into a dressing room and locked the door.
"Jake, we really can't do this," I whispered softly, my voice barely above a whisper, but he was already in the process of pulling down my jeans and panties hurriedly. His fingers were calloused against my tender skin as they thrust inside of me, eliciting feelings that I couldn't contain. I bit my lip hard in an effort to be quiet, my hands flat against the cold surface of the mirror as he took me from behind, his warm, laboured breathing at the back of my neck, trembling down my spine. The dressing room area was full of shoppers and I'm sure many of them heard what was happening.
He left hickeys on my throat, dark and very visible. I hated how much I loved receiving them. My body arched, and my legs shook, as I exited the dressing room, my face red with shame as people watched. My body hurting as I tried to walk through the mall as if nothing had happened. But worse was how his semen leaked out of me with each step. Horrified at the spreading wet stain on my jeans, I made us leave the mall immediately.
He agreed, but the second we got into his car, he surprised me by sliding into the passenger side alongside me. Like every other time, he was all over me. He had his dick out before I could even lock the door. I didn't stand a chance. He pushed the seat back as far as it would go, tilted it back, and pushed me down onto my knees between his legs. He pushed my head down onto his hard dick and started pumping away in my mouth.
I tried to protest, but it was futile; when he was in this manic state, he had a one-track mind: to win.
As he roughly shoved my head up and down on his cock, I could clearly hear the noise of individuals coming and going as they got in and out of their cars. It is worthwhile mentioning that this activity occurred in the middle of the afternoon, in a busy parking lot, during a weekend that was full of activity. There was literally no chance to hide ourselves in any sort of darkness or privacy. I was somewhat grateful, however, that I had my head down and therefore wasn't seen by the shoppers that were in the parking area.
But this feeling of security was gone in a flash. Jake was done fucking my mouth, and I knew what came next. He pulled me up back into the passenger seat, pulling and struggling with my jeans.
Jake, stop. Let's go to your house; there are too many people here." I begged.
But Jake just grunted. I knew it was no use to complain. Something was seriously wrong with this man. When we made love, he got this crazy look in his eyes, and he was totally obsessed with sex. He did not care who saw us...or rather who saw me.
Once he had succeeded in pulling a leg of my jeans off, he lifted me up like a rag doll and dropped me onto his cock. I felt him slide into my already stretched and semen-filled pussy with ease. Gawd, he did feel good.
He grabbed my hips and rocked me up and down on his stiff cock. It didn't take him long to begin pulling at my top.
Let me see your tits." He rudely commanded.
"No! No!... There are just too many people around... I can see a guy looking at me right now... Please, I'm begging you," I begged desperately.
But once more, I was wasting my time. I might as well have been speaking to the steering column itself, for all the response I received. With a sudden, violent motion, Jake roughly ripped my top off... I could literally hear the stitches stretching and breaking as he did this.
My breasts spilled out, and I was now riding him topless in front of the entire world.
"Oh, shit...shit..." I screamed in a mix of shock and being filled with pleasure. Jake was fucking me like a wild animal caught in the ecstasy of lust. He was lifting me up and down with passion as his dick kept hitting my sore, well-used pussy, driving home the urgency of the situation.
It was fairly clear to anyone who might have happened to be strolling past what exactly was going on in the car, as it rocked steadily back and forth in rhythm to the tempo of his vigorous thrusts. For that matter, he had not even bothered to get tinted windows, so everything we were doing was there for the entire world to see.
I had to make him cum fast. The longer this went on the more people would spot me. I did my best to coax an orgasm out of him. I concentrated on contracting my vagina as tightly as possible around his cock. As my vagina tightly gripped his cock I slowly rode up and down his entire length milking his cock.
"Come on...I want your cum...fuck me, Babe." I encouraged him by talking dirty.
I reached behind and grabbed his balls firmly with a good, stiff grip. I was trying to make him cum quicker than usual. It did the trick pretty well, as he gave a loud groan that most likely could be heard throughout the entire parking lot. Then he shot his load deep inside of me.
When he had at last finished, I had this intense urge to get out of there as fast as I possibly could. Getting arrested for indecent exposure crossed my mind; indeed, a rather sizeable crowd of people had witnessed us.
As we drove out of the parking lot, I noticed there were security cameras everywhere. Oh shit...


Jake wasn't finished with me. By the time we got back to his apartment, he was hard again. It was just another marathon sex fest like all the times before.
This was only a snapshot of what dating Jake was like. Whenever I met him it was more of the same. One time we were traveling on a dirt road in the country when he pulled over, bend me over the hood of the car, and took me, not caring if anyone saw us.
If I was wearing a skirt, that was an invitation--he'd pin me against a wall, a counter, whatever, and screw me doggy-style, his fingers digging into my hips, bruising me in a way that didn't fade for days. He still kept putting his fingers in my ass, using only the wetness from my pussy, and I'd wince, pushing him away each time he wanted more.
"C'mon, baby," he'd say, but I held my ground. His size, his roughness--it wasn't safe.
Initially, the sheer intensity of it all was simply exhilarating and captivating. Being the focus of such longing was a rush I was previously unfamiliar with.
However, as the days passed, it didn't relent for even a moment. My poor physical body was unable to maintain the frenetic pace being required of it. He was now calling me his fuck toy. He continually told me that I had the perfect body for fucking. Not the best compliment but that was Jordan.
I was taking scary amounts of Tylenol pills just to keep pace with the pain, while applying layers of cover-up makeup in a bid to conceal the passion marks that had burst forth and flowered during the night on my neck and chest region.
My friends couldn't help but tease me, seeing me walk as if I had just gotten off a bull-riding machine. I'd laugh right along with them, facetiously swearing that this absurdity was merely the cost of having a boyfriend who possessed an impressively large cock and knew how to put it to good use.
But internally, it wasn't funny at all. The soreness wasn't fake; my hips and thighs ached with a dull pain that never seemed to subside, and my pussy was sore, red, and raw from the friction that accompanied every move.
I woke up one morning after he'd left and I stood in front of my mirror and barely recognized myself. My neck, my chest, and my breasts were a landscape of bruise and bite, dark and swollen. Purple and yellow marks on my hips and thighs testified to hours of violent fucking.
I was a bruised ghost, drained by his voracious appetite. Three months in, I knew I had to end it. I told him it was over, that I couldn't do this anymore. He didn't listen. He kept calling, showing up at my apartment, pounding on my door as I hid inside, lights low, heart racing. His voicemails vacillated between sweet and demanding, and it took more than a month for him to leave me alone.
When it was over, I was able to breathe once more, but the emptiness lingered. I loved the way he desired me, the way he'd made my body sing, but I'd hated the cost of it. My body ached, my skin sore and red, and my heart was shattered in ways that I couldn't explain. I was nothing but his plaything, a fleshly object of lust, and while a great part of me had undoubtedly wanted to be that, I also knew in my heart that I was worth so much more than that. It was time I began doing things that respected my self-worth and dignity... So I repeated this to myself for what must have been the thousandth time.
 I'd been his fuck toy, and a large part of me had craved it--but I knew I deserved more. I had to start making better choices... So I told myself for the thousandth time.
================
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Start of College - Part 1
I couldn't help but be excited at having been accepted into an out-of-state college. I was looking forward to beginning a new and interesting chapter in my life. It was something that I had always wanted for myself.
But all my plans were upended when my father's health began to deteriorate. I realized that I simply couldn't leave my family at that time. They needed some help from me occasionally and it wouldn't have been fair to be living in another state as well as adding an extra financial burden on them. So, I decided it was best to go to a local college. It wasn't what I had intended, but it was the right thing to do. It kept me at home with my family when they needed me the most.
College was everything I had hoped for, well except for the long round trip public transit commute. But then my father surprised me by buying me a used car to make it easier. That gesture turned everything around for me. The long bus rides were now a much shorter comfortable drive. I knew he felt guilty that I didn't go out of town for school like I always hoped to do. I'm sure that's why he bought me the car. It was an oldie that one of the church people sold to him for $500. But it helped, it was mine (sort of), I liked it, and I was determined to pay him back over time.
It didn't take long to discover that cars were expensive to own. There was servicing, insurance, parking fees, and of course gas...yikes! These were all expenses I had not anticipated. It was difficult to keep up with those financial commitments while in school even with me working part time.
Unlike many other young adults my age I was determined to support myself. There was no way I could ask my parents to help out anymore than they were. They were struggling themselves.
To me college meant a new start, a chance to turn my back on all the uncertainty and darkness of my past. I was finally free of all the messy relationships that I had stumbled into prior to college.
I began my new life and part of that was to change from the girl I once was. The painful high school gossip that labeled me a "slut" was now going to be just a bad memory. Likely no one would know my history and I'd be just another face among thousands. I wanted to prove to myself that I could make better decisions this time around. I felt like such a grown-up.
I've never had any problem meeting men and soon I met Peter, a fellow student. He was a kind, good looking young man. What I liked most about him was that he was just such a nice person. A refreshing change after having had some awful boyfriends in the past.
Peter lived in an off-campus apartment that he shared with his roommate Dave who was also a student.  Peter and Dave had been friends since early grade school and were very much like brothers.
Things moved quickly with Peter, and I was soon spending a lot of time at his apartment. There was a catch though, his room wasn't very private, so that was kinda awkward. Dave had the one true bedroom, and Peter slept on a mattress on the floor in the "den". The small den had a large open entry right next to the apartment foyer and opposite the bathroom. You could see into his room from almost anywhere in the apartment.
This lack of privacy didn't seem to bother Peter, but it did me. I would only have sex with Peter when his roommate wasn't home, and even then I could not help but always stress out that Dave would suddenly return home and catch us in 'the act'. Even with the excitement of being intimate with Peter, the fear of being caught bothered me.
Peter often asked me to sleep over, which was tempting, particularly with winter coming. Not having to drive home in the cold was pretty appealing. It would also save me money on gas and parking, but I worried about privacy.
I finally gathered the courage to tell Peter what was bothering me. I explained to him that if he wanted me to sleep over, he would have to do something about the privacy problem. He surprised me by coming up with a solution. He bought an adjustable shower rod and curtain to install in the entrance to the den, which served as a makeshift barrier. It was not the best, but it was better than nothing.
My very first overnight stay was when it was snowing. I was happy not having to be driving home in such awful weather. I had told my parents that I was staying at a girlfriend's apartment.
It took me a while to get past the strangeness of his roommate listening to every creak and groan we made while having sex. The shower curtain was thin, open in the middle and at both ends, and his roommate could see some of what we were doing.
When Dave had to go to the bathroom, I would tense up afraid of being caught and humiliated.
As in any new romance the passion was intense, and we could not keep our hands off each other. Nights were steamy and hot. I tried to muffle the sexual noises of my arousal, but I knew that his roommate could hear me. Some mornings, I was too embarrassed to make eye contact with him. I couldn't help but wonder what he must be thinking listening to us. Listening to me! Why did that thought turn me on? Yikes!
As time went by I became more comfortable with our unusual living arrangement. I slowly got to know Dave much better. He was a great guy, and he seemed to enjoy my company. We were becoming good friends and things were getting easier for me.
Because I was not paying rent, I figured that I should do my part, so I did what I could like cleaning the apartment, doing laundry, and sometimes making dinner for the two of them. Truthfully, their diets needed serious help, way too much ramen and frozen pizzas. They always brightened up when I came by with something homemade and I was glad to know I was bringing something healthier into their lives. Despite having become their unofficial housemaid, I didn't mind. I was glad to do my part.
Eventually my visits to their apartment were no longer occasional but semi-permanent. I was so comfortable that I would sleep over enjoying the relaxed atmosphere with the guys who had turned their apartment into my second home.
Dave treated me nicely and had a heart of gold. He was always willing to help me with my course work.
As I became more comfortable with the guys, my modesty issues began to disappear. The shower curtain that I had considered a minor shield was still there, but now it was more like an inside joke and it was rarely closed.
I knew that Dave could see us in the den. I liked Dave a lot and the fact that he was catching glimpses of different stages of my naked body was a turn-on. If he caught a look at my girlie bits here and there, it didn't bother me one bit, and I never mentioned it to Peter who didn't seem to care either.
The more time passed, the more at ease I was in the apartment. There were moments when I would dash into the bathroom naked, checking to make sure the coast was clear before sprinting across the hall. It was a game, and it brought a shockingly exciting element to our relationship.
One afternoon when Peter and I were alone in the apartment, our passion for each other was red hot and we began fucking on the living room couch. I knew Dave had classes, so I didn't worry. We were both naked and at one point Peter had me bent over the arm of the sofa, in the doggy position. There was music on and we were in the heat of our lovemaking when I heard the apartment door open and slam shut. Peter froze for a second with his cock deep inside me.
I panicked and attempted to lift my head from the couch and to cover myself, but Peter pushed the side of my head onto the couch and pinned me down in that position. I heard footsteps enter the living room then I heard Peter say, "Hey." I knew it was Dave. Once more I attempted to struggle out of Peter's grasp, but it was hopeless..
"Relax and close your eyes," Peter growled.
I did what Peter ordered and shut my eyes, wishing this would all be over. My aroused panting still filled the room but I could tell from Dave's footsteps that he was standing right beside us...watching. Breathing loudly. What a view he had! I couldn't have been more exposed. Naked, ass in the air, my cute bottom winking at him with my legs spread wide, tits over the arm of the sofa, and Peter's cock deep in my loud, wet pussy.
I was so humiliated that I couldn't even look at Dave if I wanted to. I just kept my eyes tightly shut and waited for him to leave. But he didn't go anywhere.
Then something came over Peter. His dick began shifting inside me. He relaxed his hold around me and started fucking me again, intensely, deeper, and much harder!
Fuck! It was like he was showing off to his friend.
His hips slapped my ass, and his cock pumped in and out of me. Squelching noises echoed through the air every time Peter pounded into me, then slowly pulled out. Then pounded me again! And again! My noisy pussy was showing both of them just how hungry and wet I was.
"Ohhh...gawd!" I moaned loudly. The way he used his dick on me made me scream. The pleasure his pounding gave me was heaven.
Smack!! I shrieked in shock from the unexpected slap.
"Isn't this the best looking ass you've ever seen?" Peter shouted as he spread my cheeks then he slapped my ass again. All I heard was a growling grunt from Dave.
As Peter kept fucking me hard and fast I shyly worked up the courage to turn my head and open my eyes. There was Dave, a few feet away, looking at us. Looking at me. Our eyes met while Peter ground into me. Then his eyes narrowed, locking onto my face slack-jawed in pleasure.
At that moment the thought of Peter asking Dave to join us ran through my mind. I was sure that's where this was heading and I was looking forward to it... I wanted it.
But Peter never said a word, he was too busy, busy trying to prove himself I thought.
Dave quietly turned away and retreated to his bedroom. My secret hope turned to disappointment.
Peter didn't miss a beat and kept fucking me from the behind. I could feel my juices dripping out of me. He increased his rhythm like an animal and began to cum before Dave shut his bedroom door.
"Ughhhh...." he grunted as he stiffened and with a few more slow, deep, grinding thrusts, he came inside of me.
"Oh babe...so fucking hot," he managed, gasping for breath.
"Oh fuck yeah. Yes...Yes!!" I screamed. I needed my own orgasm! My mind was spinning and my body blazing at the image of Dave masturbating like a madman after seeing me doing such slutty things; watching his cock spurt because of me! And the fantasy that it was Dave who was fucking me not Peter, excited me even more. I closed my eyes as I felt my core spasm and my legs weaken.
"Don't stop...give it to me..." I begged loudly. I knew Dave could hear every word. I wanted him to hear as he stroked himself. I hoped he knew I was still fantasizing that it was his cock in me.
I could feel Peter was still coming, could feel his warm semen filling me more with each thrust until he was drained. Feeling him cum inside me set me off!
"Oh my gawd...Ohhh..." I groaned loudly as I finally took my own orgasm. I didn't always come with Peter, but the excitement of Dave watching had flipped a switch inside of me. I collapsed across the armrest of the couch, ass up, face down, as I caught my breath and regained my strength. Peter let me go and I felt his dick relax inside me before it gradually slipped out.
I knew that Peter was getting enough sex from me, but that time it seemed like he had a really big load. I felt his semen leaking out of my pulsing vagina and wetting my thighs.
As I rested I couldn't help but wonder if Peter knew that Dave would be returning early and if it was all a setup. Based on his calm initial reaction, it was a real possibility. Either way, it turned out to be explosively thrilling for both of us. For all three of us I hoped.
After we both calmed down, we couldn't help but laugh at the startling turn our afternoon had taken. Peter admitted to me that he had voyeuristic and exhibitionist fantasies and thanked me for going along. I just smiled.
Naturally, I did not admit to Peter that it turned me on as well. Nor did I tell him that this wasn't the first time I had sex in front of my boyfriend's friends. I didn't want him to know of my past life.
I really did like Dave. He was a great guy. Secretly I was really happy that he had seen me having sex with Peter. Not just sex, but hot, crazy sex. It was liberating somehow. Damn, was I falling for Dave?
The rest of the day my mind would wander back to this fetish I've had for a very long time about guys jerking off for me. I couldn't help but wonder if Dave was lying in bed jerking off, thinking about fucking me. Or maybe he would like to watch each other masturbating.
Oh, how I'd love to sneak into his room and catch him jerking off. Watching him... Gawd, how hot would that be? What was his dick like? What would his cock feel like in my hand if I was jerking him off? Would he give me a lot of dew drops from his dick as he grew excited? I bet he thought about me a lot. Nasty thoughts I hoped. I could tell he was interested in me beyond a friendship. He stared at me when he didn't think I knew. I was positive that he'd be a great boyfriend. Shit, I really wished that I had been able to fuck him earlier today.
After that incident I began to feel totally comfortable in the apartment. I would move about in panties and a simple tank top every now and then. Most nights, I would undress and slip into a small bathrobe I had. It was at least couple of years old and was two sizes too small. I knew that it barely covered my bottom but I didn't care.
Was I turning into an exhibitionist for Peter and a tease for Dave? Had I fallen for both men?
When Peter was away or not paying attention, I would loosen my bathrobe and find some reason to lean forward and expose my breasts to Dave. I always pretended I had no idea what I was doing. I stared at his crotch the whole time to see whether he was getting hard. Usually, he was, and it excited me something terrible. I was putting on a naughty show for him and I think he knew it. The sexual tension between us was intense and when it was just the two of us in the apartment I was aroused all the time.
I enjoyed the slow tease. And I loved flirting with Dave. There was something exciting in the way he would stare at me. I enjoyed being the center of his attention. The more I thought about him masturbating because of me, the hornier I became.
I'm fairly certain that Peter enjoyed the way I roamed around the apartment half-naked. The way my braless breasts strained in my tight thin tank tops, and my nipples showed through. Sometimes I wore a loose, sleeveless top so the boys could see my breasts and nipples easily as I moved around them. What Peter didn't know was that I was doing it all for Dave.
One day Peter asked me if I had any friends that I could set up Dave with. I thought about it for a quick second, "Umm, no I don't think so."
"Really? That was fast. How about your friend, Jenny?" He asked.
"No, she's seeing someone." I said casually. Peter never asked for a set up again.
The reality was that I wanted to leave things as they were. I had a soft spot for Dave, a need for him, and I definitely didn't want to introduce another woman into the equation. I didn't want to lose him. He was more than a part of a fantasy for me.
As time passed, Peter became more daring. What had started out as harmless touching on the couch at night became something more. When I didn't push Peter's hand away, it always made its way from my shoulder to my breast. He would start touching and teasing my nipples through my thin top. He knew my nipples were sexually sensitive to me. It didn't matter to him that the three of us were watching TV.
If I saw Dave glance over I would push his hand away, but Peter was not easily put off and his fingers would soon return, touching and pulling my nipples.
You can't imagine how crazy this made me. Even though I pretended to be modest by pushing his hand away, I enjoyed the way Dave continued to stare at me. Every time Peter pinched my nipples, I could feel myself becoming moist. Honestly, there were several times I could feel that my panties were wet and I was on the edge of an orgasm. I had to use all my self-control not to moan out loud and cum right there on the sofa in front of Dave.
I wanted to cum for Dave. I was hornier than hell those nights. As soon as Dave stood up to head to his bedroom for the evening, I would pounce on Peter right there on the couch.
Sometimes Dave would come out of his bedroom to use the bathroom while we were having sex openly in the living room. If I could, I would look right at him. It didn't matter if we were fucking or sucking or what, he would catch a glance and smile at me as he passed by. The more he would see, the more it turned me on. By now he had seen me naked many times it was starting to be commonplace.
Peter would joke about it and I was OK with that. I knew he was trying to show my body to Dave. I never told him how much it turned me on, but he saw that I never complained. I found myself wondering where all this was leading up to. This unusual threesome was complicated. That much was clear.
I spent many hours alone with Dave in the apartment when Peter had classes. I could feel the erotic tension between us, but he seemed too respectful to try anything. If I made the first move he might tell Peter. I had a long history of cheating on boyfriends, so I wasn't sure that I could resist.
As time passed, Peter started pushing my sexual boundaries even further. Every now and then, the roomies would have some of their friends over to hang out. It was usually one or two other guys. We would all hang out in the living room, laughing, talking, drinking beer, and smoking lots of weed. They were all being so nice to me, and I enjoyed being the only female. The attention and looks that they were giving me was a confidence boost for me and, to be honest, sometimes thrilling.
In time the larger group fun evolved into something more... erotic. Something much more.
One evening, when his friends were over and we were all sitting in the living room, Peter sensed I was very comfortable and high. He began to kiss and touch me the same way that he would when it was just with Dave. It was the same game. He would start caressing my breasts gently over my top. Then slowly begin to slide his hands under my top to expose and play with my nipples. All in front of his friends.
It was a well-rehearsed game. He slowly pulled my top up just enough that my tits would pop out, hoping I didn't notice. His friends would have a good look and then I'd push his hands away to adjust my top back down.
Sometimes he'd run his hands up and down my legs making sure the guys got a good look as he openly massaging my pussy through my pants. I'd just sit in his arms quiet and stoned, feeling the simmer build in my panties while his friends openly watched.
One night before the gang arrived, Peter requested that I wear my robe. The small one.
"Umm, you know that robe doesn't leave much to the imagination. Do you want me to go around with my butt out for your friends to see?" It sounded like I was complaining even though my brain and my body was excited with the possibilities.
"Yeah babe. My girl has such a sweet little ass and your long legs look so fucking hot wearing that short thing." 
"I'm glad you like it. I'll think about it." My naughty mind had some hot ideas what that might lead to. It felt like the old me was returning.
I was aware that he intended to show me off in a, 'Isn't she a hot one,' sort of way. But I also thought he wanted to show them way more than that. The idea of teasing his friends was something I found exciting. Yeah, I've always had an exhibitionist streak in me.


