
        
            
                
            
        

    
Arousing and Hot Erotica:

Anal Sex, MILFs, Gangbangs, Threesomes,

Lesbian Sex, and More

Twenty-Five Explicit Erotica Stories

by

Ellie North, Lora Lane, Kaylee Jones,

Sofia Miller, and Riley Davis

All Rights Reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced in any form or by any means, including scanning, photocopying, or otherwise without prior written permission of the copyright holder. Copyright © 2016 DigiSmith Press

FREE GIFT!

Click here to sign up for our newsletter

and get a free Erotica Audio book!


Table of Contents
 

1. The Habit of Running: Rough Anal Sex at The Office by Ellie North

2. Ericka's Heartbreak: A MILFs Revenge Sex Story by Lora Lane

3. Just Enough Wood: A Lovely Little Gangbang with the Handymen by Kaylee Jones

4. Workplace Arrangement: First Time Lesbian Sex with the Boss by Sofia Miller

5. My Two New Friends: A MFM Double Penetration Threesome Revenge by Riley Davis

6. After Hours at the Library: Horny MILF Sex in Public by Ellie North

7. Kendra's Betrayal: Revenge Gangbang Sex at the Bar by Lora Lane

8. My Life Lesson in the Classroom: First Lesbian Encounter with the Professor by Kaylee Jones

9. Chelsea’s Revenge Threesome: Hot MFM Threesome Revenge Sex by Sofia Miller

10. Victoria's Best Day: Anal Sex in Public with a Stranger by Riley Davis

11. Meghan’s First Business Trip: Gangbang Sex with Strangers by Ellie North

12. Housewives on Vacation: Hot First Time Lesbian Sex between Friends by Lora Lane

13. We Teased and Tormented My Cheating Husband: A Revenge FFM Threesome Story by Kaylee Jones

14. My Backdoor Exam in Room 4: Patient Anal Sex with a Nurse by Sofia Miller

15. The Lucky One: Passionate MILF Sex at the Office by Riley Davis

16. My Roommate’s Tongue: My First Lesbian Experience at College by Ellie North

17. Alyssa's Secret Meeting: Hot FFM Threesome Erotica by Lora Lane

18. The Backdoor Journalist: First Anal Sex with the Boss by Kaylee Jones

19. Paula Gets Some in the Park: MILF Sex in Public with a Stranger by Sofia Miller

20. The End of the Aisle: A Brides Revenge Gangbang by Riley Davis

21. The Farm Girl Learns a Lesson: A First Double Penetration Threesome by Ellie North

22. Rachel's New Boss: First Time Anal Sex at the Office by Lora Lane

23. My Hottest Day Ever: Hot MILF Sex with the AC Repair Guy by Kaylee Jones

24. My Noisy Campus Neighbor: Gangbang at the Dorm Sex Party by Sofia Miller

25. Emma's Story: My First lesbian Lover by Riley Davis


1. The Habit of Running: Rough Anal Sex at The Office by Ellie North

When you have a fear of getting hurt, you develop a habit of running away from things you can’t control. But what happens when the thing with the highest risk is the one that can give you the most pleasure? Ali is a secretary in a small law firm, responsible, serious and beautiful, but very reserved and insecure of herself. She spends her days burdening herself with work to keep her mind off of the unhappiness of her life, because even when you have everything lined up just right, life without some excitement is still not a life you want. The safe, plain colored and boring life Ali created for herself is going to change when a splash of excitement refuses to go away without a fight, and the only thing she has to do is stop running away…

If people’s personalities could be described with a single word, mine would be “boring!” That’s what a tattoo all over my forehead, written in bold black would say. That is, if I would ever be brave enough to even get a tattoo.

Looking at my work materials on the desk in front of me, it would probably be just a faded sticker or a stamp, like the one I had in my hand just now, trying to position it correctly on the envelope.  It would not even be in black, not to mention bold. It would probably be more like an understated beige or a light shade of brown, down to earth and boring. Yup, that’s me, brown all the way. I sighed with acceptance as I looked at the crumpled fabric of my skirt on my lap.

When I had finally finished school, I got a job as a secretary in a small law firm. I rented my own apartment and bought a cactus I’ve named Jerry. Adding that to working 9 to 5, and you get a really dandy life on paper. But in reality, I stay at work late, sometimes even until 11 at night. Not that Mr. Sheffield, my boss, ever demanded, but I just don’t have anything better to do at home.

I have a few friends and sometimes I even go out occasionally, but other than that, my social calendar is pretty much empty. Ever since my ex-fiance broke up with me 2 years ago and moved to Europe with a stripper named Sunny, Honey or something like that, I just locked myself away from the world. Jerry—the ex, not the cactus—was decent-looking, reliable and brown in spirit just like me. So even though I wasn’t head over heels in love with him and the sex was as rare as it was brown, I always thought of him as my white picket fence that will naturally come with time. As it turned out, I was very wrong about that, and my world got crushed. We were almost at the altar, going together for just over five years, most of my adult life. Now I’m 26 and bored with my life and myself.

While I was absently rummaging through my life description, it took three calls of my name from Mr. Sheffield for me to acknowledge his presence next to the desk. I snapped out of my brown and beige daydreaming and apologetically looked at the old man. Mr. Sheffield assessed me with a kind smile behind his grey beard and extended his hand.

“My post, Miss Stevens?” he asked, looking at my desk.

“Oh! Right! I’m so sorry, Mr. Sheffield, my thoughts wandered off. There you go, sir,” I said, feeling a little embarrassed.

“You OK, Ali?” he asked with concern in his eyes.

“Sure Mr. Sheffield, don’t worry about me,” I said with a blown out smile, like he couldn’t always tell my moods.

Martin Sheffield was like a father figure in my life. He was more than just a boss, very endearing and smart. I’ve worked for him for almost 5 years now, and in that time, I’ve come to have a lot of respect for the man. That’s probably why I prefer staying at work than being home all alone, if you don’t count Jerry the cactus as good company.

“Would you need anything else, sir?” I added.

“Not right now. I will be going out for lunch, but if you don’t mind staying in, Charlie said he would come by today” he said, while gathering his things to leave the office.

I internally sighed. Not because of lunch, I don’t go out anyway and it was actually nice of Mr. Sheffield to ask even though he knows that, but because HE is coming.

Charlie is Mr. Sheffield’s nephew and a very irritating, not to mention handsome and sexy man. When I first met him 2 years ago, I had stuttered a “hello” at my utter embarrassment and his profound pleasure and inspiration. He liked making fun of me every chance he got, and he was here often, so he had a good practice at making me feel like a clumsy teen with a crush.

And I was very right in my crush, the guy is gorgeous, tall, about 6’2”, and fit, but not too muscular, with broad shoulders and an aura of sexy cockiness. His face is almost boyish, with expressive eyes and a thick mane of hair sitting in an unruly mess on the top of his head. It had me just begging to run my fingers through it and down to the ever-present little stubble of his beard. I would be lying if I said I wasn’t attracted to him, but he was my coworker and my boss’s family—and not to mention, incredibly rude and cocky to me. So I learned to get over it, most of the time.

I was never very good at reading people. I never had quite perfected that ability, but with Charlie, every time he made a joke about me or added a little lewd comment, it was like his eyes sparkled with a secret. That’s what had me fluttering inside with a need I couldn’t quite control, so in trying to ignore it, I usually did something clumsy and gave him even more ammunition to ridicule me with. Every time he was supposed to come here, I felt slightly anxious and apprehensive.

After Mr. Sheffield left for lunch, I found myself nervously looking around and examining my reflection on the shiny side of the stapler, instead of finishing my work papers. I always do that to myself whenever HE is going to come. Knowing myself well, I gave up on the work and rummaged through my bag for an emergency “feel better” kit. With a resigned sigh, I pulled out my cosmetics case and a mirror and started assessing the dark circles under my eyes, while muttering insults to the notion of the bad hair day under my breath.

Not that I was ugly by any means. I appreciated my fair complexion even though it wasn’t always flawless, and I could usually manage my long, wavy hair by putting it in a bun like I do most days for work. I had eyes too big for my face that had a habit of changing their shades, and high cheekbones that accented my small, but full, plump lips. I have always kept my lip gloss in neutral tones of brown or pale pink. All in all, I thought of myself as pretty, some might have even said beautiful, but I found it a stretch as I was just too plain.

Although makeup helped, it could do nothing for my height of nearly 6 feet, nor the fullness of my curves that were somewhere between model and a bombshell, but never fully defining me in either of those categories. Getting up to return my stuff, I stretched my numb legs and felt a pull on my tights, clearly imagining a thin threadlike gap going from my heel to the knee and over to the thigh. I swore profoundly under my breath and cursed my new pumps with their rough edges. Feeling exhausted, I leaned forward and grabbed the hem of my long, flowy skirt and gathered it almost to my panties, searching for the end of the thread.

“Wow! I had no idea you were hiding those under all that ruffle and tension!” a voice said from directly behind me, as I was fumbling with my skirt.

I snapped my head towards the voice by the door and found Charlie leaning against the doorway in all his sexy, masculine glory, staring at my uncovered legs with a well-known smirk playing on his lips.

“If you have a habit of welcoming your clients like that, I’m going to have to do a crime just to get on that list” he said with a smirk, still scanning my legs like they were an intricate work of beauty.

Blushing deeply, I threw my hands down, letting the dress fall to the floor again, and turned to my desk, trying to put something material between us.

“I…um…didn’t hear you come in…” I said lamely, looking anywhere but at him.

“Well you were quite focused on your beautiful legs, so I assumed you didn’t. But don’t get me wrong, I see the appeal for the attention you give them. I would like to do the same, maybe even more…” he said casually, as if commenting the weather, while coming to stand near my desk.

At those words, I snapped my eyes to his mischievous ones, clearly imagining the attention I would like to receive from him. Catching myself before my eyes gave out my yearning, I lowered them to the desk again, shifting papers around while still not responding to his bold, frank statement.

He came over right next to me and almost whispered in my ear.

“I don’t know if you knew this about me, but I have a respect for works of art and those beautiful legs of yours would be a masterpiece wrapped around my waist…or my neck.”

I pulled away from him instantly, giving my fluttering heart some breathing space and put on my most professional voice.

“OK, that’s enough Charlie. You’ve had your laugh, now please leave me alone.”

He chuckled, with a well-known gleam in his eyes, keeping his distance now.

“I’m just being honest, you can’t blame a guy for appreciating art and this art I would truly appreciate in any form” he said, giving me the once over and focusing his eyes on my face. Then, with a smirk he added:

“Besides, you look so cute all flustered and blushing.”

I sighed again, not finding his humor funny, and with all seriousness in my voice, I asked, "Don't you have work to do?”

He gave me a wink and headed for Mr. Sheffield’s office, where he usually works when the boss is out.
Returning to my seat, I tried to calm myself and ignore my heated body and the squeeze in my lower stomach that his flirtacious words had created.

After that incident, the day went quietly. We were both working on our own jobs, with a few consultations and fetching of papers on my behalf, but other than that, we had no contact. 
Mr. Sheffield called sometime after lunch and informed me he wasn’t coming back today. It wasn’t unusual though, his wife was ill and he worked from home often in past few months. That’s also why Charlie was here more and more, and I was guessing he was supposed to take over the firm, eventually.

Mr. Sheffield hasn’t said anything about that yet. That was one more reason why I tried to keep it strictly professional between us. I really like working here, even though it’s a small law firm and has just 3 employees: me, Charlie and Brielle. Brielle just had a baby and was on maternity leave. There were people who worked specific cases, but they came only in when needed. So, it was more like a small family, professional, but not strict and impersonal as it usually was in big companies.

I worked as a secretary/receptionist and I looked after Mr. Sheffield’s personal documents. So I don’t exactly know if and how things would work if Charlie actually became my new boss.

Pushing that frightening possibility aside, I stood up behind my desk near the tall counter of the reception area and went to the small kitchenette to make some coffee. I felt, more than I heard, Charlie’s presence near me.  The man just has some kind of pull over me and I can’t explain it. Plus, his intoxicating cologne didn’t help the butterflies in my stomach that seemed to instantly come to life whenever he was around. As if feeling my thoughts, even though I hadn’t acknowledged him entering the small room, he came up behind me and peered over my shoulder, looking down at my now slightly trembling hands steering the coffee in the mug.

“Can I get some?” he asked, his breath sending shivers down my neck and making the butterflies in my belly do a breathtaking flip.

Still holding my coffee mug, I turned around, trying to escape the sweet torture of his breath on my neck and move away from him. With the quick movement of his body, I found myself trapped between him and the kitchen counter, with his strong hands propped on the edge of the countertop as unmovable barriers. Quickly inhaling my surprised breath from being so close to him, I tried to calm my nerves and ignore the desire for the little remaining space between us to disappear.

“L-Let go of me, Charlie” I stammered, as he smiled his cocky smile and leaned his face a little bit closer. Reaching with his hand under my chin, he lifted my almost hidden face to force my eyes to look at him. With our eyes locked in a silent gaze, he closed the distance, leaning into my lips. I believe I was in a sort of haze, because several things happened in that last second to that kiss. Somehow, the mug of coffee slipped from my hands towards the floor, sprinkling him and drenching my skirt in the black liquid. He jumped backward on impulse and thankful that I take my coffee warm and not boiling hot, I bolted out of the small room, feeling absolutely mortified.

I ran to the restroom, hearing him cursing behind me and calling my name, but thankfully not following me. Closing the door, I walked shakily to the mirrored wall and leaned my hands on the sink top, trying to calm down my ragged breathing and collect my thoughts. Lifting my head, I looked at the flustered image of myself and cursed internally for my cowardice. When I remembered my soaked skirt, I pulled myself from the sink cabinet and grimaced at the fresh coffee stain on the fabric, looking as if I had peed myself. Sighing, I unzipped the skirt, letting it fall to the ground and stepping out of it, careful that I didn’t ruin it further with my heels. Then I leaned down to pick it up off the floor.

“Ali, I’m sorry, I didn’t…” the voice came through the door. I whipped my head around, startled that I saw Charlie entering the room and stopping in place when he saw me bent over, half naked, facing a mirror, with my butt in the air and in his full view. Thank God I have an obsession with lacy underwear! I think I would have died if he’d seen me like that in granny panties.

He literally stopped in mid-sentence and mid-step at the door, gaping at me. I quickly straightened and faced him, holding my skirt in front of me with both hands to cover my almost see through panties and my naked legs.

“I-I…um…you should have knocked…” was my lame attempt to snap him out of his frozen stare.

Not able to tear my eyes from his, I saw a slight change, as his surprise subsided and his eyes grew darker in the shade. A sexy smirk stretched across his lips and he made a few determined steps forward until he was right in front of me. I just looked at him, still startled and not able to move.

“You have no fucking idea what you’re doing to me, Ali…” he said in a quiet, almost tortured voice, as he held my eyes with his own passion-filled ones.

He slowly slid his hands down the sides of my body, until he gripped my hips and pressed our bodies together. My hands fell weakly to my sides, and my cover fell to the floor. I had a very good idea now, I could feel him hard against my lower belly, and I instantly became wet.

“You can run away again if you’d like...” he whispered seriously, with the struggle to let me go evident on his face as he kept looking at me.

I don’t know when I decided, or if I even had, but in the next moment we were wrapped together, lips locked, our tongues intertwined, and my hands going through his hair. He gripped my hips tightly and I felt freed from my own denial that I didn’t desire this man desperately.

Our passion had just been released and it seemed we couldn’t get close enough, fast enough. He lowered his hands to my ass, under it, slowly imprinting his fingers in my flesh as he went, and earning a moan from my lips. He hooked his hands under my butt and lifted me up on the sink top, pressing himself between my legs, and I could feel my insides burning with desire. I wrapped my legs around his waist, and desperate for some friction and release from the fire I was in, I pulled him even closer and propped my hands on the surface below me, giving me support to move in against him. He groaned into my lips at the movement of my hips, and trailed his kisses to my neck, licking and biting the sensitive skin as he went, making me throw my head back, barely containing my loud moans of pleasure.

“S-someone might come in” I voiced my concern, as he trailed his hands from my hips, under my shirt, pulling it over my stomach and ribs to my breasts.

“I locked the doors, had a feeling you might run away before you gave me time to apologize” he said huskily, between the wet kisses he placed on my neck, making me crane my head in pleasure.

“N-no, not this time…” I said, desperate for more of him.

He groaned at my words and pulled my hands up and off the marble top, then he took my shirt and bra off. Setting me back down on the countertop, in only my panties and heels , he locked eyes with mine and lowered his face down on to my breasts, exciting my skin with his stubble as he went between them, kissing and licking. My nipples were swollen and desperate for his attention, as he extended his tongue and licked all around my left nipple, until he put it in his mouth and sucked hard, earning a desperate moan from my lips. Propped on my right hand, I dived my left into his hair, my fingers pulling at the strands and keeping him there while his hands massaged my boobs, as his tongue licked my nipples. He lowered his right hand to my panties and started pressing on my core, making me spread my legs further, as he played with my clit, my moans no longer controllable.

“Oh baby, you’re so wet for me.” he said in a sexy voice, his cocky smirk forming on his lips, as he pulled up to kiss me desperately.

My response came as I straightened my body and pulled the buckle of his belt with my hands, wanting him inside me right away. He helped me unlock it and raised his hands to pull off his shirt. Stopping in the middle of unbuttoning his pants, I stared at the planes of his muscular chest, speckled lightly with hair and instantly raised my fingers up to pull at them and run my nails across his skin, earning a moan from his lips.

In a minute, he finished the work I left on his pants and stood between my legs in all his naked glory. His cock was resting on my thigh, warm and hard. I bit my lip when I saw how big he was. Supported by my arms, I raised my butt for him to slide off my panties and he spread my legs and positioned himself at my entrance, teasing me with slight movements over my pussy.

“You want this?” he asked with an intense look in his eyes, suffering from desire as I was.

I bit my lip and nodded my head, not having a voice to answer anymore. That was enough for him as he slammed his dick into my wet pussy, with just a second of discomfort at the intrusion.

My body tensed, and my head fell back on my shoulders. He pressed himself against me and asked in a breathy whisper:

“You ok, baby?”

I nodded my head, still adjusting to the almost forgotten feeling of fullness, and urged him in a desperate voice:

“Fuck me! Please!”

He considered this proposition with a low chuckle and started thrusting into me, hard, pulling almost all the way out, just to push himself back into me, holding me tight. The feeling was so strong, so intense I thought I was going to explode on the spot. This is what was lacking in my life and I had no desire to deny myself anymore, as my breathing got quicker and my moans louder and more desperate with his every move.

His hand was on the lowest of my back, gripping strongly, pulling me towards him whenever he slammed his cock into me. The other was on my neck, holding me near him as our ragged breaths intertwined in front of us. I never felt so strong and so weak at the same time as my chest rapidly moved with shallow breaths. I couldn’t get enough, as he kept his powerful pace, thrusting into me and getting me closer to the edge of my pleasure.

He moved his body at an angle, and with his right hand he gripped my left leg, pulling it over his shoulder, my heels hooked behind his neck.

“I told you they would look lovely around my neck", he said with a smirk, turning his head to lick at the skin of my ankle before biting it hard.

I yelped in surprise, the initial pain turning into pleasure as his tongue continued to lick the place of his bite.

“I-I believe you used the words “work of art,” I said with a shaky breath, enjoying the feel of his cock deep inside me as he slightly changed his position, still keeping his hard movements and giving me ecstatic pleasure. I was so close.

“They are and I’m the only one that can collect them,” he answered with passion, as he grabbed both of my legs under the knees and lifted my ass up from the marble top of the counter, spreading my cheeks wide and plunging his cock deep into me.

I screamed with the pleasure, barely keeping myself on the surface of the sink, as he quickened his pace with even stronger thrusts, bringing me over the edge. I yelled his name in the power of my orgasm.

Recovering from the haze of pleasure, with my body still trembling slightly, Charlie scooped me in his arms as my numb limbs were barely holding onto him. He kissed me passionately, before lowering me to my feet. He took in my naked form in front of him, with sweaty, glistening skin and the still evident desire on the top of my thighs. He placed his hands on my hips and turned me around, pushing on my back to lean over the sink, and his other hand trailed from my legs over to my ass, where it went away for a second, only to come back with a loud slap that echoed through the tiled room. My head snapped upwards and my eyes locked with his in the mirror. I was startled by the slap and even more by the reaction of my twitching pussy and the juices pouring down my thighs.

He read my expression well, as he continued to caress the delightfully tender skin of my ass, and still locking our eyes in the mirror, he leaned over me and whispered slowly in my ear.

“Mmm, what I would do to this perfectly, round ass…” he said while placing his cock between my cheeks, sliding it in slowly. “Mmm, my dick is twitching from the thought of that tight little asshole of yours.”

His words made me blush and burn with desire. It was one of my fantasies to try anal, but I had never had a willing partner. Remembering the way my fingers had felt there, I moaned in pleasure of his touch and the thought of his cock instead.

Looking directly into his eyes in the mirror I taunted him.

“Then take it!”