I enjoyed pleasing Peter, so if this got him excited I'd eventually receive the benefits so, why not? And it wasn't a big deal really, I've been told many times my legs and ass are beautiful and besides, the guys had already seen them many times before.
The more I thought about it, the more eager I was to wear my shortest and immodest robe on my petite body for all his friends.
The guys arrived that night and I came out of the den only wearing my little robe and a pair of sexy lace panties. I was the centre of attention right away.
"Hi guys," I purred while they gazed silently.
"Nice outfit." One of them finally said already sounding a little out of breath.
I took a seat beside Peter on the sofa as he handed me a joint.
Everything was going great at first and everybody was having a good time, but the later it got in the night the more stoned I got and the more my promiscuous side began to show. My robe opened up some and I didn't bother to close it. My breasts were showing from some angles and I knew my nipples were hard. I could tell by the way his friends were looking at me they were excited by my show.
Similar to all those times when only Dave was around, Peter started to slowly get affectionate and touchy with me in front of his friends. His hands began to wander around my body in front of the guys. Keeping his arm around me, he pulled the robe down off my shoulders, showing my tits to the room. Once more I pretended to resist but I was getting aroused and on cloud nine, so I simply gave in.
Next thing I knew I was lying down with my head in Peter's lap and my robe open. I could feel his hard-on pressing against my face, and I just started rubbing his cock through his jeans. The room got quiet and my eyes were shut. I was barely aware that there were three guys across from me staring.
Peter brought his hand down and slipped it into my panties then put a fingertip inside to get it wet and started rubbing my clitoris. I moaned and brought my thighs together in a weak effort to fight, then like always I let it happen. I had yielded to him as I always had. Soon his fingers easily made their way inside me. By then I was very wet and he started fingering me like he was on a mission and created loud sloppy noises. He was showing everyone how soaked I was. I couldn't help but squirm and moan out loud.
The next thing I knew Peter had his cock out of his pants and was slapping my face with it. I knew what he wanted. He didn't care that we weren't alone. I'm sure he was more aroused because the others were there. I turned my head and started sucking him... my eyes shut in that quiet room. I didn't want to open my eyes. I just wanted to keep sucking him... for them and for me.
Peter didn't stop playing with my tits and fingering me as I blew him. I rolled onto my side away from his friends to gain easier access to his stiff cock. I started to give him a nice, wet blow job. If I had an audience I would at least prove my skills. I slurped, sucked, and stroked him. I even got all of him down my throat. I wanted to show them what I could do. I've always taken pride in giving fantastic blowjobs.
Peter started to cum within minutes, feeding me his load. I could have easily swallowed his entire load, but he pulled his cock out and spurted half into my mouth and the rest all over my face. I swallowed as much as I could, like I always did.
Then I heard clapping and cheers. When I opened my eyes there were the guys sitting opposite us all whooping and smiling. All hard as could be.
"Oh fuck...." I muttered back at their cheers as I realized what we had just done. I sat up quickly and closed my robe. Peter grabbed me and prevented me from leaving. 
"Show the guys how you clean yourself up." Peter wasn't done with the show yet.
I shot him a dirty look and then turned to the guys with my cum drenched face. I paused to give them a good look and then proceeded to scoop up whatever semen remained on my face and licked my fingers clean.
"Yummy" I laughed as I stood up to leave. While I was walking away, I heard 
"Flash us one more time, April." 
I stopped, turned back towards them and I opened my robe to give them one final flash before disappearing for the evening.
The following day I could not help but reflect on my past. I guess I hadn't changed. It made me think of my very first boyfriend, the nights in the park, and how things would spiral out of control. He'd get me drunk and then go ahead and make out with me in front of his friends. There were moments that I passed out due to the drinking, and who knows what happened.
That's when all of the slut rumors began about me having sex with his friends. It was frightening to realize how comfortably I was playing out the same patterns once again, with the boundaries between pleasure and vulnerability being blurred.
Peter had started to treat me the same way my previous boyfriends had. I was getting sucked in and used. I was being submissive to his desires. I only had myself to blame. Why did I have so much trouble with setting boundaries?
By not establishing any boundaries I was letting him do whatever HE wanted to do. I felt like a spectator watching the destruction of our relationship. I thought Peter was my nice, polite boyfriend, but now he was behaving just like my other ex's. If I didn't end this soon I knew that he'd just keep pushing my limits, and it wouldn't be long before he shared even more of me with his friends. I couldn't help but think of Dave and what he must think of me. The words 'a no-good slut' ran through my head.
I felt guilty and ashamed that I fell back into my slutty ways. Why couldn't I earn any respect from men. Was this what people meant when they said you 'experimented' with your sexuality in college? Was it all my fault or was I conditioned to submit at a young age. Or maybe being submissive and an exhibitionist was my true nature? If it was, I seemed to enjoy it most times.
What I did realize was that things were starting to get out of control.
To be continued.
===================
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College Part 2 - Things Get Messy
The following weeks after Peter got me stoned and encouraged me to give him a blow job in front of his friends, things began to change. Up to that point in our relationship, things were pretty normal. But after Peter took control that evening, there was a shift in our relationship. Things were different. It was a slow process. Peter knew I was somewhat naturally submissive. I also think he knew that acts of exhibitionism aroused me. He began to explore just how submissive I was by becoming more controlling with each passing day.
I had let it slip to Peter that I had a history of being controlled in my previous relationships. That much he knew. I was very aware that I had a history being the submissive girl. Because my sexual relationships from an early age were with much older men who were very controlling, I began to think that all guys were like that.
All my boyfriends wanted to control me. I thought it was normal. That was all I knew in my young life. I was used and controlled from the very first time I had sex with an older man and I continued to attract abusive boyfriends. I was young and I suppose I was naive. I was a good girl and did as I was told. I believed that this was what all girlfriends did to keep their boyfriends. It certainly seemed to work for me. I always had boyfriends. To be honest, perhaps without realizing it, I enjoyed being submissive. I was a lost and confused young girl. I seemed torn between my need to be loved and my need to be used and subservient, even if I was humiliated in the process.
Although Peter was polite and kind to me at the beginning, I wasn't surprised when he became more controlling. I was expecting it. This was my normal. My nature was to be passive and compliant. I expected to be controlled. So when he grew to know me, something in him wanted to explore the opportunity. And I never objected.
That's how it began with Peter. Nothing crazy, but slowly building. Slowly getting bolder. He would tell me he wanted fairly typical sexual favors. I didn't think twice if he asked me to suck his cock or lick his balls. My mouth and tongue were his. If he wanted to bend me over the couch and fuck me at any time, I was his. My body was his to explore. He wanted to try anal, so we did. He wanted to bind my hands and feet, so we did. I willingly submitted. The more I obeyed him, the more controlling he became. Each act of submission fed into his dominance.
I began spending more nights at his apartment than at my own home. Peter eventually gave me a key to the apartment, which made me feel like I was a part of them. Dave, his roommate, and I had become very close and we were all very comfortable around each other. We had to be.
Living with two guys definitely helped me get over my shyness. It's very difficult to live in a tiny apartment with two men and be shy or modest. The guys often walked around half-naked, as did I. The shower curtain hung at the entrance of Peter's den was now gone, so if Dave wanted to see me naked, all he had to do was look. I usually slept naked, as Peter and I had sex most nights. Without a door or curtain, believe me, he could look at me naked or look at Peter and I having sex whenever he wanted.
The only issue that arose was the bathroom. Three people and one bathroom wasn't working, especially when we all had morning classes. Peter's solution was to make it a community bathroom so that the door was always open except when someone had to take a shit. Of course, Dave was in favor of this new rule. I objected because the shower had a glass door, so there was no privacy. But since I wasn't paying rent, my objection didn't matter. And so, the bathroom was now deemed a community bathroom...Yikes!
It seemed to me, that every time I went to shower either Peter or Dave would come into the bathroom to brush their teeth, shave, or something. I could see them watching me in the mirror. I reluctantly accepted this arrangement because, well, it just didn't matter really. Peter had seen every bit of me and been inside every part of me as well.
I was certain Dave had memorized my perfect tight ass and tits and had even told me my ass was "world class." Sometimes he stared at my hard nipples so intently he looked like he was drooling, while trying to hide his erection from me. That always made me damp and trembling. I loved giving him that pleasure. To this day, having that effect on men can make my pussy wet and my rules go out the window.
The idea that I was being watched while I was naked in the shower almost every day was extremely erotic. At first, I tried to cover my breasts with my arms when someone came in, but eventually I stopped trying. I even started sneaking peeks at Dave in the shower and there was a lot to look at.
The community bathroom was definitely adding sexual energy into all of us. I've always been a bit of an exhibitionist, so I liked how the guys looked at me. Even Peter watched as I lathered up my body. I made sure he got a good long look when I spread my butt cheeks to wash, or bent over at the waist. He really loved how I shaved my pussy then put lotion on it so that it was as smooth as a baby's bottom. It was a huge turn-on for me, as I'm sure it was for them.
Peter's dominance continued to escalate. He began making suggestions about what I should wear. Suggestions soon became orders for me to make certain meals, how to do his laundry, or cleaning the apartment as examples.
I was already helping out around the apartment without being asked, but now he was issuing demands. And as the 'good girlfriend' who wasn't paying rent, I simply obeyed. I enjoyed pleasing Peter and helping out Dave. However, in a sense, I was now their maid or a MWB. A maid with benefits! To be sure, the 'benefits' went both ways.
When he had friends over to the apartment, he always made a point of unbuttoning a few buttons on my top. Not wearing a bra allowed his friends to get glimpses of my modest but firm breasts. And when my nipples poked out they really got a good show. Peter also required me to always wear bottoms that showed off my tight ass.
The boys really liked my ass and they weren't shy about telling. Although I pretended to object, it was half-hearted and I always gave in. They were practically drooling like teens hoping to see my forbidden, hard buds. It was deeper than that for me. I had been ordered to do something and I obeyed. That pleased Peter and Dan. That turned me on!
~~~~~~
One morning Peter had left earlier for classes. Dave and I had a spare so we were alone in the apartment. I was running late and was waiting for the shower, but Dave was taking a long time. I didn't want to say anything, however, I started to get anxious because I had a midterm test in my first class and couldn't be late.
Dave had remained sweet, kind, and respectful towards me although we both felt that a great deal of sexual tension had developed between us. I knew he wanted me, but he would never make a move because of Peter. And truth be told, I felt the same way.
I walked into our community bathroom hoping to move him along, but I immediately saw why he was taking so long. Dave was leaning back against the shower wall stroking his cock from root to tip. I quietly stood there watching him unseen. I thought this was so damn hot and I wondered if he was he thinking of me. I hoped so, as that idea really excited me.
I don't know what came over me, but I couldn't wait any longer.
"Hey Dave, I'm running late. Do you mind if I share the shower with you?" I asked as I stripped down.
I could tell I caught him totally off guard, as he quickly straightened up and turned away from me. No doubt embarrassed holding his hard dick and getting caught jerking off.
"Um, uh..." was all he could get out before I jumped in with him, naked from my long brown hair to my cute little feet.
"Move over and let me have some water," I giggled as I pushed myself into the small shower. It was a little tight but Dave managed to turn sideways and avoided poking me with his impressive erection.
As I let the warm, soothing water flow over me, I glanced down at Dave's package. It was all there alright, there was just a lot of it. And like a typical college boy, he was hard as a rock and it looked like it needed some help. His embarrassment apparently didn't have an immediate effect on his arousal.
"Oh wow, you have a nice cock," I purred. I didn't mean it to sound so seductive and slutty, but I think it did. Dave seemed too shy to respond and had no way to hide it.
"Pass the soap, please," I asked in a more normal voice.
As I lathered myself up I just loss control. With my soapy hands I reached out and grabbed Dave's hard cock. He was frozen with surprise and his jaw dropped. My aroused pussy was controlling me. Dave groaned as I began stroking his shaft and letting my thumb rub the head of his cock.
My inner slut so wanted to fuck him. The thought of climbing him and wrapping myself around his broad shoulders, while I implanted myself on his erect cock shot through my mind. But my brain reminded me of my upcoming quiz...damn, damn.
"Oh, oh..." he gasped as his breathing became labored. His cock wasn't under the spray of the water. I could see that the soapy lather and the dew drops of excitement that leaked from the tip made his dick silky wet. It felt so smooth and slippery it lit a fire inside my tight kitty. I could feel his heavy cock grow even harder when I slowed down and tightened my grip. If I had time, I would have stuffed him inside of my needy pussy.
"You like this?" I asked in a playful, husky tone. He was staring at my hands.
"Oh yeah...fuck yeah," he responded.
"I'm so happy I can make you feel so good but also a little sad. I can't be late for my quiz, so I only have time to make your big guy cum with my hands. That is, if you want me to." I said this into his ear and gave his lobe a little bite while I continued to stroke his cock slowly and firmly along the entire length.
"Huh hmm..." Dave just stood there, not sure what to make of this amazing shower. There was no doubt he was very excited, but at the same time he wasn't quite sure how to proceed. I suppose he was thinking of Peter.
I had to stand on my tippy toes and pulled him by his cock to get my lips closer.
"You can touch me if you like," I whispered in his ear. I was leaning into him, my breasts couldn't help but push into the side of his arm.
Dave immediately went for my breasts and began running his hands all over them. The soapy film made them smooth and glistening. He leaned down and kissed my neck with a hunger I hadn't seen in him before. Shivers shot through my body as he nipped at my skin while pulling and tweaking my hard, excited nipples. When he suddenly slapped my ass I felt a heat inside of me. After the second slap I started to grind my clit up and down his wet thigh.
I so wanted to fuck him right there and then, but I really didn't have time. From his labored breathing, I knew he would be ejaculating at any second.
I pressed my body tight to his and moved behind him so I could wrap my arms around him but continue to service his beautiful cock. I continued to stroke him with my right hand as I held his ass cheek tightly with my left. My wet soapy breasts were now glued to his back...my electrified nipples brushed his skin. I picked up the pace, stroking him faster and harder.
"Ahhhh," he whimpered as I felt him twitch and throb in my tiny hand. I slid my left hand between his legs and cupped his balls, rolling them in my hand. I continued to stroke him as he moaned and stiffened. Then, with a loud, low groan, he gave me his load as I squeezed and tugged on his balls, nice and tight.
I stepped aside to watch him shoot with every stroke I gave him. It was a massive load of cum that splattered the wall of the shower.
I continued to stroke his hard erupting cock, milking a couple more ropes of cum out of him until there were only a few drops. I wanted to taste him so badly. Oh God! I was almost as impressed as I was aroused. Fuck that fucking, fucked up quiz! Damn it!!
"Oh wow, Dave. It looks like you needed that," I said as I finally released his whimpering cock.
"Fuck, yeah, I sure did." Dave responded.
I felt a need to worship that cock. The thought of my little body climbing him and fucking him crossed my mind again, but I was running late and just didn't have time to wait for him to recover.
"Fuck, fuck...I have to run...they won't let write the test if I show up late...damn!"
I took a final rinse under the shower and quickly left leaving Dave in the shower to clean himself alone.
After that, Dave was planted in my head and I knew that it was only a matter of time before my little body was riding and fucking him. I envisioned him fucking me from behind, pulling my long brown ponytail while he slapped my ass, I couldn't wait!! I wanted him so badly, I needed him. I wanted to be HIS.
It wasn't surprising that things started to deteriorate with Peter, like they had in my previous relationships. I didn't understand it and I didn't care. I now wanted Dave. When a woman decides she wants a man, usually he has little choice.
Dave was in my head and I started making plans. I began to seduce him. I wanted him to think about us as a sexual pair and to not worry about Peter. I began acting more sensual around him. I began touching him whenever I could. I'd run my hand over his shoulders or arms as I passed him. When my breasts brushed against him I made sure he could see and feel my nipples as well.
I could tell Dave wanted me by the way he began looking at me. Women know. Women can see that "I want to fuck you" look in a man's eyes. His eyes wanted it. And I wanted to give it to him. But living with both guys complicated things. I knew he was loyal to Peter. I was not easy for him. I would have to seduce him and give him no choice...I can be such a slut...lol.
I knew my goal and I had my plan. The next time we were alone in the apartment I was going to fuck him and take his big rod every way I could. The thought of fucking Dave drove me wild. It was all I could think about. I had it bad and there'd be no stopping me. I had to fuck him and soon, it was the only way I could think straight and pay attention in class.
About a week later I knew he and I would be alone in the apartment the next morning. The night before all I could think of was what it would be like underneath him, on top of him, or any way he wanted. I was horny as hell and Peter was receiving my gifts. He thought he was fucking me and that I was fucking him right back. But in my mind it was Dave I was fucking, I was possessed. Peter had no idea.
The next morning I immediately had a quick shower the minute Peter left for class. The time had finally arrived...Dave was mine for the taking. I wrapped myself in a towel, pulled my hair back into a ponytail, and headed for Dave's room.
As I stood outside his closed bedroom door a moment of doubt drifted through my mind. What if he rejected me? He was so close to Peter that he might turn me down. How devastating that would be for my ego.
I took a deep breath and slowly began opening the door. As I peeked inside I saw Dave awake in his bed. We locked eyes immediately in silence. He was waiting it seemed. So I slowly walked in and stopped at the side of his bed. I was biting my lower lip from arousal as well as nervous anticipation.
"Good morning Dave" I purred as I slowly opened up my bath towel to show him the 'C' cups on my small naked body.
I was feeling very naughty so while holding the towel below my exposed breasts, I used my free hand to pinch and kneed my nipples so that they were rock hard. I parted the towel and gave my clit brief tease, as I nervously bit my bottom lip.
"Morning, April" was all he could whisper, then he lifted the bedsheets and moved over just enough to make room for me.
It was finally time. This was the moment I had been waiting for so long. I dropped my towel and crawled into his bed beside him. We instantly embraced and began kissing deeply, passionately. We took turns sucking each other's lips. I'd suck on his tongue and he'd nibble my lips, ears, and neck. Anything he wanted. Everywhere. I was all his.
My hand immediately went for his groin. He was wearing a black pair of boxers and it was quite evident that he was very aroused. As we kissed and he held me close, I began rubbing his erect cock thru his boxers. My hand eventually slid inside through the fly and began stroking him as I admired his beautiful cock. I had an overwhelming urge to worship and make love to it.
Before I could do that, Dave quickly removed his boxers and took control. He pushed my shoulders back onto the bed, then spread my thighs wide open. He took a moment to stare lovingly at my smooth, bare pussy. Quickly, his loving gaze turned to lust as he then moved down between my spread legs and began kissing and rubbing my legs.
I loved the feel of his strong hands controlling my body. He slowly began working his way up my thighs planting soft kisses on my inner thighs. The kisses soon turned from gentle to wet and demanding, as his hands bent my thighs toward my breasts and even further apart.
In moments there were naked, arms and legs everywhere, twisting and turning until I was pressed firmly on my back. He had one of my nipples in his mouth and the other between his fingertips. He licked and sucked one while pulling the other. He paid attention to my throaty moans when he found my special spots and would linger there. Then I grabbed his head and made him switch. Back and forth, my tits were on fire, and my pussy got wetter and hungrier.
We used the entire bed, twisting and turning. We were both on fire with lust and desire. My thighs wet from my juicy pussy, straddling him, sliding and grinding against his legs, thighs, and waist. I loved feeling his hard cock pressing against me, sliding over my clit, even going up to my face for a minute just to tease me with it. My open mouth chasing the tip of his cock for more. I loved the feel of his hard cock rubbing over my chin and cheeks. I wanted him to go on and on.
This was exactly what I dreamt would happen. He chose me. Not his friend. I couldn't stop myself from worshipping him every way I could.
"Ohhh, your lips feel so good." I moaned as he briefly kissed my vagina, gave my labia a wet lick, and then moved back down to that sweet spot at the top of my inner thighs.
I could feel his breathe on my clit for a moment. His kisses were teasing me and I could feel myself getting wetter. Then after a few minutes of excruciating teasing his lips finally landed on my erect clit. It looked like a pearl in a swirl of very wet flesh as my hips pumped at him for more.
"Ohhh, gawd!!" I let out a loud moan as I simultaneously lifted my hips up and reached down to pull his head down hard on my clit.
"Fuck! More, please!! I'm begging you! Put something inside me!" I pleaded.
Dave was going to town on my clit. He took turns sucking it, licking it in a circular motion with his tongue, even nibbling on it. At the same time he slid a finger inside of me and curled it up to massage my G-spot. The entire time I was moaning and pushing my hips up into his mouth. At that moment he owned me!
"Ohhh fuck...please don't stop..." I cried out. I had only been in his bed a short time and I was already on the edge of an orgasm. Peter rarely gave me oral and I had never climaxed from it.
Despite my pleas to not stop, Dave did exactly that. He just stopped, leaving me to beg for more.
"Ohhh fuck Dave...don't tease me like that." I pleaded. I was now soaking wet. I needed to cum! I needed more!


Dave lifted up his head, his lips and chin glossy with my juices and with a smirk said,
"I'm not ready for you to cum yet." He teased.
"Ohhh...don't do this to me...I want your cock inside of me...NOW," I cried out loud for more!
He quickly scooted up on top of me, between my spread legs. I reached down for his dick and grabbed him. His beautiful cock was hard and sticking straight out. I licked my hand and rubbed my saliva all over his cock. But when I went to push him inside of me he pulled back.
He pulled his cock out of my hand and slowly began running the head of his penis up and down my wet labia. He then started slapping and rubbing it on my clit to tease me. He slowly put just the tip of the head of his cock between my pussy lips. It was almost painful having him leave it there without fully entering me, then pulling away from me again.
The entire time I was begging him to fuck me.
"Stop teasing me...please...I want your cock inside of me...fuck me now." I cried.
I was again at the edge of an orgasm...I could feel it, it was right fucking there. I couldn't believe how sexually needy I was and he hadn't even fucked me yet. He was edging me and he was doing too good a job of it.
Yet again he began teasing me with the head of his cock. In total desperation, I grabbed his ass with both hands, wrapped my legs around him, and with all my strength I lifted my hips up and pulled him down hard into my aching and throbbing vagina.
"Ohhh, thank you gawd..." I screamed as my hungry cunt swallowed his cock.
Dave's big dick was finally inside of me. Then slowly and methodically he began to fuck me. He'd slowly pull almost all of the way out and then slam down into me. After several minutes of that he paused as he gave me the nicest, sweetest soul kiss. But then he resumed fucking me like a machine. He'd change his strokes up, then he'd keep going.