His eyes widened for a second, surprised by my answer, then his lips stretched into a sexy smirk and he grabbed me around the waist. With his right hand, he placed his dick at the opening of my pussy, his fingers massaging my throbbing clit. Sliding his length along the folds of my dripping pussy, he coated his dick in my slick juices. His fingers moved to my ass, circling around my anus and transferring the liquid, around, in and out, around, in and out. I thought I was going to go mad from the need, squirming around for more friction, more everything.

He pulled his hard cock, glistening with my juices, and positioned it between my cheeks and I stilled, closing my eyes and anticipating the pain, but desperately wanting the pleasure.

“Just relax babe, you’ll like it” he said with a smirk, as he pushed his dick slowly into my asshole.

He hissed from the tightness, barely able to fit half of his cock inside, and I bit my lip, holding back a whimper at how big I felt him there, stretching me, and pushing on my walls. Even though the feeling was strange and I felt the pressure and the strain on my muscles, there was no concrete pain and I relaxed even more. When my body completely relaxed he pushed further into me, until he was all the way in, filling me up and making me frustrated with a need to move, becoming strangely desperate. He entered into me slowly a couple of times and then quickened the pace, making my breathing instantly shallow and my blood boil as he pushed and pulled in and out of me. I lifted my ass in the air as much as I could, thankful for the additional height of my heels and laid my chest on the counter, holding tight as he began to thrust stronger and stronger, while my insides were already quivering and my legs were getting numb.

“Fuck! So tight! Even tighter than your sweet pussy.” he said huskily in my ear as he leaned over me, pulling my torso towards him with one hand so he could get access to my breasts, while slipping the other in-between my legs, playing with my clit and making me moan loudly.

I could feel he was close, but I was still desperately on the edge needing something, anything to get me off, yet again. I moved my hips in the rhythm of his thrusts, needing him to go deeper, faster, into my asshole, but he pressed against me and twisting his hand around my loose hair, he pulled my head backward with a beautiful pain that made me whimper in pleasure, and moan his name in whispers.

“Keep still, Ali” he warned me with a whisper into my ear, holding me in against his body and moving at a steady pace.

“I need…I need more…” I said begging desperately, feeling my legs trembling with soreness.

In the next moment, he grabbed my legs, pushing my body further onto the marble surface, as he hooked his arms under them and held my legs wide in the air. He slammed into my ass with force. I barely kept my grip on the surface as he moved hard and fast, making me moan and scream for him. The pleasure was amazing with him buried deep inside my anus. Letting go of my left leg, he craned his body and kept thrusting into me with everything he had, both of us at our peak.

He locked his eyes on mine in the mirror and said:

“Come for me, now.”

He slapped my ass hard with his free hand, the noise ringing off the tiled walls, muffled only by my screams, as I fell apart.

The intensity of my orgasm took me under, trembling my body, the clear sting on my butt prolonging the feeling. I thought it would never stop and I would dissolve from the pure pleasure. He came right after me, calling my name and gripping my flesh hard, probably leaving marks, but I didn’t care. I wouldn’t mind even if he branded me with a hot rod, that’s how good I felt.

After a few moments, he straightened and pulled himself out of me, making me wince from the move and instantly miss the feeling of his fullness.

We gathered our clothes in quiet and I was already dreading the talk that was coming, thinking this could never work.

As if feeling my eyes on him, Charlie turned around and looked at me.

“I know what you’re thinking and I’m not allowing it, Ali, no fucking way.”

I looked at him, not expecting that kind of statement, as he continued.

“I know it’s not ideal how things happened and we are a bit messy, but I like you, Ali, and I have for some time…”

“Charlie, I…” he interrupted me before I even started and added:

“The work is not a problem Ali, my uncle is coming back full-time next week. My aunt is much better now. Besides, we could be adults and just try regardless. You owe us to at least try.”

Before he could interrupt me again with another monologue I said loudly:

“Yes!”

“Yes?”

I sighed, trying to calm my nerves and look at him intently.

“Yes, I want to try. I don’t…I don’t want to run away anymore,” I confessed.

He thought about my words for a second until that cocky smile I like so much appeared on his lips again. He pulled me against his body, wrapping his arms around me and placing his lips on mine for a passionate kiss. I was looking forward to our next frolic and I couldn’t wait to feel his cock in my ass again!


2. Ericka's Heartbreak: A MILFs Revenge Sex Story by Lora Lane

Life changes and we must either change with it or get left behind. That's what my grandparents used to tell me when I was a teenager. It's funny how you can be reminded of such things at just the perfect time when life throws a curve towards you. Recently I found myself confronted with one of these situations where I had to admit that life had drastically changed in one of the most heartbreaking ways possible and then decide how to react. The way I chose to respond is easily the craziest thing I have ever done but also something I am very happy about. It's not for the faint of heart.

My name is Ericka and I am a forty-one year old mother of two. I've been married to the same wonderful man for fifteen years and life couldn't have played out better if I was allowed to order it through a catalog. Though I do keep busy with my job as the lead administrative assistant for a local engineering firm, I enjoy time with my family most of all.

Hank has been a loving, supportive and loyal husband for the entirety of our marriage. We have squabbles of course but who doesn't right? I couldn't have asked for a better partner through the last decade and half. My kids are doing well in school. Jeanie is in the honors society in high school and Marcus seems to be hell bent on blazing a path all his own as he plans to become a professional artist one day.

Life together has trained Hank and I to become a fifty – fifty team in all things around the house, including cooking. I make breakfast and get the lunches ready for the day while he gets home before I do and fixes whatever we choose for dinner every night and helps with any homework issues that might arise. I like to take a spin in the gym every afternoon to make sure I keep myself in top physical condition. Or as top condition as there is at my age with two kids, and Hank always doing his part around the house in the afternoons has always allowed me the ability to do that. It isn't like he doesn't get benefits though because the healthier I feel every day, the happier and more satisfying Hank's nights are as well. Let's just say that we are happy to have our master sweet on the complete other side of the house from the kids.

That's what normal is for me. Well, I'll back up on that a little bit. That is what life was like for me up until a couple of months ago. Things changed around that time for Hank and me.

It was a Thursday and Hank and I had been going through one of those tough spells that married couples go through now and then. He was being stupid about something and I was in turn being equally block-headed about forgiving him and forgetting it. Really it was a lot like most of our little squabbles over the years until that day when things changed. He didn't call me that afternoon to work out what we were going to do for dinner.

Hank never could decide what kind of food he was in the mood for, so I left it up to him most of the time and he never missed a call until that day. Odd as it was, I made sure to call him a couple of times and then texted several times when there was no answer. When no reply came from the texts, I called his office and asked to talk to him. Becky, one of his supervisors, said that he had taken off at lunch so that he could take care of some personal business during the afternoon.

Personal business? I wanted to demand of her what kind of personal business he was into that his wife wouldn't know about, but I didn't for fear it would get Hank in some kind of trouble. Then I began to worry if he had found some kind of trouble on his own that afternoon. It wasn't like him to miss a call.

I began to hope he had simply gone to purchase tickets to the movie I had been talking about wanting to see or maybe even a couple of weekend passes to the big monster truck rally happening at the coliseum for himself and our youngest son. I was of course completely kidding myself but what other choice did I have? Things that the little nagging voice in the back of my mind was telling me just didn't make sense. Sure affairs were tragic and terrible but they happen to people who I know and even a close friend or two. They damn sure don't happen to me. Hank wouldn't do that to me; he couldn't.

But then I sort of laughed at the way my mind was playing tricks on me. It was only one Thursday afternoon and he would probably have a good explanation for what had happened. So I waited for him to come home. I waited and waited all night until he finally stumbled in the door a few minutes after eleven. He was clearly drunk and smelled like he had spent all night in a bar with a bunch of crazies. I stood there as his gaze finally caught mine and simply said, “Goodnight, Hank,” before turning and going to bed.

That was the start and boy was it ever a bad start. The next few days were a little too good with Hank as he was trying too hard to fix whatever bit of stupid he had done that night but it didn't last. Shortly things were back to normal for about thirty-six hours before he suddenly went missing again one night. I waited up until midnight that night watching recorded detective shows on the DVR. He walked in looking and smelling much the same as the first night and I almost confronted him about what the hell he had gotten into but I decided against it at the last moment. It was possible that something strange was going on, or so the overly optimistic side of me kept saying. Over the first month his rebound days were fewer and his nights going missing doubled and then tripled.

Finally after almost two solid months of the mess I decided enough was enough. My best friend Jill suggested that I follow him around to confirm where he was going but I said to hell with that. While I appreciated her trying to help, I wasn't about to waste time and energy chasing my husband around town to confirm what was obvious. The bastard was going to have to come clean all by himself like a big boy. At the last minute I did decide to add a little flavor to my confrontation by wearing one of my skimpiest lingerie and a loose silk robe.

Glancing in the mirror confirmed how good I looked. I still keep my blonde hair long and on humid days the natural wave nearly becomes a curl that cascades a few inches past my shoulders. My blue eyes held something of a mysterious glare when I wanted them to and my body was well respectable and not just for my age. I had great genes which had always allowed me to stay thin and the workouts I regularly did kept me in good shape on top of that. Without being too arrogant about it, I could see why I garnered a lot of attention when my work took me across college campuses.

That look, complete with the awesome red lingerie was what awaited Hank when he walked into the room and it sobered him up with a start. A similar situation in the past might have seen him turn and lock the bedroom door for good measure before quickly stripping his clothes off and joining me in bed. This time was different of course.

“Oh, shit,” he panted a time or two, “You look great babe but I am so...”

“Drunk?” I interrupted, “Tired? Spent? Fucked? Have you shot your load already dear? I know you usually only have the one.”

He shook his head and propped his hand on the door facing, “Fuck. So you know.”

“No, darling,” I said in sarcasm, “I don't know. Whatever are you talking about? You mean the way you suddenly started going missing a few nights each week a couple of months ago? The way you smell like a shitty bar and a cheap whore when you come home late on those nights? Or is it the way you have stopped touching me or even looking at me with desire for the first time in our marriage? Which part do I know Hank?”

Suddenly his face changed as if he had decided to go on the offensive and he threw his hands up, “Okay, you want to do this right now? Fine. I have met someone, a girl barely over thirty and I have been spending time with her. She is wild and crazy and has shown me things that you never could.”

It hurt like a knife being driven through me but I only allowed a few quiet tears to ease out before I hit back. “How would you know how wild I can be Hank? You seemed pretty damn satisfied up until you met this hussy! I don't care if she is an eighteen year old supermodel, you can't do much better than me Hank and you knew that once.”

“I Wanted something more!” he yelled.

“You never said a damn word about that to me, your wife, you idiot! How do you know what I would be willing or unwilling to do for you? You have no idea what kind of fantasies I have had and yet stayed loyal to you. Twice a week I find myself in meetings on college campuses around the state. You talk about barely over thirty, sweetheart, I get looks of drooling desire from college hunks all the damn time and have for years! Yet, never have I even entertained the idea of being unfaithful to you and this is how you repay me?”

He didn't immediately answer and I knew why, “Oh, it bothers you that younger men find me attractive. You want to claim me as some property? We are married you stupid idiot. You don't have to claim me to have me. I am right here and have been for fifteen fucking years! How hard have you worked and how much crazy crap have you done just to try to be more pleasurable to this young slut? Did you ever imagine, ever think for one second what you might get from me if you tried that hard right here in your own bedroom?”

“Oh, come on,” he said flippantly, “You are so conservative that you couldn't let yourself do crazy stuff like the younger girls do, like this girl does for me.”

“It's not hard to pour booze down your throat and dump ash trays all over you so you smell like smoking shit, dear. I could do that.”

Hank waved a hand at me, “You know what I mean, in the bed, having sex. I've had sex in public Ericka. You know you would never do that.”

I looked down and wiped the hurt away from my face for a moment as I walked towards his underwear drawer and grabbed something clean. Walking over to the linen closet, I grabbed a towel and washcloth and handed it all to him with a stern expression on my face. “You'll need to shower in the guest bath before sleeping on the couch Hank. You never said you wanted to do wild sexual things in public, Hank. You never even considered asking me what I was willing or able to do for you, my husband. But that's okay. You want to know what I can do? Want to know what I am capable of doing? Enjoy your younger hussy and get a front row seat if you want. I'll show you what this body can do you cheating bastard.” With that I pushed him threw the doorway then shut and locked the door.

That is more or less how it went and I drew strength from the look of surprise and worry on his face when I shut the door as I lay in bed crying myself to sleep. I could tell you that I was only pissed off but that would be a lie. This is my husband we are talking about who did something to me that I never even considered was a possibility for us so yeah, I was heartbroken. It hurt badly what he had done to me. Such insulting betrayal to find sex somewhere else and claim that I was unwilling or even unable to please him like whatever slut he had found. It wasn't only heartbreak that I felt though. You better believe that I was mad as hell and already thinking how sweat it would be to get revenge on his ass.

The following Thursday was a day I was going to be on campus at a local college and I told Hank and the kids that I would be grinding hard on the college campuses that day and that they would have to figure out dinner. A wink towards Hank let him know exactly what I meant and I enjoyed the irritated look on his face as I left for work.

The engineering firm I work for does a ton of work on colleges around the state, so much in fact that they don't have enough important engineering types to attend all of the meetings. A couple of years ago my boss asked me if I would be willing to accept a small promotion that would mean my going to planning meetings around the state. It would take pressure off of the engineers and he suggested correctly that I knew as well as any of them what we did and how we could do it. It didn't mean longer hours and other than more travel than I usually am accustomed to, the adjustment was seamless. That Thursday I was scheduled for a meeting with a big state college that was planning a huge addition to their athletic complex including a brand new state of the art, all weather practice facility usable by all major sports teams all year round. That was part of the reason I thought it would be a perfect day for my revenge showcase for Hank and boy was I ever right.

I went a little on the sexy side for my business meeting attire that day with a stylish business suit that included a skirt instead of pants. The skirt stopped a little before it probably should have, revealing quite a bit of my lower thigh and my stockings. Bright red ruffles of a blouse poked out around my chest that cut almost low enough to show cleavage but not quite, serving as a kind of tease to any who were looking my way and there were plenty. My hair was perfect before I got out of the car but the wind didn't harm it too badly on the way across the campus. All in all I looked damn good and walked like I knew it. The college guys noticed.

I'm certainly not a feminist of any type but I felt like a powerful force of energy and sexuality walking across towards the meeting that day. There was parking closer to the building where the meeting was being held but I wanted to walk across more campus and passed more guys, college guys, young adult studs who were hungry for an experienced, powerful and sexy woman. I showcased everything I thought the hot guys would be attracted to as I strutted across towards the meeting, at least I showcased as much as I could without looking like a slut.

It started to appear that I wouldn't get any direct interaction with anyone before I was scheduled to be talking to a room full of old men who smelled like aftershave and thought way too highly of their ability to flirt when a basketball rolled in front of me. I glanced down at the ball and then over in the direction it had come from and saw an entire team of jocks looking at me. Half of them turned away the moment I glared at them and a few more kept staring but not in the way I wanted. One guy looked at me in a different way than the others with confidence in his eyes. He jogged over towards me with an easy smile on his handsome face.

As he came to a stop I had already seen that he was well over six feet tall, probably a starter on the basketball team from the looks of things. Looking down at me he smirked and said, “Sorry about that miss. I guess the pass got away from me.” I knew from the confident look in his eyes and the knowing smile that the pass had gone exactly where he wanted it to go.

“Really?” I bent over and picked the ball up then handed it to him with a knowing stare of my own, “You should keep a better hold on your balls young man.” Bringing my finger to my lips in a shushing motion I whispered, “Unless you need someone to show you how.”

His eyes bugged out for a split second, the surprised look quickly replaced by his confident smile. I asked him how long he would be practicing and he said for a good thirty minutes before hitting the showers. In a suggestive way I mentioned how far I parked away from the building and hinted that I might need someone to walk me safely to my car if any studs like him were still around when the meeting was over. He nodded and said that he thought he knew someone who could get me to safety and then jogged back to his game. I watched him go, wondering at once if I was crazy or daring or both.

After that it was on to business and the meeting went pretty much like most such meetings go. The college planned to build this many buildings and renovate that many more over the course of a ton of year and wanted input from all of their partners on what kind of budget space each needed. There was of course no way to know until the specific projects were divided out and plans drawn up but my boss knew they would ask such questions because they usually did, so I had a rough number I was allowed to let them have. I gave our rough estimate with a few points of interest, making it sound like I knew what I was doing the entire time. From there it went around the table with all doing pretty much the same thing. From that point the meeting consisted of a bunch of usual talking and I had to remind myself that my boss would want to see my notes to keep myself from writing yada yada blah blah or drawing pretty pictures on the paper.

Within a few minutes of the meeting ending I had mixed up conversation with the others and sufficiently rubbed shoulders with the right people so that I could excuse myself. Honestly I didn't expect anyone to be waiting out there other than maybe a few practicing late. The meeting had gone on a little longer than I thought it would and I knew the tall and handsome hunk I had flirted with would be long gone. It was probably for the best, I told myself. What was I really expecting to happen between someone my age – however great of shape I'm in – and a young college jock like that? I was kidding myself, surely.

“Walk a lady to her car?”

The voice was brooding and somewhat familiar. But it couldn't be. It wouldn't be him. I turned towards the greeting and saw him standing there all cleaned up. He was wearing jeans that looked old but were probably not, a tight t-shirt and a baseball cap with his letter jacket dangling over his right shoulder. Damn if he didn't wait for me. Butterflies began to fly around in my stomach and I felt supremely nervous for the first time since I can remember.  “Huh?”

He walked over towards me with a smile that seemed much more inviting and sweet than I figured him for when I flirted before, “I don't want you to feel threatened by anyone on this campus on the way across to your car ma'am. Are you going towards the clock tower?” He pointed roughly in the direction of my car.

I didn't know quite what to say until I heard voices behind me of the older men who I had just met with, some of which were likely his coaches and certainly the Dean was among them. A smile crept towards the side of my mouth and I nodded, “I surely am. It'd be great if you would walk me in that direction. Thank you so much.”

“No problem,” he began to walk a comfortable distance ahead and to the side of me as we began to make our way in that direction.

I couldn't quite get a fix on what his intentions were. Earlier I was certain he wanted to mix up something blessedly wrong with this sexy older woman but now he genuinely seemed to want only to walk me to the car. Maybe he was only playing up for the guys in the meeting but he seemed to really want to stay a safe distance away from me. As we turned one final corner passed the long closed building that they apparently called the clock tower because of the old clock on top of it, I began to understand that he was really only going to walk me to my car. I'd been fooling myself after all.

“The clock tower has been closed for a few months now as they rework parts of it,” he said with a point in that direction before slowing down. “It's not all that creepy for a closed building though.”

“No?” I said flippantly.

“Nope,” he said and suddenly grabbed my shoulder and spun me over towards the side wall. He lightly allowed me to rest against the brick wall and nodded towards the building, “Want to see the inside or do you really only want me to walk you to the car?”

Once again he had taken me by surprise and I didn't know quite what to say, at least not with my mouth. My eyes were another story altogether. I glared at him in want and desire. He was experienced enough at least to know what that look in my eyes meant. Quickly he took me by the shoulders and then let his hand slip to my wrist as he opened the door and led me inside. Apparently they didn't bother locking the side door or the students were the only ones who knew it was open. He led me into the darkened room and a little excitement began to creep towards uneasiness. It only served to increase my desire for the big stud pulling me towards a chosen spot.

He finally stopped and led me against the inside wall where he quickly took his shirt off and reached for my suit jacket then unbuttoned it and jerked it quickly off of my shoulders. It fell to the floor and he then removed his pants and revealed a large shaft that was standing eagerly out towards me, fully erect. I have expected him to ask me if this is what I wanted but he didn't stop, only reached to quickly unbutton my blouse and broke a few buttons off as he finally jerked it open. He pulled my bra down and squeezed my breasts before wrapping his lips around my nipple.

The pace was set quickly as he unzipped and lowered my skirt but didn't even bother taking down my panties. He only lifted me into his arms and moved the fabric of my panties to the side as I wrapped my hands around his neck. His cock slammed into me, shoving its way deep inside of me the first time and even deeper the second time he thrust it inside. My head rocked back as he waited no time at all before slamming into my hips harder and harder. I'd never had anyone enter me that hard and that fast with that much passion before and it was driving me crazy.

He knew just what he was doing as he worked over my breasts with one hand while the other rested on my butt as he rammed me so rough that I already felt my butt cheeks getting pink with the constant slap of his hips to mine. Over and over he rocked my body and I felt the first orgasm building very quickly. Just when he pinched my nipple hard I felt my climax wash over me, making him shudder and groan in pleasure.

The path for his hungry cock was even easier then as he lowered me to the floor and turned me around. I bent over and braced my hands against the wall as he pulled my panties out and I heard the thin lace fabric rip as he forcefully jerked them off of me. His hand grabbed a fist of my hair and jerked me hard back into him from behind. It felt so unbelievable that I wanted it to go on forever but I knew the pace he had set was not one for a long encounter. It didn't matter because a second orgasm rammed over my ravished body as he began moaning that he was close.