He was driving me wild. He wasn't like the other boys who just wanted to get off. Dave was taking his time. He was edging me...bringing me to the brink of an explosive orgasm then realign me, and back to fucking me again. He knew what he was doing. I was in heaven.
Finally, when he was on his back I threw a leg over him, mounted him, and dropped my pussy all the way down on his cock until he hit the cervix of my tiny body. He stretched me deep and wide. I went bat shit crazy on his cock.
I had so much pent up sexual energy I couldn't stop myself. I bounced my tiny tight ass on him. When I was filled up I'd grind down even more to rub my clit against his body. My tight pussy milked his cock so hard he probably felt like there was a hand in my throbbing cunt squeezing him.
"Ohhh gawd....Ohhh gawd..." I was just about to cum when...he stopped.
He grabbed my ass and held me firm in place.
"Not yet...Not yet," He demanded.
"Ohhhh no, no...don't stop...please..." I begged as I continued to grind myself on his cock, despite his firm grip.
Dave couldn't resist any longer, as he began moving me up and down on his cock.
"Oh fuck...you feel so good...fuck me..." Dave groaned. I knew I now had the green light to finally release my orgasm.
He pressed the palm of his hand hard against my butt hole and made me work my pussy on top of his cock. I couldn't take it anymore.
"OHHHHH....GAWWWWD..." I screamed as a massive orgasm washed over me. Bolts of ecstasy shot through my entire body. My body quivered and pulsated, as I lost all control.
I came so much I soaked him and nearly fainted. My head fell onto his shoulders as I was completely spent. Dave held me tenderly and we kissed...boy did we kiss...wow.
I couldn't believe Dave hadn't cum with me. He was still rock hard inside of me.
"Sweetie... You know you're mine now. I own that sweet ass and pussy and all of the rest of you." Dave whispered in my ear as he held me.
"Yeah... You know you're mine, too. You can own my pussy if I can own that beautiful cock." I sighed happily, as I squeezed and stroked his cock with my tight vagina.
Then we kissed deeply as though we were sealing the deal, not a single thought about Peter crossed my mind.
He turned me onto my back and whispered,
"It's my turn now, I want you to make me cum!" He grunted.
Then I did every naughty thing he wanted and some things he didn't even know about. He was on his back, with his head on a pillow watching me nurse on his cock. I stroked him with one hand and with the other hand I had a finger inside of him, massaging his prostate.
"Awww..." he twitched. I'm sure he wasn't expecting that.
I wanted his load so badly and I was determined to get it. I began sucking his cock, one hand squeezing his balls hard, and the other stimulating his prostate. He didn't stand a chance...he erupted with a massive groan and I instantly filled my mouth with his warm cum.
"Ohh Fuck..Wow..." he groaned loudly, over and over, as he stiffened up and began to convulse.
I sucked on his cock like a straw, while I squeezed and pumped his balls as hard as I could. I was determined to drain every drop out of him. I slurped up every last drop of his load.
With my finger still inside of him, I licked the last of his cream from my lips until he gently tapped my shoulder, smiled, and pointed behind me.
There was Peter watching from the doorway. I hadn't closed the bedroom door when I entered. I stared silently for a moment then noticed the look on his face. He stared at the two of us. Such a filthy sight it must have been. But then he just turned and left the apartment.
We'd lost all track of all time.
"Oh Shit."
(See part 3)
===================
Thank you for reading this story. If you enjoyed it, please don't forget to favor and rate it. It's the only way I know people are enjoying my stories, plus it gives me encouragement to continue writing.
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College Part 3 - The Love Triangle
Peter caught Dave and I having sex.
Well, that's not exactly accurate. Not even close.
It seemed like I had to be the aggressor in order to seduce Dave, not the other way around. But once I was in his bed it didn't take long for us to have some of the wildest sex I've ever had. He took control of me and it felt so natural for me to do whatever he ordered me to do. We lost all sense of time. Any sense of control.
It all happened so fast. I was naked and on my back with my legs wide open within minutes of entering his room. I willingly gave him whatever he wanted.
Gawd, I fucking loved it! I was a breathless, sweaty, hundred pound slut of sexual hunger, begging him to finish me any way he wanted!
Even with me riding him and pounding down on his cock, he kept denying me. The only thing I needed was to cum!
"Not yet, little one." He kept saying.
But he made me wait. And wait. No matter what I did he made me wait on that knife blade edge, between agitated need, and an orgasm so huge no one would believe me. It was taunting. Controlling. Teasing. No matter how slutty I was, he made me wait. Until... he ordered me to cum. To cum all over his cock. And boy, did I ever!
Two things made it great. When we talked about belonging to each other, and when he told me to make him cum. Finally, I could thank him sexually.
For me, making him explode was about as pleasurable as my own orgasms. I make it special and finished him off by sucking the head of his cock hard, while I stroked him with one hand and my other hand had a finger inside of him massaging his own, "special spot."
Once I had taken his load, I just stayed between his legs. I was gentling nursing his cock, and slowly stroking his shaft as we both recovered.
That's when Dave smiled and had me turn towards the open bedroom doorway. There was Peter. He had been watching us in silence. Oh my gawd! I'm not sure how long he was watching us, but with my mouth and fingers where they were, it didn't need to be very long.
Peter never said a thing.
When I saw him I began to panic...there I was sucking and riding Dave like there was no tomorrow. He had the perfect angle to see me getting stretched and pounded.
Fuck! Maybe there wouldn't be a tomorrow. I had no idea what would happen next. Was I going to get kicked out of the apartment? It had been Dave's place but lately it was their place. Did I just fuck up the good thing I had with Peter? I just sat quietly with eyes closed and my head down wishing I could disappear.
There was just silence until I heard the front door slam. I wasn't sure what to do. It was crazy but that old song lyric suddenly ran through my mind, "Should I stay or should I go?" I loved that song and I loved the Clash. What?? What the hell was going on in my mind? Get a grip, girl!
I could run after Peter and say... What? I had no idea what I would say or how to explain myself.
Besides I was butt naked. I could hurry and get dressed but he would be long gone by then. Not to mention I was oozing fluids out of me and covered in cum.
Damn!!! I could stay here with Dave and... and eventually bawl my eyes out. That'd be terrible, too. My mind was racing, my heart was pounding... someone save me!
And there he was. Dave. He seemed strangely calm and I needed that then. He held me in his arms and consoled me. He talked me down. I don't remember his words. I felt anxious, afraid, and sleepy. I certainly wasn't feeling horny. I needed to go somewhere else at that moment. School!
I showered and went to school. It was a weekday afternoon and I had things I needed to do and a lecture to attend.
As I sat in class my mind was running thru all kinds of scenarios... Did Peter hate me? Was our relationship over? What about Dave? How would this impact him? Or us? Did my nasty lust kill their lifelong friendship? Geez, I fucked things up again...when will I ever learn to control my sexual appetites? If boys thought with their small head was I only capable of thinking with my pussy?
Maybe deep down I wanted to be caught by Peter. Did I want Peter to see me fucking his best friend Dave? Did I want revenge for him putting me on display to Dave and his friends? Yeah, I just turned the tables on Peter, lets see how he likes it now.
~~~~~~~
I stayed away from the apartment until early evening, delaying my consequences. When I reluctantly returned to the apartment I half expecting to find all my belongings thrown out in the hallway.
I stood silently at the front door for a moment, my key in hand and listened. I could hear muffled voices but I couldn't make out any words. I felt a tear run down my face. I took a deep breath and unlocked the door to face my fate. I was shaking as I walked into the apartment.
Yet everything seemed oddly normal. I saw Dave and Peter laughing and eating a pizza on that old brown couch.
"Hi April, we saved you a couple of slices...come join us." Which one said that? I couldn't tell. They almost spoke and acted like twins!
"Um, OK..." I was really confused now. They were acting like nothing happened; like everything was normal.
"You guys OK?" I asked, not sure of what to make of things. I slowly walked towards them.
"Of course...are you ok?" They asked, again, almost as one person. I nodded my head but I was waiting for the other shoe to drop...but... it never did.
It then occurred to me that the guys weren't going to let a girl come between their lifelong friendship. But what did this mean for me? Was I the third wheel? We're they going to ask for their key back?
It was terribly awkward for me. I timidly sat down opposite them on the chair. I didn't know what to think or say. I automatically went into my natural mode. Be quiet. Be shy. Let him, or them, lead. Head down. Gaze averted. I pretended to eat cold pizza.
After they finished eating, the guys, one on each end of the couch, gestured to me to come sit between them. I did. Of course, I did. Even hand gestures can be orders. They had ordered me where to sit and when to do it. I was scared. I didn't know what was going to happen.
Peter reassured me that everything was fine then he chuckled as he said, "You've had a busy day,"
"I...I'm sorry, I..." I mumbled. I mean, what could I say? Dave just sat silently beside me.
"Shhh, it's fine," Peter whispered as he held a finger to my lips.
"You don't have to explain. There's nothing to explain." He moved his hand to my face almost like a father consoling a daughter. Then his gesture became a caress telling me not to move. Warm, soft, and comforting, but firm. I remembered why we were a couple.
I took a deep breath, still confused, still unsure, but less afraid.
"So you're not mad at me?" I asked...I needed answers.
"Not at all, sweetie. We all share." Peter smiled.
I just smiled back at him. 'What the fuck does that mean?' My mind was racing. 'What was he implying?' I just kept quiet and went along.
I felt Dave's hand on my thigh as I sat there still confused. I turned to look at Dave. He just smiled at me and ran his hand up my inner thigh to the hem of my shorts.
At the same time Peter's hand slowly slid into my top and on to my breast. His palm cupping my suddenly firm nipple.
Oh shit...my mind was no longer racing from fear and confusion. But my heart was now pounding as I realized that both of them were fine with my slutty behavior. Way more than just accepting.
I was still reluctant and unsure. Perhaps if they felt I was a slut, they wanted one more go at me before throwing me out on my ass?
"It's OK to love two people" Peter said as his mouth dropped down to kiss the breast he was holding... And to lick and suck my suddenly needy nipple.
I sat quite still, breathing deeply, soundless. My breath caught in my throat when I felt Dave start to pull up my top, and without a thought, I raised my arms to help him. One of them pushed me against the back of the couch, then they finished undressing me.
'Oh shit...are we about to have a threesome?' I never saw this coming at all.
Both men stood up and began to undress. I was still sheepishly silent as I sat there naked, with my hands on my lap nervously picking at my nails. I watched them. Naked. Proud and calm, but physically excited.
They both moved to the edge of the couch with dicks in hand, one on each side of me, and stood there stroking their members. They were both rock hard.
They didn't have to say a word, I knew what they wanted.
I moved up and sat on the edge of the couch as both men began tapping my face with their cocks.
Without being told, I immediately grabbed a hold of a hard cock with each hand and began stroking. Then licking and sucking them. First Peter's, then Dave's...back and forth.
The guys didn't know it, but threesomes with two guys was a fetish of mine. I felt blessed to have experienced it a few times and I loved it. I loved the attention. I loved being the focus of their lust. I wanted them both to crave me. To take me. Satisfy me over and over.
Peter and Dave did not disappoint me. That evening turned into a fuck fest.
They took turns over and over fucking me senseless in every position you could think of.
I was on all fours sucking on Dave when Peter decided it was time for anal. I had never done anal with either guy and I really wasn't looking forward to it. I knew Dave wasn't interested in it, but I found out Peter certainly was when he began fingering my ass, as he continued to thrust his cock into my vagina. Slowly his wet finger kept exploring, drilling, and stretching me.
"MMM..." I moaned at the feeling, yet shook my ass in disapproval, but Peter continued.
I suppose I had given them the impression that I was an 'anything goes' girl considering my unfaithfulness.
I suppose after getting caught with Dave, I couldn't very well refuse them anything. I was still unsure what the outcome would be. Were they going to both fuck the shit out of me one last time before asking me to pack up and leave?
"Gentle, please," I mumbled with Dave's cock still in my mouth.
I felt Peter's finger withdraw from my butt. I stopped sucking on Dave to turn my head in time to see Peter spit in his hand to make his cock and my ass slippery. Thank god! I thought, until he began to slowly push his cock inside of me.
"Ohhh fuck, gentle..." I groaned, while still stroking Dave's member.
The louder I moaned, the deeper Peter pushed. He began pounding his cock into me.
"Ohhh shit...please..." I begged as Peter continued. 'Did he think I was begging, please, more?'Or was he taking his anger out on my poor ass?'
Fortunately for me he didn't last long. He came inside of me with a thunderous groan.
"Ohhh fuck...fuck...Yes!" He screamed as I felt his warm seed shoot inside of my ass.
He stayed still inside of me for a few moments then he pulled out and disappeared into the bathroom.
Dave rolled me over onto my back and folded my legs up to my shoulders. It was his turn to finish. He seemed savagely aroused having watched Peter and began to pound my needy pussy on the edge of the couch.
"Uurgh..." he screamed as he unleashed his sperm deep inside for the second time that day.
"Oh my gawd...yes...yes..." I cried as I orgasmed with Dave.
"Holly shit, I wasn't expecting that. I came so much," I cried out to Dave.
"Yeah that was amazing." Dave huffed and puffed.
By now Peter had left the bathroom to go to his room and Dave went to shower. I was left alone on the couch like some spent whore. Juices and semen flowing out of all my holes, my face and hair covered in our sweat and cum. My pussy was red and swollen from all the fucking. My poor bottom was sore as was every bone in my body.
I suddenly I had a lightbulb moment. When Peter walked in on me and Dave having sex, Dave just smiled. Why was he smiling? Normal behavior would be shock, panic, cover-up...anything but smiling. Damn, the two of them must have talked and agreed on sharing me. Things suddenly made sense.
They weren't going to kick me out. I was now involved in an erotically strange love triangle. That thought made me smile. Truth be told, I was fine with that arrangement. I mean what girl wouldn't be..two hot guys sharing me. I knew this was going to take a lot out of me physically and mentally.
My smile widened when an important question occurred to me.
Who's bed should I sleep in tonight?
Part 4 to follow.
===================
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College Part 4 - A Debt Needs to be Settled
After our threesome I was walking on egg shells. Both Dave and Peter were acting normal, but I was still unsure of my future with them. To my surprise things were pretty chill.
The guys weren't making any demands of me. There was no dominant male, I was literally being shared by both men. I was free to sleep in who's ever bed I wanted to. But don't get me wrong, I was having a lot of sex with both men individually.
I didn't question the arrangement and they were quiet about it also. Things just fell into place and we lived in harmony. But, in the back of my head I was still worried about that second shoe dropping.
One afternoon when Dave was in class, Peter and I had the apartment to ourselves. I was looking forward to the intimacy and perhaps getting our relationship back on track.
We had begun to fool around in his room. I was down to just my silky panties and Peter still in jeans and a T. I was on my back while he straddled me playing with my nipples. He knew I could cum just from nipple play, so of course, that had become his favorite activity during foreplay. I was heading to heaven when there was a sharp rapping on the front door that clattered through the walls. 'Gawd dammit', I thought, a few more minutes of him focusing on my sensitive breasts and I would have had my first orgasm of the day. I practically growled.
We both looked confused, wondering who was pounding on the door. Peter jumped out of bed to answer the door, while I hurried to gather one of Peters' flannel shirts and quickly buttoned it up. It came down to my mid thighs so I didn't bother with pants. Besides I was hoping this would be a short interruption and we could soon get back to our planned activities.
I could hear Peter talking but I couldn't make out who it was or what they were saying. The tone of their conversation sounded serious even though it seemed like they knew each other and were friends. It was all puzzling so I left the bedroom and slowly walked to the living room. I found them deep in conversation. Not arguing or yelling, almost like they were negotiating.
They stopped when they heard me and turned to look at me. I had never met this friend before so Peter introduced him as Tony. He was a large, athletic-looking man probably several years older than me. My first impressions were that he had a very cocky attitude and that he didn't look like a student. He had a very athletic build that set him apart from Peter and me. His physical presence. His height, broad shoulders, and muscular build made it clear that he was no ordinary male, which was oddly impressive. There was a layer tension in the room and it made me uneasy.
In a deep voice he made some comments about how he liked my 'look'. Not that I was wearing much, just Peter's shirt. I realized that my still-excited nipples were popping through the shirt.
I had my long brown hair pulled back into double ponytails. Kind of a schoolgirl impression. He quietly said something about 'blowjob handles', which I didn't fully understand at the moment, but all together confirmed my initial instincts. I got the distinct feeling that Tony was trouble. Yet, part of me vibrated a little.
Peter told me to fetch them a couple of cold beers so I did, then they went out on the balcony and continued their private conversation. I kept busy cleaning up the kitchen.
It looked somewhat serious but I couldn't hear much. I did catch bits of it and it sounded like they were talking about drugs.
Tony kept looking over at me from the balcony, which was very unsettling, as though he was undressing me with his eyes. I knew he was checking me out...all girls know that look. The longer he stayed, the more I wanted him gone. I wanted to be back in bed with Peter making love to my nipples.
Peter came back inside and closed the balcony door leaving Tony outside. He had a concerned look on his face as he walked towards me in the kitchen.
"Hey babe, I want you to do me a big favor." He quietly said.
I had a feeling I wasn't going to like this.
"Is everything OK?" I asked.
"Ummm, not really...I want you to make out with me on the couch and let Tony watch...just like we've done before when you let my friends watch." Peter said in a serious tone.
"What? Are you serious?" I hissed back. I had a glass of water in my hand and I was close to throwing it at him.
"Yes, what's the big deal, he's just going to watch, besides you seemed to enjoy it last time," he said.
Sure, things had gotten a bit wild with Dave and Peter, and even with his friends lately, but this was different. At least I knew and liked Dave, but Tony was a stranger and he looked dangerous. He was a really big man and rough looking, someone I wouldn't want to meet on the street if was alone.
I glanced towards the balcony and I could see the smirk on Tony's face. I could tell there was more to this than he was telling me. I just stared at Peter as I tried to think this through.
He raised his hands and firmly held my face. He looked me in the eyes and said,
"Babe, this is something I really need you to do...will you do it for me...please." He pleaded.
There was an insistence in his tone, and even with him saying please, I could tell this wasn't a request.
It then occurred to me.
"Is he a drug dealer? Do you owe him money?" I asked. Peter just nodded his head.
"How could you be so stupid? How much do you owe him?" I wanted answers.
"Umm, a lot...but you used the pot also." Was Peter's response.
"What, your putting this on me? I didn't use enough for you to owe him a lot of money" I was so pissed off now.
"No, I'm not putting it on you...not at all...I just need your... help." Peter was scaring me now.
"I can give you some money if you want" I offered.
"No babe, you don't have that kind of money and he's not leaving until he gets paid. Believe me." He shot back.
"He's not going to touch me is he?" I asked.
"Do you want him to touch you?" Peter asked.
"What? You would let him touch me?" I snapped back even more angry.
"That's up to you, but if you don't want him to touch you then I won't let him." Peter reassured me. That gave me a bit of comfort, if I could believe him, but I was still pissed and now scared also.
"Well, maybe I do want him to touch me," I snarled. Maybe if I made Peter jealous enough it would put an end to this stupid idea.
He turned and returned to the living room as Tony joined him on the couch. I could hear them whispering. I wondered if Peter was in any kind of danger. This guy looked scary. Like someone that was used to rough business.
"Babe, can you come out here please." Peter called.
I didn't even answer, I just moved towards the couch and stood in front of them.
"Take off your top for me, Babe," Peter said cooly.
I just glared at him in disbelief. I couldn't believe he was doing this to me. His friend was just staring at me, waiting.
"Now please," Peter said in a quivering voice. I caught a trace of fear in his tone.
I was pissed at him, but I was also scared of Tony. He wasn't acting like a friend now, but more like a guy that came to collect something or break some bones.
Slowly, with my hands trembling, I began to slowly unbutton my shirt, one button at a time. It was as if I was waiting for Peter to stop me, and say it was all a joke. But that was just wishful thinking on my part. I removed my shirt, exposing my breasts and hard nipples. I was standing in front of them in only my see thru lace panties.
Peter stood up and hugged me from behind, teasing and pinching my nipples. I gasped audibly.
"Good girl, baby," he said as his hands slid off my aching nipples and over my hips then pulled down my panties. I stepped out of them. I was now standing naked, smooth pussy and taut nipples, in front of Tony, as Peter held me from behind. I could feel a blush color from my face down to my chest. I just closed my eyes, still in disbelief that this was happening while my body reacted.
That's when I felt his friend's hands on my breasts.
"Wow, Pete. You weren't exaggerating, these are nice tits," he said crudely.
Peter lowered me to sit on the couch between the two of them.
"Be a good girl and show Tony how you touch yourself." He commanded.
My heart was racing and I was shaking as I was afraid of where this was going. But I just did as he ordered and I began touching myself, one hand toying with my nipples, while I wet the other with my saliva then slid it over my labia. I told myself I was doing this out of fear and concern for Peter. But then, without any urging, I slightly parted my legs and moved my hand from my pussy lips to my clit. I could feel my clit was swollen and I was getting aroused. I prayed that they wouldn't hear the sounds of my wet pussy.
"Oh fuck! You do have the little slut well-trained," Tony sneered, his voice filled with a mixture of excitement and amusement.
Peter sensed my humiliation. "Close your eyes," he ordered.
I was happy to obey. I didn't want to watch them get aroused as I teased my nipples and fingered my warm, wet clitoris.
I felt a callused hand on my body, running over my breasts and then up my leg without any gentleness or feeling. I was too afraid to open my eyes as I had a pretty good idea who's hand it was.
I heard the unmistakable sound of a belt buckle being unfastened and I opened my eyes. There was Tony pulling down his pants and revealing his boxers stuffed full of his large, firm cock.
I turned to Peter with a panicked look on my face, but before I could say anything he just said, "I love my good girl... It's Ok." He looked sad.
Then to my astonishment he got up and left the apartment. I was shocked. I couldn't believe he was leaving me there with Tony. Leaving me naked with Tony's fingers exciting my nipples and exploring my embarrassingly wet pussy. What the fuck!
Tony was all over me before Peter had even closed the door. I struggled against him, but I didn't have a prayer. I was trapped in his arms, his lips at my ear.
"Listen, April. Your piece of shit boyfriend owes me a ton of money and he can't pay up. He traded your ass for the money. So for the next hour or so your hot little body is mine. All of it...You can make the best of it and enjoy it. Or you can put up a fight. Either way, I'm going to love it! In fact, if you struggle it might even be more fun!"
My heart pounded. Peter never intended for Tony to just watch, he was using me to pay off a debt. I realized the truth in what Tony had just said. I gave up struggling to let my anger and damp pussy take over. Peter, had just sold me to Tony and if he wanted me to fuck him, then so be it. I saw no way out of this predicament. But the least I could do is have some say about it.
"Tony," I said, my voice quivering. "You can have me, but I have a few rules. First, you have to be gentle. You're a big guy. Your body and your...ummm...cock. It scares me. So, please don't hurt me." He listened but didn't say anything.
"And second," I sobbed, yet couldn't believe how brave I was acting. Trying to hold on to some control in the face of his dominance. "No anal. You're way too big for my tiny butt. You've seen it. You'll split me in half and it'll hurt like hell."
With a thin smile Tony said, "I never thought about anal, but now that you bring it up, your perfect butt would look perfect on my cock. So, we'll see. Anything else?" He seemed impatient as he gripped me tighter.
"Y... Yes," I tried to sound confident. "You have to use a condom. That's not negotiable. We have plenty here if you don't have one."
Tony reached into his pocket and pulled out a handful of condoms. What in the world? Who carries around that many rubbers? It was surprising and shocking.
"Do you always have that many on you? What were you planning?" I hesitantly asked.
"I have a lot of debts to collect." Tony laughed in a way that convinced me this was planned all along. They had worked out the terms beforehand and I was just a dupe about to be used by this behemoth Neanderthal and Peter didn't give a shit. He just betrayed me again!
Then his grip tightened. I felt I should try to fight him off, but I also knew it would be hopeless and only make it worse for me. I was disgusted with my own body. I realized that when I exposed myself to tease my nipples, and finger my pussy, it lit a fire deep inside me. Then the struggle with Tony, seeing the growing bulge in his boxers, made my arousal even greater.
I also was fuelled by the actions of that manipulative shit, Peter. That asshole!! His wish was for me to fuck Tony. Well, careful what you wish for...
I saw the look in Tony's eyes and it made me vibrate nearly as much as it scared me. Suddenly he grabbed one of my ponytails in one hand, and carefully held my throat in the other, as he pulled me to his mouth for a rough and hungry kiss. I pulled back and thoughtlessly slapped him. Oh shit maybe that wasn't such a good idea. It didn't deter him one bit. And I was secretly glad for that. It fuelled his lust for me. He held me by my arms and handled me like he was a wild man. I sensed this was going to be rough, I don't think he had a tender bone inside of him.
He grabbed at my breasts, found my nipples, then squeezed and tugged on them. There was no pain, but just enough pleasure to electrify me. My body responded with a flood of sexual urges. When his hands moved to my breasts he began to lick and suck my hard nipples. Gawd! He knew my hot spots! My body caught fire. I felt a small flood in my pussy and I couldn't stop my loud moans.
He knew I was aroused and pressed me closer to him. Was it possible he had a gentle side?
"Are you going to be mine, now?" Tony whispered.
I bit my lip and nodded.
"Are you going to be a slut for me?" Tony asked.
Without realizing it, I had slipped a finger inside. I heard wet noises from my kitty, and I nodded again.
"Take my cock out now, slut!" It was an idea that had already entered my mind. I made sure his clothing was off then reached in his boxers and pulled out his hard, angry looking cock. A cock that was larger than I was comfortable with, but at the same time it was beautiful and scary. And it was for me! Peter wanted me to fuck him, then fuck him I will.
Honestly, a part of me hated that I was put into this situation, but the bigger part of me was now excited. More importantly, I wanted Tony to really enjoy me, then to gloat about this to Peter so much, he'd never let him forget it.
It seemed to me that Tony's ego revolved around him feeling women found him irresistible, and particularly so to his cock. His erect dick really was much bigger in all ways than Dave's or Peter's. A cock like this on a man who knew how to use it and how to please a woman was something that excited me. It was what I always needed. Just don't hurt me, I thought to myself.
I was ready to take care of him if he followed the rules and more importantly, if he took care of my needs. He reached down to my pussy and two fingers easily slid inside.
"Fuck! Your cunt is soaked! And so fucking hot!" He held his stiff rod out to show it to me. "You're going to love the way I'm going to use you." He growled in my ear.
I wanted to say, 'less talk, more loving', but I worried he'd be upset and go to war on my body.
He pulled me down to the floor.
"Stay!", he commanded, moving the head of his cock near my face.
I wanted to worship his cock, so I knelt down almost like I was praying, and took his shaft in my hands.
"Ohhh wow..." I gasped at the his length and girth.
I was impressed yet terrified. I couldn't help but take a minute to examine it. I held it with my thumb and two fore fingers as I moved it from side to side, and then up and down. Fuck this was going to be a painful challenge. I tried to wrap my tiny hand around it but it was way too thick for just one hand.
I looked up at him with doe eyes, as I rubbed it over my smooth face. Still looking up into his eyes I began to stroke it.
I knew he was aroused when I felt his cock leave a trail of dew drops on my skin.
"Please leave it on my face. It's part of you marking me for today." I purred.
He groaned loudly and grabbed a ponytail to control me.
I was still worried, but lust had overtaken those feeling. I wanted his cock in me! So many cliched questions went through my mind. Can a girl really be fucked to death, split in two, or have their pussy ruined? No, but perhaps my pussy would hurt for a few days.
He was tapping my cheeks with his erection when I noticed that dark hair covered most of his body. It even looked like he had to shave all around his neck. Half man, half beast perhaps?
"Open up! Here's Johnny!" That focused my attention. But when he pressed his hard meat to my lips I knew it was time.
"You're going to suck my cock until I cum and don't spill any! Open your mouth." He commanded.
"I want to enjoy this, please play with my nipples," I whispered to him.
Then I opened my lips hoping to give the head wet kisses and licks. But he wanted more and soon pushed forward, making me open wider. Not wanting to deny his authority, I opened up and felt the head of his cock slide over my tongue.
"Suck it, lick it, stroke the shaft," he ordered, his voice a mix of desire and dominance.
I tried to do it all, amazed by how it seemed to grow even larger in my mouth.
Then he told me, "I'm going to use your blowjob handles to fuck your mouth."
He grabbed my ponytails and started to move his hips, thrusting only a third of his cock in and out of my mouth. The sensations overwhelmed me. I loved feeling his hard dick in my mouth. Yet a combination of pleasure and discomfort began, as I struggled to accommodate his size.
But Tony didn't stop there. He pushed further, gradually filling my mouth until he reached my throat. I continued to suck him doing my best to please him, but I couldn't control the urge to gag.
"Gluck, gluck, gluck." Louder with each thrust.
Hearing that, he pulled out of my mouth. At least he didn't want to kill me. I caught my breath as tears wet my cheeks. Then after a few moments...
"Lick it," he demanded. "Lick it all and don't forget my balls." He leaned back and spread his muscular thighs.
Strangely, I wanted to please him and part of me wanted more of him. I wrapped my arms around his hips and obeyed. As I licked his cock from taint to tip, his ball sack drew up to his body. I methodically licked and sucked his large balls which made him roar with arousal. Up and back, all around, over and over, I did my best. I licked and sucked his balls while I stroked him, then I went back to the wet tip and found the dewy drops of pre-cum covering it. As I licked at the hole at the tip, my teeth gently grazed the glans while rolling his balls.
That did it! He pulled his cock out of my mouth and yelled,
"Tip your head back! Open your mouth! Watch your teeth!"
I parted my lips as he pointed his manhood at my mouth then he grabbed my head and slid his cock into my mouth. I know my neglected pussy was dripping with excitement. I was sweating and felt the arousal blush up from my sternum to cover my face. I ached inside and one of my hands dropped down to furiously rub my clit.
With quick thrusts he penetrated my mouth as deep as he could. I was drooling and trying not to gag, but I continued to strum my clit. For a moment he pulled back leaving only the cock's head between my lips. I moaned in disappointment. I inhaled his scent which made me crazier, and I sucked hard on his tip. We were two animals in heat.
He roared again and his hips began to push in and out of my mouth faster and faster. I could feel his thighs tremble as he neared his orgasm. He then finally pushed himself in deeply and stayed still, moaning loudly, as his warm semen pulsed into my mouth and filled it. I pulled back, made a tight seal over his cock tip, and tried to swallow as much as possible.


"Gluck, gluck, gluck," I swallowed, as I tried to manage the massive inflow. I did my best but there was just too much. The lip seal I had around his cock broke and semen poured out of my mouth, down my chin, and over my breasts. I pulled back from his cock and frantically began licking and slurping his escaping load. I licked his shaft and balls clean before using one hand to squeegee the rest of his semen from my face into my mouth. I even scooped and swallowed the cum that landed on my tits.
He saw me with one hand busy between my legs trying to get my release. My body was on fire. Not for him, but because of him. Sucking cock had always turned me on and even in this situation I couldn't suppress my needs. I hoped he would take care of me next.
I was surprised when he said, "Not yet, my pretty little slut. Stop that for now and get back on the couch with me."
I surprised myself by eagerly doing what I was told. I needed him to fuck me...my wet pussy was aching to swallow that massive cock. My "inner slut" had been awaken!
"Jesus girl, you're much better than what Peter promised me." He moaned in total satisfaction.
That statement just confirmed what Peter's intentions were all along. The agreement wasn't for Tony to watch me and Peter have sex, I was basically sold to Tony to clear Peter's debt. I knew it!
"Well you have much more to work with than that asshole." I snapped back.
Tony chuckled with approval, as he moved his fingers up and down my soaked slit. I stayed quiet, not knowing what to say because of my conflicting feelings. I remembered my disgust but less so than I felt the needs of my traitorous pussy. Recalling his condoms, I was afraid he had much more in mind.
"Spread your legs." He ordered.
I did what I was told told. He looked down my body and noticed that I kept my kitty hairless. That was a choice I made long ago to please the men I was intimate with.
"How'd you know I like my girls' cunts shaved?" he asked with a leering smile.
I wanted to sarcastically say, 'Lucky guess,' but decided having an attitude with him was not going to work. I had lost all of my sense of control to him long ago. I stayed silent.
"Show me," he ordered, forcefully turning me and pulling my legs apart so he could see all of my parts down there.
"That's a tight little cunt you have there. Very pretty. And a cute little butt hole too. I think we'll need to loosen you up some for my big hog." His words made me shiver with desire and fear.
The desire won out, as the thought of him impaling me with his oversized tool made my body vibrate in anticipation. I saw that his cock had already recovered which was impressive enough. I was close enough to feel his heat.
"Over here and bend over," he commanded, moving me to the back of the couch. He bent me over with my ass up, exposed, and vulnerable. He wasted no time spreading my ass cheeks so he could attack my pussy. With surprising skill he used his lips, tongue and fingers inside of me, on my labia, and my clitoris. The feel of his skin and his attack was rough, but his touch could also be gentle and well-aimed. I couldn't deny it felt very, very good and my kitty responded to him.
"Such a wet pussy, little one. So fucking wet." His voice was filled with a mixture of pride and satisfaction.
"You must really need a good hard fuck, my little slut." His words would have hurt most other girls, but for me, this day, these circumstances, I couldn't deny the truths. I was hoping he'd be so pleased with me that his words would torture Peter. Now, most importantly, I needed the release my body desperately craved.
Tony stood up and lined his cock up to the opening of my pussy. I glanced over my shoulder and saw him spit into his hand to lubricate my wet pussy even more. 'Thank gawd for that' I thought. My heart pounded, a mixture of fear and arousal.
I decided to try a different tack. "Please be gentle," I pleaded, vulnerable yet desperate. I had visions of him ramming into me and ripping me apart.
"Please don't just ram it into me...I need to cum so badly and I know you can satisfy me..." I pleaded.
"And, and please don't forget the condom," I carefully reminded him.
I heard him tearing at a condom and glanced behind me to see him rolling it down his shaft then spitting into his hand to lube it even more. 'Thank you' I said silently. My eagerness grew as I readied myself for what I prayed would be orgasmic release without damage.
My clit was more than ready to throb with a level of intense pleasure I had never experienced before. Every nerve in my body fired as he pushed my head down and kicked my feet apart, spreading my legs wide to make room for his hips and hungry cock. My desire burned with hunger. I needed him to fill me with his cock and to use me completely.
"Please sir. Please!" I purred.
He said nothing.
I couldn't stop myself. I began to push my pelvis back, almost waving it at him, craving the touch of his dick. His deep controlling voice asked me,
"You want my cock, don't you, my little slut? Tell me, do you want my cock inside of you?"
I moaned and trembled with desire to have him inside of me, but no words came out. He wanted to hear me say it. He raised his voice and repeated the question,
"Tell me, do you want my cock inside of you?"
I needed it. Desperate for it. My weak voice pleaded with him, "Sir... Yes! Please, sir fuck me with your beautifully huge cock. I need you."
He delivered a series of hard slaps to my ass, each sent a sharp bolt of pain with a much greater thrilling wave of excitement. My ass burned, but my pussy dripped. I wanted more. More.
I felt his cock sliding along my soaked slit, teasing my clit, slapping my clit with his hard dick. Then... Slowly, he slipped the head between the lips. Just the head felt huge. I couldn't help myself, as my naughty pussy sought more. Reaching out to his cock.
"More...Deeper...YES!" I begged.
I could feel him stretching and filling me like I'd hadn't been filled in a long time. I moaned and groaned with pleasure. My fingers clawed at the couch. He had stretched me physically and mentally. I fucking loved it!
The pain was minimal as he slowly worked it all inside me. I was so wet I was ready for him. Once he was deep, he let it all go. His powerful body and need took over, and he pounded into me as though I was a rag doll. He was a wild man pounding me and added pleasure by slapping my ass hard to punish my little body. My beautiful ass must be crimson with hand prints.
With each thrust I felt his size and power. For those moments I did worship his cock. The sounds of our coupling rattled the apartment.
When I started to have a series of orgasms, my screams of pleasure were animal-like. The more I yelled, the harder he pounded, until he let out a loud deep growl from his own huge release, which, pushed me into another explosive orgasm. I couldn't contain the intense pleasure any longer and screamed,
"OOOH...OOOH MY GAWD!"
I gushed on his cock while my entire body shook. My legs were twitching and turning into rubber.
He eased up on his hold of me and I flopped back onto the couch. His cock was still inside of me.
It was then I felt a puddle of warm juices, his and mine, drip from my pussy. Tony had just cum inside of me. It hit me like a ton of bricks.
"Did you just cum inside me?" I yelled, a mixture of shock and anger in my voice.
Tony calmly replied, "Yeah, the condom broke. Happens all the time."
"Fuck!" I exclaimed, my mind reeling with a mixture of emotions and confusion. I didn't know if the condom really broke or he just took it off. It didn't matter much now.
Tony slowly withdrew his cock from my pussy, and I felt the full torrent of semen pour out of me and down my leg. We took turns using the bathroom to freshen up. As he was coming out of the bathroom I grabbed his hand and led him back to the couch.
Despite being angry with Tony over the 'broken' condom, I felt a strange connection to him. He had planted his seed inside of me and now he was part of me. I know it sounds strange, but that's how my mind worked. Besides I so wished Peter would come back to the apartment and find us there.
The next few hours were a haze of pain and passion. Tony's endurance was boundless as he kept pouring his manhood into me, fucking me mercilessly for another two times. Each session was more forceful than the previous one, and though my body was sore, I couldn't deny the perverse pleasure that shot through me.
In the midst of my frustration and anger with Peter, I found myself giving in to Tony's endless appetite. I let Tony have his way with me as I also tried to fulfill my own seething desire for revenge. The passion with which Tony devoured me was something I had never experienced before. Each touch, each caress, and each kiss was packed with an uncontrollable passion that left me gasping for air. In those moments of heat, I basked in the pain and pleasure.
After about two hours of hot animal sex, Tony was finally spent. Tony retreated to the washroom to freshened up and got dressed.
As he headed in the direction of the front door, a careless comment slipped from his mouth, bursting the fantasy I had concocted in my head.
"See you again at the next instalment. Maybe we can see about anal then," he called out casually.
I stared at him in disbelief, a tornado of feelings washing over me. I was rendered mute, overcome by a jumble of shame, confusion, and a residual craving that I couldn't quite grasp.
Tony strode out the door, and I lay there naked on the sofa, my body bearing the unmistakable stamp of his conquest. The apartment smelt of sex and there were body fluids all over me, the couch, and the floor. I was completely drained physically and emotionally exhausted.
I needed a joint!
(See Part 5 - The End)
===================
Thank you for reading this story. If you enjoyed it, please don't forget to favor and rate it. It's the only way I know people are enjoying my stories, plus it gives me encouragement to continue writing.
April602


        College Pt.5 - The Final Straw

        The Final Straw That Ended Everything. The conclusion.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/college-pt-5-the-final-straw

Title: College Pt.5 - The Final Straw

Author: April602

Category: Group Sex

Description: The Final Straw That Ended Everything. The conclusion.

Tags: submission, daddy, relunctant, anal, sex, exhibitionist, love triangle, shared, sold, used

Series: Start of College


College Part 5
The Final Straw That Ended Everything
Note: All characters in this story are above the age of 18. I would like to thank Doc_YesReally for all his help in collaborating with me on this story.
****************
After my encounter with Tony, who came to collect a drug debt, things were strangely normal. Peter and Dave were not good at communicating their feelings, nor where this relationship was going. I'm sure Peter and Dave must have discussed or agreed upon something, but I was left in the dark.
I mean, we were in a three way love triangle and neither of the guys spoke of it. It was like the relationship just evolved. There were no rules or guidelines. Life just flowed like normal. I wasn't even sure if I could call it a love triangle. I was just being shared by both guys and everyone was fine with that.
After Tony, things were quiet for a few days. I was annoyed at Peter for selling me to Tony, but I never spoke to him about it. I was in a tough spot, finals were a month away and the last thing I wanted to do was mess up my living arrangement. I also convinced myself that having sex with Tony to settle Peter's drug debt was the right thing to do. I mean what choice did I have. Peter was in danger and I was in a position to help him. It was the price I had to pay for living rent free with the guys. I had done my part. Besides I was certain that it was a one-time thing.
Everything was soon back to our version of normal. The three of us went back to our sexy playtime and life went on. Although I loved being the centre of physical attention from them, it was not all dewy pink roses for me. I was still a maid with benefits to them and as time went on I felt increasingly disrespected. In every silent thought I mostly blamed myself for allowing it to happen. I had very few options; school, family, and money issues. But still...
So I just rolled with it and enjoyed what I could. I got some companionship pleasures, mostly from Dave. The best times, I'm almost ashamed to admit, were the sex times. The sex was the best and the most I ever had. It didn't matter if it was with Peter, Dave, or both at once, I loved it while we were doing it. We fucked like horny rabbits. Anytime, anyway, we were inventive and we tried it. Twice.
But there was a huge downside and I couldn't help but be torn between both guys. Peter was the Bad Boy who always found a way to disappointment me. Sex with Peter had evolved to just fucking. The tenderness and love was fading away fast.
On the other hand, Dave, the Good Guy, could support me and make me happy. Our sex was closer to making love than just fucking. But he willingly straddled the picket fence between caring for me, or his friendship with Peter. Sometimes I needed loving. Sometimes I just really needed a good hard... Ya know?
I loved comparing the two lovers in my head... Our likes and dislikes. How they held me, tasted, and smelled. What the sex was like with each of them. I even compared their tongues and cocks. You could say I was the kid in the candy store sampling all the treats.
At times I was really disappointed in myself that I let them use me in so many ways.
When I started college, I was certain that I wanted to stop being the 'easy slut' and start a new more respectable life. I was certain college would do that for me. It didn't take long before I had slipped back into my old slutty ways. I had changed, clearly. Just not all for the better.
****************
One day when I was home alone studying, I heard a knock at the door. Before I could react, I heard a key unlocking the door and someone entering. I assumed it was one of the guys...but it wasn't.
"Hey April, how are you?" Tony joyfully asked.
I was shocked...
"Ummm...I'm fine...What the fuck are you doing here?" I asked, hopeful that he was looking for Peter and not me.
"I came to collect this month's debt, sweetie," he smiled.
"Wait, what...where did you get a key?" I was starting to panic now.
"You know who gave me the key, your piece of shit boyfriend, he sold you out again." Tony was enjoying this.
"What? Seriously...again?" I struggled for words.
"Yep, you really should think about dumping him, I would never treat you that way." He commented.
Gawd, I just realized that Peter was a bigger scumbag than his drug dealer friend.
I was at a loss for words, I couldn't believe this was happening again.
"You can't just show up here and think I will have sex with you!" I complained, like there was some protocol for blackmail.
"Apparently, I can, unless you can fork over the $400 bucks, your so called boyfriend owes me."
"I don't have that kind of money." I pleaded.
"Well neither does your boyfriend." He shot back as he moved closer.
"What if I told you he wasn't my boyfriend anymore," I was stalling.
"Well that would make you a smart girl, but someone has to pay, and he says your ass is mine." I could tell by his gesture that he was getting short with me.
He grabbed me by the hair and kissed me. I attempted to resist...but it was pointless.
To be honest, I enjoyed the sex we had that first time so I my resistance quickly faded. I was pissed at Peter again, and I had come to realize my love triangle was coming to an end in conjunction with the end of the school year.
I pulled back from Tony's embrace, and began to peel off my clothes, without even being asked. Tony followed my lead.
Once naked and in each other's arms I began grounding my thighs over his erect cock. I trapped his cock between my thighs and slid the wet tip back and forth over my wet vagina lips.
"Come with me..." I grabbed his hand and lead him into Peter's room.
"I want to do this right," I declared, as I pushed him onto the bed.
"Ohh, I like your attitude, girl." Tony growled as he laid back on the bed naked, his beautiful cock erect like a flag pole.
Something inside of me had snapped. I lost all control. I immediately devoured his cock. I stroked and sucked him like a spiteful woman looking for revenge on her boyfriend.
Surprisingly, Tony just laid there enjoying my attention.
"Wow, what's gotten into you? I guess you missed me?" Tony snickered.
"Shut up and fuck me," I responded, I just couldn't wait anymore.
I mounted Tony before he could hold me back.
"OHHHHH...GAWD..." I screamed as I slid onto his hard member.
"OHHH shit...that feels so good," I cried out as I began to ride him like there was no tomorrow. I was dripping wet and horny as hell.
I went bat shit crazy on his cock. I was determined to take his load as quickly as possible...I wanted to feel his warm semen inside of me...the hell with condoms.
Just as I anticipated, Tony couldn't hold back. I focused on my vaginal muscles and milked his cock. I even reached back and squeezed his balls as he roared in pleasure. All the while I was clenching his cock as tight as I could with my hungry cunt. Milking, milking...every last drop.
"Holy fuck...." Tony was impressed. Hell, I surprised myself as well.
I collapsed down next to Tony.
I snuggled close to Tony as we napped to recover. After about 30 minutes or so I felt the stiffness of his cock resting between my ass cheeks. I'm embarrassed to say that the pleasure he gave me earlier was still on my mind and I was open for more.