I was ready right then but he somehow held off for longer. By the time another few minutes passed, I felt the sting of his hips slamming into mine in concert with the wanting pleasure he filled me with. The big jock was claiming my pussy with the words he was groaning out, just like you'd expect a young jock to do in the throes of passion. I didn't mind one bit, actually wanted to give it to him willingly for another hour or two if possible.

Finally he pulled out and I turned around as I dropped to my knees. His hand was wrapped around his big throbbing cock as I grabbed it between my lips and took a massive load into my mouth. It was so much that I gagged a little bit before recovering and swallowing all but a little that was dripping down my chin. I wiped it with my finger and licked it off as I stood up and glared at him.

He was clearly spent and bending over at the waist, “Oh, my god, that was fucking amazing! I don't even know your name but...”

I put a finger to his lips as he stood up, “Shh... don't bother with names.” I pulled my clothing back on as I spoke, “That really was something else. Are you going to walk me to my car now?”

It looked like he could barely walk after what he had just done to me and I felt the effects of the rough encounter as well but hid it well. We walked quietly to the car and then he said, “I practice there every day for the next four months and then again in the fall. Lady, you find yourself on campus...”

I smiled and cut him off, “Who knows? Maybe we'll meet again one day. Thank you for keeping me safe on the way to my car. Bye now.”

That was it. Hank could tell something had happened by the way I acted over the next few days and I didn't hold back when I told him what I had done and asked him how it felt. He didn't like it then and still doesn't now but it has at least started a new conversation between us. Whether things will work out between us long-term is up in the air but if we do work it out and figure out a new normal for the two of us, I think I know a few terms Hank will have to meet first.


3. Just Enough Wood: A Lovely Little Gangbang with the Handymen by Kaylee Jones

When a single mom sends her two kids off to the ex-husband for the weekend, she tends to revel in the peaceful quiet.  And when Allison gets that weekend to herself, she plans to spend every waking moment on herself.  She plans a morning at the spa on Saturday and brunch with her friends on Sunday.  What she never expected was that the afternoon with her handymen would turn out to be the romp of her life.

Not that I don’t love my kids, but when the ex-husband finally does come through for his weekend with them, I do tend to breathe a sigh of relief.  Sometimes it is nice to just not have to worry about entertaining anyone else and just to focus and worry about myself.  Single moms do not get that chance very often, so we have to embrace them when we can.

I planned for this particular weekend to be a combination of productivity and complete laziness.  Productivity was always part of the game, and I could not avoid that.  There was always something to do, from the house to the yard to the kids to the job.  But I had also scheduled some downtime to just lay around in my yoga pants and eat ice cream.

By the time I got home from work on Friday evening, the kids were already with their father, so I tossed my underwire bra into the hamper, added my suit to the pile that was overdue for a trip to the dry cleaners, and slipped into a tee shirt and yoga pants.

My email confirmed the plans for tomorrow, a spa appointment in the morning and the fence repair guys in the afternoon.  Sunday I had planned brunch with a few friends followed by a leisurely nap in the afternoon.  It was shaping up to be a fantastic weekend.  Then again, at that point, I had no idea just how fabulous it was going to be.

I ordered in Italian and within an hour or so, I was enjoying my Caprese salad with an antipasto platter and extra garlic toast.  And of course, I just had to enjoy it with a bottle of red wine.  What free-swinging single mom doesn’t like that!

I watched a couple of chick flick movies and called it a night.  The spa appointment was relatively early in the morning and I did not want to miss my opportunity.  I slipped between the cool sheets and contemplated a quick little climax, but opted for the extra sleep instead.

The next morning I slept in (highly unusual for a Saturday) and woke with a sleepy smile on my face.  I padded to the kitchen and poured my first cup of coffee, letting the warmth seep into my fingers and letting the fragrance tickle my nose.

After I finished my morning boost, I headed for the shower.  I let the hot water wash away my remaining drowsiness, and shaved my skin satin smooth.  I sighed happily after half an hour of indulging, since my showers were normally about five minutes long with at least one child banging on the bathroom door about some kind of emergency.

After I rubbed cocoa butter into my freshly shaven skin, I brushed my hair, slipped into a tee shirt and jeans, and shouldered my purse for the drive to the spa.  I was excited for my facial, massage, and pedicure, as well as the luncheon that came with the spa package deal.

The facial left me warm and drowsy, and the massage rendered me nearly unable to speak, much to my elation.  I stopped the pampering long enough to enjoy the chicken Caesar salad and sparkling white wine, and then headed over to have my feet taken care of.  I emerged from the spa feeling like a new woman, from the top of my massaged scalp to the tips of my shiny red toes.

I stopped at the grocery store on my way home for provisions for the remainder of the weekend, and headed home to take care of the fence repairmen that were stopping by later.  When I got home, I dished up some of the mint chocolate chip ice cream and settled onto the couch for a quiet movie marathon after changing into shorts.

After I finished my ice cream, I must have dozed off because the next thing I was aware of was the blank television screen and someone pounding on the front door.  I ran my fingers through my hair and headed to see who could be interrupting my peaceful afternoon.  I peered through the peephole and could see a white tee shirt stretched tightly over the broad muscled chest of a young man.

Oh yeah!  Fence guys!  I was totally expecting a handful of overweight redneck balding guys, not this very interesting young man.

I adjusted my boobs in my bra and smoothed my hair back down.  Despite the fact that I happened to have one kid in high school and one close behind, I actually kept myself in pretty good shape.  My boobs were full for my frame, and my waist and ass were trim and firm.  I took a deep breath to thrust my cleavage forward and pull open the door.

The young man is even better looking now that I have a full view.  The tee shirt is clinging to his muscular chest and looks like it might actually rip in two at the sleeves by the way his biceps are straining the seams.  His blonde hair is streaked by his time in the sun and his dark blue eyes gleam brightly as they rake over my body.

“We’re here to work on the fence, ma’am?” His blue eyes almost twinkle.

“We?” I asked, distracted by the golden boy in front of me.

He nodded his head backwards, and I noticed the other two coming up the sidewalk.  They were just as muscular, one with dark hair and features, the other a redhead.  I grinned, I was certainly going to enjoy the show this afternoon.

“If you need to, you can just park in the driveway out back.  My car is already in the garage.  I’m Allison by the way.”

I smiled at the young man at the door as I leaned against the doorframe and arched my back.  His young hormone-filled eyes started at my painted toes, traveled up my long smooth legs to the frayed hem of my cut-off denim shorts, and then over the swell of my full breasts under my tight tank top.  If he had been a cartoon, he would have had steam coming out of his ears I think.

He grinned up at me after a long moment, and nodded, “We’ll be in back.”

****

After about five minutes, I heard a large pickup truck in my drive way and peeked out the kitchen window.  They had pulled the truck in with the trailer full of tools and supplies, and I watched as the three well-built young men climbed out of the cab.  The one that had come to the door was pointing excitedly towards the house and I grinned to myself.

I watched as they stripped off their tee shirts to improve their already golden tans, and unloaded the wood for the fence.  I admired the way their biceps bulged when they lifted the long cedar planks.  I was glad I had just had the pool cleaned, and it looked refreshing even from inside my air conditioned house.

I stepped into the bathroom to run a brush through my hair and catch it back in a loose ponytail.  My skin still had that post-spa glow and I winked at my own reflection.

My tummy rumbled slightly as I headed back to the kitchen to peek out the windows again, and I decided to fix myself a snack.  As I pulled out the block of sharp white cheddar cheese and an apple, I noticed that I still had most of a twelve-pack of beer in the back of the fridge.  I’m sure the boys in my backyard would appreciate refreshments once they finished working.

I sliced up my snack and nibbled away while I watched some terribly cheesy reality show on television.  Every so often my eyes would slide over to the backyard, and could see them hauling the wood and nailing it in place.  The blonde-haired boy who had come to the door had an impressive Celtic design tattooed on his back while the other two had designed up and down their muscular arms.  The blonde and the brunette had impressive tans but the redhead just had a hint of color between his freckles.  When the two tanned ones would reach and stretch, their shorts would slide down just enough that I could see paler skin at their waists.

I’m sure the fence was coming along nicely, but I have to admit, I was not paying one bit of attention to their actual work.  Instead I was watching their young muscular bodies stretch and twist and tighten as they worked.  Until that afternoon, I did not realize just how long it had been since my last intimate encounter.

I had been divorced almost five years, but had only dated a few men in that time.  It just kept sliding to the bottom of the priority list, and these glistening buff young bodies were driving the point home.  I could feel a long-forgotten heat starting to build between my thighs, and I started to think that it was going to send me into a new adventure.

It looked like they were finishing up, and since it was almost five o’clock, I assumed that I was their last job of the day.  I slipped back into my bathroom and slipped into my black bikini before putting my shorts and tank top back on.  Then I stopped by the kitchen to grab the beer and headed to the back yard.

When I opened the door and stepped out, all three faced turned towards me and broke into leering grins.  At that point, I was not sure if it was me or the beer.

“You boys look hot,” I smiled as I held up the case.

They all nodded as their eyes drifted from my glossy red toes to my bobbing ponytail.

“Care for a refreshment?  Nice and cold.  You can also use the pool if you like.”

The redhead and the brunette looked to the blonde who nodded eagerly.  All three of them kicked off their work boots and dropped down to the deck to stick their feet in the water.  I passed out the beer, making sure to bend over generously for each one.  Each one got a very nice peek at my generous cleavage and my smooth legs.  By the time I sat down near them with my own beer, they were all three squirming just a little.

“Did you want to actually get in?” I gestured to the water as I leaned back and dangled my feet in the pool.

The other two looked to the blonde again, who looked a little nervous this time.

I laughed, “It’s quite alright, no one’s going to be sneaking up on us.  You can leave your shorts on if you prefer.”

I stood up and slowly pulled my tank top over my head, feeling my firm breasts bounce a little when they sprung free of the shirt.  As I stared at all three of them, I slowly unzipped the front of my cutoff denim shorts and slid them down my legs.  If I thought steam was coming from the blonde when he was standing in the doorway earlier, this time it probably would have been flames.  All three of them stared blatantly as my black string bikini slid into view.

I moved to the steps and walked down into the water with all three sets of eyes on me.  I had never felt sexier in my life as I sashayed my hips back and forth slowly.

“C’mon down,” I beckoned with a finger to the trio still frozen on my deck.

I cocked my head to one side and felt my ponytail tickle my shoulder.  The water felt cool around my legs and waist and the sun beat down on my back.  It seemed that all of my senses were on overdrive as I waited for them to make their move.

Finally the blonde stood up, gave me a crooked grin, and dove into the pool, splashing cool water over my warm skin.  He finally surfaced right in front of me and shook the water from his wet curls.

I stepped forward to press my breasts against his wet chest, and said in a soft low voice, “Isn’t that better?”

He nodded and slowly let one hand drift up to caress my hip under the water’s surface.  His fingers were cool from the water yet rough from his manual labor job.  I loved the combination and it made my skin tingle.

****

Feeling the eyes of the other two young men who still sat frozen on the edge of the pool, I leaned forward and pressed my lips to his.  His fingertips dug into my hip as he returned my kiss, tentatively sweeping the tip of his tongue against my lower lip.  I ran my hand up his arm, feeling the bulge of his bicep and the twitch of his shoulder as I parted my lips to his exploring tongue.

He moaned softly as I rested my hand at the back of his neck, and somewhere in the vicinity of my lower belly, I could feel his body twitching against me.  I pressed my hips forward and was rewarded with a surge of heat from his body to mine.  And I distinctly felt the swelling of his cock between us.

The boy was eager, I’ll give him that.  I have to admit, that is one of the advantages of the twenty-something over the thirty-something – they can be ready to go in just a few heartbeats.  I rolled my hips against him and his natural instinct made his hips buck against mine.  He thrust his growing cock against my body, still blocked from any direct sensation by his shorts and my bikini bottom.

He slid both hands around my waist and clutched at me, his kisses deepening with urgency as he realized his advance was not being rebuffed but encouraged.  I could feel my nipples tightening as though they were attempting to pierce holes in the triangles of my string bikini top.  One of his hands slid up my stomach to lightly grasp the outer curve of my breast and I clasped my hand over his, pressing down into my flesh with his fingers.

As we continued to make out, I could hear anxious shuffling behind him and I peered over his shoulder to see the brunette and the redhead watching fervently, eyes wide and slight tents in their own shorts.  I closed my eyes again, and surrendered to the feeling of the young man’s explorations.

His fingers slipped inside my top and he pinched at my nipples until they were achingly stiff.  My hand slid down between our tightly pressed bodies until I barely grazed his hard cock.  He groaned almost painfully as I traced the outline through his khaki shorts.  His hips thrust and bumped against my hand but I continued to just tease him lightly.

He finally broke his mouth from mine to breath heavily, “Oh fuck.”

His head rolled back and his eyes fell to half-mast as I kept stroking him lightly through his clothing.  His cock felt thick and hard, and his balls were heavy against my palm.  I grinned over his shoulder to the other two who looked like they were about to come out of their skin.  I finally released the blonde from my gentle torment and swam over to the other two, leaving the first panting and squirming.

“You look a little lonely,” I commented with a devilish smile.

They nodded eagerly, despite the quick look of anxiety that flickered over their faces.

I swam up between the thighs of the dark-haired young man and slowly slid my palms up his thighs.  His legs parted further until I was pressed against the edge of the pool and only inches from his twitching hard-on.  I heard slight splashing behind me, and felt the blonde young man nestle against my ass as I slowly unzipped the shorts of the one in front of me.  The redhead looked like he was about to cry so I gave him a small wink and reached over to unzip him as well.  I certainly did not want to leave anyone out of the party.

Both boys’ cocks popped into view as soon as the unzipped shorts would allow.  I ran my tongue slowly up the brunette’s shorter but thicker cock as I reached over to stroke the redhead’s longer but thinner erection.

I bobbed my head slowly, tormenting with my tongue the same way I tormented with my hand earlier.  He was groaning and thrusting but I refused to grant him a firmer touch.  My hand closed loosely around the other exposed cock as I stroked gently.  Both young men were groaning and thrusting their hips towards me for more.  It was as though their every fantasy was coming true in the other room and they could only catch a glimpse through the blinds.

I was suddenly distracted and lost contact with both of them when I felt the ties of my bathing suit loosen and the tiny triangles of fabric drifted away in the water.  The young blonde man behind me had just removed my entire bathing suit.

I wriggled against him and discovered that he had removed his own shorts as well.  I could feel his cock pressing between the globes of my ass and he felt as thick as the brunette and as long as the redhead.  I cupped his hard-on in the crevice of my ass and slid my body up and down, stroking him smoothly.

His hips thrust against me and I angled my body just a little bit so that with his next thrust, just the tip was pressing against my aching opening.  His fingers gripped my hips firmly and he plowed into me.  I gasped and groaned and pushed back against him using the edge of the pool for leverage.

The dark-haired young man in front of me realized what was happening and he started stroking himself.  I grinned up at him and playfully yanked his hand away.

“That’s for me,” I giggled and enveloped him entirely with my mouth.

He gasped and groaned loudly as his fingers gripped the edge of the pool.  I maintained my balance with one hand on his thigh while my other hand reached out for the redhead next to me.  With one cock pounding my pussy, one buried in my throat, and one sliding between my fingers, I nearly climaxed right then.

While I kept tickling and teasing the redhead with my fingertips, I teased and tormented and stroked the thick cock in my mouth.  I used every trick I could remember, sucking firmly, letting my tongue dance over the sensitive spot just below the head, rolling his full balls between my fingers.  The poor guy never stood a chance.

“Shit shit shit,” he mumbled and I pulled my mouth off just in time.

I stroked his cock and massaged his balls through his climax, sending jets of cum over my tits.  I kept stroking until he shivered and pulled away from overstimulation.

I wrapped both hands around the hips of the boy behind me and together we moved over to the panting redhead who was about to start finishing himself off.  Without a word, I sunk my mouth over his longer cock until I felt the head touching the back of my throat.  He gasped and mumbled something before burying his fingers in my ponytail.

I sucked and licked like it was my last chance ever, and I could tell by tenseness of his thighs that he was moments away.  I did not let up, letting my tongue torment the most sensitive ridges until he lost his self-control.

“Oh fuuuuuck,” he groaned.

I sucked hard as I pulled off, and he gave himself the last few strokes, painting my tits with his jets as well.

The young man inside me had slowed significantly, to either watch the show or to make sure he did not shoot off too quickly.  I pulled my body off his cock and spun around in the water to look at him.  His face was a mixture of urgency and need and pleading.

I winked at him, “Don’t worry, we’re not done yet.”

He grinned and grabbed my hips to steady us in the water.  I leaned against the edge of the pool, right between the other two boys, and let him slide right back into my wet heat.  I could tell by his more leisurely pace that he was trying to slow his own climax down.  I relished being stretched and penetrated with such young vigor.  But I was going to need it hard and fast to get over my own edge.

My tits bounced and bobbed in the water, now completely clean of all the earlier results.  I pinched my own nipples and moaned as his hips kept pounding at me.

Out of the corner of my eye, I could see the dark-haired young man’s cock starting to twitch again and I grinned.  Younger men may have a quicker trigger than older men, but they do bounce back quickly.  I reached over and started stroking him firmly, eliciting grunts and groans with each stroke.  The redhead, not to be outdone by his buddies, started stroking himself as well.

Just as those two were getting back to full hardness, the young blonde pounding away at my pussy began grunting unintelligible curse words and whipped his cock out of me just in time to pump his juices into the pool water.  He floated away from me, panting and spent.  I turned around to grin at the other two and beckoned at each of them as I swam away from the edge.

They stood, shucked their shorts, and dropped into the cool water.  I could tell that it seemed to shrink their cocks slightly, but I was not opposed to bringing them back to fullness.  I stroked teasingly, lightly and loosely, just enough to wake them back up.  Within minutes, they were both panting and thrusting into my palms.

I maneuvered the redhead behind me.  I wanted the thicker cock back in my pussy and the thinner cock in my ass.  They sandwiched me between their firm young bodies and slowly slid inside.  All three of us were breathing heavily and I leaned forward to urgently kiss the dark-haired young man who had claimed my pussy.

My whole body felt claimed and used, and I never wanted it to end.  I felt both of them stretching and filling me, rubbing and thrusting and grinding.  My tits rubbed against the chest of the one in front of me, and the other dug his nails into the swells of my ass.  I felt the heat building in my body as these two muscular young men pounded away, filling my body in every possible way.

The heat reached its boiling point and my body whole tightened and then shuddered as I fell over the climactic edge.  As my muscles twitched and clenched through the aftershocks, I heard both boys grunt as they pulled out and sprayed their juices into the water.

Afterwards, all three of them were just floating in the pool trying to catch their breath.  I laughed and reached over to the case of beer and popped a cold one.

“Thanks boys, I need to remember how much I like having work done to the house.  You all available again sometime?”

All three of them grinned drowsily at me, and floated around in the cool water while I sipped my beer.  The sun warmed our tired bodies and the cool pool water stroked our skin.  Eventually I did climb back out and get dressed but I let the boys enjoy the backyard for a while.  Eventually I heard mild splashing, the soft rustle of clothing, and a pickup truck rumbling away from the house.  They had even left most of the beer behind so I stuck it back in the fridge for the next handyman house project.

The next day I still went to brunch with a few friends, but I kept my naughty little secret to myself.  I was almost proud of just taking control and doing what I wanted to do, but you never really know how other people will react to news like that.  I guess it’s hard to work that into the conversation.

By the way, yesterday afternoon I had a lovely little gangbang in my pool with the handymen.  Who wants more orange juice?

****

All in all, it was a surprising and fun weekend.  I enjoyed my trip to the spa but I enjoyed the wake-up call even more.  I never did see those boys again, but the memories will stay with me forever.  I’d like to think they will all remember their sexy horny housewife too.  I mean, who would have thought that a scene like that could ever happen in real life?  But I’m here to tell you, the opportunities are there if you are willing to jump into the pool with both feet.

But it did awaken me to the fact that my life as a woman did not have to end simply because I was a single mom.  I had to make and take time for myself, including having a personal life of sorts.  The kids did return home by Monday evening and we went back to our normal routine of school and activities.  But I did start getting out more, dating men again (more age-appropriate I promise), and having a good time.  My girls seemed more understanding of the changes in my life than I was afraid of.  I’m not talking about running around having one-night stands or anything detrimental.  Goodness knows, that is not the example I was looking to set for them.  But I joined a book club to meet some other female friends my age; I started getting back into my yoga for my physical and mental health; and I even signed up for a dating site that catered to single parents.  My daughters actually seem to like this new mom better.  I guess when we take care of ourselves, we are a better person all the way around.

My ex-husband has even noticed a difference in the new me.  I can tell by the look in his eye whenever we exchange the girls.  It was a look I knew from when we first starting dating, but it had long since faded by the time we divorced.  With a glow in my cheek and a swing in my step, he was noticing now, but his chance had already come and gone.  In fact, it went right out the window when he ran off to Cancun with his secretary.  I suppose that after my experience I can understand the appeal of a twenty-something, but at least I waited until I was single and available.  Guess I won the contest though – I ended up with three of them!