As he shifted to be closer to me, he draped one hand over me and began to play with my nipples. I immediately felt my pussy come alive despite the pounding it had already been given. Soon he was wrapped around me from behind, one hand on my nipples, the other rubbing my labia. All this while his hard cock was sawing over my wet split. When his lips found my neck and ears I knew I was going to be his again.
My body was floating when Tony said, "Turn over and face me, my sweet slut. Now!" Of course I scrambled to do just that.
Now face to face on our sides he continued to take command. He pulled my top leg over his so that his hard cock was nestled against my wet clit and labia. His arm reached behind me and played with my ass cheeks. Sometimes giving them a slap.
"Play with your nipples... Pull them... make them feel good." He commanded.
I loved that. He knew how to get me excited and I started to push my pelvis against his thrusting cock.
I was floating in pleasure. "You're getting wet, little slut. Are you ready to take another step?"
I gave him the doe eyes and my submissive tack. "Yes sir. Take good care of your little slut, please."
I was already on fire but when he began to kiss me deeply and handled me harder. I broke. I could feel my arousal climbing. I wanted his cock inside me. Badly. I was beginning to pant in excitement when his hand playing with my butt spread my ass cheeks and he pressed his palm flat against my butthole. An alarm went off in my head.
"Tony... Hey Tony! Sir! Remember, no anal?" I said in a panicked tone. But gawd did it feel good!
"Relax, little one. I'm not inside you. I'm just teasing your tightest hole. It feels good, doesn't it? Your pussy hasn't stopped rubbing on my dick. Your little kitty seems to like it."
"But I... Sir, no."
"April, yes. Give me a few minutes to help you enjoy it. Your orgasm will be unbelievable."
"Um... Oh... Ohh... Ok, Tony. Your palm feels so nice massaging me back there. But just for a few. Don't hurt me please." I was now under his control.
That's how it began. He got me hot. Very hot. And my pussy became creamy. I loved it all. I barely felt the difference when his palm became a wet fingertip. He was an expert at relaxing then exciting my bottom. Then his cock slid inside of my pussy.
Deep. Slippery. Smooth.
Stretching me again. Bumping into my cervix. I reached down to rub my clit while he worked on my butt and pussy. Soon I was moaning and meeting his movements to take more of his cock and his finger. When I was close to cumming, he stopped. Just stopped.
"Ohhh...Please...Tony. Don't stop. Give me more." I was begging like the submissive slut that I was.
"What do you want, sweet slut. Tell me." Tony demanded.
"More. I want more of you." I cried.
"You'll have to do better than that, slut. Or I'll never let you cum."
I groaned loudly in frustration and need.
"Please sir. Give me more of your finger and your cock. My kitty and my little butt love what you're doing." I was playing along, but I was also serious.
Wordlessly he gave me more. Much more. He spit on his fingers and pushed one then two wet fingers in my butt. Momentarily shocked I yelped then started working my clit harder as he jammed his cock in to its fullest. I sighed loudly as my pussy got slippery and lubed his fingers. I was vibrating on him.
"You've never really enjoyed butt sex?" He questioned.
I was close to cumming. I was panting and trying to answer him.
"No sir. Nothing like...like this. Sir, I love it...: I want more. Let me try all of it." I bravely asked.
"You're sure? You want the full Tony experience using your butt?" He chuckled.
"Yes sir. Please, sir. Give me the full Tony. Fingers, cock, tongue... Whatever you want." I was so close. I needed Tony. Fuck Peter! Fuck Dave!"
I heard firm orders from him. "Turn over! Now! Hands and knees! Tits against the bed! Ass in the air! Now, slut!"
I scrambled to obey. Then I felt him teasing then slowly stretching my ass. He used plenty of lube, thank god. He ordered me to rub my clit while he eased the head of his cock past the tight ring. I gasped out loud but it felt so good. Slowly he worked his big dick in and out... slowly I relaxed my ass while I became more aroused. Right on the edge of cumming with big Tony.
When he said the full Tony, he wasn't kidding. He wasn't close to cumming while I had three huge explosions. He rode my ass while he pulled my hair. He rode it while he spanked me. He rode it while he pinched my tits and my clit. I came so hard I nearly passed out. I was so loud I thought the police might show up.
"Sir... Babe... Don't you want to cum. It's getting late. Peter might show up." I pleaded.
"That's what I want, precious. I want him to see me with his pretty girl. The one with the perfect ass and tits. One hundred pounds of beautiful fucking. He doesn't deserve you."
"Oh fuck... I want that too." The thought was very appealing to me. It would be the ultimate revenge.
"Turn over, precious slut. Sit on Daddy's lap, your back against my chest. Yes...that's it babe. Spread your legs outside of mine. Wide open. Now lift up so you can sit back down on Daddy's fat cock. Put that fat cock back in your ass. Go deep. Oh yesss... just like that. Now ride that cock in your ass while I rub your clit."
And I did. "Oh god Daddy. I love this so fucking much. I'm going to cum again Daddy!" Oh Gawdd Daddy! I can't stop cumming!!"
It was the truth. I must have looked like a crazy woman, my ass full of his cock. Legs spread as wide as possible. Tears in my eyes. Hair flying wildly. Tiny body, tight, perfect, tiny ass bouncing over and over on Tony while he strummed my clit. Laughing for joy and cumming. My cum running out all over Tony's cock. It was perfect sex.
Only one thing could make it better. And that happened. Tony roared loudly as he filled my ass with his cum. I looked up to see Peter watching by the doorway. Staring, mouth open. Stunned. As "his girl" was absolutely loving getting used completely. Watching that big cock sliding in and out of my ass. Stretching it out. Never to be the same.
****************
After Peter walked in on me and Tony being about as nasty as it gets, he was pretty quiet towards me for a couple of days. Maybe he felt bad for using me to pay off his debt to Tony. I was beyond pissed at him. But Tony had some serious sexual skills and to be honest I let my inner slut run wild. The only thing that could have made it better actually happened. I was lucky enough for my now "exboyfriend" Peter to catch me riding Tony.
It was way more than just a giddy up and fuck me kind of ride. Tony showed me how much pleasure I could have from my butt. That was the wild me in reverse cowgirl, sitting on him deep inside. Tony had me in the perfect anal porn position. Aside from Tony growling and strumming me, I was angled backwards from the waist with Big Tony's cock lifting me up with each thrust, letting me fall back hard on it and then again. I was a splashy mess. That's how Peter saw us. I was sitting on Tony's lap, my back against his chest with my thighs outside of his.
I was possessed and yelling, "Oh god Daddy. I love this so fucking much. I'm going to cum again Daddy!" Oh Gawdd Daddy! I can't stop cumming!!" Peter could see where his big dick was in me and how my juices were flowing out of my gaping kitty. Tony wanted me to take it deep and I wanted to keep going to see if it hurt Peter. To see if he was capable of the emotion.
And I didn't stop. I was glad that was what Peter saw. I wanted it to hurt him.
But it didn't seem to bother him much. When he came back later Tony was gone, and I was licking pizza sauce off of Dave's chin. I was sitting on his lap in a Long T without bra or panties, giggling and grinding on him playfully. Peter just came in, sat down, grabbed a slice, and acted as though nothing in the world was different or wrong. Shit!
From that evening on, I slept in Dave's bed. That night I was worn out and it was a quiet night. But from then on I was strictly having sex with Dave. Peter just sulked around the apartment, barely talking to me. It must have been driving him crazy, and I loved it.
Our love triangle had ended. The entire dynamics had changed.
Dave changed as well. Dave never did well expressing his feelings by words or deeds, but now it was much worse. He was a cipher and I didn't have the key.
I changed greatly. Sometimes back and forth, confused or determined. I was at sea with my behaviors and feelings. Was I the 'Good Girl', the eager slut, the seductress or the witch? God only knows and God was being tight-lipped about it.
I was beginning to realize that the loving touches, tender kisses, and the kind, supportive words had disappeared. And without the expressions and gestures of appreciation and caring, I might as well have been on my knees scrubbing floors or spreading my thighs.
There seemed to be little difference between a house maid or a sex maid. Clean the house or clean me up! The scale really tipped when I was a commodity traded to pay off a debt. I guess the straw that ended everything was Tony's return visit and Peter didn't give a damn. If I was traded for a debt or for my share of rent, or as a favor to Tony, I didn't know and it didn't matter.
It was obvious that Dave and I weren't really a couple. I was just buy time until the school year ended. There were no more doubts about leaving.
It was the end of the semester and the guys would be returning home for the summer so it was a good time to end things. No loose ends. No tearful good bye or good riddance. No one more of anything for the road...
The morning after my last exam I made my decision, and I can't say it didn't hurt. No tears but I was still emotionally shredded. I gathered my stuff. With the boys out of the way I packed my things. I was moving back home. 'Hello mom! Hello dad! Did you miss me?' I tried to smile at that image.
The song on the car radio stabbed me. 'They all said Louise was not half bad. It was written on the walls and window shades...' " Fuck them," I choked away the last tear and then drove away. My hands gripped the wheel with a purpose as I stared ahead.
The radio was blaring and then the damn tears began to wet my top as I heard the fucking, fuck, fucking, Clash. "Should I stay or should I go?"
And that was the end of my first year in College.
My only regret was that my marks weren't as good as my sexual experience.
****************
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Sight Unseen
Back in the late 1990's and early 2000's the internet was new, and I felt like I was being left out. This was a dark period for me. My life seemed to move forward without me having any say in where it was headed.
Let me explain. I was married to a good man, but marriage was something I never wanted. Throughout my entire life I had always frowned on marriage. Sure, it was what most girls wanted, but I felt I wasn't wife material. Up until then I could never make a long-term relationship work. I was very promiscuous and had pretty much cheated on every boyfriend I ever had. I just couldn't see myself being with one man for the rest of my life.
But here I was, married and lonely. Where do I go from here?
My husband has always travelled with his job, even before we married.  He was gone a lot, sometimes a day or two, other times a week or two. I always suspected he was meeting other women throughout his travels, but I never had proof. Maybe his being gone so frequently made our relationship work? Who knows.
One day my husband introduced me to chat rooms. He had heard about them and thought I would enjoy them. It would be something to occupy my lonely evening when he was who knows where, doing god knows what. It wasn't long before I was hooked. I don't mean just the occasional chat. I was addicted.
I couldn't believe all the men chasing women, and the women who seemed to encourage it. Was it all flirtation, or were there real encounters happening? I was swamped with private messages and men asking for pictures and eager to send me pictures of their junk.
The long chats quickly turned sexual, which got me very aroused, much to the delight of my husband later in bed, even if he wasn't really aware of what had caused it. This period also coincided with my sexual peak. These online men were getting into my head, and I was always horny, dripping wet, and changing my underwear a few times a day.
Yes, I began meeting these men when my husband was out of town. I was careful, at least as much as I could be. Most were married businessmen who traveled for work. Of course, that was just like my husband, which was why I wondered what he was doing on his business trips. Married men didn't mind that I was married, and sex with married men seemed safer than single men, since I assumed optimistically that they were equally careful about not bringing home some STD to their wives.
Was I careless? Yes, probably, at times. Was I easy? Well, yes. I loved the attention. Loved the variety of casual, no-strings intimacies with different personalities, different bodies, and different techniques in bed.
There was one man who lived out of town but did travel to my city on business. We chatted for several weeks, even had two or three phone calls, with the last one leading to phone sex and - for me - an intense orgasm. He blocked his phone number, but I didn't mind. One day he told me that he had arranged a visit to my city, the same week my husband was also travelling. He told me one of his fantasies was to meet a blindfolded woman in his hotel room.
He explained that I would come to his hotel, knock on his room door, and close my eyes. Once he opened the door, he would guide me inside and place a blindfold on me. No talking. No peeking. We would let nature take its course, and afterwards I would just walk out the door and drive home. This would be a one-time thing.
The more I thought about his fantasy, the more it aroused me. I played coy, though I was all in, almost from the beginning. The thought of being taken and never knowing what he really looked like made me wet. Oddly, we never exchanged pictures, which I found refreshing, since everyone seems to ask for my pictures. He was very good at getting into my head. He knew how my libido worked, what I was thinking, what my desires and needs were and had confidence he could satisfy them.
I knew we were headed for a meeting. I knew we were headed to sex. He didn't care what I looked like, nor did I care about his appearance. He knew I was 33 and told me he was ten years older. I believe 90% of sex for a woman is in her head, and he was most definitely in mine. I told him I was on the Pill and how much I loved bareback sex and feeling a man release inside me, and he assured me he was healthy. I trusted him.
The date was set. I had the entire evening, since my husband was away and almost never phoned me. I pondered what to wear, thinking something sexy and easily removed. I chose a frilly white bra and panties to match. I knew I was probably going to be full of cum at the end of the evening, so I didn't want to go commando. Added a white blouse with simple buttons up the front, a red skirt with an elastic waist that dangled halfway between my crotch and my knees, and shiny red with a half inch heel.
I showered, did a final shave of my legs and pubes, applied just a hint of makeup and a hint of cologne, got dressed, and did a final check of my look in the bathroom mirror. Out the door, into my car, and fifteen minutes later I parked at the hotel and texted him that I had arrived, and five minutes after that I was standing in front of his hotel room door.
I managed only two soft knocks on the door before it cracked open.  "Close your eyes," he whispered though the gap. I did, and put a hand over my eyes to assure him I wasn't peeking. The door opened wider, and I felt his hand touch my shoulder, giving me a small tug to move into the room.
I stepped into the room, and he nudged again to step aside and shut the door behind me. "Turn around and face the door," he whispered, "I have the blindfold." I turned around, and he slipped a blindfold over my head and across my eyes, with a strap around the back of my head to keep it in place. "Okay?" he asked.
"Yes," I replied. I felt the heat of his body behind me as he pressed against my back, reaching his arms around me to cup my breasts. The immediacy of that got my lubrication seeping again, and my kegels tightened. His hands gave my breasts a gentle squeeze. "You're getting me wet," I murmured. He chuckled and gave me another squeeze. I could feel his hardness in his pants, pressed against my lower back.
He was in no rush, and I was more than willing to let him lead and see how he wanted things to go. He turned me around, slipped his hands down to my ass, and pulled me close and kissed me. Our mouths opened, our tongues touched, and my arousal climbed. I was definitely wet now, oozing between swollen pussylips and repeated kegel clenches, and I knew that the crotch of my panties would soon be soaked.
Then he stepped back and grabbed my left hand, leading me deeper into the room. Was it dark? Where is the bed? How tall is he? What is he wearing? I had no idea. He stopped, I stopped, and now he was facing me again, his arms wrapped around my back, and his mouth again found mine. This kiss was shorter than the first. "Ok to undress you?" he asked.
"Of course," I replied. His hands went to the top of my blouse. Slowly, so slowly, he unbuttoned me from top to bottom. My breaths were nervously quick and shallow, while his breaths were warm, moist air against my lips and chin. He slipped my blouse off my left shoulder and left arm, then my right shoulder and arms, and I sensed that he tossed it a few feet behind him.
I stood there, waiting for his next move. His hands softly caressed my boobs encased in their frilly silk. He reached a hand behind me and unsnapped my bra with one hand. I giggled. "You've had practice," I told him. He grunted his answer, then slipped my bra off my shoulders and turned slightly to toss it, too, somewhere behind him.
He didn't touch my breasts at first, and that both surprised me and pleased me. It told me he wasn't in a hurry. His hands cupped my face and kissed me again, softly, gently, then went to my shoulders. A finger on each hand traced my collarbone and met below my throat. I shivered in anticipation of where they'd go next, and he didn't disappoint. He cupped my bare breasts, and my stiff nipples poked into his palms. His hands were warm. My juices were spreading between my legs. I was aching for his touch down there.
His hands drifted lower, thankfully taking care not to tickle my sensitive tummy, until they reached the elastic waistband. His thumbs tucked into the waistband and teased it lower. I wiggled my hips to help him, and a moment later he'd lowered my skirt past my ass and let it drop to the floor. I took a step back, and the back of my leg touched the mattress. Was it the foot of the bed? The side? I sat down on the bed, slipped off my flats, and kicked them and my skirt off to the side of him.
I reached forward to his waist, finding slacks and a belt buckle. He stood still as I unbuckled him, unsnapped the button, and pulled his slacks down. I heard him inhale a quick breath. My right hand found his erection standing tall inside his underwear, and my left hand joined in. I repeated what he had done to me, slipping both my thumbs inside the elastic at his hips and pulling his briefs down to join his slacks on the floor.
I leaned forward, my hands gliding around to palm his ass, and licked his shaft from bottom to tip. He groaned and almost wobbled, and my hands held him tighter. My lips encircled his glans, and he groaned again. My tongue found the expected leaking of his precum. I would have been disappointed if that wasn't happening. My mouth inhaled more and more of his rigid shaft, gently bobbing up and down and squeezing his ass on every inhale, and his hips pushed forward to match my rhythm.
His cock was perfect. A mushroom head, neverending precum, clean tasting, thick but not too thick, and with a nice upward curve that I knew would stroke perfectly against my G-spot. His length? I couldn't tell, yet, because right now I wanted to show him what I could do with just my mouth. Did I want to make him cum fast? Or slow? I could judge his excitement by his precum, his cock's flexes in my mouth, and his increasingly ragged breathing. No, it wouldn't be slow.
I decided I wanted him to cum. I kept my left hand on his ass and moved my right hand to grip the root of his cock, and I began determined efforts with my mouth. Yes, I remember thinking, his length is just fine. He may have me wearing a blindfold, but right now I was going to take control of him with my mouth. My hand and my mouth worked together, and I felt his hands barely make contact with the sides of my head.
It didn't take long. He was probably as turned on as I was, and I gave him no choice other than to banish any thought he may have had of having total control over me this evening. My mouth compelled him to just let himself go. He exhaled a guttural groan, clenched his ass into a hard rock and pushed his cock toward me. My right fist prevented him from jamming his cock too uncomfortably deep, and he growled and his cock extended another half inch in my mouth and pulsed long, hot streams. I swallowed the best I could. He unloaded a lot! And I encouraging him with my hand, while his fingers pressed against my skull held me in place.
Needless to say, all this just got me more turned on, and my oozing juices were coating my inner thighs. He stayed inside my mouth for another half minute, then he stepped back. I licked my lips -- still tasty -- and waited for his next move. He reached for my hands and motioned for me to stand up, then he nudged me around to the side of the bed and onto my back. The covers were already off. He motioned me to slide to the middle of the mattress and joined me.
Now I had a much better idea of his naked body. What should I do, I asked myself. He silently answered by nudging me to lie back on the mattress. His hands found the waistband of my panties, and I arched my butt off the mattress as he pulled them down and off. His hands brushed up and down my thighs, and I spread my legs to give him a full view of my no doubt swollen crimson arousal and my profuse juices. I could smell myself, and I knew he could, too.
And then he surprised me. He didn't go down on me. He didn't mount me. His hands made it clear he wanted me to roll onto my front, face down on the mattress, with his legs outside mine. His deflated cock with its leaky tip nestled low on my ass, and he began to caress and massage my back. He was gentle. He was sensual. He knew his way around a woman's body. His thumbs pressed low on my back and worked to relax my muscles. His palms roamed, always ending up on my shoulders and working the muscles on my neck.
I felt his erection returning, and I wondered what he was planning to do with it and when. He soon showed me. He rolled me onto my back, motioned my legs to spread, then slipped lower on the bed. When I felt his hot breath on my inflamed pussy, I was more than ready for his mouth. Surely he must see how aroused I was, how swollen my pussylips were, how stiff my clitoris was.
My brain begged for his tongue to swipe deep in my little valley and up against my clit that was standing at attention, but he denied me. Instead, he licked the inside of my thighs, taking his time, seemingly enjoying the taste and fuck-me scent of my juices.
"Don't tease," I murmured, and he chuckled, shifting his tongue to delicate passes up the edges of my mound. He had me where he wanted me.
And he didn't disappoint. After another hot breath against my delicates, his flat tongue made its first slathering swipe from bottom to top, causing me to squeal and grab his head. My fingers played in his hair while his mouth played in my swollen raw sex. He ate me out like an experienced lover, with a meaty tongue doing steady licks, making my abs tighten and my pussy quiver. Again and again and again he relentlessly swiped upward, ratcheting my quivering higher and higher, dancing back and forth against my clit shaft, then occasionally prodding into my vagina.
I could feel his clean-shaven face getting sloppy with my juices, which only increased my flow. I was already wound up when I walked into the room, so it didn't take much work to finish me off when he curled two fingers up inside me and paused his slathering to focus on my clit. I have a pronounced G-spot, and he had no trouble finding it and pressing two fingertips against it in sync with his gentle sucks on my clit.
That, of course, took me over the edge.  My climaxed exploded deep in my belly and I exhaled a loud, probably too loud wailing groan as my whole body shuddered and my kegels gripped around his inserted fingers that were playing with my G-spot. And that, he learned right then, was the magic trigger to get me to squirt. His lips were still pursed around my clit when I let go, and I'm sure I splashed my juices on his lower face. That didn't deter him, though. He just grunted and continued his gentle sucking that had me almost losing my mind.
I couldn't stand it any longer.  "Are you hard? Get inside me," I demanded.  My hands tugged at his head, pulling him upward.  He might not have been in a hurry, but I certainly was.  His face detached from my crotch, and I was left panting for oxygen with my pussy waving in the breeze of the A/C.  He mounted me. My knees raised high and hugged his hips, and he lined up his cock like a heat seeking missile.  Yes, he was definitely hard again. Was he using Viagra?
He smeared his shaft in my drenched, inflamed pussylips. He was about to fuck me with an erection I'd only experienced with my mouth and right hand.  That was a first for me. He was hard as steel as he slid into my very slippery pussy with one single thrust, bottoming out with his pubic bone jamming against my puffy lips and clit that was standing up high and welcoming the delicious push of his pubic bone. My back arched and my fingernails dug into his back, and his buried cock took my breath away.
He growled and pressed hard, swirling the root of his shaft in my tight opening and making me exquisitely aware of how his cock filled me up, balls deep and cockhead just barely touching my cervix. We were both frantic at this point. I was on my way to another orgasm, and he was thumping into me like he couldn't wait to get to his first. In and out with full length driving plunges, changing angles, adding circular swirls. I was right about his slight upward curve, and his every instroke grazing against my G-spot wound me up higher and higher.
Was I now too wet for him to get enough friction to get off? I hoped not. My ankles wrapped around his ass, and I was trying to rock my hips to meet his thrusts. But I couldn't keep up, so I gave up and just squeezed my little muscles around his invading cock to help him to his finish line. We were a connected together, him slamming into me, me trying my best to grip around his delicious cock. He was gasping and grunting every second thrust, and I was spread wide open, noisily squealing high pitched animal noises. "Gonna cum again!" I managed to blurt, and then I exploded.