4. Workplace Arrangement: First Time Lesbian Sex with the Boss by Sofia Miller

Sandra has decided to change her life after high school sweetheart Trent, leaves her fourteen years into their relationship. Frustrated and determined to experiment with all the things she didn’t get to try while she was chained to monogamy, she will take a stroll down the office affair road and end up with a big crush on the most attainable person and unexpected of all: her boss Ania. New to the world of lesbians, will Sandra be able to seduce this power dyke?

It had been one of those turning points in life where I decided to change everything. What else could I do once the breakup bomb had been dropped? For the longest time, it had been the sort of thing I believed happened to other people; people I had to comfort from my privileged place as the only one of my friends who had managed a decent, long-lasting relationship with the person I thought I’d be spending the rest of my life with.

It’s a tough hit to take, that one. The worst part for me was how long it took me to realize that this soft-spoken conversation we were having was actually him trying to end things between us. I sat there obliviously for fifteen minutes, smiling over my salad. That was the thing with Trent, he was never direct enough out of fear of confrontation and the tedium that it led to. It was probably part of the reason we lasted so long and I slow and sadly came to realize that all that wisdom I had been so smug about had absolutely no weight in the real world. I could see it in all their eyes as they told me that things would be fine and I would figure it out in the same condescending tone I used countless times as I showered them with my wisdom on how to deal with their horrible suitors and shady fashion choices.

They say karma is a bitch. They are not wrong.

After a couple of weeks of pure self-loathing and pity, I decided that what I really needed to pick myself up off the ground, was a new set of everything. A new place that wasn’t haunted by Trent, clothes that didn’t remind me of the smug, passive-aggressive arm candy I became when I was with him, and a new job; a new office with a whole new set of acquaintances that didn’t know me as the girl who had just been dumped by her boyfriend of 14 years.  He could have all of their shared friends in the split, the last thing she needed was their pity as they asked how she was doing and avoided talking about Trent and his new girlfriend Amanda – who just happened to be talented, brilliant and stunning. Amanda who was living my life and showing up to Wednesday bowling nights in her cute summer dresses.

Fuck Amanda. And fuck all those other nasty little backstabbers for not having the common courtesy of warning me because “they didn’t want to get in the middle”. 

That had been the last drop, hadn’t it? With friends like that, I was better off starting over. At least that was what it felt like as I stormed out of the room, giving them the finger with one hand as I stole one last beer with the other. Who the hell wears a dress to bowling, anyway? Seriously.

That night was far from my best. I got back home to my sister’s apartment and drank the entire contents of the liquor cabinet, which included a third of a Malibu rum bottle, a shot of Midori, and a half a green apple Schnapps.  Then, I decided to leave four messages for Trent before, by some miracle, my battery died. It wasn’t miraculous enough because eventually I got distracted Facebook-stalking Amanda until I passed out, neck deep in tissues. Trying to get used to the couch but dreading the moment when my own bed made me face the endless emptiness of the side of the bed he claimed.

I hated waking up feeling like that, so goddamn defeated. So I made a plan to change my life, get rid of everything and anything that reminded me of Trent. It sounds easy until you realize he’s laced with the very roots of you. I had to cut around, start by finding a whole new neighborhood and hand my two-week notice at the magazine I had been the online editor for the past eight years.

Everyone told me to stop, pause and reconsider, but I was determined.

Within a couple of months, I had moved into a small two-bedroom apartment I could have all to myself and a job working for a Dutch company specializing in travel and basically charging people a fortune for research they couldn’t bother to do themselves. The offices were a twenty-minute walk away from the new place, and my job basically consisted of writing about these fabulous destinations and the amazing deals and benefits that booking through us would afford them, both editorially and in the sales area. It was nice, undemanding, and left me with a lot of time to wander about, talk to my co-workers and make new friends. It was all part of the plan, more or less. Like incorporating more summer dresses into my wardrobe and only wearing my hair up once a week. Like waking up an hour earlier to hit the gym and reminding myself not to use expressions like “hit the gym”.

Finally, and perhaps most importantly, I promised myself I would only get involved in very casual affairs with people who were nothing like Trent until I had figured out who I was without him. Without our collective “us” and “we”. It was a sad thing, but I couldn’t remember the person sitting under all those years as a couple, with tastes and opinions of her own. I sure as hell couldn’t let another person in my life before I figured out what kind of woman she was and what, if anything, I wanted from a partner.

The thought of having a partner made my skin crawl, though. There was so much I had missed out as the respectable half of one of those relationships that made old aunts sigh and others roll their eyes as they were subjected to the story one more time: how we had been life-long friends and together since the beginning of high school. How we were meant to last forever. I wanted the complete opposite: I wanted my apartment all to myself, my salary spent on new shoes and clothes and my romantic life went with only the occasional sexual encounter to keep me satisfied. I wanted to fuck and be fucked and experience all those things you just can’t experience when you have dedicated every year of your life to be someone else’s boyfriend.

***

Jason was the computer guy at the office. He was one of those lanky nerds that had completely missed the memo on his own attractiveness and went through the life smiling at people and being nice and kind, oblivious to his own looks and even sexier because of it. He was funny, intelligent and the kind of witty that won hearts over in a matter of hours. Also? He was tall. He was very, very tall.

I had always been attracted to taller men. It was in their hands and those long fingers, but I also liked the feeling that their form towering over mine gave me as if knowing that he could overpower me if he tried made me want to test and push back. Made me want to challenge him to a wrestling match that quickly became something else in my mind as I watched him work on my new office computer.

And I really don’t know what took over me.

I was wearing one of those sundresses I got myself in my new life plan and felt his elbow brush against my knee as I leaned in for him to explain how to log into the CMS. There was something in that pause, that look he gave me – as if he was waiting for my permission to lift his hand from the keyboard and softly touch my knee.

“Is this okay?” He asked, his fingers sliding from the knee to my thigh tentatively.

I could feel the way he was shaking as It moved a little further and then stopped suddenly, stuck between whether he should go on or just retire. Unsure, he kept his hand right where it was and looked up at me, searching my eyes for some sort of incentive or deterrent to guide him through his next move. I don’t know if it was the novelty of it, the fact that he wasn’t Trent, or how long it had been since I felt truly wanted, but I parted my legs for him and smiled a slow smile, reaching down to guide his hand further up my skirt.

Those Nintendo-callused fingers were as fucking good as I expected them to be. Long and thick and dexterous as they brushed the crotch of my panties aside and began to touch me, spreading my lips and rubbing in patient circles until he couldn’t resist and pressed two fingers into my warm, wet pussy. I bit down on my lip, trying to quiet down the moan that threatened to push past my lips as he inserted a second finger and, placing his other hand on my stomach, began to finger fuck me. The unhurried movements more out of cautiousness than any interest to tease me.

I could see his erection pressing painfully against his jeans already and it only turned me on, his fingers slick with proof as I began to rock my hips to the rhythm of his fingers. A little harder every time.

“You’re fucking my fingers…” he exhaled, his tone both breathless and incredulous.

And I was a little shocked at how satisfied I was with doing just that.

My cubicle was in the furthest corner of the last row and standing as I was, I could see the empty cubicles around it and had a clear view of the door. It was perfect as long as I could manage to concentrate on checking for people instead of his hands, the way they touched me and how his fingers penetrated me in a way so pleasurable I was honestly disappointed when he stopped. Even through the anticipation, I wanted more. More of his hands and those slick fingers I kept pressing myself back against.

The smack on my ass resonated through the entire space and made me glad it was so early – earlier than most people were used to around here. The only person around was the security guard past the glass doors at the entrance, who could probably hear each moan and grunt produced as he fingered me so hard my knee ended up on the desk, my legs spread wide as he reached for his erection and began to stroke himself through the condom. He moved closer, teased me with the head of his cock and another smack that made me whimper.

“Do it.” I pleaded, his breath hot on my neck as he adjusted himself behind me.

“Do what?” He asked, his voice teasing and his anxieties gone.

He wasn’t shaking anymore as he wrapped an arm around my waist, letting his hand snaked down between my legs massage my clit in small circles with his index and middle fingers.

“Fuck me.” I hissed, pressing myself up against his hand and then rocking back to feel his cock, hard and ready. “Do it.”

His free hand reached between us to guide himself in, then, he rocked forward with a thrust vicious enough to make my voice echo through the empty workspace again.

We fucked hard and fast, invigorated by the thought of being caught until he had to put his hand over my mouth to shut me up before the guard decided to check if I was being murdered instead of fucked raw. I almost didn’t notice Edna from accounting as she walked in, coughing that cough that never seemed to go away.

I pushed Jason back onto the chair, landing on top on him. And any normal person would have stopped then, but I was a woman possessed and began to fuck him faster and harder. My hand over his mouth as he stuck his fingers in mine – muffling my cry as my whole body arched and shivered with orgasm. His fingers digging harshly into my hips as he came a few hip thrusts later.

I stood, turning my music up and yanking one of two drawers open to produce a package of wipes I offered to him after grabbing a few.

“I… I don’t know how --” he stuttered, trying to find the words as he pulled the condom off and cleaned himself before wrapping it in the moist towels and throwing it away in my trash basket. 

“Do I…. I mean you are –“

“Stop,” I shook my head, tossing the bunched up wipes into the same basket, “you don’t have to say anything and this doesn’t need to be anything other than an amazing office fuck that stays between you and me.”

“I…”

“I like you, It was fun, but I can’t give you anything else right now. And you don’t really want anything else either, so how about we don’t make this weird?”

Still a little speechless, he laughed.

“Fine, no weirdness. Just let me go wash my hands and I’ll finish installing the program so you can get to work.”

“Appreciate it a bunch, mister.” I winked.

He seemed to be fine with it as he gave me a peck on the cheek when he stood, right before wandering out from our hiding place as people started to pour into the office. And as I saw my new co-workers wander in, I wondered how terrible an idea it would be to get a little collection of fuck buddies right there in the office. A little bit of experimenting with the menu at hand.

It was a lost cause because I was determined to find out how much I could get away with. I wondered about who looked like they might want to get in trouble with me, which conference rooms were best for middle-of-the-day fucks and the parking room spots that allowed the most privacy.

It was around that time that I began to really notice Ania.

***

I didn’t want the whole office to notice I had the plan to fuck my way through the people I found attractive around there for a number of reasons, I needed to be smart and to find legitimate excuses to meet up with the people I hoped to seduce. I booked meetings and crossed my fingers, hoping they would find me irresistible in a short skirt and high heels and take me right there; in their office, the bathroom, the copy room – I had a list of ideal spots I hoped to get through in a certain amount of time. As for my conquests? I didn’t do too bad: there was Marcus with his own corner office, Jamie with his spacious black car, and Jason, whom I visited with computer issues often and fucked in the utility closet.

Then, there was and a quiet, almost unacknowledged, interest in our brave leader. Ania.

Ania was the founder of the company and a consummated power dyke. She wore killer tailored suits that showed off her impossibly long legs and well-toned figure; her waist, cleavage, and ass were always bang on. She at no point aimed to look like anything other than the ridiculously sexy woman she had been ever since she realized she was too smart and pretty to give a fuck about what the world thought about her and her personal preferences. And so, she didn’t anymore. At least that was what she preached on blog posts and interviews about her wonderful little company.

I had never experienced with women before. There was that one drunken kiss in the pool at that Hawaiian college party I had gone to with Trent, but I was pretty sure that drunkenly smooching on your best friend from college in front of your boyfriend was one of those rites of passage that you stumbled through and often forgot. It had been fun, I guess. The parts I remembered were definitely not something I would ever regret but I was convinced that my lesbian tendencies had been put to bed that night when the three of us passed out side by side before any experimenting could happen.

Trent would never forgive himself for it.

Still, it couldn’t be denied that what Ania made me feel, in the midst of all that nervousness, was the strongest attraction. The kind of attraction that made me stutter, giggle at jokes that may not have been that funny and, suddenly, stop noticing the boys who had been so accommodating up until now. Slowly, I began to lose interest in them, making up excuses to miss our dates, and then pitching them some cheap sell about how it was unprofessional to do what we had been doing for weeks at the office.

The truth was that I was unexpectedly terrified that the rumor of me sleeping with half the office would reach the boss.

Far from being afraid of getting fired, I feared that her knowing I was involved with these men would make Ania assume, perhaps correctly, that I was straight. Exclusively so. It was a strange thought to have with so much more at stake here, but it was there. In my daydreams and my night dreams, some more vivid than others. Some so realistic I woke up worked up and wet.

In the dream, I walked up to her and grabbed her by the arm to catch her attention, pulling her close to tell her that I was feeling I might be a little bit bi-curious. Then, I kissed her so hard, deep and intense I often woke up breathing heavily and flushed. Snapped out of it with my tits rising and falling with my hollow breaths.

It wasn’t like I got a lot of alone time with Ania. Or any at all, really. In fact, I usually only got to see her at meetings, on the other side of the table. Far, far away from where I sat, looking perfect and untouchable. When we spoke, it was usually with a group of people around us, throwing ideas on what should be written on the blog and how. It was all about work and why wouldn’t it be? I still couldn’t help resenting her for speaking to other people and giving the time I wasn’t getting, no matter how obvious or justified.

As much as I had been wishing and praying for a one-on-one, mainly as part of a fantasy I hoped one day would become a reality, I wasn’t particularly surprised or suspicious when Ania’s assistant poked her head into my cubicle and told me that the boss would like a word with me before I left later that evening. It did, however, fill me with that bubbling excitement that takes over you like sparkly wine prickling at your chest and buzzing inside you and ready to blow the cork.

I ran to the bathroom like a teenager who has just been told their crush is waiting for them downstairs, entirely by surprise, and spent the next fifteen minutes in front of the mirror. I brushed my teeth, used my fingers to comb my hair out of the messy bun it had been pinned into all day and then pinned it back up in a better, nicer, more arranged little bun – without the pencils and the stray locks that stuck out and spilled from the careless pin I had tucked it into in anticipation of finally leaving the office. 

The office was almost empty by the time I returned to my cubicle to wait for the time of our meeting to arrive. It dragged, gave me enough time to go from that hopeful excitement that I would get to maybe kiss her, to the worrisome realization that maybe I wasn’t being called to be kissed at all. Maybe it had more to do with my office affairs and I was, actually, about to get fired.

***

“Come in, Sandra.”

“Ania, hi,” I walked into the office, the largest of them all, with a large window and a view of the city from the 19th floor. “You wanted to see me?”

“I did, yeah, come in. Sit down, please.”

Ania’s office was a spacious room with very clean lines and minimal decoration; she had a painting facing her desk and the city’s skyline as a backdrop when she sat at her desk. I moved closer, sliding into one of the chairs opposite to her seat and glancing around for a moment before returning my attention to her. Even with all those noteworthy details, the view, the pictures and the decorations, Ania was the most mystifying thing in the room. The most appealing.

“I spoke to Edna,” she began, making my heart sink instantly upon realizing that this could only be about one thing.

“Yeah?”

“Yeah. She brought certain things to my attention.”

“Certain things?” I asked, biting my lower lip to add my nervousness to the list of things I was feeling as I felt the blood rise to my face, filling it and leaving it so hot and heavy I could barely hold it up. “Like what?”

“You know what,” Ania smiled at me, leaning back into her chair.

She was wearing a pair of black slacks, red stiletto heels and a crisp white shirt with only the two middle buttons done, leaving her a view of both her stunning cleavage and a stomach she had obviously put a lot of work into. I noticed that she had the longest neck as she tilted her head to the side and brought a hand up to massage it, thumb and middle fingers massaging first the neck and then the shoulder.

“I…”

“Edna thinks it has all been to get my attention, I am wondering if I can just turn a blind eye to all of this or if I should take legal action. What do you think?”

“Edna said that?”

I knew that what was being said here was impossibly serious, but it was hard for me to see the bigger picture. Hard for me to understand that my career was on the line as she sucked the cap of her pen between her lips. She looked interested in what I had to say as soon as she realized that what worried me most about her words, was what Edna had been babbling to her about. Again, I felt that adolescent tug of anxiety I hadn’t experienced in long enough to know I was never really fond of it. I hated the uncertainty. I hated that all I could think of was spreading my legs and letting her watch.

“Is it true?” 

“Maybe?” I sighed, my hands gripping my knees like a school girl being told off.

“Stand up.”

I looked up at her, my brows furrowed in a question she answered simply by signaling my to stand with her hand. I stood, suddenly feeling her eyes as they devoured me in the black and yellow floral print I was wearing, my tits rising and falling in that deep v neck cleavage, much to her delight.

“Take that off.”

I was confused. I wanted it, I couldn’t explain why, but I really wanted it. I wanted to do as I was told. To submit myself to her. There was another part of me, though, a smaller part of me, that wanted me to shake my head and tell her that what she was asking me to do was inappropriate – far much more than anything I had done so far because she was in a position of power. It was a part of my brain that spoke with a shaky voice; a part of my brain that wasn’t entirely convinced that the right thing was the right thing at all.

A part of my brain that went ignored as I slipped both straps off my shoulders and felt the loose fabric of the summer dress slide off of me to leave me standing in a mismatched pair of polka-dotted bra and panties. The dress pooling at my feet and covering my heels until I stepped away from it and gave a little turn that was entirely of my design.

“So,” Ania stood up, her hands sliding into her pockets as she slipped closer to me, her heels clicking as she moved in circles around me, “Why have you been fucking all of my employees if you’ve been trying to get to me?”

“No offense, but it looks like it might have worked.”

“Take the bra off and put your hands on the back of the chair,” she said, “lean forward.”

I did as I was told, letting the bra drop and placing my hands on the backrest of the chair, gripping it tightly to steady myself as I felt my legs beginning to shake with anticipation, my breath caught in my throat.

I felt her hand slide my panties down before she slid it between my thighs. The way she touched me. I had never been touched like that before, with subtle touches, fingers spreading and pinching and slapping until she dropped to her knees and suddenly, without a warning, stuck her face between my legs from behind. I could feel her up against my ass as she began to eat me out, thrusting her chin up aggressively as she tasted me, pushing me forward and forcing me to grip the chair even more tightly than I had been before. Each stroke of her tongue and tease of her lips taking me closer to the edge until I was moaning out loudly, without any control over it or any care about the way she was making me feel.

I ended splayed on a light blue rug in the middle of the room, peeling clothes off of her while we kissed. I could taste myself on her lips and it made me want to taste her as I pushed a hand between her legs, her pants discarded to the side, her panties wet as I pulled them off and smelled her on them, my stomach tying in knots after the crazy fluttering of the inner butterflies. I began tentatively, touching her like I liked touching myself when I woke up horny in the morning and slipped my hand between my legs before I was even fully awake. It was clumsy, but her broken directions as I hit the right spots were as much of a turn on as the way her pussy responded to the way I touched her.

I could still taste her as I slipped back into my underwear, watching her pull layers of clothes with her short hair stuck at an odd angle; flattened as she pressed her head back to the ground while I learned the right way to go down on her. I had never been directed before, but it was difficult to deny its appeal. I could feel myself getting wet all over again just thinking about it.

“Needless to say,” she said after her clothes were back on, her shirt having lost its pristine crispness to be left with the wrinkled evidence of their desperate fuck, “you’re not going to sleep with any of the boys again, are you?”

“No,” I answered without missing a beat, licking my lips and finding the remains of her sticking to them stubbornly – her taste everywhere. “I stopped a couple of days ago.”

“Good,” she smiled. “Next week, same time?”

I nodded. I wasn’t entirely convinced with our arrangement but I wasn’t really sure about anything other than how immensely good it felt to kiss her; to taste and finger her; how great it was to have her tongue playfully flick my clit. Maybe what I had been missing all along was a bossy sort of woman in my life.


5. My Two New Friends: A MFM Double Penetration Threesome Revenge by Riley Davis

I just loss what I thought was the love of my life. My friend says that I can do better. So I let her dress me up to kill. I find a blonde boy who whets my appetite, and he takes me back to his place. His friend is waiting. What it would be like if I had both of them on this night and beyond?

“Jess, drop it. You can do so much better.”

Sally would say that. What else was a best friend for? So what if Elliot had tossed me aside like a used tissue and the total conviction that he needed something more. Translation? A girl with bleached blonde hair and plastic boobs who would make him feel like the king of the world in and out of the bedroom. He dumped me in a bistro, after the fettuccini but before the tiramisu. Why did he have to do it out the open? Did he think I would fly off the handle and cut him down like the dog he seemed to be if he made the move behind closed doors? A steak knife at my side was all kinds of tempting, but I was not about to give him another reason to leave him.

To hear him talk of Miranda, her so-called assets were more than enough.

Opening a window and letting the chill of Saturday afternoon into my lonely one bedroom apartment, Sally set about clearing the dishes from my coffee table and clicking off my Netflix. Bet Elliot’s new, true love wouldn’t indulge him on that front. And I could cook, too.

What the hell else did he want in a girlfriend?

“Okay. Now let’s talk about getting you out of this rut, honey.”

Sally stared at me through her sparkling eyes below her auburn hair. Reaching behind my neck, she touched my greasy hair with a heavy sigh.

“He’s not coming back, Jess. And he was never worth the trouble.”

“You would say that,” I spat. “When’s the last time you had anything close to a boyfriend?”