I go off to another universe when I cum hard. I'm all ragged, erratic breaths and tight muscles, and a rhythmically clenching uterus deep in my abdomen with matching kegel clenches. I'm usually mostly obvious of whether or not my partner is climaxing at the same time, that was the case this time, too. When I came back to Earth, I realized his cock was still hard and still thumping into me. That's one of the benefits of the earlier blowjob, I suppose.
If I hadn't been wearing a blindfold, at this point I'd be studying his face to determine how close he was, but now I had to judge that by his body and how he was using his cock and what noises he was making. I could smell my musky scent on his face, and a faint taste of his semen lingered in my mouth. He wasn't close, as best I could tell, so I just went along for the ride, so to speak. I hooked my ankles behind his ass and wrapped my arms tighter around his back, just below his shoulders, and let me do what he wanted to do.
Okay, that wasn't exactly true. I knew my pussy was even wetter than before, I gushed yet more during my climax. I encouraged him with my fingernails scribbling across his back and my hips trying to undulate in sync with his tempo, though probably more effective than all that were my valiant attempts to clench around his invading shaft as he strummed into me.
And then he got there. He growled again, loud and long growl, and jammed deep, oh so deep into my vag and held himself there, shuddering with stiffened muscles to match his super stiffened shaft now making noticeable contact with my cervix, while my insides were quivering again. And when his throbbing pulses began and I knew his hot seed was splashing against the far reaches of my pussy, my own climax joined his.
I don't remember much of this, other than the two of us locked together, my brain off in another world and probably his in his own world, and we vibrated and ground our bodies together and shared our unique individual pleasures with each other. I felt his hot cum filling my pussy with even more of our shared soup, and I rode those sensations as long as I could.
We were glued together, this mystery man with his magic fingers and mouth and cock. He remained inside me as we came down from our joined peaks, our connected bodies relaxing. I wondered what he looked like when he climaxed. Were his eyes closed? Did he watch my face when I was doing my pleasure contortions?
His cock eventually softened and slipped out, and I felt the usual goopy soup leaking out of my pussy. "I need to go to the bathroom for a moment," I told him, and he moved to the side of the bed and guided me to the edge where I could stand up. He held my hand and walked me to the bathroom door, showing my hand the door jamb.



Once inside, I shut the door and lifted the blindfold and saw myself in the mirror. My hair was a tangled mess. My face was blushing pink. I looked down to see rivulets running down the inside of my thighs. Still, I wouldn't have changed a thing. I peed and did a quick wipe of my crotch, then went back to the sink for a sip of water and whatever organization I could apply to my hair.
"Round two," I murmured to my image in the mirror. I stopped at the door, put the blindfold back on and made sure I had it secured, then I called out, "I'm coming out. Blindfolded," and opened the door. He took my hand again and guided me back to the bed, and I slid to the middle once again, lying on my back.
"Bathroom for me, too," he said, and a moment later I heard the bathroom door close. After a toilet flush and the sound of water running in the sink, I heard the door open and the faint sounds of his motion back to the bed. His hands reached me from the edge of the bed, encouraging me to again roll onto my tummy. And then he climbed into bed and positioned himself hovering above me, his knees between my legs, and his solid erection nestled into my ass crack.
The Viagra must be working, I thought. Is he going to try to fuck my ass? Did I want that? But no, he made no such attempt. I felt his right thumb probing my vaginal entrance, which was unsurprisingly still slick, then positioned his cockhead to replace his thumb and settle just inside me. I felt him lean forward, and his hands grabbed my forearms that were curled above my head. And then, slower than before, his cock invaded my pussy, making gradual progress and smaller retreats, until he was buried in me, twitching. I felt like a butterfly pinned to a display board.
The feel of his cock inside me, with his legs pushing my legs together and compressing my pussylips and entrance, was understandably different that when he was on top of me with my legs opened wide and welcoming. Still, it was a noticeable difference. This time he felt thicker and less deep inside me. The snugger fit probably felt better to him this time, and I felt less compelled to squeeze my kegels. He had me pinned down, and all I could really do was lie there and allow him to fuck me any way he wanted to.
Which he did. He was methodical with his steady thrusts, bottoming out and straining for an extra half inch. He wasn't in a frantic rush. He wasn't showing any obvious interest in making love to me. He just seemed intent on fucking me. Enjoying my pussy. No stroking of my back. My boobs were mashed against the mattress. He just fucked me, exhaling little low-pitched grunts, sometimes adjusting his angle of penetration, though in my impression those variations were for him, not for me.
It was during all this that a thought started buzzing in my brain. Was this the same man, my chat buddy? So many little things seemed different this time. I couldn't touch his body, so I was unable to do a comparison of that. His cock felt just slightly different, though that was explainable, right? Except he'd cum twice already, and he was hard again. Could Viagra cause that? His noises were sort of the same, but so are many other men.
Me, the pinned butterfly, had plenty of time to think and speculate. At first, the prospect of being fucked by a second mystery man seemed like such a violation of trust. But as the moments passed, and as his rhythmic jamming thrusts recharged my own arousal, I thought about how this second man - if it was a second man - surely had been watching my chat buddy fucking me. And now surely my chat buddy must himself be nearby and watching.
My exhibitionist nature emerged, and I just let myself go, enjoy myself, and give whoever might be watching a show. I vocalized my excitement with whimpers and gasps and moans, with whispers of "That feels so good" and "Keep fucking me like that," and "Your cock is great," and the man hunched up behind me got more and more excited, too. And when I sensed he was close, my murmurs of "Come inside me again!" and "Give me your cum!" finished him off.
He gave me a few final "short strokes" and buried his cock like most every other man I've been with, straining and shuddering, then pulsing his semen into my depths. His second or third pulse triggered my own smaller climax, and my inner muscles did their usual squeezes around his throbbing root while his hot liquid spread everywhere.
But it was all fine with me. I was giving everyone a show they would remember.
He remained inside me, his weight on my ass and his grip on my wrists still pinning me down. We were both breathing hard, and I realized I was tired and didn't want to go another round. Especially if this was a tag team effort. His erection softened a bit, and he pulled out and raised himself off me and seemed to slip off the bed. "I'm really pooped," I announced. "I think we should call it a night."
I heard my chat buddy's voice say, "That sounds good to me. Let me get into the bathroom and give you space to take your blindfold off and get dressed."
"Thanks," I replied, rolling onto my back. I squeezed my kegels and felt a mass of liquid oozing out and dripping down to the mattress. My fingers confirmed that I was again filled to the brim. Viagra or not, it was difficult to believe that his third set of ejaculations would empty that much into my pussy.
He spoke again. "I'll toss a towel onto the floor and lock the bathroom door. Then you can remove the blindfold. Okay? Just tap on the door and tell me when you're about to leave the room."
"Yes, okay. Thanks," I said. I sat up and pulled the blindfold off. The room was dimly lit. I rolled out of the bed and saw my clothes neatly piled on top of a desk in the corner. The desk chair was askew, like someone had been sitting in it.
I went over to the towel, picked it up, and gave myself a few swipes to try to stem the flood that was dribbling down my thighs, then dropped it down outside the bathroom door. I sighed, pulled on my underwear and my skirt, and decided to go braless for my ride home. My shoes were next to the desk. I lightly knocked on the bathroom door. "I'm leaving now," I said through the door.
"Okay," was his muffled response.
I added, just to make the point that I wasn't a dumb, oblivious blonde, "Thanks to you both for a great time." There was silence from the bathroom. I stopped a moment at the door to the hallway, turning around to get a look at the room. It certainly looked like anyone sitting in the chair would have a good view of the bed.
Back at my house I stripped and got into the shower. My underwear was soaked. I'll do a wash in the morning, I told myself, and stepped into the hot water streaming down. I was still oozing, though less than earlier. I thought about everything that had happened in the previous few hours and how my sex felt well used and how much I really did enjoy it.
I got back online the next morning, and my chat buddy's userid was nowhere to be seen. He was ghosting me. I was kinda expecting that, actually, after my last comment at the bathroom door. All in all, I had a memorable time, and I knew that whoever was in that hotel room had a memorable time, too.
~~~~~~~~~~~~
Thank you for reading this story. If you enjoyed it, please don't forget to favor and rate it. It's the only way I know people are enjoying my stories, plus it gives me encouragement to continue writing.
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The Good Looking Loser
I was lying on my back at the edge of the small lake, sprawled out like a beached starfish in my tiny white bikini. This wasn't a choice, this was a survival strategy. The heat on this camping trip was so oppressive that I was pretty sure I could fry an egg on my forehead. The sand felt damp and cool against my spine as I was pressing every inch of my body into it, trying to absorb all the coolness from it. The sun was just creeping over the trees, already warming the air like a preheated oven, and I knew my cool sand sanctuary had about ten minutes left before it turned into a gritty sauna.
I didn't want to leave, but my stomach was growling, and my throat felt like the Mojave Desert. I needed coffee. I needed food. I wasn't sure what the three clowns I was camping with had brought besides beer, which, surprise, surprise, was strictly prohibited in the state park. Because nothing says "responsible camping" like ignoring the rules and hoping a park ranger doesn't materialize out of the bushes.
I stood up, stretched, and immediately regretted it. My back cracked in three places, and I was coated in a fine layer of sand that had somehow migrated into places sand has no business being. I started to brush myself off, then stopped. Why bother? I was feeling icky from a hot and humid night in a tent that was more like a sauna.
I looked around to make sure I was alone. Since we arrived the previous evening (Friday), I hadn't seen any other campers or, for that matter, anyone at all in our section of the park. We were the only people camped in this section of the park. I'm sure the rangers knew three young guys would be drinking and loud, so thats why they isolated us. There was no electricity, and the water was about three hundred yards back up the road into the site, next to the porta-potty. Judging from the horrible smell, I don't think they pumped it out very often.
I had discovered this small secluded strip of beach that was isolated from the main beach. I had the beach all to myself, and I was feeling safe and brave. I waded into the water and, once submerged, I took off my bikini to bathe and refresh myself. The water was just perfect, not too warm and not too cold. It felt wonderful.
This was by far the sexiest and tiniest bikini I had ever worn. Damn girl, what were you thinking? The string bikini basically consisted of three tiny patches and a lot of string. I'm on the shy side and I hate drawing attention to myself, so this was out of character for me. I bought this suit on a whim to intrigue Hank, the guy I was seeing. It was meant for his eyes only. This was supposed to be a romantic getaway, but Hank invited two of his friends at the last minute. I hadn't even met them before last night, but from his stories, I knew this was going to be a drunk fest. If I had known he was inviting two friends, I would never have gone camping with him, nor would I have bought this tiny string bikini. But this was all I had packed, so I made the best of it.
After a few minutes, I was completely cooled off. I tried to put my bikini on in the water, but that wasn't working too well for me. I once again scanned the shore and the coast was clear. I returned to the beach and rang the water out of my bikini to begin the complicated task of putting it back on. I slipped my thong bottoms on, but they were backwards. Then I had the wrong string in my butt crack. I came close on my third attempt, but I got the strings in a knot. Then there was the top... Oh my gawd, there were strings everywhere and only two tiny triangles that barely covered my areoles. I held up the top but the tiny triangles looked the same no matter how I turned the top. Nope, that's upside down, then inside out; does this string go around my back or over my head... damn. There was no doubt that the string bikini had been designed by a man as a perverted joke.
Finally, I got it on. It wasn't pretty, and I was pretty sure one wrong move would result in a wardrobe malfunction of epic proportions, but I was dressed. Sort of.
I slung my beach bag over my shoulder and started the walk back to the campsite which was about 200-yards inland via a path thru the woods. I felt the string of my thong slip tightly into the crack between my cheeks, which gave me concern. I wondered how the guys would react to me wearing a string bikini. I mean it didn't leave much to the imagination. How fucking embarrassing... I could have strangled Hank for inviting his buddies.
When I got back to camp, it was still quiet. Everyone was dead in the world, probably in a beer and gummy induced coma. I was dying for coffee. I rummaged through our gear until I found a small camping stove, a pot, and a lighter. Luckily, someone had brought a gallon jug of water. I lit the stove, put the water on to boil, and stood there watching it like it was the most exciting thing I'd ever seen. Because at that moment, it was.
I contemplated changing out of my bikini before the guys woke up but decided not to bother. I was probably going to spend most of the day at the beach anyway.
The hissing of the stove, or was it my clamoring, must've woken Hank. He climbed out of the tent we shared and stretched. He was gorgeous. Sleep-tousled sandy hair with a light sprinkling of hair on his lightly muscled chest above his flat abdomen. He was wearing boxers, and his morning wood was poking straight up like a miniature tent. I couldn't help but think how ironic it was that he couldn't get up last night after getting drunk. I had tried my best to get a rise out of him, but I was no match for all the beer and gummies he had consumed.
He looked right through me toward the porta-potty, then walked over to a bush, and peed on it. I loved watching that stream shoot three feet in front of him.
He came over to me and gave me a hug. I could tell he was hungover.
"Good morning, babe. Why are you up so early?" he asked.
"It's too fucking hot in that tent. I went to the lake for a dip."
"That's a damn fine bikini you're wearing," he said as he looked me over.
"Thanks, it's not too skimpy, is it?" I was surprised he even noticed.
"Hell no, it's perfect," he reassured me.
The water boiled, so I poured some into the coffee press with the ground.
"When do you think your buddies will be up?" I asked.
"I don't know... They were pretty hammered by the time we went to bed."
"Yeah, I heard," my tone dripping with disapproval.
Hank wasn't really boyfriend material, but he was damn cute. He was one of those guys who was blessed with good looks, which gave him a pass in life despite the fact he was shortchanged in the smarts department. I later referred to Hank as "A Good-Looking Loser."
Besides, I was determined not to be tied down with a boyfriend as I was heading into my sophomore year of college. So we were pretty much friends with benefits. We had sex a few times before he asked me to go camping with him over the long weekend. I hated everything about camping: the dirt, humidity, lack of a shower, bugs, you name it. Yet, I accepted his invitation.
Hank and I were still living with our parents, so I knew the purpose of camping was to spend time together and have lots of sex. But why did he invite his two friends? And why did he get so drunk last night?
I knew Hank was seeing other girls. I suppose I wasn't the only female who found him attractive. He didn't know I knew. I didn't much care. It just gave me more reason not to get attached.
The coffee was ready, so I closed the press and poured myself a mug. Hank poured himself one but hardly drank any because there wasn't any cream or sugar.
I rummaged around and found some instant oatmeal, then mixed that in another cup with the water that was left over from the coffee. I'm not big on instant anything, but this seemed to be all we had. I found a plastic spoon and ate it. Hank didn't seem to be hungry.
Just as I ate the last spoonful of oatmeal, one of the guys let out a roaring fart in his tent.
"That should get them up soon," I laughed.
Hank looked puzzled, as if he didn't understand what had happened.
The flatulent tent unzipped and Sal crawled out. "Good morning."
"Morning. How's your head?" I asked.
"Oh, my head never bothers me. I've got a good head. Do you give a good head?" He grinned at his joke.
"I'll bet you wish you knew," I shot back.
"Oh WOW, I love your bikini." He grinned as his eyes focused onto me.
"Thanks..." Was all I could think of saying, as I felt myself blushing.
Sal seemed like a really nice guy, but he wasn't the least bit attractive to me. Roly-poly is how I would describe him, and about my height, to boot. He popped a gummy.
"Breakfast of champions, want one?" he asked.
I shook my head.
"Are you all going to do anything today, or just sit around?" It was around 8 a.m. and I was already starting to get bored.
Hank said, "I don't know, whataya want to do?"
Sal picked up on it, "I don't know, whataya want to do?"
Hank replied, "I don't know, whataya want to do?"
They both went off in laughter at their wit. They still had no idea what they were going to do. 'Gawd, is this what I have to deal with all weekend?' I grabbed my beach bag and a towel.
"I can't stand all the bugs here... I'll be at the lake if you decide you want to do anything."
I grabbed my beach bag and headed back down the path. As I walked away, I could feel their eyes following my ass. I couldn't resist teasing them by putting a little extra sway in it.
When I got to the lake, I thought I would go for a swim to get my blood flowing. I knew my bikini top wasn't conducive for swimming, so being completely alone, I stripped off my bikini top and walked into the water. When I was thigh deep, I dove in and started swimming.
My mother was terrified of the water, so at a young age she put me in swimming classes. Not being the athletic type, it took years of classes to finally get the hang of it. It was an accomplishment I was proud of.
The lake was small and shallow, which made it warm. I especially loved how swimming topless felt, as the water flowed and caressed my skin. It also gave me a thrill that I was bold enough to swim topless, even though there was nobody around.
When I turned to head back, I spotted an older man fishing from a canoe. He appeared from around a bend and was headed my way. I could tell our paths were about to cross and that I would have to swim right by him. I didn't stop, I just kept going. When I was close, I stopped to tread water, keeping only my head out of the water. I hoped he wouldn't notice I was topless.
"Hi, have you caught anything?" I yelled.
"Not yet, but the scenery has improved," he said with a big grin.
I smiled at him and gave him a wave before swimming back towards the shore. When I was close enough to stand up and start walking, the third guy, Greg, appeared out of the woods carrying a coffee cup. He was in his swim trunks and was walking towards where I had left my towel. I couldn't help but notice his nice body.
'Damn, I guess he's going to get a morning eyeful.' I thought to myself.
I continued walking out of the lake, the water slowly exposing my body. I quickly crossed my arms in a modest attempt to cover my breasts. As I walked towards him, I could see the big smile on his face. I was well aware that my nipples were rock hard from the cool lake water, and that they were probably peaking out over my crossed arms.
"Good morning." Greg greeted me.
"Morning, you're finally awake, eh?" I returned the greeting as I walked towards him. Greg bent over and picked up my towel and held it out to me. He partly covered his eyes with the hand he was holding his coffee with. I could see he was peaking around his coffee cup.
I paused for a split second, knowing I had no choice but to give him a show. I took a deep breath and decided that I would play it cool.
"Oh, thank you...you're such a gentleman," I reached out to accept the towel, exposing most of my breasts. Greg's hand dropped from his eyes. I casually wrapped it around my back to tie it around me. This time, I gave Greg a full-frontal view of my perky tits and swollen nipples before they disappeared behind the towel.
"So have you guys thought of any plans for today?" I asked as I sat down on the sand with my towel still wrapped around me.
"Hank and Sal drove into town to get some food, but we'll probably just sit around and drink all day...shoot the shit...the usual, I suppose," Greg chuckled as he sat down next to me.
"Great...guess I'll just spend the day on the beach getting burned," I said.
Greg and I chatted for a while. He wasn't as cute as Hank, but he had a nice personality and was quick-witted. I always had a thing for guys that could make me laugh. I guess you can say he was a sweetie. The more we chatted, the more I was drawn to him.
As I got more comfortable with him, I leaned back onto my elbows and stretched my long legs out. I caught him looking at my legs, so I made sure to move them around and bend them at the knees. As this was happening, I could feel the knot on my towel getting looser... I've never been good with knots. I was now showing him a good deal of cleavage and I noticed him getting uncomfortable. I glanced down at his trunks and I could see the source of his discomfort. He was trying to hide his erection. I have always been a tease and I knew very well that my body language was screaming for him to make a move on me.
I was now starting to feel empowered.
"So Greg...can I ask you something about last night? And tell me the truth," I turned and looked him right in the eyes, causing the towel to drop off one of my breasts. I casually adjusted my towel, but not after he had an eyeful.
"Um...OK," he said with some hesitation. He crossed his legs as his erection was getting harder to hide.
"I heard noises around our tent when Hank and I were having sex. Well, trying to. I thought you guys were asleep in your tents, but later I heard you talking around the fire. Were you watching through the back screen?" I smiled at him so he wouldn't feel threatened.
"Um hmm..." Greg started to blush.
"I knew it...it's fine... I know it wasn't much of a show, but did you like what you saw?" I gave him a devilish smirk.
"Oh fuck yeah, I mean you're gorgeous...umm, sorry," he wasn't sure what to say.
"That's OK...it isn't the first time I've been watched," the little vixen in me commented.
After a ten-second pause, that seemed like an eternity, I continued my integration.
"Did you see much?" I wanted to know more.
"Umm not really," he was squirming now.
"Greg, think hard... I know you're holding back," For some reason I grabbed my bikini top and flung it around his neck and held it. Again, as I adjusted my position, the towel dropped off one of my breasts, but this time I pretended not to notice. I couldn't help thinking of the 'Lasso of Truth' rope that Wonder Woman used to extract the truth, but in my case it was my string bikini.
"Umm, well...you did have the lantern on, so we saw your silhouette from where we were sitting..." He sputtered.
"And..." I reached down and ran my hand down one of my legs as he took in my feminine charm.
"Well... It was Sal's idea to sneak behind the tent and watch through the open screen." He blurted out, throwing his friend under the bus.
I couldn't help but think, 'Geez, we haven't even been here a full 24 hours, and he's seen me naked...twice...yikes.'
"One last question... Did Hank know you guys were watching?" I needed to know.
Greg just nodded. I mean what could he say...he was caught. I did notice he was having trouble hiding his arousal...his legs were now uncrossed and his swim trunks were now tenting. I suppose my 'Lasso of Truth' had other side effects.
"Well, if I'm going to spend the day at the beach I'm going to need to be oiled up...the sun is already pretty strong." With that I stood up, unwrapped my towel, shook it out a bit, and spread it back down.
All the while my breasts were swaying freely for Greg to admire. I didn't care, not only did Hank invite his friends without consulting me, but he wanted to show me off. So be it! I wasn't angry, just annoyed at Hank.
I laid down on my stomach, propped up on my elbows. My breasts were still fully visible to Greg.
"Here, oil me up," I handed him the sunscreen.
Greg looked a little lost. He looked around. I'm sure he was wary of Hank seeing him.
He squirted some oil on my back and began rubbing. I squealed. The lotion was hot from lying in the sun.
"It works better if you put it in your hands first, so the temperature isn't a shock. Haven't you ever done this before?" Oops, I hope that didn't sound too harsh.
I crossed my arms and laid my head on them. He rubbed the oil into my back with long strokes. I loved the feeling of his oily hands all over me. He got to my side and lightly stroked the exposed side of my breasts. 'He could be good at this with a little training.' He stopped at my hips.
"Don't stop there, what about my legs?" I wiggled my legs.
He put some lotion on his hands and began to coat my right leg. He got it most of the way around. He then did my left leg. He stopped an inch below my pussy.