“About one year more than you,” she said. “Darryl went off to join the marines. At least that was kind of an honorable excuse.”

Pushing away from her with a groan, I headed to the bathroom and tried to splash the tear stains from my face. There was a time when it had been so good. He said he liked the tomboy look on his lady. and when he suggested dinner at Mario’s, my heart clung to the hope of an early Valentine’s Day surprise. He was going to make it official. I’d wear combat boots under a white gown to the horror of my mother and his total delight.

Now there was no ring, and I kept switching between wanting him buried in the snow just starting to fall in flurries and hoping that he might have a change of heart.

“This is unhealthy,” Sally said as she hovered in the doorway and scrunched her nose. “You keep hiding out here like the widow that never was, and he wins.”

“What the hell else am I supposed to do?” I wailed as I glared at her through the glass in the mirror. “He was like my whole life and---”

“Correction,” Sally said as she snapped her fingers. “He was an organ. And not all that vital at that. You are still standing under your own power, Jess.”

But maybe not for long. My knees knocked together, and my legs went week as I started to collapse to the edge of the tub. Sally was right there to catch me.

“It’s like preemptive surgery. Cut him out and away before he infects your whole body.”

"You gotta get back on that horse, Jess.”

“I… I don’t know if I can,” I said.

“You’ve said enough,” she said as she helped me stand. “Time to wash your hair and…”

Her voice trailed off as she lifted up my sweatpants and peered at my legs.

“Thought as much,” she continued. “Shave your legs, honey. Let me find you something pretty.”

“What’s the point?” I asked.

“How about you just trust me on this one?”

Sally pressed a soft kiss to my cheek and turned the water on as she hurried away from the tub. I undressed and stepped under the spray, trying to let the warmth wash my pain away. As soon as I picked up the razor, I remembered Elliot’s hands on my legs, his swift strokes that gave way to heavy kissing until he buried his head between my thighs. He never lasted there all that long, his cock inside me as the hope of one climax blended with another. But maybe that was on me. Maybe if I looked a little more like the unbelievable Miranda, he could have gone down of me all night.

“That’s much better!” Sally said when she saw me emerge wearing nothing but a towel.

“Really? So are you saying that I should never shop again?”

“Only if you buy a few more numbers like this little surprise I found in the back of your closet.”

It was too short and too tight and too red. I’d bought it on a whim when Elliot said it might be fun to spice things up. I was the fool who thought he might take me out for a nice dinner in the dress, but he simply fucked me in the threads and fell asleep in my arms.

“I don’t know,” I said. “ Too much history---”

“You are going to make new memories,” Sally insisted. “And I am not taking no for an answer.”

I felt somewhere between a liar and a slut as I pushed my body into the dress.

“No I don’t think that I should---”

“Thigh highs make the woman!” Sally said. “Now let’s see what we can do about that head of hair you got going on.”

Sally combed it out and tied it over my neck. She made me close my eyes as she lined my lids and ordered them open again so she could coat my lashes.

“This is like a lot more than I’m used to,” I told her.

“Which is the entire point,” Sally said. “Now part your lips.”

She painted my mouth and marched me towards the full length mirror at the other end of the bedroom so that we could admire her handiwork.

“Take a look at you!” she beamed.

Even as my shoulders slouched, I had to admit that it was an improvement, and Sally turned me around to face her with a bright smile.

“You know you look fab,” she said. “Let’s say we make this a real Saturday night.”

****

I was freezing. My body was covered in nothing but a thin wrap over the red dress, and I was grateful to enter the club and get out of the snow as the music blared and the strobe lights flashed. Sally obviously knew the scene. Boys and girls alike worked to tear her from my side as she stuck close and ordered us dirty martinis with extra olives.

“Having fun yet?” she asked over the music. I felt more eyes on me than I could care to count, and it felt like something. But when a man in a charcoal gray sweater and tight jeans practically pleaded for Sally to dance with him, I was resigned to getting so drunk that I couldn’t see straight.

“I’m with my friend,” Sally said. “I---”

“Go on. Have your fun. Just getting me out here is like a giant leap for mankind or whatever, right?”

Sally promised to check in on me at the close of the set, and I sipped my drink and wondered what Elliot would think if he entered the fray at this moment. He might give me a second look.

But when a tall blonde wearing a lime green shirt spied me from across the room, I couldn’t be sure what I would do with the chance.

The man moved on lean limbs and set aside a glass of what had to be scotch as he sidled up and scanned my legs.

“Saw you come in with your friend,” he said. “Is that like a serious thing?”

“I… are you asking me if---?”

“Don’t mind if it does,” he said. “You looking so hot gives me ideas.”

It had been so long since someone had flirted with me, and I felt my face flush as I lowered my eyes.

“That’s… that’s a really nice thing for you to say,” I said. “It’s sweet.”

“Yeah.”

Shit! I was blowing this. The man looked good and smelled ever better. Sally could dress me up to her heart’s content, but I was always going to be the wallflower that fickle lovers and even the most well-meaning of friends would cast aside if they had a chance at the next best---

“I’m Peter.”

“I… Jess.”

“You want to dance with me?”

The blonde followed the invitation with an arm around my waist. I let him ease me towards the dance floor, and Sally smiled in my direction as Peter pushed me closer and whispered into my ear.

“My place is like just up the block,” he said. “You want to come with, or do you need to check with your---?”

“Yes!”

Was that too quick? I tried to take it back when he was already guiding me towards the door, and Sally cut us off at the pass with a soft wink.

“Sally, I---”

“I’ve seen him around before,” she said. “Have some fun and forget. With my blessing.”

We walked less than a block and almost fell into his apartment when I saw a soft light through the crook of his arm.

“Jesus! I’m so sorry! I---”

A slim man with dark hair and green eyes languidly stretched against the couch and gave Peter the high sign along with a smile that seemed meant for me.

“Evening,” he said. “Don’t mind me.”

“Never do, Bobby.”

His… roommate or whatever settled in to watch a movie. There was something enticingly familiar about that. But the Adonis led me away from the light.

And I knew that I wanted this to be different.

Peter kept crashing into my lips as he backed me into his bedroom. When I had to break away to breathe, he smiled and peppered my neck with fresh kisses as we slipped to the sheets. He was on top of me, his hands trailing up my skirt so he could caress my thighs, and I moaned for him to come closer, my hands at his belt when he told me to stop.

“I… I’m sorry,” I said. “Did I do something wrong?”

“No way,” he laughed. “But how about I take care of you first?”

He winked as he pulled my skirt higher, and my heels fell to the floor as ripped off my panties and smiled when I winced.

“I like you, Jess,” he said. “Isn’t every hot number that makes a man feel like it’s her first time.”

“But it’s… it really isn’t my…”

“Got that much when I saw you in the club,” he said. “Guess you’re just that sweet.”

Without another word, he buried his head between my thighs and sighed into my cunt. His hands were at my hips, and he took his time circling my clit as his tongue darted around my eager folds. Would he care that I was already so wet that I thought I might drown?

Or did he think that it was part of my act?

“Peter, I… I want…”

My fingers carded through his blonde hair, and I pushed him deeper, his contented smile burrowing deeper into my pussy as he cupped my ass.

“I… please don’t stop.”

He clenched my tender flesh in his hard hands and made me arch my back as his fingers fell between my quivering cheeks. No one had ever touched me there, and my breath hitched in my throat as he filled me from both sides. Any twist of my body was meant to bring him closer, and Peter followed my lead as his he consumed my cunt and lightly nipped at my folds. I had to hold him and tried to suppress a scream when he lifted his head to meet my eyes.

“It’s okay,” he assured me. “Bet you sound real sexy when you scream.”

“But… but your friend is---”

“Bobby’s cool. We’re bros, Jess.”

Before I could ask him exactly what that meant, Peter pursued my pussy to a place where I forgot my name. My body open to take more of him, and I turned my hips to feel his finger grazing the inside of my ass.

“I… I can’t hold on…”

Peter gripped my ass harder and fell to the edge of the bed. My eyes grew wide as I sat on his face and felt him drinking me down. When I had no more to give, he kissed my pussy, his lips inching towards my thighs until I fell to his side and saw his lips dripping through a smile.

“You taste even better than you look, Jess,” he said. “Where the hell have you been hiding yourself?”

In the arms of a man who would never do that, and as I sat up slowly I caught a glimpse of my reflection in his window. Sally’s attempt at an upsweep was a memory, and the mascara ran down my face. How did I still feel so sexy? Had to be something in the way he offered me a smoke courtesy of his zippo as he peeled off his shirt and folded his arm around my shoulders.

“But you do look fine,” he said as I gratefully took a puff. “Hope you got nowhere else to be.”

“Nothing and no one,” I said, trying to make it sound mysterious as he kissed his way up my neck and started to ease me back to the bed. As the bedsprings just creaked, I heard the TV from the other room go silent. A faucet ran, and footsteps drew closer to the door when Elliot entered my mind. Did he think that he was the only one who would ever have any fun when he cut me out of his life?

I could show him a thing. Or two.

“Peter?”

My hand curled around his chin, and he started to unhook his belt when I pushed one finger to his lips and narrowed my eyes.

“What’s your friend’s name again?”

“Bobby,” he said without a hint of fear in his voice. “I told you that he’s cool and---”

“I’m sure he is,” I said. “It’s just… do you really want to give me like a first time?”

He kissed my nose and let me stroke the fine hair on his chest before tilting his head to the side.

“You got something special in mind?”

Swallowing hard, I craned towards his ear and whispered lightly. His body tensed, and I thought that I had flown to far and too fast towards the sun when Peter met my gaze again and shot me a smile.

“You get out of that dress,” he said. I trembled as Peter left the bed, and I heard him talking in hushed tones to his friend with the green eyes. If Bobby said no, I felt like I might rush both boys and demand satisfaction on the spot when the door opened. Peter was already down to his briefs; Bobby stayed dressed, but I had to hope for more when he closed the door and cracked his knuckles before his chest.

“Pete says you want to play?” he asked.

“I…”

My eyes moved down his body, and when  I saw the bulge growing larger in his pajama bottoms, I was ready to strip. My hand turned the zipper at my back into a snake coiling its way down my spine, and as soon as I was free of the red garment, I stood before them in nothing but my stockings as I pressed my hands to my hips.

“I don’t see how I can resist two studs for the price of one.”

Peter looked like he had never done this before, but Bobby seemed more sure of himself as he kissed me so hard that I fell back to the bed.

“Not that I’d ever step on Pete’s toes,” Bobby said. “But if you’re really down…?”

My body quivered for more. Sally’s makeover was like a disguise, and I wanted to be something… someone else.

In their arms.

“You were down here,” I said as I pointed to Peter and beckoned him back to my pussy. He slid out of his briefs and removed the thigh highs as he planted his hands to my sides and started to fill me with one slow thrust. Only Bobby’s hands kept my body upright, and I turned into his touch when Peter plunged deeper.

“Jesus fucking Christ!” I wailed.

“You really do sound sweet when you scream.”

Peter pumped harder and nibbled my nipples, lifting his head every few laps to meet my lips. I savored his kisses when Bobby pushed me into his chest.

“Like you’ve never done this before.”

The warm spray of Bobby spit spilled around my ass, and I bit down on my lip when he spread my cheeks wide and started to work his way inside. Was he too large? Or was I too tight? My hands fisted around the sheets as Peter kissed my sides and kept thrusting until Bobby’s cock under my flesh started to send me over the edge.

“I… I haven’t,” I screamed, not caring who heard me when Bobby settled so deep that he touched the edge of my heart. I looked from one lover to the other and wondered when they would move when I scratched at Bobby’s hair and planted a soft kiss on Peter’s chest.

“Are you just going to hang out inside me all night?” I challenged. “Or do you boys want to show me what you’re all about?”

Peter moved first. His cock was thick and hot and caused my flesh to quiver. I fell into his chest and kissed his pecs, trying to bring him closer when he suddenly pushed back.

And Bobby took charge.

Despite the feel of Peter’s fingers, my ass was tender. The hot cock between my cheeks made me gasp, and I wriggled for release when Bobby’s voice was soft against my ear.

“I’m not going to hurt you,” he said. “Just move with me.”

My body kept twisting, but soon I spun in rhythm with his cock grinding under and around my flesh. Any pain turned to pleasure, and the shock turned to sweet fire in my veins as my flesh ripped to take him in.

“Why did you stop?” I pleaded in a hoarse voice as he kept me at bay and petted my sweat-soaked hair.

“You sure you’re ready to play?” he asked.

I looked into Peter’s eyes and felt his shoulders shrug as his eyes grew strong. I smiled down at him, and Peter’s cock started to move slowly when I dug my nails into his arms.

“I’m ready,” I said.

“For both of us?”

The hair on the back of my neck bristled as Bobby spoke, and I thought I nodded when Peter forced me back until my ass was impaled on Bobby’s hard cock. My hair spilled across his chest, and I tried to look back when he raised his hips and made my mouth water.

“Yes!” I moaned. “Just like that. Show me how much you want me.”

Bobby kept pounding when Peter felt harder in my pussy. His smooth strokes intensified, and his hands were on my breasts. I had no way of knowing which one of them tugged at my nipples as I hissed though my teeth, and they started to shatter me from both sides.

“I… I want…”

Which way should I burn? My pussy longed for a climax when I left Peter hanging inside me, his cock still teasing my clit. How could I give in when my ass tore like my first time in spades, and I worked to calm my flesh. Not because I was weak. But how was I supposed to choose when both cocks made me want to rip the flesh from my skin so they could move closer?

Peter released first, and his cum running down my legs mingled with Bobby’s lust taking me from behind. I tried to touch one of them, both of them, either one of them.

“Hold my hand.”

Peter’s fingers curled around my palm, and I gripped it so tight that I thought his bones would break when Bobby took my other hand in his and kissed my fingers.

“You feel so fucking good.”

Peter kept moving, his cock still firm when Bobby’s orgasm burned like hot coals. He pumped hard and cooled down just as fast as he kept searching my ass for more, and when I was ready to melt, I summoned the strength to pull up and hold Peter as I savored the feel of both boys still hard inside me.

“Where… where have you guys been hiding?” I asked.

One of them laughed first. Or maybe they made the sound together. My body came to rest against the sheets, and the softening of their massive cocks was rivaled by Peter’s kisses bathing my pussy. Bobby stroked my breasts and when he reached for a cigarette, I seized the zippo from the end table and lit him up.

“And to think I wanted to stay home tonight,” Bobby said as he puffed. He pressed the flaming stick to my lips, and I exhaled into Peter’s mouth so he could kiss me again with a smile.

“I always tell him that there’s more fun to he had if he just gets out of his own head,” Peter said.

Bobby told him to piss off and kept smoking. He pulled out, but I turned my ass into his thigh.

“I get that,” I said. “Maybe it’s lucky I met you.”

He just kissed my lips as he continued to smoke and offered his friend a drag.

“Peter brought you around,” he said. “Let’s chalk it up to teamwork and call it a night.”

****

Slowly opening my eyes, I blinked fast and took a second to remember where I was. Definitely not my bed, and definitely not with Elliot. Not that it mattered much. The two pairs of arms tangled around my body were so much warmer. With my head pillowed on Peter’s broad shoulder, I looked up to see him smiling in his sleep. One quick glance down the length of my legs revealed Bobby resting his head on my hip

So what if my pussy was sore, my asshole aching? Their fire was sweet revenge and so much more.

The faint buzz of my ringtone from somewhere in the mass of discarded clothes hit my ear like a chainsaw tearing through an entire forest of trees, and I delicately stretched to unravel my body from the boys’ hold as I crawled to the edge of the bed. Diving for the hardwood floor, I snatched my phone along with Peter’s lime green shirt and padded out of the bedroom on bare feet.

“Elliot,” I muttered under my breath as his picture smiled at me from the screen. I was on the verge of simply declining the call when curiosity got the better of me. Why did a man with such a perfect beauty on his arm need to call me first thing on this particular morning?

“This better be good,” I said in a low whisper as I swiped the call to life.

“Uh… Jess? Hey. What’s up?”

“I am now,” I shot back. “You just waking up or just getting in?”

“I… I’ve been thinking about you,” he said.

“Is that a fact?”

Nothing but silence, and I moved towards the kitchen in search of coffee when Elliot spoke fast.

“I screwed up, Jess,” he started. “It’s no good with Miranda.”

“Really?”

My lips couldn’t help but curve into a smirk, and I found the coffee maker as he kept blathering on.

“You and me, we had something like so real,” he said. “I went by your place, but… where are you?”

“I don’t really think that’s any of your concern.”

“Okay. Fair enough. But I… I really want to make this up to you. Maybe we could grab breakfast and just, you know, like talk?”

Had he made this call one week earlier, I might have leapt at the chance to take him back and hope that the other shoe would never drop again. Did I owe him a date? Time was when I thought was going to marry me, and I tapped my nails to the countertop as the smell of Colombian roast filled the room.

“Sure,” I said. “But I think… maybe lunch instead? I need a little time to get myself together.”

Elliot sighed with a laugh and suggested the Thai place on Maple as I murmured my assent.

“See you then,” I said.

“Perfect, Jess! I can’t wait.”

“Neither can I.”

Ending the call, I sipped my coffee black and headed back to bedroom. Bobby had shifted to his back and was already rubbing the sleep from his eyes as Peter smacked his full lips together. I set the cup aside and fell back to the bed between them when they smiled, Peter’s palm pressing into the small of my back followed by a light kiss on my shoulder. Bobby’s touch moved towards my breasts, and I giggled at the feel of their hands exploring my body when I reached my fingers under their chins and lifted my eyebrows.

“Good morning, tigers,” I purred. “How much fun was last night?”

“Fucking awesome,” Peter said as he chased after my lips.

“No argument here,” Bobby said.

Moving between their mouths, I felt their cocks hard and ready for round two when I snuggled deeper between them.

“Before we go again, can I ask you for a favor?”

“Whatever you need,” Bobby said.

“Ditto,” Peter chimed him.

Folding my arms around their shoulders, I let the scene play out in my mind. I would meet Elliot for Thai food. Reeking of sex. And to put the point on it…

“Will you both be my dates for Valentine’s Day?”

Peter laughed, but Bobby stared at me hard as brushed a lock of hair from my eyes.

“Just because we need to eat?” he asked. “Or is there something more to it?”

I had to tell them. A surprise would do nothing for my cause and make them cut and run so Elliot could feel triumphant and get me back on his terms. Taking a deep breath, I placed the ugly story on the line, and when my voice gave out, Bobby and Peter shared a glance.

Please don’t send me on my way with just a few sips of coffee. I want to be a brand new girl. I feel like that in this bed, in your arms…

“Pete?” Bobby asked. “You thinking that this prick should pay for messing with our girl?’

“Fuck yeah,” Peter said. “I’ll grab a shower and we’ll---”

“Wait!”

I stood to meet the length of his frame and pulled Bobby close behind as I kissed one hungry mouth and then the other.

“Let’s share that shower. And then we’ll move in for the kill.”

The warm water drifted over our naked bodies as Peter kissed my pussy and Bobby fondled my breasts. Elliot would not know what hit him. But even he was an afterthought.

Because I was destined for the sweetest of Valentine’s Days.


6. After Hours at the Library: Horny MILF Sex in Public by Ellie North

After being cheated on by my husband and a messy divorce, a great fuck is what I needed. As a college librarian, I see lots of kids in my library, but Luke was exceptional. We admired each other from afar the first week of school until he came up with an excuse to talk to me. We got to talking and ended up having steamy passionate sex in the library after hours. I seduced him, pushing him up against the bookshelves and giving him the blow job of his life. He was incredible and enthusiastic as we fucked. My experience and his passion made for a very hot and satisfying session. It helped me to own my sexuality after my divorce.

As I walked to campus, I could feel the cool of the air in that familiar autumnal way. It was the first day of the new semester. The trees were turning that burnt umber as the leaves began to die, falling to the ground. I was glad that the weather was beginning to change for the better, along with other things in my life.

After a difficult summer riddled with divorce papers, I was looking forward to the school year starting up again. I found out that my husband had been sleeping with his 25-year-old secretary. They had been doing this for a year, I later learned.

One night soon after summer had started, I didn’t have much to do and decided to stop by my husband’s office to drop off some dinner for him since he had been ‘working late’ so often. To my dismay, all I found was him ramming his pathetic excuse for a penis into his secretary who was bent over his desk. Needless to say, I filed for divorce soon after that. My whole summer had been spent in anger, frustration, and lawyer’s offices.

But the summer was over now, so I could get my life back on track and return to my job as a librarian at the local college. I had spent most of the summer indoors, mourning the loss of my marriage, but the cool of the air felt nice as I walked to campus.

The first week of school, I saw all the usual kids: the juniors and seniors who had spent the last few years frequenting the library, studying and working on projects. As a librarian, I see so many kids coming in and out of the library. I see their study groups, who they hang out with, occasional drama, what kinds of books they check out. I’ve always liked people-watching and it’s a nice way to bide time in the library.