"What about my butt? If that gets burnt, I won't be able to sit down." I grinned. I knew I was teasing the hell out of him.
He put more lotion on his palm, rubbed his hands together and began to rub it into my ass. He was getting into this. As he rubbed he was spreading my cheeks. I thought he might be getting a look at my asshole that was only covering my tiny string, and probably the very back of my bare pussy, if the tiny bit of cloth wasn't covering it.
"You're pretty good at that. Thanks." I glanced over at him and not only could see his cock clearly outlined in his trunks but they had a wet spot from his pre-cum. I raised my head and to make obvious that I was glaring at his crotch. Dirty thoughts were running through my head.
"Looks like you enjoyed that as much as I did." Gawd, I could be a terrible flirt. I reached over and grabbed is cock through his trucks. I gave it a good hard squeeze to size him up. His pre-cum coated my hand. It was obvious he wasn't going to make the first move.
"Ohhh...gawd..." he moaned. I had him...he was putty in my hands.
I don't think I've ever seen a boy blush that much.
Just as I was about to pull his cock out of his trunks he sat up. "I hear the truck, they must be back from the store."
"Ummm thanks..." Greg stood, turned his back to me and walked quickly back up the trail, attempting to adjust his hard cock in his trunks as he left.
I was alone on the beach again. My inner slut wondered if I was ever going to get laid this weekend. I dozed off.
"Hey, babe, we got some grinders if you want one." Hank woke me.
"Sure." I realized I was hungry. I retied the strings to my top, and we walked hand-in-hand up the trail.
They had bought food, or at least their idea of food. Canned beans, instant mashed potatoes, Dinty Moore beef stew, hot dogs, and of course, much more beer in a styrofoam cooler with ice. Hank handed me a grinder, still in the Subway wrapper. It was the Italian sub. The only cold drinks in the cooler were beer, so I took one of the long neck Bud Lites.
Sal ate another gummy. "Hey, April, are you going to eat that whole foot long?" He laughed at his stoner wit.
"Damn right, I am. I love foot long Italians...you're not Italian, are you?" The guys laughed at my joke.
"Sí, señora," Sal chuckled.
"That's Spanish, but nice try," I shot back.
We sat around the picnic table talking about things that didn't matter.


I could tell by the way the guys were watching me that my tiny bikini was quite a hit. I mean there were only a couple of square inches of material covering me, I was virtually naked. Oh my gawd, I needed another beer to calm down.
The number of empty bottles on the table were adding up fast, indicating that the guys weren't going to be sober much longer. The more they drank, the worst the conversation got. It was time for me to leave.
"I'm going back to the beach to work on my tan," I announced as I stood up.
Sal came out of his gummy fog, "Must be my turn to rub lotion on you."
He stood slowly and looked around, trying to find the trail down to the lake. It was obvious from the looks and silence of the two others that Sal said something he shouldn't have.
Geez, it was obvious that the guys had been talking about me. I got the sense that something was going on, but I was unsure. I recalled hearing the three of them talking about me around the camp fire last night, after they watched Hank and I having unsuccessful sex. I couldn't fully make out what they were saying over the sounds of the crackling camp fire.
I took Sal's hand and steered him to the trail. He followed obediently, pretending to be looking at the trees, and occasionally muttering "wow" quietly. Sal wasn't the sharpest knife in the drawer, but he was sweet. He reminded me of one of those short fat kids in some cartoon. I was developing a soft spot for him. I knew I could get the lowdown out of him.
As we neared my regular spot on the beach, I could see that it was still vacant of people. I thought it would be fun to start working on finding out what was going on with the guys. He was following me, so I reached behind me and untied my top. I was feeling daring and empowered. I pulled it over my head and carried it with my towel. His "WOW" broadcast his approval. I couldn't help but turn to him and smile.
I stopped, spread the towel down and lay down on my back....topless. I handed the tube of lotion to Sal. He looked at me or at least my body. "Wow." That seemed to be his word for everything. I noticed his eyes had no color, just the dilated pupil and the whites. He looked at the tube of lotion, looked at me, and reached in his pocket for another gummy.
"You want one?" he asked, his hand shaking.
I shook my head.
He put lotion on his hands and just looked at me. It was obvious he had no clue where to start.
"You can start on my waist," Yeah, he needed guidance.
He put his hands on my waist, rubbing in circles. He was careful to stay away from my breasts. After a couple of minutes, I reminded him of my shoulders and arms. He moved his hands to apply some lotion to parts of one shoulder and around my navel. I figured he was useless at this, and I'd do it myself later.
"What about my legs?" I lifted one and wiggled it in his face.
He looked down and realized they were attached to me. He put too much lotion on his hand and started rubbing my thighs. I made a mental note to get my shins later, also. As he rubbed my thighs, his hand dipped to my inner thigh, so I spread my legs a little. I guessed the thong had worked into my crack to display my camel-toe. His fingers brushed my thong where it covered my lips. I let him do this a couple of times.
"You might as well do my breasts, I don't want any tan lines," I knew I was killing him.
He didn't say a word, he attracted both breasts at once and began squeezing and mauling them.
"Hey, haven't you ever seen tits before? Nice and gentle, and use lots of lotion." I barked at him.
He immediately stopped, and poured half a tube into his hands. He held his hands over me, unsure how to approach this complicated challenge. He was beside himself.
"Slow and gentle, please," I encouraged him as I closed my eyes.
He followed my commands and began to rub my breasts ever so gently. I could tell at first he was avoiding my nipples, but as he got more comfortable he bravely caressed them also.
He continued to rub them for what seemed forever. I could tell by his breathing he was aroused. I was actually getting aroused myself.
I sat up, letting his hands fall from my breasts. It was time to interrogate him.
I turned on the towel to face him. My breasts hanging in front of him, all shining and oiled up. Nipples fully swollen. I picked up my bikini top and wrapped the strings around his neck, just like the 'Lasso of Truth'. I was quite amused by my actions.
I reached over and brushed his crotch with my hand.
"OK, let's see what you're packing," I was now asserting my dominance.
As stoned as he was, he was also hard. I slipped my hand under the waistband of his shorts and under his tight whiteys. I found his cock without any difficulty. I unfastened his pants, pulled them down a bit and popped his cock out. His cock matched the rest of his body, short and stubby. It was of decent girth but only about an inch longer than my tiny hand span. I spit on my hand and began stroking.
"So, I guess it's your turn, now," I commented.
"Oh wow, yeah, thanks...thanks" he muttered.
I stroked a little faster.
"Hmm, you sure do have a nice dick." I encouraged him.
"Uh," he moaned.
"So tell me, what did Hank say about taking turns?" I spoke softly and sensibly as my hand began milking the truth out of him.
I had him at my mercy, I was going to find out what was going on with this trip. Sal had said something at the campsite that gave me the hint. I was positive that in his stoned and horny state I could get the information out of him.
"Oh, uh, nothing... I can't remember," he said.
"Oh really, you can't remember?" I looked him right in the eyes, as my hand squeezed his throbbing member in disapproval. My nails began to dig into his erect cock.
"Umm, fuck, that feels so good." He groaned with pleasure.
"Do you want me to stop?" I loosened my grip on his cock.
"Oh please gawd, NO, NO," he begged.
"Well, ...." I said, knowing he was at my mercy. I began to stroke his cock nice and slow.
"He...he said, You were easy and if we played our cards right, you would give us all a good fucking." He spilled the beans, and started to thrust his hips in time for my stroking.
"Oh really...hold on big boy...what more did he say?" I continued with my questioning.
"Well, did you know he's seeing another girl?" he said in a low voice.
"Yeah, I kind of suspected that. Go on," I slowly stroked him a little more.
"When we asked him why he didn't bring her camping, he said that you were the 'sure thing.' She was the type you bring home to mom... I'm sorry, he thinks of you like that." He went on.
"Well, that's hurtful, but I kind of suspected it, thanks for telling me." I leaned into him and gave him a kiss, as my tits rubbed his chest.
I was pretty certain that Sal was a virgin, but I didn't want to ask him and embarrass him.
I resumed stroking him, but this time I meant business.
"You enjoying this?" I purred as I pumped his stubby fat dick with one hand and massaged my nipples with the other.
"Oh, fuck yeah...ooh... I'm coming, ahh." he cried out after about 30 seconds.
I aimed his dick at his chest. The first rope went as far and his chin before landing on his soft, round chest. The next two landed on his round belly. After that, it dripped out slowly. I wiped my hand on his shorts.
Sal sat looking at his cum-covered belly, saying, "Oh, wow. Look at that. Wow."
"Was that your first handjob? I'm thinking it was." I asked.
"Umm...honestly, yeah... I've had a bit of a dry spell with girls," he confessed. I figured he meant a lifelong dry spell.
"Well I'm glad your dry spell is over." I smiled as I struggled to fasten my top.
We both broke out laughing. My virgin boy fetish was triggered.
After about five minutes, I told him to go back to camp and clean himself up. He was completely spaced out and didn't want to leave. I finally stood up and grabbed his hand to help him up. As I was pulling him up, he reached out and grabbed at my breasts. He fell towards me and managed to land his mouth on one of my swollen nipples.
"OK, sweetie...that's enough for now," I pulled away from him, readjusted my top, and hand in hand, led him to the path. I gave him a push to get him on his way and then went back to my towel. I finished applying my suntan lotion before reclining in the sun.
The sun was hot, and it wasn't long before I was glistening with sweat. I wished I had a hat to keep the sun out of my eyes, and a book to read. I grabbed my MP3 player and earphones and put on some music to relieve the boredom. I put the corner of my towel over my eyes to make the sun more bearable.
Something made me look up. I couldn't hear anything beside the music, but there was a feeling that I wasn't alone. I looked around and finally saw the fisherman from earlier this morning paddling by in his canoe. He was looking at me. I sat up and waved. He waved back and held up a stringer with three fish on it. I gave him a thumbs up.
He paddled away, with his fishing line dragging behind the canoe. When he was out of sight, I took off my earphones and went into the water to cool off. When I exited the water this time, I looked around and just down the beach there was a large tree with inviting-looking roots.
I picked up my stuff and moved down to the tree. The roots formed a natural chair, so I put my towel down over it and sat down. I could lean my back against the tree, put my legs out straight, and sit in the shade. The sun was moving behind me now, so the shade was getting deeper. I put my earphones back on, leaned my head back against the tree and contemplated life.
This camping trip was supposed to be a romantic getaway for Hank and me, but it had turned out to be a disaster, just as I suspected when I heard Hank had invited his buddies. Why can't guys act more mature instead of getting shit-faced the entire weekend. The way Hank was drinking, I knew there was no hope we would be having sex tonight also...so what the fuck am I doing here? I regretted not driving myself. If I had, I would be home now in my comfy bed. And what the fuck was with Hanks' disrespectful attitude towards me? I know we weren't dating, but just because I was having sex with him didn't make me easy. Was he really planning to share me with his friends like some cheap whore? That was unlikely considering the drunken state they were all in. After this weekend, I decided I would be done with Hank.
I did like Greg though. He seemed to have his shit together, and he didn't drink as much as the other two. He also had a nice F-150 truck which proved he was responsible. Sal, on the other hand, was harmless and the thought of possibly getting Sal's cherry triggered my 'virgin boy' fetish... Hmmm, I wondered.
A few hours later, Hank showed up. He was staggering. His eyes were glassy, I was surprised he hadn't passed out. Through his slurred speech, I understood they had made something to eat. I picked up my stuff and headed for camp. Hank staggered along behind me, leering at my ass. Yeah, have a good look at what you're missing out on. I was losing patience with him.
When I got to the camp, I ducked into our tent and changed into my white terry cloth shorts. They had a thin blue stripe down each leg and were quite skimpy and loose. Guys loved these shorts on me and referred to them as my Dallas Cowboy cheerleader shorts. I also grabbed a tiny greyish tank top that formed nicely over my braless breasts and exposed most of my midriff. I towelled my hair and brushed it into it's normal lightly curled style. I went to the car and checked myself in the side mirror. I looked hot enough that all three of them couldn't take their eyes off of me.
I went to the picnic table and Greg handed me a plate with beef stew, mashed potatoes, and a hot dog. "Did you get hot dog buns?" I asked.
"Er, no, we forgot," Greg said.
"How about mustard and relish?" I inquired.
Sal looked very proud of himself as he handed me a jar of yellow mustard and a pack of relish that looked like it had been around a while. It still said "Jersey Mikes" on it.
"Thanks." I also grabbed a beer from the cooler. I noticed there weren't many left. From the way Hank was nearly falling off the picnic table bench, I could guess where most of them had gone. I purposely sat on the other side of the table to avoid him.
Hank didn't eat much, but he did consume a few more beers...the dumbass.
"Hank, why don't you get in the tent and sleep it off." I had to yell to get through to him, but finally he went into the tent. He was having trouble with the zipper, so I got up and unzipped the screen for him, pushed him in and zipped it back up. As I was leaving, he mumbled something about sex. I ignored him and went back to the campfire.
We roasted marshmallows and talked. Greg told numerous stories about how people disappear when hiking or camping in state parks like this one. His theory was that they were taken by Sasquatches. He insisted that all the stories were true, which was a bit concerning, considering my 200-yard walk through the woods to the beach. Yikes!
Sal ate gummies and washed them down with beer. They were both looking at me, eyes following my cleavage, following up my legs to my shorts. I was waiting for one of them to make some kind of move. I may have been willing, but I wasn't enough of a slut to suggest we get it on.
Finally, I got tired of waiting. I stood up and gave them both a tight hug and a kiss that should have started something, but didn't. I went to the tent and crawled in. The tent was already steaming hot so I shucked my shorts off and removed my top to sleep in only my white sexy panties.
I folded and put my clothes in my backpack, not because I was organized, but because I was concerned about bugs getting into my discarded clothes. I laid down to sleep. Hank became aware that I was there, and thought we'd fuck. But his whiskey dick told him otherwise, and he gave up trying after ten minutes. I heard the other two get in their tents. Despite the heat in the tent, I finally dozed off.
It was probably around 2 am when I was awoken up by Hank retching. He was over in the corner of the tent throwing up.
"Jesus Hank, what the fuck?" I was horrified.
"Aagghh...gawd." The smell was making me retch. I had to get out of there.
I grabbed my backpack and sleeping bag, unzipped the screen and got out as fast as I could. I gasped for fresh air.
There was some other desperate moving about in the tent, followed by a long explosive fart. I could tell it wasn't just a fart as the sound reverberated. I heard Hank say, "Shit." From outside the tent, I could tell he did. I was completely grossed out. I had never experienced anything so gross.
I wasn't going back to that tent, ever again. I pulled a T-shirt out of my bag and put it on. Damn, this was turning out to be the weekend from hell.
I needed to get some sleep, so I went to the car, but I didn't have the keys. I thought about the back of Greg's truck, but the mosquitos and other night creatures ruled that out. I took my sleeping bag and unzipped Greg's tent.
"Greg... Greg... Can I sleep in here?" I whispered.
It took him a minute to wake up. "Huh... Sure, what's wrong?"
"Hank threw up and shit himself in the tent." I retched as I told him.
"Oh, gawd. Sure you can stay here. Is he OK?" he asked.
"Fuck if I know, I'm not going back in there," I responded.
He moved over and made room for me on the oversized air mattress he was sleeping on. I put my sleeping bag down beside him and crawled on top of it. I realized I was half naked, but at that time of night, I decided I didn't care. I curled up with my back to Greg. I went to sleep quickly enough. I don't know if he did.
Sometime in the night, it was still dark, I woke up and realized Greg was close behind me with his arm over my waist. It occurred to me that I was being spooned. I felt nice. I heard Greg snoring, so I went back to sleep in his arms.
The next time I woke up, I found myself snuggled up on his chest. Greg was sleeping on his back, and I was on my left side, with my leg draped over him. I couldn't help but wonder if Greg would ever make a move on me. I thought not. I couldn't resist. I slowly ran my hand down over his groin only to feel no activity. I loved watching penis grow, so this was an opportunity. I slid my tiny hand into his boxers through the peep opening and began slowly touching his limp cock. It wasn't long before it began to grow and swell in my hand.
Gawd, I just love the feeling of blood rushing into a man's cock and feeling it grow and expand in my hand. It's a real turn on for me. I began stoking his cock and cupping his balls.
"Huh, Oh...hi..." Greg moaned as his eyes opened to find me wrapped over him stroking his cock.
"Hi," was all I said before kissing him, his cock still in my hand.
He kissed me back, and we embraced into a passionate make out session.
I didn't waste any time. I rolled off of him and turned on my side away from him.
"I want you...now," I barked as I slid off my panties and pushed my ass into his groin.
Greg's hand had slipped up under my T-shirt and grabbed my tits. His dick was against my ass. I parted my legs enough for him to put his dick between my cheeks. He began slowly moving his cock back and forth against the vaginal lips. I was already wet and his precum oozing cock was stimulating my clit.
"Ooh, that feels so nice," I purred.
He was moving faster, and I could tell him by his breathing he was getting close to ejaculating.
"Stop, stop... Don't cum." I whispered in a near panic.
He stopped. I raised my leg, reached down and guided his cock into the opening of my vagina. He pressed in; there was very little resistance. His cock slipped in slowly and filled me up.
"Oh..." He groaned as he moved back out and slowly back in as I bucked my ass to match his rhythm.
"Give it me Greg..." I moaned. After all, I'd been waiting to be fucked all weekend...by anyone.
Greg obliged. He grabbed my hips and began pounding his cock inside of me.
"Oh, yes...yes...gawd that feels good," I whispered as I didn't want to wake up the others.
Suddenly Greg stopped...
"What are you doing? Don't stop....please..." I begged as I pushed my ass back, my vagina muscles clinching his cock desperately.
"Let me get a rubber," he said in a frantic tone.
"What? No... I'm on the pill, don't worry about it." I did like that he thought about me, but why would he bring condoms to camp with his friends?
He was holding my waist, and he began to thrust into me again. I loved the feeling of a man filling my pussy with cock. Just a normal circumcised cock. I could feel the head moving against the walls of my vagina, and we quickly returned to our rhythm.
"Oh, you feel so good..." Greg was gasping now.
"Uuuugh..." Then all of a sudden, Greg grabbed me tighter and thrust as deep as he could and just held me there, while his cock pumped his load as deep in me as it could go.
It was all over... way too fast.
"Are you okay?" he asked.
"Yeah," I wasn't going to tell him I didn't cum.
I sat up to face him and pulled my T-shirt off.
"It's getting warm in here," I commented, as I looked down at his limp, glistening cock.
"Yeah, umm, that was great, thanks," was all he could think to say.
I fell back into his arms as he held me. It felt so peaceful and loving.
"Want to get on top?" I asked after a few minutes.
"You mean we can funk again?" his eyes lit up.
"As soon as you're ready," I purred.
With that, I scooted down his chest and began licking and sucking his spent cock.
'Mmm, I love how our juices taste," I purred in my sexiest voice.
"Oh fuck..." Greg moaned.
I was in for a treat... I got to feel his cock growing again, but this time in my mouth.


I reached down and stroked his cock, lubing him up with my juices and his cum, until he was rock hard.
"Mmm, that didn't take long,"
I rolled over and spread my legs. He climbed on top. Again I guided his cock inside me. He began fucking me gently. I put my fingers to his lips.
"Taste us." I purred.
He licked my finger, but I could tell he didn't know what he was tasting.
"Like it?"
"Um hmm." He continued to move in and out of me slowly. I pulled my legs up farther and spread them wider. I rolled my hips, so his cock hit my spot and his pelvis ground against my clit. I could feel my arousal growing. I was getting close to an all-out orgasm. I hugged him hard and gave him a long sensuous kiss, tongue and all.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck, fuck, Fuck." My orgasm rolled over me.
"Don't stop." I yelled.
He didn't. His thrusts were getting more and more frantic. I pulled my knees up to my chest.
"Fill me up. Give it to me," I begged. "Gawd, I need this."
He thrust harder and as deep as he could. His ridged cock didn't bump my cervix, but his jizz felt like it splattered against it. He shot three good ropes into me. I lowered my legs and wrapped them around his thighs. We just laid like that for ten or fifteen minutes until his fully softened cock slid out of me.
We rolled back to our spooning position. I loved this. I think this was more like love making than fucking. I fell asleep.
A little after daybreak, we were awakened by Sal's screams.
"FIRE, FIRE.....FIRE," All hell was breaking loose. I could feel the heat from the flames before Greg could even unzip the tent.
Greg quickly unzipped the tent and we scrambled out. We were both butt naked.
The forest wasn't ablaze, it was the campfire, with Hank's tent and gear on it. The nylon, or whatever fabric it was made of, burned fast, with flames reaching over eight feet high. That only lasted for a couple of minutes. I reached for my bag and put on my panties and T-shirt.
Hank looked at us and started yelling, "You fucking cunt, this is all your fault. You owe me a new tent, bitch... Then you go and fuck everybody else, you fucking whore. I hope you... You... Fuck you, bitch!"
I was confused, what the hell?
He grabbed what little gear he hadn't thrown in the fire, threw it in his car, and with a "Fuck all of you" he sped off, spraying dirt and gravel behind him.
The fire died down and only a few items were left, most of them wouldn't burn.
"What was all that about?" Sal asked.
"Hank threw up in the tent last night, so I left. Then he shit himself before he could get out. He must have passed out in his own puke and shit after that." I was holding my hand over my mouth and nose, as there was a lingering amount of shit and smoke in the air.
Then it dawned on Sal that I was standing there beside Greg's tent. "So you took your turn with Greg." It was a statement, not a question.
"What?... It wasn't like that." But I didn't see much of a way to explain it to Sal, how it wasn't like that. Maybe I really was a slut, a bitch, a whore, and it was like that.
Greg spoke up, "Nah man, it wasn't like that. She just climbed into my tent after Hank puked and shit himself... Needed somewhere to sleep."
"You could've climbed in my tent." Sal was disappointed. I guess he did see we were both naked when we climbed out of Greg's tent. Greg was still naked. He realized that and reached into the tent for his boxers.
"I'm going to the beach to wash up. Guess we need to decide if we're going home early or staying another night... I vote for going home, I've honestly had enough."
I grabbed my bag and towel, and headed for the beach. I didn't even bother to put my shorts on, I knew no one would be at the beach, especially this early in the morning. Besides, I was planning on bathing in the lake anyway. There was no point getting dressed now.
As I began walking down the long path through the woods, my thoughts returned to Greg's scary stories around the campfire. The sun was still low, and the pathway was darkish from the deep shadows. Oh shit, it occurred to me, I was the perfect target for a predator. A tiny girl walking alone along the dark path with her ass hanging out...my pace picked up, and I began looking over my shoulder.
I took a deep sigh as I approached the beach... I made it.