There was one guy who stood out, though. I had never seen him before, so I figured he must be a freshmen or a transfer student. He didn’t look like he was eighteen; he looked a little older with his wide shoulders and trimmed beard. He had a nice chiseled jaw and it seemed he had a strong muscular body. I longed to rip off his shirt so that I could take a look at his strong abs and youthful chest. Although I wasn’t typically attracted to younger men, I found him very sexy.

Then again, I’d been married for about twenty years and hadn’t thought too much about men other than my husband. I had always been satisfied sexually with him, as we had a very healthy sex life. Well, up until he decided I apparently wasn’t enough. Since the divorce, though, I hadn’t taken a lover. Sure, I had satisfied myself from time to time, but it wasn’t quite the same. I’d been feeling horny, and I was getting hornier as time went on. I had been feeling like it might be time to satisfy those needs. My husband, while attentive in bed, had a small dick, and I was looking forward to an upgrade. I wanted a nice big cock to fill my pussy in a way that his never could.

That Thursday night, I decided to draw myself a nice relaxing bath. The first week of school was usually pretty hectic with students asking questions.

Steam rose from the water as I stepped into the bath. I slid down and rested my head back, allowing the warm water to wash over my body. My stomach was covered by the water with my breasts were floating, allowing my nipples to poke out of the water. Admiring my body, I realized that I had avoided looking at my body for quite a while. But I realized that my body is still incredibly sexy despite the years added to it. I was still thin with perfectly large breasts; I still had beautiful wide hips and a pretty pink pussy that was shaved and bare. Loving my body was something I’d nearly forgotten with age and monogamy.

I placed my hands on my breasts and squeezed them, enjoying the feeling of it. My skin was smooth and silky from the bubble bath, allowing my hands to slide easily along my body. I slid them down my tits, feeling my stomach and wide hips, before sliding my hand down between my legs.

I thought about this young man from the library, who I later learned was named Luke, as I steeped in my hot bath. I had noticed that he tended to stay in the library quite late. Since it was a college library, we stayed open until 2AM to allow students who stay up late to study. I found it a little curious that he had been staying that late, though. Since the students’ workload had not become so heavy this soon in the semester, not many students were staying so late in the library. Regardless, he was always there when I turned the lights off and on fifteen minutes before the library closes. He would soon stroll out after that, as if he had been waiting for the library to close.

I allowed my knees to fall to either side of the bathtub, as I slipped a finger into my wet pussy, feeling around the soft interior. I sank down deeper into my tub.

I also noticed that he often sat near my librarian’s desk and occasionally looked over at me. One time I caught him staring at my cleavage, which was framed nicely by my low-cut dress.

Sliding my finger deeper into my pussy, I started getting turned on. Smiling, I started moving my finger in and out of my pussy, feeling the softness of it as I did so.

I vaguely wondered if he was into older women. It might not be the most ethical thing to date a student, but it’s not as if I was a teacher or anything. Not that I was thinking about dating him, but I may have been fantasizing about fucking him a little in the tub. It had been so long since I’d had a nice good fuck, and by his looks he seemed like he would be. He had a muscular body, as if he played sports of some kind, and sexy eyes that contrasted his smooth skin well.

As I thought about him, I imagined him without a shirt on. I slid my fingers out of my pussy, softly brushing over my inner labia as I placed my fingers on my clit, feeling it between my fingers and gasping slightly. Young men were always so eager and horny. It turned me on thinking about him like that. I started slowly rubbing my clit softly in the bathtub, feeling my breasts as I did so. As I started rubbing my clit harder, I thought about how it would be to fuck him. I kept on rubbing harder and harder as I thought about him fucking me hard and fast. I yearned to be fucked like that; I needed it. Water was splashing with my hand moments by the time my back arched in ecstasy. I let out a satisfied moan having climaxed to the thought of this sexy man eagerly fucking me.

The next day, I returned to work at the library in red lipstick and heels. I was feeling a little extra confident from my self-love session. Fridays are usually pretty slow since most kids are out starting their weekend off by getting drunk, fucking each other, or whatever it is they do. So usually there aren’t too many kids in the library.

As the night wore on, the few kids in the library started trickling out. Except for Luke. I thought it was a little curious. By one in the morning, there wasn’t anyone but him and me in the library. I noticed him get up, browsing through the fiction section. I thought about asking if he needed help finding anything. Yet, I saw that he soon found what he was looking for and approached my desk.

“Hi, I’d like to check this out,” he said. I smiled widely with my red lips and took the book from him. He was checking out a copy of Mary Shelley’s Frankenstein, a book that I was rather fond of. I smiled at the opportunity to flirt with him. Since last night, I’d been feeling sultry and flirtatious. I’d worn my best dress and silky smooth stockings.

“Mary Shelley,” I said, impressed.

“Yeah, it’s for my English class,” he said as he looked up at me, “It’s one of my favorites but I left my copy at home.”

“And where’s home for you?” I asked, leaning over the desk, which gave him a good view of my breasts pressing together, practically popping out of my dress.

“Minnesota,” he said smiling, trying not to look down at my breasts.

“How do you like it here?” I asked, trying to continue the conversation as long as I could. He seemed like he didn’t mind. In fact, he seemed to like it, especially the view of my breasts.

“Oh yeah. I mean, I’ve only been here a couple of weeks,” he explained, “I just transferred here.”

“I didn’t think I’d seen you around,” I said, winking and turning to check out and stamp his book.

“I bet you see a lot of kids working here,” he said, leaning over the counter to make sure I heard him. It was cute; I looked back at him.

“I do indeed,” I said flirtatiously, “What are you doing here so late on a Friday night anyway?” I approached the desk again, meeting his eyes with mine.

“I don’t know. I just…” he stuttered, trying to find the right words, “I guess I just didn’t have anything else to do tonight.” He stared right at me as he said it, looking at me with his beautiful eyes. I felt overpowered by their beauty and his sex appeal.

“Why not?” I said, leaning over the desk to show off my cleavage in my low-cut dress once more. “You’re a handsome young man. You should be out with a girl or at a party.”

“Oh, I don’t know,” he said scratching his neck as he tried to find the right words. “College girls always seem so superficial to me.”

“Well, what kind of girls do you like?” I flirted, leaning closer.

“I like older women,” he said boldly, looking me in the eye having finally mustered up the energy to flirt back.

“Is that right?” I said in a sultry tone. My mind flashed to us fucking against the bookshelves….

“So you like Mary Shelley?” he said, changing the subject but genuinely interested. I appreciated that he was trying to get to know me a bit better. We ended up talking for quite a while about literature. Eventually, we wound up sitting down at one of the tables so that we could continue our conversation more comfortably.

“Oh goodness,” I said looking at my watch. Over an hour had passed while we sat there, “We were supposed to close ten minutes ago.”

“I guess we got a little carried away,” he said, reaching over to touch my hand. The moment our hands touched, I felt myself getting wet for him. I smiled up at him, wrapping my fingers around his strong hand as I leaned closer to him.

“I guess so,” I said, adding, “I liked this very much. It’s rare that I get to have these kinds of conversations. It’s nice to meet someone who shares the same interest. My ex-husband never liked talking about literature with me.” Smiling as I said the word ex-husband. He leaned in closer, squeezing my hand. I closed my eyes, letting the pleasure wash over me. When I opened my eyes, he was looking at me wantonly.

“I’d better go lock the doors,” I said, letting go of his hand and gliding over to the entrance to lock it. I turned back around, and walked back towards him. I felt sexy, confident and powerful. I walked right up to him, putting my hand on his chest.

“Ms. Preston...”

“Call me Maria,” I said. As I pressed my lips against his, he hesitantly grabbed my waist. He kissed me back soft and passionately. His wet mouth on mine, he ran his hand up my back while pulling me closer to him. I could tell that he was a little reluctant. Surely he was wondering if this was okay to be making out the librarian and it was likely that he was intimidated by an older woman.

As he kissed me, I felt like a young woman giddy with sexual energy. I forgot about my ex-husband completely, allowing myself the pleasure of this moment. He kissed me softly at first, feeling my soft lower lip between his, gently nibbling on it. I felt liberated and I wanted to continue this. I kissed him harder and more passionately, creeping my tongue into his mouth as he did the same. His passion was growing, but he was still a little unsure.

“Is this okay?” he said, pulling back. I just smiled devilishly in my red dress and took his hand, leading him so that we were in between bookshelves. That way if anyone were to walk past the library, they wouldn’t see us. (Besides, who hasn't fantasized about fucking against a bookshelf in a library?) Pushing him up against the bookshelves, I kissed him hard and passionately. With both my hands on his chest, I moved one slowly down, feeling his hard muscles as I did so. My hand was on his crotch; I could feel his firm cock pressed up against his jeans, practically begging to be let out.

My expert hands unzipped his pants without a second thought. I teased him a little bit, brushing my fingers along his boxers where his cock was. I could feel it get harder as I did so, the way his muscles contracted, bouncing his dick up into my hand. After teasing it a little, I grabbed it tightly in my hand. He gasped, looking up along the shelves.

Smiling, I took this as my cue to get on my knees. My face was close to his cock, just inches away, as I admired how thick and long it was. It was so hard and veiny; it turned me on to see his big cock so hard for me. I wrapped my fingers tightly around the base of his cock before teasing him with my tongue. I gently licked the tip, sending him into a world of pleasure. Then I licked his cock from base to tip with a wide, hard tongue. He moaned in ecstasy.

I wrapped my red lips around the head, letting him feel my warm, wet mouth, my tongue swirling around his sensitive tip. I liked to start slow so that the good stuff feels so much better. Most young men forget this part, but I could teach him. I teased his cock like that for a little while, just licking the head. I allowed my soft wet mouth to lightly run over his shaft until he was moaning so hard like he couldn’t take it anymore.

It was then that I plunged his dick into my throat for the first time. I stuck it in nice and deep so that my mouth was at the base. Pulling my head back, I sucked hard on his head and ran my hand along his shaft in beat with my sucking. My expert tongue was massaging his cock as I did so, fluttering along his shaft as it went in and out of my mouth.

I looked up at him to see his face contorted with pleasure as he was trying hard not to make too much noise. I always loved seeing that look and knowing that I’m doing my job right. My pussy had been getting wet this whole time, but I could feel it getting even wetter as I was giving him pleasure. I plunged his cock deep down into my throat while contracting my throat muscles to massage the head of his dick.

“Oh god,” he moaned, “Where did you learn to do that?”

“Practice,” I said slyly, after letting his dick fall out of my mouth, a line of saliva connecting my mouth to it still. He took the chance to grab me, lifting me up to meet his face.

“You are amazing,” he said, looking me in the eyes.

“I know,” I said, pushing him back again and getting ready to get back on my knees, but he stopped me. He pushed me back this time so that my back was against the bookshelf while he kissed me as hard as his push. I turned me on to be controlled like that, pushed around in a sexual way.

Continuing to kiss me, he slid his hand into my bra feeling up my bare tit. I moaned from the pleasure as he rolled my nipple between his thumb and forefinger. By this point, my nipples were hard as rocks.

With his other hand, he slid my dress up, running his hand along my soft thigh. He looked down at my sheer thigh-high stockings, pleasantly surprised. He slid his hand along my inside of my thigh and then started rubbing my crotch, which was wet enough to have soaked through my panties. I moaned at his touch. He bent over to slide my panties off. Stepping out of them, I wondered what he would do next.

He lifted my leg up so that it was next to his hip, still feeling my wet pussy. Slipping a finger into me, he rubbed all around my wet pussy. He moved his fingers up to my clit, rubbing it nice and hard. I could feel waves of pleasure flowing through my body from getting even wetter.

With his other hand, he took his member which was still wet with saliva. He began rubbing it up and down, jerking himself off rapidly and making his cock harder. He reached into his pocket, taking a condom out of his wallet and rolling it onto his penis. I could feel my chest getting flushed from the excitement.

With my leg still up, he rubbed the tip of his cock along my inner labia, sending me into a small fit of moaning. Suddenly, he plunged his thick cock deep into my pussy, filling up my wet snatch. I gasped; I hadn’t felt this for months and it had been driving me crazy. I could feel how much thicker his dick was than my husband's. He was slipping it in and out of me which allowed me to feel the ridge of the head rubbing against me, stimulating me more and more.

He started out slow, the way I like, moving in and out of me slowly and then getting deeper, hitting the back wall of my tight pussy. I loved a cock nice and deep inside of me; I’d almost forgotten what it felt like to be fucked like this.

I may have been a little on the older side, but my pussy was still as tight as ever. I did my Kegels every day, so I had a lot of control over my vaginal muscles. I squeezed his thick cock with my muscles. It was something he had probably never felt before sleeping with young women who often didn’t have these kinds of pussy powers. It sent him moaning, so I began doing it even more, massaging his cock with the inside of my cunt. He stopped humping me momentarily, allowing the unique massage wash over him in waves of pleasure.

With the realization that he had stopped fucking me, he started up again, faster and deeper this time, desperately wanting to pleasure both of us. He was hitting me in so many of the right spots, making my pussy feel full as it was tightly engulfing his cock.

He quickly lifted up my other leg, so that my pussy was spread wide for him and my leg wasn’t in the way. My back was pushed up hard against the shelves as his strong arms held tightly onto me. He was vigorously fucking me, his cock getting harder inside of me and my pussy just getting wetter. I was surprised with his swiftness and strength; it made me hot that he could take control of my body in that way.

Seeing how turned on I was and hearing how hard I was moaning, he started kissing my neck and nibbling on my ear. I gasped, turning my face away so that he could kiss and suck on my neck better. He ran his tongue along my neck and up to my earlobe to suck and pull on it with his teeth. The sensation was incredible, making my pussy contract without my even meaning to. I could feel the wetness building up inside of me, filling me up along with his cock.

I could feel how deep he was pushing his cock into me; it felt so good. I loved a nice thick cock deep in me. I had been missing it for years, being with my ex whose cock was pathetic compared to Luke’s (whose name I had gotten from his student ID when he checked out his book). It occurred to me that I wouldn’t even know his name if not for that, which made me hot.

He started fucking me fast, as deep as he could. I started moaning; it felt so good to be fucked like that. It had been years since I was fucked this good and I was feeling like I was about to cum. The way he was fucking me was getting more and more intense until I finally exploded.

I hadn’t had an orgasm like that in so long. I could feel it in my whole body as my pussy started contracting like crazy on his girthy cock.

“Fuck, I’m fucking cumming. Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!” I yelled, wanting more. He started fucking me harder and deeper and faster as I was screaming. I was pumping my hips into him the best I could at this angle, which made it so much more intense.

“You like that?” he said.

“Oh God, yes, please keep doing that,” I said, and he did. I could feel myself climaxing again as he pumped his thick meat into me over and over again.

Suddenly, he lifted me up still inside of me, holding onto my legs and brought me over to lay me down on one of the desks. He started fucking me there, still standing up. The desk was the perfect height for his cock to slip into my pink pussy. I lifted my legs so that they were resting on his shoulders. It made it feel like he was even deeper inside of me than I had imagined. I moaned, enjoying the new position.

As he fucked me, I arched my back which put more pressure on his member. He was pulling in and out of me to tease me a little. He pulled all the way out and then rammed his dick deep into my pussy over and over again. Then he started passionately fucking me hard and fast, digging his hands into my soft hips.

“Oh god… god… yes. Fuck yes. Oh god, I’m cumming,” he moaned, face contorted with pleasure. He let his breath out sharply as he held his cock deep inside of me. I started flexing my Kegal muscles again, milking the cum out of his cock.

“That feels so good,” he groaned. I just smiled, pleased with my work. He bent over me so that we were semi-cuddling as his cock was still inside of me. I could feel his hard muscular body pressed against my soft breasts. He kissed me gently and passionately. Our mouths were wet for each other and he kissed me sloppily as he sucked on my bottom lip.

He suddenly lifted himself up and got down on his knees. Luke began feasting upon my pretty pink pussy, admiring it as he did so. My pussy was still wet as he ran his tongue up and down on my clit, moving it in circles and making me moan. I’d forgotten how good that felt, and he was superb at it. He started with his tongue soft, licking my clit like a little kitty cat, before tonguing my pussy hard, putting pressure on my hard clit. It sent shivers all through my whole body.

He smiled up at me, as if asking if I approved. I smiled back at him, moaning and groaning in pleasure. I was already extra-sensitive from cumming twice, so it didn’t take long for me to climax again. The sensations built up quickly, sending me into a hot fit of ecstasy that was better than the last one. I grabbed his hair to let him know he was doing his job right, moving his head up and down gently as I pleased. I looked down at him, letting go of his hair. He looked back up at me, saw my satisfied face, and smiled, climbing back onto the desk next to me.

“That was amazing,” I panted, exhausted. He kissed me.

“It really was,” he said, “I haven’t had sex that good in… ever. You’re really good.”

“That’s what happens with years of practice,” I said, smiling at him. I ran my finger along his chest, toying with his hair and saying, “You weren’t so bad yourself.”

“I doubt that,” he said laughing, “I’m not nearly as experienced as you are.” He looked over at me, admiring my beauty and sexual prowess. I took his face in my hand, pulling it close to me to kiss his sweet lips. He may not have been as experienced as I was, but he was enthusiastic and passionate due to his youth.

“I don’t mind,” I purred, “You’re still the best fuck I’ve had in a long time. Besides, fucking older men doesn’t mean that they’re going to be good at what they’re doing,” I added, giggling. He smiled at me and cuddled his head between my neck and shoulder. I rested my head against his, glowing with orgasmic bliss.

“Do you think maybe we could hang out outside the library some time?” he asked innocently.

“I would really like that,” I said, “Maybe you can come over to my place sometime.” Smiling and drawing my body closer to his, I thought of all the fun we could have in my bed, all the different ways he could fuck me.

“I like you,” he told me, “I’ve been admiring you since I first laid eyes on you.”

“I was wondering why you’ve been staying in the library so late,” I teased, flattered.

“I’ve been working up the courage to have an excuse to talk to you,” he said shyly. “I never thought this would happen, though.”

“Well, I sure hadn’t planned on it,” I said, laughing. “But it felt so right,” I said more seriously. It really had; I hardly even thought about it as I first kissed him because it felt so natural. It felt like it was meant to happen, like this was the universe’s way of helping me get over my divorce.

After that night, we started seeing each other often. His youth helped me to feel younger as well. I had taken control of my sexuality and it was empowering. I had been held down by a man for so long, it was satisfying to explore my newfound sexuality.


7. Kendra's Betrayal: Revenge Gangbang Sex at the Bar by Lora Lane

To say that I have never had a problem going against the grain would be as much of an understatement as saying the sun usually rises in the east. I don't set out to break the rules or make my own though. It's really just that I like to live life my way and refuse to let anyone else tell me how to do so. That attitude came in handy recently when I found myself on the wrong end of a hurtful situation. While some might have cried themselves to sleep over it, I simply knew I must get revenge. The way I did it makes even me blush when I think about it.

Some say I'm a rebel who loves to buck the system whenever I get the chance. Others suggest that I am someone who sees a line and simply must find a way to cross it, as if it's some kind of a mental handicap. Still others don't know a thing about me and refuse to give a crap what I'm doing or for what reason. That last group are the ones that I like most of all. At this point in history, it takes more guts to honestly not notice someone like me than it does to form an opinion about the way I live.

The truth is quite a bit more complex than any of the one-off stereotypes that people enjoy carrying around. Let us start with the simple bit's though. By way of introduction, my name is Lindsey. I am twenty-six years old and have a job that pays the bills. I'm in great shape and usually get a load of attention from all the boys when I decide to go out on the weekend.

First impressions can be deceiving though, as most of my life can attest. The job that pays the bills does so only barely and it has help from a second job, neither of which is what many would consider normal. I'm a writer. Some time ago I found a little company that would pay me to write little stories and articles and though it doesn't make me rich, it does pay the bills since I have no debt.

I'm sounding a little stranger already.

The second job is where I really stretch out into the people around town. I'm a bartender a few nights each week and every other weekend at my friend's local bar. It's a great little place that makes someone like me feel at home, which isn't all that easy to do. So, I help him out when he needs someone to run the bar and he pays me way more than he should to do so. There it is. That's me. Doesn't sound all that rebellious does it? Well, I did leave off one little detail.

I have a girlfriend. That is, a girl who I go out with, spend life with, have sex with, go to family's houses on holidays with. Some call me a lesbian and that is fine with me though I don't really choose to label myself in any way. I've had boyfriends in my life and it wasn't like kissing my brother or something. Because of that, one or two of my friends call me bi-sexual. Whatever. Like I said, I don't label myself. What it really is, with me and my girlfriend Kendra, is two kindred spirits who found each other a couple of years ago and enjoy doing life together.

Some call that rebellious or whatever but I have stopped caring what others say about my life. That little factoid is probably the most oddball thing about me as a matter of fact. Either way, one part of me is very normal indeed and that is my temper. When I get hurt in some way, I don't fly off the handle or start to throw things around the room. Instead I seethe and plan revenge. It's something I have always done and have always been very good at as well. Don't let me sell it like I'm bragging though. I do not enjoy being hurt anymore than the next person. Unfortunately I found myself playing the role of a hurt person recently.

It started when Kendra came to our shared apartment after work a couple of months ago. She had acted a little bit different for a few weeks leading up to that day and I knew something was off. I tried to tell myself that it was nothing for a few days but that didn't work. Then I told myself she was probably having problems with her family again or with her boss maybe. Both of those had happened before so didn't seem impossible. Still, she had never really acted that distant before and eventually I had to stop lying to myself and admit that something I could not put my finger on was affecting my relationship.

At that point there were only two options. I could either ignore it and hope it fixed it'self or confront Kendra head on about it. Experience with partners of both sexes told me that ignoring it was as good as ending the relationship right then and there, so that left me with only one real option. That option, as it happens, sucks ass. I know it might seem odd, but I do not like confrontations. Still, it had to happen.

She walked in the door with the same distant attempt at normal interaction that had accompanied her for a while. She even brought Chinese food from our favorite place with her, which along with her impressive figure almost got her out of the fight I knew was coming. Kendra placed the takeout on the table and walked into the back room to change clothes. Like usual she expected me to be eager enough to eat the wonderful food to grab plates and forks and to be half way finished eating when she returned to the table.

This time was different though and when she came back to see me sitting there with no plates and both containers still closed, she knew something was up. I did sneak a bite with the little plastic forks that the place always sends along but Kendra didn't need to know that.

“What's going on?” she asked, “I figured you'd be done when I came back up here.”

I shook my head, “Not this time Kendra. We seriously need to talk about what is really going on and I don't mean with me.”

She sighed and walked back down the hall, “Lindsey, don't do this. You know I just get stressed sometimes at work. It's been crazy with the tax season coming soon and I just have had a lot of time working late. That's all.”

“Bullshit,” I said flatly. “I've known you through one and a half tax seasons already and I know that kind of distant act and this isn't that. This is something else. Now turn around and tell me what the hell is going on.”

Kendra turned around and did just that. I knew it was going to be unpleasant when I saw the look in her eyes but I didn't really expect it to be as bad as it turned out to be. Her old boyfriend Trent had come back into town and had instantly gotten back on at her work. At first it was just like old friends reconnecting she insisted and she promised me that it was never supposed to go farther than that.

If it had stopped there of course, she and I wouldn't have been headed directly towards a tearful and loud war of words. I kept waiting on the part where she called off the affair with Trent and had just been distant because she was ashamed but it wasn't to be. Kendra told me that she was still seeing him now and then and hadn't decided where it might be going. I demanded to know why she hadn't told me and she only shrugged and said that the only thing she was certain of was that she didn't want to end what we had with either me or Trent.

I stood with a blank expression on my face and said, “It might be too late for that Kendra. I'm going out for a while. Don't expect me back before the weekend.” She tried to stop me but that was like trying to stop a typhoon with a cheap umbrella. Just like that I was gone, hurt and desperately attempting to figure out what my next move would need to be. Luckily I have a kind sister who lets me stay with her with no questions asked whenever I need to. The place Kendra and I share is hers originally and it wasn't unheard of for the two of us to be on the outs for a few days at a time. Like a few times before, I stayed at my sister's place while trying to figure life out.

Now, even though my sister is awesome in so many ways, it might be worth stating that in some cases she is sweeter than I need her to be. When I arrived that week to seethe out the rest of my feelings towards Kendra privately, all I wanted was to be left alone. That's exactly what I was given by my dear sibling but in hindsight I know it wasn't really what I needed. Though it would have angered me even more at the time, what I probably needed was a good swift conversation about what was going on so that I could vent my anger towards someone I know I can trust. As it was, all I did was get more angry and develop something of a plan for revenge.

I know it might sound petty or juvenile but what I really wanted was to stuff the pain I felt right back in Kendra's pretty little face. Unfortunately for her, I happened upon a perfect way to do that at just the perfect time I was looking for it. My friend with the popular bar called the second day I was at my sister's house and asked if I could cover a few days that week and weekend. Nothing in this world could please me more at that point than being stared at and flirted with by a bunch of stupid brainless hunks so I told him I'd do it for free if he needed it done. That moment the beginnings of my plan for revenge began to take shape. It wasn't difficult really. Kendra wanted to wrap her lips around some guys shaft instead of coming home to me so I planned to seek out some worthwhile hunk of meat and do the exact same damn thing. I figured it wouldn't be all that difficult and boy was I ever right.

My first night tending the bar was pretty normal that week with the lone exception of a couple of frat guys that stuck to the bar like flies on stink all night. They had their share of fun dancing and drinking with a few girls on the floor but for the most part only flirted and talked with me all night long. One of them would have probably run away with me on the spot if I asked him to considering the way he looked at me and the other one clearly wanted to do all kinds of things to what he called my smoking body because he openly told me as much.

Though I was tempted to take him up on his offer, I decided to play hard to get for a couple of reasons. First of all I had a lot of cleaning up to do on that particular night and secondly, they both bragged about having a couple of more friends they wanted to show me off to the next night. Instead of giving in to the urge to use one of them for revenge, I thought it would make more sense to have twice as many hunks to choose from.

They made good on their promise and arrived around nine o'clock the next night with two more frat buddies. This time they all congregated around a couple of bar stools and showed off for me all night long. I'd be lying if I said it was anything more than pure entertainment. The two they added to their number that night were even hotter than the first two and girls seemed to be drawn to them all night. Girls who were in small groups stayed away, either intimidated or turned off by their frat boy antics but groups of girls who can be twice as wild as frat boys on any given night saw the guys as a challenge.

It wasn't quite as crazy of a night for me as the previous one so I was able to keep an eye on them and they were very good at their game. Once I saw a group of girls who frequented the place set their sights on them. This particular group of girls made me wish I had a cattle prod to zap people when they pissed me off. They were malicious in the way they teased guys and led them on as if only to boost their own selfish pride. Their money still spent as well as any other however so I had to allow them their fun. On that night they got what was coming to them though.

The frat guys took turns dancing with and teasing the girls and it became a battle to see which side could lead the others on more. With about an hour left until last call, the girls decided that they would reward the frat boys with a dream night with them, only to find themselves on the receiving end of the same brand of teasing idiocy that they wielded as a weapon on most nights they were in attendance. The look on their faces was worth every second I had spent hating the little bitches, especially because I knew who the boys were really after. They had their sights set on me. I just couldn't decide which one wanted me the most or which one I was more interested in.

Right about then is where the night turned a corner from entertaining to downright surprising, if not shocking. One of the hotter guys came up to me on the side of the bar and I leaned in teasingly to see what he wanted. He said the guys wanted to have a little fun and show me a good time. When I asked if he was the one most interested or if I got to take my pick, he smirked and said that they had always enjoyed sharing. He made a quick case of how trustworthy they were and I hadn't seen any evidence of them being bad trouble-makers so I believed him and suggested that the four of them stay after the bar closed so I could speak more openly with them.

Of course, talking isn't what either of us had in mind. I thought I got his drift as far as sharing and it sort of made me feel uneasy but not in a bad way. The wonders of what he and all of his friends might have in their plans for me excited me and led my thoughts directly to Kendra and her betrayal. What better way to show her what she had done to me and take it to the next level? She wanted to screw one guy? How would she feel if I screwed four of them at once? The very thought sent butterflies on attack vectors in my stomach and I began to wish I could close the bar early.

There were a few glances from the frat boys over the last few minutes as if they were curious whether I would actually allow them to stick around after closing time and that was actually a good thing. I liked the uncertainty I saw in their movements for the first time all night because it meant that I was going to be able to get from them exactly what I wanted unless I had read something wrong and I couldn't imagine that I had.

Group by group, the bar began to empty after the bouncers and I announced that they didn't have to go home but they sure as hell couldn't stay here. On that last part I leaned in to where the guys could hear me and said, “Except for you four. You guys can stick around,” I traced a finger down between my breasts and then winked, “Unless you're afraid of what a chick as hot as me can do.”

They were silent for a brief moment before they smiled and beefed up by slapping each other on the shoulders and seemingly getting amped up for what they hoped was on the way. At the time of course I only had the words of the one guy to go on but I figured they all had the same idea in mind except maybe the cute one who seemed to have a schoolboy crush on me and probably wanted me all to himself. He wasn't going to get it. He'd have to settle for my plan of revenge if he wanted any part of me. Somehow I didn't imagine it would be a serious stumbling block as the bar finally emptied the rest of the way, leaving only the lead bouncer, the frat boys and me.

As I cleaned I shed my loose shirt, leaving only the skimpy undershirt that I was wearing underneath. I saw the bouncer who usually stuck around until I was finished keeping a close eye on the guys, likely curious as to what was going on so I walked over to him. He had always been as sweet as he was strong and I knew he was probably a little worried about me. To set his mind at ease, I told him that I knew the guys and trusted them but let him know that it was perfectly okay if he stuck around the area if he wanted. I would simply be able to call to him either by cell or yelling if I needed. When I walked back over to the bar I spun it a little different way, letting the guys know that the bouncer was my personal body guard and would be just out of sight the entire time. They didn't seem to mind which helped set my mind at ease even more, well as much at ease as a mind could be when one had a plan like I had at that particular time.

As I finished wiping down the bar – finished to the point I wanted it at least – I walked over and jumped up onto the bar, swinging my legs over and sliding down so that I was right in the middle of the four guys. I crossed my legs slowly and propped back with my hands on the bar so that I cleavage was pressed outward just a little. “So,” I said, “What do you four guys want with a bartender like me?”

They all looked me up and down and then looked back to each other with boyish grins that suggested I was right on point as to what they were thinking. I still took it a step farther though as I uncrossed my legs and spread my thighs just a bit, “Well, well – I hope you don't think I could actually pick one of you to play with tonight.” There was a little bit of uncertainty on their faces for a split second but I didn't let it linger for long, “I guess that just leaves one option.” I sat up straighter and pulled my shirt off over my head before reaching back to unhook and remove my bra. After throwing both of them behind me, I propped back on my hands and spread my thighs wide. “Don't make me beg boys; it's either all of you or none of you.”

I didn't expect their decision to take very long but the speed with which they took me still surprised me, allowing for a rush of danger to improve my already sultry mood just perfectly. Two of them lifted me from where I was sitting and moved me towards the dance floor where they quickly removed my tight pants and my panties. I moaned my approval so they would know I wanted everything to do with their naughty intentions as they moved around me, their arousal growing as quickly as my own.

They were in such a hurry they didn't even get fully naked themselves before two massively swollen cocks were in front of my face. I thought of the betrayal by Kendra and her willingness to throw it in my face as I grabbed both shafts and looked up at the studs they belonged to. One hand pumped each cock as I began to feel wonderful things happening to me. I was on my knees with one guy having slid under me and another standing behind me with each hand clamped onto my breasts. My nipples felt like steel as they stood out hard under his needy touch and I felt a shiver roll over my body that was quickly replaced by a warm surge of pleasure.

The guy under me grabbed my hips and lowered my pussy over his cock with all the greediness of a horny college guy and I wrapped my lips around the big cock in my right hand. I ran my lips down his shaft as far as I could and sucked hard as I slipped off of the end and felt every second of revenge I was getting on Kendra while I was doing it. A loud groan of mine was silenced as the guy put his hand on the back of my head and led my mouth back to his cock which I gladly continued to use to pull wonderful grunts from him.

My body began to rock up and down as the one underneath me really started increasing his pace. I was already so wet that his big cock had no trouble stretching me as he rammed into me over and over again. The fingers working over my breasts pinched and twisted suddenly and I yelped my approval, “Oh, fuck yeah.” That only seemed to make all of them harder as the shaft in my pussy slammed harder, the one in my mouth tensed and the needy shaft I held in my left hand stood even taller.

They began to move around just then as the guy under me stood up and they stood me as well. The needy shaft I had held in my left finally got the attention he had been longing for as I bent over and took his full girth into my lips, moaning all the while. I lost track of who was going where but two guys began to run their hands all over my body while one of them entered me from behind hard and fast. The change of position and pace felt even better than what they had been doing before and I couldn't wait to see what they would do next.

Just as the shaft in my mouth tensed up I felt a slap on my ass that pushed me over the edge of my first big climax and they moved around me. A new cock was in front of my face which I hungrily took in while a brand new and excited shaft slammed into me from behind. I had always liked doggy style and these guys were making me love it all the more with what they were doing.

Every few minutes they shifted around me, taking turns driving me towards another climax which at one point seemed to be crashing over me constantly. Finally they pulled away from me and I laid back from the near exhaustion I felt. They stood there watching me on the floor for a moment only before I breathlessly ordered, “Don't you dare fucking stop,” and spread my thighs wide.

Quickly they moved into a new position around me where one was at my head, two at my sides and one poised between my cum soaked thighs. They seemed to move as one large pleasure machine at that point as the shaft at my head shoved into my mouth, one plunged wonderfully into my dripping pussy and the guys on the side ran their cocks over my rock hard nipples, almost slapping my breasts with their shafts.

The sensation was as new for me as it was glorious. One after another they plunged into me and teased my nipples in the same way as I felt a huge orgasm building and started screaming so loud that I heard something I wasn't expecting. The door to the bar opened. My excitement doubled as I wondered in a haze who was watching me get gang banged on the dance floor but I couldn't have stopped the process even if I wanted to and the guys kept rotating their cocks around me as if they hadn't even heard the new arrival.

Finally I heard footsteps nearby and opened one eye enough to glance and see that it was the bouncer who had walked in. He probably heard my latest screams and came in wondering if I was okay. Whatever his intention when he entered the bar, it all changed when he saw me there breathlessly being fucked into a stupor. I wondered what he would do for a moment. Would he force them to stop? God I hoped not.

Then I saw a new look in his eye and he pulled his shirt off and began to unbutton his pants. I groaned in approval as he pulled out his cock and began to stroke himself right there in front of what they were doing to me. I knew he had always been into me but I certainly didn't know how wonderful his cock was until he held it in his hand before me.

I touched the guy on my right and moved him to one side as I pointed at the bouncer and motioned for him. It was clear what I was pointing at because it wasn't the hulk of a man standing there but rather his huge cock that I motioned to come closer. To their credit the frat guys didn't seem to care at all, instead helping me off the floor as the bouncer motioned for them to lift me up.

Without me even having to touch him, the frat guys lowered me onto the bouncer's enormous cock which began to stretch me even more than the awesome college hunks had. My body fell backwards as I lost nearly all control of myself in the waves of pleasure that began to run over me but the frat boys caught me. They seemed to enjoy their new position as they began to rotate around my head, giving me a new cock to wrap my lips around ever couple of minutes. I also grabbed a hungry cock in each hand and loved the way it felt almost as much as I loved their hands running all over my body.

The bouncer increased his pace and I began to feel the huge orgasm building again as I yelled in approval to his massive thrusts. If I could I would have screamed all kinds of orders for him to keep fucking me harder and harder but there was no need. He knew exactly what to do to me and it was driving me crazy.

He began to yell louder and louder as he didn't even consider trying to pace himself in any way, choosing instead to drive into me as hard and fast as his body allowed. His hips crashed into mine so hard that the slap of him against my butt and thighs echoed in the empty dance area. Suddenly I felt a new rush of pleasure as he plunged all the way into me and held himself there. I screamed loudly as he seemed to almost have convulsions with his cock filling me so completely. When he pulled out again he spent a very short amount of time ravaging me with harder and faster thrusts than I had ever imagined possible.

The result was instantaneous as I felt my body shoved over the edge of a new level of pleasure and the huge orgasm I knew was building exploded all over me and the bouncer. I had never been a squirter before but my juices blew all over the floor and the shaft filling me. He pulled out as did the shaft in my mouth as they held me there in mid air and blew their loads all over me, covering me from head to toe in their warm streams of cum.

When it was all over I lay there on the floor for what felt like a long time covered mostly in my own explosive climax but also with a ton of the cum of five men on me. The frat guys were out of it as well as they sat or lay on the floor near me. The bouncer simply put his huge shaft away and stood near the door once again as if he had the stamina to go again if needed. I wished I had the energy but there might be many more chances for something like that to happen in the future I knew.

Kendra would be angry and would probably say something about how what I did wasn't the same as what she had done but that was fine with me. I like her a lot and I hope things work out but my revenge that night proved something to both she and me. If she wanted to call it quit's and move on then that was unfortunate but also fine because I most definitely have plenty of options. After that amazing night I at least have five options that have already tried each in their own way to get another chance at spending a night with me. Who knows what the future holds but I do know one thing. It will most definitely include a lot of pleasure.


8. My Life Lesson in the Classroom: First Lesbian Encounter with the Professor by Kaylee Jones

When Liz is headed to college, she knows that she will be learning a lot in the next four years.  What she never expected was the lessons she learned from her sociology professor.  She learned not only about the people around her, but Dr. Melanie Andrews ends up educating her about a whole different part of life.

You know, everyone told me that college would be a life-changing experience but I had no idea just how changed I would be after my four years away.  Sure, I thought I was all grown up at 18 when I graduated high school and moved out, but what I learned in the next four years was more educational than the first eighteen years of my life.

My first year was a blur of meeting new people, trying to get from one class to another without getting lost, and drinking more beer out of Red Solo cups than I ever thought possible.  By the second year, I had my act more together and was starting to create my own place at the university.

As I started my sophomore year, I decided to major in sociology because I loved studying people and how they interact.  My friends and I in high school had always loved to people watch and make up little stories about them, so it seemed like a natural progression of my interest.  My mom and dad were a little unclear as to the career possibilities of such a degree, but I assured them that the right thing would come along by the time I needed to worry about that.

The summer after my sophomore year I actually started to get excited about school and my classes.  Now that I had all of the basics out of the way, I could really focus on what I wanted to study -- the study of people.  Somehow I managed to talk my parents into letting me stay in the town where the college was instead of coming home for the three-month break.  I guess I had hit some sort of maturity level that was suitable to them.

I spent that summer working as a lifeguard at a local pool, mostly yelling at kids not to run on the sidewalks and dodging annoying high school boys.  It was only a few years ago, but I struggled to remember what was so attractive about them back in my high school days.  Sure, I chased boys like the rest of the girls, but for the life of me, that summer I could not remember why.

While I spent my days perfecting my tan at the pool, I spent the evenings with a handful of gal pals that stayed in town as well.  It was not some wild and crazy summer really.  It felt more like we were settling in to some kind of grown-up routine.  We all had jobs during the day and hung out at night.  Sometimes we would go down to the lake for a cookout and a nice swim in the cool lake.  Sometimes we would just order in pizza at one of our apartments and rent movies for the night.  Other times we would stock up on way too much ice cream and play cards all night.  We talked about plans for future jobs and families, complained about the lack of dates, and generally just spent time together.  They were a drastically different group of young women than the friends I had had in high school, but perhaps it was sign of growing up and finding different souls to mesh with.  No drama, no headaches, and no boys.  It was actually one of the best summers of my life.

And while my friends were great, I also enjoyed some alone time.  I had dated a handful of guys since coming to college, and while all of them were, on paper, the type to take home to mom and dad, none of them really made me excited to get up in the morning.  So by that summer, I was not seeing anyone.  That left me free when everyone was occupied with jobs or summer school or whatever, so I got to spend some lovely evenings by myself.  I was not one to be afraid of alone time.  I discovered a fantastic hidden little Mexican restaurant with killer margaritas and amazing guacamole, and I got to watch all of my favorite movies without anyone laughing at my love of all things Disney and Broadway.  I felt comfortable with who I was and where my life seemed to be going.  Sure, I did not join a sorority or anything official while I was in school, but the group of friends I had developed was just as close as a group of sorority sisters ever would be.  At least, from what I can tell.

I knew my parents were more nervous about my sociology degree than my older brother’s accounting degree, but the idea of attending business classes and then doing that exact job for the rest of my life was enough to drag tears from my eyes.  There were services available on campus that could help with finding a job, and I had faith that once I took some of the upper classes I would find something that really sparked an interest.  With that information, I could then go to the guidance counselor and figure out a path.  A lot of adults might call that naïve, but I preferred the terms “hopeful” or “optimistic”.

****

By the time fall rolled around and my junior year began, I had a fabulous tan, real excitement in my blood, and a genuine grin on my face as I headed into my first advanced sociology class.

I have to confess that my grin and my confidence and my excitement all faltered when I walked into the classroom.  I admit that I was not bad to look at back then, on the shorter side, shoulder length hair, and trim figure from swimming all summer.  But the professor at the front of the classroom actually took my breath away.  Tall and muscular but lean; dark shiny curls, smooth creamy skin.  And she had just about the most perfect set of breasts I had ever seen in real life.  I lost the ability to make my lungs function and I walked on wobbly knees to a desk in the back of the room just to catch my breath.

I had no idea what was going on with me and why I felt like such a stupid schoolgirl just being in the same room with her.  Her legs seemed a mile long and my eyes enjoyed every inch of the trip until they stopped at the hemline of her charcoal grey pencil skirt.  When she turned around, that waterfall of dark curls bounced and gleamed in the fluorescent lights and her green eyes sparkled in my direction.

“Hey there,” she smiled.

My tummy erupted into angry butterflies when the melody of her Southern accent reached my ears.

“H-H-Hi,” I stuttered back.  At least my answer made me sound like the blooming idiot I had turned in to.

“Looks like you’re the first one,” she continued.

I nodded, not trusting my voice.

“Why don’t you come on down?” she pointed to a desk right in front of her.