Hell, what was I worried about? Even if I was snatched up by a Sasquatch, it couldn't be worse than my camping experience this weekend. Besides, at least the Sasquatch wouldn't be drunk or stoned...Lol.
The beach was proving to be my sanctuary.
Part 2 to follow.
=================
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This long weekend camping trip had turned out to be worse than I ever imagined. As soon as Hank told me he had invited his two buddies, Greg and Sal, I knew it would turn into a drunk-fest. Hell, it was a nightmare!
It was early Sunday morning, and I was back on the secluded lake beach. The beach turned out to be the only good thing about this weekend. The beach was small and remote from the larger main beach. The park rangers assigned us to a remote section of the campground. I suspect they sensed that we might be loud, and they didn't want us disturbing other campers. Thank God for that. The only person I had seen since we got here was a fisherman in his canoe.
I looked around and didn't see anyone, so I quickly stripped off and got in the water. I dived in to rinse off. I then gave my pussy a good long scrub to clean all the nights sex juices off. The cool water felt wonderful as it soothed my used vagina. I also gave my panties a good scrub.
I didn't waste time, got out of the water and dried my crotch, and slipped my string bikini bottoms on, followed by my shorts. I then dried my pits and put on my T-shirt rather than my bikini top. I'd had enough sun on my upper body. I noticed that I should have dried my breasts better because my nipples made wet spots on my white T-shirt which turned translucent. I hung my towel up on the bush with my panties, and sat down on some tree roots to recover from the morning's events.
The quiet tranquility gave me thought to reflex on this weekend. I liked sleeping with Greg. I liked having sex with him, also. I liked him pretty much all around. Sal wasn't any more attractive to me now than he had been, but I was starting to like him as a person. He was funny and seemed like a harmless stoner. I'm pretty sure I would never have gone out with either one of them if we had met outside of this camping trip. I blushed a little, knowing that I had just met these two guys less than 48 hours ago, and I had already given Sal a handjob and that I had slept with Greg. I guess Hank was right when he told them I was easy. But Hank was an asshole. I was done with him. I was glad he was now gone. I was glad he was too drunk to satisfy me and went without.
After I'd sat pondering my life choices for a while, the fisherman came paddling along, just like clockwork.
"Hi, there. You're up early." He smiled at me.
"Yeah, that's a long story... Hey, catch anything?" What else do you say to someone that you only saw when they were fishing?
"Yep, it's a good morning." He held up a stringer with two fish on it.
"Trout. I don't catch many of those here." They were pretty with multiple colors on the sides.
"Would you like some breakfast?" He gestured to his catch.
"Thanks, but I've never skinned a fish, guess I'm a city girl." I chuckled, not even sure I was using the right terminology when it came to cleaning fish.
"I was offering to make you breakfast. My cabin is about three hundred yards down that way," he pointed out.
"Oh." The thought of instant oatmeal wasn't doing much for my stomach. Besides, he seemed harmless. "Sure. It's just down this trail along the lake?" I asked.
"Yeah, but it's easier if you want to climb in the canoe," he offered as he paddled closer to shore.
As he approached, I realized he wasn't as old as I thought. He looked to be in his 50s, which I suppose was still old for someone my age.
He nudged the front of the canoe up to the shore, but not on it. I wasn't wearing shoes, so I just waded out to the front of the canoe.
"Hold on to both sides and step in the middle. Face away from me," he instructed.
As I struggled with the canoe, I realized I was bending over with my ass facing him. I did as he instructed, but I misjudged how high the step into the canoe was, and my foot plopped back down in the water. I felt the water splash up and wet part of my T-shirt. On my second attempt, I got the first foot in the canoe, I balanced on that foot and brought the other on in. Then I sat down on the front seat. I was glad I wasn't facing him because my nipples were visibly thru the thin wet material of my top.
"Very nicely done." He used his paddle to push the canoe away from shore, and turned it to follow along the shoreline. I was amazed how quiet it was just drifting along in the water. Well, not drifting, he was paddling, but not splashing. I saw a large dark blue bird wading in the water. He identified it for me. A blue heron.
We arrived to his cabin, it was right by the water. There was a thin strip of beach, maybe four feet wide, and then a bank a couple of feet high, followed by a large flat grassy spot. There was a picnic table with a large tarp over the picnic table to shelter it from the sun and rain. Off to the side was a fire ring with a couple of log stumps as chairs. There was also a cot hanging between two large trees, for afternoon naps, I presumed.
But want that really caught my attention was the cabin. It was set back about 50-ft from the shore, and it was a rustic-looking log cabin. It looked like one of those old cabins you see in western cowboy movies or that show 'Little House on the Prairies'. It had a couple of steps up to a large covered wrap-around porch. There were two wooden rocking chairs on the porch...just like in the movies. The cabin wasn't big but it wasn't small either.
He paddled the canoe alongside the small beach. "Okay, getting out is just the opposite of getting in. Just stay balanced in the center until you transfer your weight to your foot in the water." I did that and surprisingly managed to exit the canoe without incidence. Then he got out. I climbed up the small bank. He did the same and pulled the canoe up behind him. He took out the fish and went up to the picnic table.
I realized the short canoe ride wasn't long enough for my top to dry. It was still damp, and my breasts were quite visible. Oh well, he'd already seen me topless the day before when he snuck up on me while I was swimming naked. Besides, I'm sure the hot sun will dry my top quickly.
"Wow, this place is amazing. You have your own slice of heaven here," I commented as I investigated the grounds.
"You can sit down if you like." He pointed to one of the chairs on the porch.
"Wow, I've never seen a cabin like that, can I look inside?" I wondered if I seemed nosey.
"Sure. The door's open, make yourself at home," he politely added.
I stepped inside and the first thing I smelt was musty wood with a touch of cooked fish. It wasn't a bad smell, just different. The cabin had a large stone fireplace and chimney. The furniture was all wood and antique looking. I felt like I was stepping back in time.
The cabin was one big room. I noticed a bed on one wall with a loft on top of it. I presumed that there was a second bed or maybe storage up there.
There was a large shelf with all kinds of books. I loved to read, I just wish I had time to explore his book collection.
In the middle of the cabin there was a small table with a typewriter on it.
"Wow, this place is so cool," I remarked.
"Well, yeah, I guess. I spend a lot of time here. This used to be my grandfather's place. He owned a large chunk of land. He used to bring me here when I was a kid. He taught me to fish, hunt, and live the outdoor life. When he passed, he donated most of the land to the neighboring state park. He left the cabin and the ten acres it sits on to me. I like it here. It's far enough from the campground that I rarely hear anyone." He told me the history of the place as we walked onto the porch.
I sat down in the chair he'd offered.
"But I did hear a scream earlier this morning. What was that?" he asked, a bit concerned.
"Yeah, about that," I paused to gather my thoughts.
"Well, it's a long story, but I'll give you the highlights." I took a deep breath.
"I was seeing this guy, Hank, and I agreed to go camping with him.
"Is he your boyfriend, you said 'was'?"
"Oh no, he's a player, and I wasn't interested in dating him. He was just a friend."
"Awe, a friend with benefits?" he smiled.
"Umm yeah," I was surprised a man his age knew about FWB. I blushed.
"Anyway, at the last minute he invited two of his friends to join us. I had no clue who they were, but I knew camping with three guys meant a drunk fest. It turned out to be just that."
He just nodded his head, "Go on,"
"Well, last night Hank vomited and shit himself in the tent, it was pretty gross, and when he woke up...well you heard the screaming," I crinkled my face as I explained.
"Oh my, that's disgusting. And what happened next?"
"He threw his tent and gear into the camp fire and burnt it all...then before he left, he blamed me for everything," I said.
"Blame you? You didn't force him to drink," he asked.
"Exactly, but I think he was just embarrassed over the whole situation...and I think he was also upset because I moved into Greg's tent to sleep... I mean, what, did he expect me to sleep in his tent after what happened? The smell was horrible," I explained.
"So he left...for the day or for good?" He did seem interested.
"Yeah, he's gone, but I'll get a ride home with the other guys, they seem fine." I reassured him.
"That's some adventure,"
I told him the whole story. I probably talked more than I should have, I even shed a tear when I told him all the things Hank had called me. It just felt good to talk to someone that didn't seem to judge me. All he did was hand me a mug of coffee, and ask if I wanted cream or sugar. It wasn't quite like talking to my father, although he seemed to be about that age. Hell, it was nothing like talking to my father. I didn't even know his name.
"I'm April, by the way."
"Ron."
"So I guess you have been coming here all your life?" I changed the subject.
"Pretty much. I worked for a newspaper in the city when I was younger, writing a column. My wife and I used to come here on weekends. When my wife passed, I changed from a daily column to a weekly. I type it here and fax it in from town. It pays the bills and I don't need much." He told me this while he was cooking bacon, and starting to grill the fish. He had one of those propane stoves with a burner and a grill on it.
"Oh, I'm sorry about your wife." I sympathized.
"Thanks, that was many years ago,"
He handed me a plate of bacon and trout with a biscuit. "Eat up, breakfast of champions."
That made me laugh, thinking of what Sal had said while eating his gummy. Ron raised his eyebrow, so I told him about Sal. He laughed at that.
"I knew some stoners back when I was that age. But that was a long time ago."
He noticed I was puzzling over the fish so he showed me how to take the meat off of the skeleton and not get any bones.
I started talking about everything. I just kept talking. He never looked bored, he never looked at my tits, just my eyes.
I noticed the sun was pretty high in the sky. "Holy shit, what time is it? I better get back before they get the rangers to look for me."
"Want me to paddle you back?" he offered.
"No, I'll just run through the woods." We stood up, and I went over to him and gave him a real boobie smash hug and a kiss on the cheek. "Thank you for listening to me."
"No problem. Come back and visit me anytime, you know where I am now," he called out.
I thought about that offer as I started walking fast down the trail along the lake. There were a couple of spots that were really wet that slowed me down, but it wasn't really very far.
When I came out of the bushes onto the beach, Greg and Sal were standing there. Both were looking out at the lake.
Greg saw me first, "We thought you'd drowned, your shit is still here... We thought you'd gone swimming."
"Nah, I met an old guy that caught some fish, he made me breakfast at his cabin."
"Damn, you have all the luck," Sal commented.
"Sure I do. Did you get puked and shit on last night?" I joked.
They laughed. "Now that we know you're safe, we're going into town and get a McDonald's. You want to come?" Greg asked.
"No, I'm not hungry, and I want to lay out in the sun some more. Does this mean we're spending another night here?" I asked.
"Yeah, we figured we had already paid for the night, and besides we enjoy your company, hope you don't mind?" Greg smiled.
"Yeah, I suppose I can survive another night," I chuckled. I was at there mercy since Hank left me stranded.
Although I was playing it cool, my mind was racing. Who's tent am I going to sleep in? I prefer Greg's, but they seem to have this thing about taking turns. What were they planning? Maybe I should just go back and stay with the fisherman...but then they would probably drive home without me and leave me stranded. Camping wasn't supposed to be this complicated.
I ended up spending the day on the beach, moving in and out of the tree shadows to limit my sun exposure. I was pretty happy with my tan; no tan lines, no white breasts. I'm fair-skinned but I do tan nicely.
I was surprised the guys stayed away from the beach. I knew they weren't interested in sun bathing, but I wondered what they had been up to all day.
It was time to head back to the camp site. I put my T-shirt back on over my bikini and went back to the campsite.
"Hey, you're back. We got you a tuna subway for dinner, if you want." Greg held it out to me.
"Sure, thanks." I sat down to eat.
"We're out of beer, we're kinda beered out, so we got some cokes," Sal said.
"Oh, great, I really don't like beer." I got a can from the cooler and started to drink. I had no idea how thirsty I was. I drank the first one and then opened a second one.
"So what did you guys do all day?" I was curious.
"We went for a hike, probably walked miles. There's more people camping on the other side of the camp grounds," Greg explained.
"Yeah, we also found a nude beach...wow," Sal remarked.
"Awe, that's why you were gone so long," I chuckled.
I saw Greg elbow Sal discretely.
After dinner, we sat around the fire and roasted marshmallows and joked around. It was a relief that they hadn't been drinking beer all day. This was what camping was supposed to be like.
Sal took a few gummies out of his pocket. "Ya want one?" He offered them to Greg and me. This time I ate one, as did Greg.
"I don't feel anything," I said after about 5 minutes.
"It takes a while for it to take effect. Just wait," Sal said.
Greg moved over and put his arm around me. He tilted my face to his and kissed me. I turned towards him and sucked on his tongue. He moved his hand to my breasts and gave them a tender squeeze over my T-shirt and bikini top.
The kissing became more intense, as did his busy hands. He took my lack of resistance as a green light and began pulling up my T-shirt. I lifted my arms and let him remove it. I was down to my string bikini.
The gummy was starting to hit me... I was feeling light-headed and mellow. It was the first time I had experienced a gummy.
I felt him tug on my top strings...and my tiny top just fell off.
Sal, who was sitting across from us, let out another 'wow' as he watched intently.
This gave him full access to my nipples. He tweaked, twisted and pinched them until they were hard. Then he moved his mouth to one of them and started to suck.
I looked over at Sal, who was wide-eyed and licking his lips.
"Come on, silly, I've got two of these that need attention."
Immediately, I had two heads in my arms while they kissed, licked and sucked my tits. 'Fuck, I'm going to have a threesome.' I'd had a couple of threesomes before and I loved them.
And the thought I was going to get Sal's cherry was very arousing. I had developed a fetish for taking young men's virginity. The idea that I was their first and that I would be etched in their memory forever was extremely erotic. I had already notched a few virgins up to this point, and I was hungry for more. I wanted to make it special for Sal, something he would never forget. I suppose a threesome would do the job.
"Com'on, guys, let's take this to a tent, somewhere more comfortable," I purred as I pulled away from them.
Greg disengaged and was helping me up while Sal was desperately latched onto a nipple.
I continued to hold Sal on my nipple as we all staggered entangled together towards Sal's tent, which was the larger of the two.
The zipper opened up and me and Sal fell onto the air mattress. I felt a light tug on my bikini bottom strings and, voilà, I was now completely naked.
Sal and I tumbled onto the mattress as Greg followed. Both guys scrambled to strip down.
I turned around on my knees and elbows and got Greg's waiting cock in my mouth. I began to rock on him, and he quickly started pumping slowly into my mouth.
"Sal, lick my pussy."
Sal moved behind me as I arched my back and spread my legs and hips to open up for him. He paused and just looked for a couple of minutes. It occurred to me that this was the first pussy he's ever seen, at least live. He tried to stick his rigid tongue in my opening.
"No. Lick around the edges, then up the middle." He began to get the idea and ran his tongue around my outer lips, then my inner lips and finally from my vagina to my clit.
"Yeah, that's it, Sal, keep doing that." I encouraged him.
When I wasn't coaching Sal, I had Greg in my mouth. I could get half of his cock in before I felt like I was going to gag. I moved my head as much as I could without disturbing Sal behind me. Greg moved his hips to keep his dick moving between my lips.
Sal was getting into the oral part. 'He's going to be pretty good at this.' Then he moved his mouth up to my asshole. His tongue circled it. It was on full display and my cheeks were spread, but I wasn't expecting that. I gasped. He paused, "Is that OK?"
I had to check my reaction to this. I'd never been rimmed before. But the sensation was divine. "Yeah, keep going."
He did. While I was getting my face fucked, Sal was doing a superb job of eating my pussy and ass. What could be better? A cherry!
I pulled my mouth off of Greg. "We're not through," I told him. Then I rolled over on my back and put Sal between my legs, still looking at my pussy, his face glistening with my excess juice.
"Come up here and fuck me." I was about to take his cherry!
He didn't have to be told twice. He climbed on top of me, and I took his cock and rubbed it on my wet lips to keep it moist for entry. He stiffened and shot his load on the outside of my pussy.
"Ooh...gawd...ooh... I'm sorry," he moaned with pleasure but also in disappointment with himself.
Greg understood what I was doing and had an amused look in his eyes, but didn't say anything. He just sat back and watched.
"Don't worry, Sal, there's more where that came from."
I sat up and pushed Sal onto his back. I moved down to suck his little stub back to hardness. I took him in my mouth. There was a mixture of tastes, his jizz, my juice, and precum left over. I moved my head up and down on him. His cock was soft and small, so I had no problem getting it all in my mouth. My lips moved all the way down to the base of his cock and I sucked it like a straw and twirled my tongue all around it. I was surprised how easily I was able to take him all in.
I reached down and cupped and tickled his balls. Yeah, I had learned a few tricks and it was starting to pay off. I could feel his cock starting to twitch and stir in my mouth. My lips were clamped tight around his cock and I began moving my head up and down his now growing shaft. I love bringing soft cocks back to life, it was just another one of those things that I got a kick out of.
The time had arrived... I was probably just as excited as him. It was time for Sal to lose his virginity.


I didn't want him to pre-ejaculate again, so I quickly climbed on top of him. I stopped momentarily and looked into his eyes as I ground my hips on his groin. His eyes were wide open, and he was breathing heavily with anticipation. As I moved my hips, my tits swayed.
Sal reached up and attacked one of my boobs, but I didn't complain, I just moaned.
I thought about teasing him for a second, but thought better of it. I didn't want him to shoot his load before I secured his cherry.
"Are you ready?" I purred as I lifted my hips.
"Oh fuck yes...yes please," he politely moaned.
I reached back and positioned his cock at the entrance of my wet vagina. I locked eyes with him as I slowly lowered myself onto his now rock-hard shaft. He slid in easily. I rocked on him, and he began to thrust into me. My pussy squeezed around his smaller cock, and it felt perfect to be filled with him. His girth felt nice, and his shorter cock was quite comfortable.
"Ooh, that feels so good," Sal had the look of ecstasy on his face.
I wanted this experience to last as long as possible for him, so I moved my hips nice and slow. I wanted him to feel how wet he made me. Slowly I grinned on top of him, moaning and whispering words of encouragement.
"Oh Sal, you feel so good inside of me..."
"Slow down...let me squeeze you," I moaned whenever he was getting too excited.
Suddenly, I felt Greg's hands on my breasts. Even though he was right beside me all along, I was so concentrated on Sal that I forgot about him for the moment.
Greg began stimulating my nipples, and I was getting even more worked up if that was even possible.
I leaned my head back and began riding Sal harder and faster. I grabbed his hand and pushed it towards my clit.
"Here...feel it? Rub it..." I instructed Sal. He obeyed and began thrusting upwards at the same time, all the while stimulating my swollen clit.
"Oh gawd, your cock feels so good..." My blood was flowing, and I could feel an orgasm coming. I was so close as I rotated my tiny ass on his cock.
"Oh please don't stop...keep fucking...just like that...oh," I was losing all control.
Surprisingly, Sal kept fucking me. He was giving me a decent ride.
I moved around to get him to hit my spot and mash his pelvis against my clit. I felt a strong orgasm coming, enhanced by the idea of being his first.
"OH GAWD...." I screamed as I began to quiver and shake. My body vibrating on his manhood like an electrical socket that had just been energized by the flip of a switch.
Greg was still manipulating my nipples, which added to my wild reaction.
"OH...WOW...WOW," Sal screamed. He wasn't far behind. He started to grunt and thrust deeply into me. He grabbed my ass with booth hands and pulled down on it to get maximum penetration.
"Cum for me, Sal. Fill my pussy." I ground my hungry vagina of his sputtering cock.
That did it. He shot his second load as far into me as he could get.
I fell down on top of him and gave him a long and luscious kiss.
"WOW. Thanks, April...that was amazing," he gasped for air.
"Hey, you're welcome, I liked it, too, ya know." I fell back down onto the mattress.
Sal rolled to the side and Greg, without wasting any time, climbed on top of me. "I guess I get sloppy seconds."
I laughed at that and put my arms around his neck to kiss him as he entered me.
I whispered in his ear, "Thanks for letting me do that."
He understood. He started thrusting into my well lubricated hole. He rose up off of me and was just using his hips to thrust. Sal was watching intently. He watched Greg's dick entering and withdrawing from my vagina. He watched my hips thrust against Gregs. He looked at my breasts that were exposed with Greg up off of them. Sal reached out and held my breast and then pinched my nipple gently. I rolled my head towards Sal and he kissed me. Passionately. Greg kept up a good rhythm.
My orgasm rolled over me. I moaned and then cried out into Sal's mouth. I felt Greg pump several ropes into my pussy on top of Sal's. When we calmed down, we all laid down together, with me in the centre. We rested.
I wasn't through. My inner slut was hungry for more...much more.
"Hey, guys, I want you both at once." Their dicks twitched alive with excitement.
I got up on my knees and elbows. "Greg come here in my mouth, Sal, fuck me from behind," I ordered.
They took a minute to position themselves and get into the appropriate holes. They calmed down, and I began to rock back and forth between them. As I rocked forward, I took Greg in my mouth, and Sal came out of my pussy. Reverse and repeat. They were starting to tighten up so I stopped them. I turned myself around, reversing their positions and holes. I started moving back and forth again. I had thought this through, I wanted Greg's bigger cock in my pussy and I wanted to try to get Sal back in my throat.
I couldn't believe what was happening. I kept rocking as both guys fucked me. Sal came first, shooting his load down my throat. I swallowed it. That made Greg cum and fill my pussy even more.
"Oh my gawd...that was amazing," I said.
"Fuck, yeah," Greg commented.
And we all know what Sal said, "Wow. Oh wow?"
We all collapsed on the air mattress and laughed. It was late and we were exhausted. We all drifted to sleep. I was spooned the entire night by both guys like a set of parentheses.
It proved to be a long night as I kept being awakened by one and then the other. I never refused them. I lost count of the number of times we had sex.
We must have slept in as the day was fully bright when we woke up. All three of us were starving. I guess all that fucking burnt a lot of energy.
I ran down to the beach to wash up while the guys took down the tents and packed up the rest of the gear in Greg's truck. I looked for my fisherman friend but he wasn't around. I guess it was too late and I missed him.
I returned to the camp to find the guys all packed up and sitting in the truck waiting for me. I jumped in and we drove to McDonald's for breakfast.
On the way home, Sal asked, "Hey, next weekend, would we like to go on a date, you know, all three of us?"
I had never contemplated such an arrangement. Sal still wasn't that physically attractive to me, whereas, I could get wet just holding Greg's hand. But Sal had something within him that Greg lacked. Maybe it was just an openness about him.
"It's okay with me," I answered.
"Sure," Greg said.
The little slut devil sitting on my shoulder said, "Do it... Do it."
I was sitting in between them, so I reached down and unzipped their pants, one at a time, and fished out their cocks. I gently stroked and sucked them both dry, the rest of the way home.
"I told you I was hungry," I giggled.
------------
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