I nodded again, somehow having turned into a mute bobble-head doll.  I gathered my things and shuffled to the desk she had indicated.

When I sat down in front of her, I got a much better look at her long slender legs, her trim waist, and the way her full breasts filled out the slightly sheer white blouse.  The grey high heels made her calves more pronounced and my mind started inventing all sorts of strange random thoughts.  She must have been some kind of high school boy’s wet dream, but instead I was the one squirming while I gawked at her.  Her green eyes sparkled at me and I knew there was some kind of inside joke that I was missing.  She flashed me an odd smile, and I dropped my head down towards my notebook.

Shortly thereafter, a handful of other students started filing in and I was able to let my attention to this young new professor get absorbed by the background noise.  I recognized a few of them from my beginning sociology classes and I greeted them as warmly as my frazzled nerves would allow.

Right on time, the professor moved to close the door and my eyes followed each sway of her ass in that tight skirt.  I was pretty sure every pair of male eyes was doing the same but I did not dare look around to find out.  It was even worse when she strode back to the front of the classroom since her firm breasts bounced just enough under that sheer blouse for everyone to notice.

“I’m Dr. Andrews,” she introduced herself.

The classroom mumbled a weak and pathetic greeting.

“Gee, I hope y’all are more enthusiastic about the material than you are about me,” she smiled at her own joke.

Giggles smattered through the room and the mood seemed to be lightened.  My guess was that the boys were all thinking inappropriate thoughts about their teacher and the girls were all thinking that they disliked her because she was stunning.  Me, I guess I fell somewhere in between.

Since there were only about ten of us in the room, she made everyone move to the first few rows of desks.  Then we did the fun little icebreaker exercise that all students hate -- we went around the room to introduce ourselves, and share one fun fact about ourselves.

My turn came and I still did not trust my voice, but I could not be the only one who did not participate.

“Hi, I’m Liz and I used to breed Great Danes,” I shared with the group.

The ones who knew me laughed since it was the only fact I ever offered up and the others just sort of looked at me strangely.  What can I say, I love the big dopey dogs and so did my parents while I was growing up.  Even Dr. Andrews gave me half a smile when I shared, which thrilled me more than it should have.

She handed out her syllabi to everyone and had us read over it for any questions.  It looked pretty standard, lectures and tests and papers.  I had already purchased the textbook that had been listed for the class, but the paperwork did mention several other articles for additional reading.

She paced back and forth at the front of the classroom while we read through everything.  My eyes kept darting up to watch her calves flex and her hips sway as she moved.  When she walked away from me, I stared at her ass and when she walked towards me I gazed at her breasts.

I was so confused by my attention to her.  It did not make any sense.  I had spent the entire summer at the pool with tanned muscular young men but not a one of them turned my head.  But there I was, the first day back in school, and making eyes at my teacher.  What a bad stereotype I turned into!

“Well guys and gals, I think that’s enough time.  Were there any questions on the syllabus?”

Most of the students shook their heads except for one guy.  Every class had that one guy.  The one who would ask the stupid questions because they were only there for the grade, not to actually learn anything.

“Will those extra articles be on the tests?”

She quirked an eyebrow up at him and shook her head, “They are for your learning only.  But it could certainly help your understanding of the basic materials, so I’d say they would be helpful on the tests as well.”

He huffed his annoyance at her vague answer and I had to smirk.  She was a smart one.  When she walked by and noticed my smirk, she winked which sent the butterflies in my stomach into a tailspin.

“Well, I see no need to keep you all away from whatever afternoon plans you might have.  So let’s reconvene on Wednesday.  See y’all then!”

You could hear the smiles in the group, and everyone started packing up their belongings.  As I stuffed my notebook into my backpack, I realized that there was someone standing in front of me.  I did not see her so much as sense her, and the smell of her flowery powdery perfume tickle my nose.

“Can you stay for a few minutes, Liz?” she whispered softly.

I nodded again, reverting back to the bobble-head that she had apparently turned me into.  I clasped my hands together in my lap and waited for the room to empty.  Once everyone else had left, she perched herself on the edge of my desk and watched as my eyes traveled up the length of her silky smooth leg.  By the time my eyes traveled over her trim waist and the swell of her breasts and reached her face, she was grinning like a cat that just snared the mouse.

****

“You’re one of the prettiest women I’ve seen here on campus,” she whispered, that Southern accent just dripping honey.

I felt my cheeks bloom hot pink and I studied the fake wood grain of the surface of the desk.

“I’ve noticed that you’ve been staring at me this whole time.  Do I make you nervous?” she asked as she re-crossed her legs towards me.

“Y-Y-Yes,” I nodded.

“Why on earth do I make you nervous, hon?” she laughed lightly.

I shrugged, “I don’t know.”

I twisted my fingers together in my lap and tried not to look at her.  Unfortunately, by strategically avoiding her face, I ended up staring at the shadow that lay in the triangle of her upper thighs just underneath the hem of her skirt.  That did not help my situation.

“Liz?” she said softly, “Do you know why I make you nervous?”

I shook my head.

“Oh but I think you do.  You find me attractive,” her voice dropped an octave which seemed to resonate in parts of my body I had almost forgotten about.

I felt my cheeks darken with a new flush of heat and she laughed lightly.

“It’s okay, Liz, really.  I find you attractive as well.”

I looked up at her and took in the depth of her intense eyes.  They did not seem to be mocking me or challenging me.

She stood up off the desk and walked around to crouch down next to me.  Her light perfume was intoxicating and I could not stop my body from responding to her fingers on my bare knee.  Despite the fact that my sundress covered everything, I could not help but feel exposed when the goosebumps erupted over my skin.  Her fingers tickled my knee and I squirmed in my seat.

My whole body felt warm and flush at the nearness of this beautiful woman.  When she leaned forward and brushed her lips against mine, I gasped and dug my nails into my palms.  She pulled back to study my face and I guess she liked what she saw because she leaned forward again, and pressed her lips firmly against mine.

It was completely different than kissing a guy.  Her lips felt soft and warm and her skin was satin against mine, no stubble to scratch my face.  The tip of her tongue slid across my lower lip and the only thought in my head was that I wanted more.  I had never thought of being with another woman before, but as Dr. Andrews kissed me, I could think of nothing else.

I had limited sexual experience to begin with, but none of it had been all that thrilling.  In fact, kissing her for just a few minutes was heating my body in ways that actual sex had never accomplished.

Her fingertips were still tickling my knee as she deepened her kiss but her other hand had my full attention as it slid up my arm and over my shoulder to rest at the nape of my neck.

She finally broke the kiss to smile at me, “By the way, I’m Melanie.”

I laughed at the suddenness of her introduction.  She quirked that eyebrow at me and I shook my head.

“Sorry, that was just very sudden,” I admitted.

She rose to a standing position and pulled me up as well.  We would have been about the same height except she was still wearing those three-inch heels.  Because of her footwear, I found my face right up next to her neck.  Without thinking, I leaned forward and kissed her warm skin while I inhaled the scent of her.  It was mixed with powder and flowers and a honeyed musk that I vaguely recognized.  When her arms slid around my waist, I realized that my satin panties were slippery against my skin.

She held me against her body and I threaded my arms around her neck as I nibbled her ear.  Her full lips parted as she moaned softly and I darted my tongue along the curve of her throat.  As I slid my mouth over her collarbone, the loose fitting blouse moved with me, and I found more skin that needed my attention.  I kissed every inch that was available to me while she kept moaning and digging her nails into my lower back.

Suddenly she pulled away, and I was terrified that I had crossed some invisible line that I did not know existed.

Her smile eased my confusion and she led me by the hand to the teacher’s desk at the front of the room.

“Sit up there,” she motioned as she walked away to lock the classroom door.

I perched on the edge of the desk and swung my legs nervously.  She turned and stared at me with one hip cocked to the side.

“Oh Liz,” she murmured softly.

My legs stopped moving and anxiety started to creep into my thoughts.

She walked back over, slowly unbuttoning her blouse as she approached me.  By the time she was in front of me, she had lost the sheer white blouse and the lacy bra underneath.  Her breasts were large and firm and full, and they bounced slightly as she moved.  She watched me staring at them with a devilish smile.

She took my hand and gently placed it against one warm globe.  It felt soft yet firm, pliable and yielding to my touch.  I squeezed lightly and she nodded.

“Anything you want,” she breathed.

I raised my other hand and caressed the other one, letting my fingertips brush over her stiffening nipple.  She groaned and arched into my hands.  I watched, fascinated, as my fingers played with the tight pink tips.  I rolled them and tugged on them, and without even thinking about it, I lowered my head to taste them.

She pressed her hands against the back of my head and held me against her flesh as my tongue worked one nipple then the other.

“Oh god,” she exhaled softly.

I loved the way they felt between my lips, pebbly and firm but yielding slightly between my teeth and under my tongue.  The silky flesh of her breasts was warm beneath my fingers as I massaged their heaviness.  Her soft gasps let me know I was doing something right but suddenly she pulled away, her eyes glassy and her lips parted.

I was still perched on the edge of the desk but she firmly pushed me back so I was not wobbling to keep my balance.  She slid her trim hips between my thighs and stepped forward until she was pressed against the core of my body.  I was certain she could feel the heat radiating from my body.

As her lips found the pulse in my neck, she slid the straps of my sundress off my shoulders, tickling my arms as she worked them down.  The dress slid to my waist and she exhaled her approval when my breasts popped into view.  She buried her face between them while her fingers rolled and pinched my already stiff nipples.

I had never had anyone pay so much attention to them.  The boys I dated in high school and college had always just grabbed a handful of flesh and squeezed, but Melanie seemed intent on licking and nibbling every inch.  I was surprised at her exploration and how she found every sensitive part that I never knew existed.  My breath caught in my throat as short little gasps and I buried my hand in her soft curls to hold her against my body.

As she kissed her way down my smooth stomach, her hands crept up my inner thighs, sliding my dress with them until the entire garment was bunched around my waist.  She hooked her thumbs into the strings of my thong and slid it down until I was spread open and bare in front of her.

I could feel the cool air against my warm wetness and it made me shiver, especially as she knelt down in front of me.  Her breath warmed my flesh again and I gasped.

Her voice sounded like thick honey when she whispered, “Have you ever had someone go down on you?”

I nodded, “Uh-huh.”

“And did you enjoy it?”

“I guess.”  A couple of past boyfriends had tried but it had not really been all that interesting or pleasurable.

She chuckled, “If that’s your answer, then they weren’t doing it right.”

I flushed pink as she pushed me flat on the desk.  When her lips brushed against my wet pussy, I gasped but when her tongue slipped between the folds, I moaned.  It felt completely different than before.  She ran her tongue everywhere, tasting and licking and nibbling.  Before it had always been a clumsy effort with no real intent, but she was focused on enjoying my body and making sure I was enjoying the act.

I wrapped my fingers around the edge of the desk as she continued to tease me.  It was soft and gentle and torturous but I could have sworn I heard her moaning along with me.  My pulse pounded in my clit but I did not even know what I wanted.  I just needed more.

“Please,” I breathed into the room.

She raised her head with a wicked smile on her glossy lips, “Please what?”

“I-I-I don’t know… Please… More…”

She chuckled again but when she returned her mouth to my pussy, it was different.  Her lips pressed against me and the tip of her tongue found the tiny throbbing nub.  I could not help but bury my hand in her curls and press her to me.  I think I felt her smile but it was a passing feeling as the sensations from her tongue overwhelmed my entire body.  I felt hot and cold, flush and needy, as though I could not get enough of whatever it was she was doing to me.

The tip of her tongue flicked and rubbed my aching clit until I could not breathe.

“Please… Melanie…” I begged, the words falling from my parted lips without my permission.

In a swift motion, Melanie buried two fingers inside me while her lips trapped my clit.  As her tongue flicked firmly, her fingers worked their way to a new spot deep inside me, one that sent hot shivers through my body.  As she licked and thrust, the heat inside my blood threatened to boil over.  I wriggled under the onslaught of sensations but Melanie did not relent.  She sucked firmly on my clit while her fingers continued to press against that spot inside.  Suddenly the bubbles inside hit a boiling point and I squealed as they released all at once.  Every muscle in my body tensed simultaneously and then melted into liquid fire.

Slowly Melanie eased the pressure from her tongue and fingers, and eventually stopped altogether.  My eyes were blurry as I tried to focus on the ceiling.  When my mind returned to my body, I realized that I had scooted backwards on the desk to lie flat and Melanie was curled up next to me, her fingers lightly stroking my hair.

“I-I-I…” I tried to speak.

“Please don’t tell me that was your first orgasm...” she giggled softly.

“Well, no, but…”

“But what?”

“But it was my first with someone else,” I admitted quietly.

Melanie’s Southern voice burst into laughter, “Oh my dear, I am so sorry to hear that!  But I am honored to have been the first!”

I felt my cheeks flush dark pink and I tried to turn away but she held me to her.

“No really, I’m just sorry that you had to wait this long but truly, I am thrilled to have been the first.”

“I don’t remotely know how to repay the pleasure,” I whispered in her ear.

“There will be time enough Liz,” she reassured me as I felt the sleepiness creeping over me.

I was grateful that she managed to keep me awake long enough to get dressed and shuffle back to my apartment across campus.  I missed the rest of my classes that day because once I reached my bed, I passed out completely.

****

It had taken only about an hour with her, but I was a changed woman after that.  That one afternoon with Melanie turned into a full-blown two-year affair, right up until I graduated from the university.  She did let me go easily, knowing that I was not meant to stay in that small college town forever.  I’m not sure that I could have been that mature about it had she not insisted.

About six months into our relationship, I did finally break the news to my friends and they were all surprisingly supportive.  You just never know how people will react when you tell them that (a) you are dating a professor or (b) you are dating a female, let alone (c) all of the above.

After I got my degree, I ended up going on to get masters (with a glowing recommendation from this one particular professor from undergrad school) and then moved into a career of professional counseling.  While my scenery changed over the years, my preferences never did.  After Melanie, I never dated another guy again.

Even though our intimate relationship ended when I graduated, I actually never lost touch.  We have remained close friends through the years and she did an amazing job of guiding me through the process of coming out.  Despite the fact that my first real relationship ever was with a woman, when I left school and left her, I was at loose ends on everything.

I will admit to slipping back to Melanie on more than one occasion, when I was between relationships.  I mean, really, can you ever 100 percent get over the one who was your first?  In some ways, all subsequent relationships are chasing that first experience.  That breathless moment of the first kiss, that thrilling heartbeat as you touch them for the first time.  It changed me and I never regretted leaving dick in the dust.


9. Chelsea’s Revenge Threesome: Hot MFM Threesome Revenge Sex by Sofia Miller

Chelsea is a woman who has had a run of bad luck; she has lost her job and her live-in boyfriend is none too supportive. She has decided to drink away her sorrows at a bar where she runs into a pair of handsome friends, Terry and John. Their good looks fill her with lust and give her an idea of how she could get back at her insignificant other.

I was at that bar that night because I really needed to get shit faced drunk after the day I’d had. I’d gotten fired from my job for a stupid reason that I don’t want to get into and my boyfriend had still refused to get a job! How ironic was that crap?! I lost my job when my live-in boyfriend had none.

It hadn’t mattered how many times or how many ways that I had badgered him, he always said,

“I can’t get my big break if I’m wasting my time being an office drone!” He was trying to be a musician and yet not once had I ever seen him practice. That was what attracted me to him, his passion and creativity, and I was more than happy to work for the both of us and support his dreams.

But he hadn’t supported me when I told him of my firing, oh no, he said,

“You shouldn’t have done that, who knows how long it will take for you to find another job?!”

Yes, I needed a fucking drink or two, or maybe a dozen; I hadn’t given a shit after a while.

I can hold my alcohol pretty well compared to most people; I would estimate that to get drunk would require the equivalent of five or six glasses of absinthe. Yeah, I knew that I was going to be at that bar for awhile yet.

I’m a whiskey girl myself and I had been on what I think was my third glass when…THEY came in. On first glance, they hadn’t seemed to be special in any way and, yet, when I took a second glance, I felt drawn to them.

They hadn’t given off the vibe of being a gay couple; not that there would have been anything wrong with that but, anyway, that wasn’t what I got off of them. They looked to be like the type of men who were close enough friends that they could tell each other anything and share anything.

I envied them for that. I was so anti-social for most of my life that I had no damn clue how to make friends. Hell, at the time, I thought I was so lucky that I even had a boyfriend. I even patted myself on the back for the fact that I was even able to get laid as often as I did.

But back to the men in question, they were quite different in appearance. One was about six feet tall with dark hair, chiseled face, and muscles that were quite thick. The other was about a couple of inches shorter than his friend, blond hair with a face that was somewhat soft but not feminine looking and he had muscles as well but his build was slighter.

So Bulky and Blondie had come in at this point and were looking around the place; probably looking for a seat since it had been quite crowded that night. I had turned back around to face the bar and gave no more thought when I felt eyes on me. I still can’t explain it but something in my mind told me that it was the two of them.

I hadn’t let on that I had felt their stare; I simply sat there and nursed my whiskey, waiting to see if they made a move. That feeling I mentioned that they would share anything? I had theorized that it probably included women. I didn’t know at the time what to feel about that. On the one hand, it was flattering given that I had only been with one man my whole life; of course, on the other hand, it was just not…typical.

At least if you asked my parents, who I hadn’t spoken to in almost a year at the time. They had already flipped their shit when they found out I was seeing a “wannabe” musician (their words not mine), even more so when I had moved in with him. They had made it pretty clear that I was not to contact them again until I had “come to my senses.” So I had essentially burned that bridge.

But anyway, I felt their eyes on me for at least a good ten seconds when I almost felt them approach me. When they were in range, I saw them out of the corner of my eye and they definitely had been heading my way! Moving my eyes back to the front, I took another sip of my whiskey, trying to look casual and not let on that I had been paying attention to their movements.

“Hello there beautiful,” I heard from my right and I turned in that direction. Sure enough, they had taken the two seats that were available at the bar and of course, they had to be right next to me.

“Hello, hand…somes,” I said with as nice a smile as I was able to manage. It seemed to have done the trick since they had given wide smiles of their own.

“I’m Terry,” Bulky said from right next to me and then motioned to his friend on his other side,

“and this is John.”

Said friend gave a small wave in response.

“I’m Chelsea,” I said before taking another sip, waiting for them to make the next move.

“I hope you don’t mind us taking these seats,” John chimed in.

“It’s alright, I’m not waiting for anyone,” I told them before taking another sip and they both ordered whiskey’s as well. They started talking to me again after they took their first sips.

“If you don’t mind us asking, you don’t seem to be too happy right now,” Terry said when he had faced me again, John following suit.

“I’ve had a hell of a day,” I admitted not knowing why I had decided to confide in them.

“You look like you need to get it off of your chest,” John said before he took a huge gulp, nearly finishing his glass.

“I’ve been fired from my job and my live-in boyfriend is not being supportive,” I said before finishing off my glass and signaling for another. Please note that this last glass had been half full before I finished it.

“That sucks,” Terry said sympathetically and slowly placed a hand on my arm. He kept it there when I gave no indication that I wanted it off. I hadn’t because it had been nice to have at least one person to vent to, never mind two guys that I had no idea wanted with me at the time.

I ordered another and the bartender checked me over before giving me my next glass; fine by me, let the lightweights get cut off long before me. While I took my first sip, both John and Terry had finished theirs and also ordered another glass; they had taken note of all the empty glasses in front of me.

“You can really hold your whiskey girl!” Terry commented still not having removed his hand.

“I can handle a lot more of this!” I told them firmly while motioning to the glasses.

“If I pace myself, I could probably go all night!”

“Anything else that you could do all night?” John had asked this in a low tone, one I would describe as being husky. My heart had sped up at that; an inkling of what they had wanted had begun to form from that question.

“Depends on what you are looking for,” was my response before taking a huge gulp and setting it down in the most seductive way that I had been able to think of. They exchanged huge grins at this, not bothering to hide what they were thinking.

“Would you like to find out?” Terry had asked this while leaning closely. The smoldering look in his eyes was unmistakable and I knew even then that my eyes reflected the same feeling. I did want the both of them. I hadn’t given a shit about my lazy-ass boyfriend. However, I had one question first and it actually made me giddy when I had thought about it.

“I do have one question,” I said it as drawn out as I could.

“Ask away,” Terry said with a waved hand. I had the feeling at this point that he was kind of the boss out of the two of them.

“Do you have a video camera?” I asked, trying to keep the excitement out of my voice.

“We do,” John said,

“we even have a tripod for it.”

Perfect!

“Then what are we waiting for?” I said in my most seductive tone and finished my drink while not taking my eyes off of them. They then finished their drinks without another word and they hadn’t taken their eyes off me either. We called for our bills (they generously paid for my fairly expensive evening) and they led me to their car. That was a good thing because I had walked a fair ways from my apartment to get to this bar and my feet hadn’t been happy when I had thought about the return trip.

Their car wasn’t flashy (not sure about the model) but they had helped me into the back seat before they had taken me back to their place. It shouldn’t and hadn’t surprised me when they had pulled up to a house that had another car in the driveway. No doubt they were roommates (or housemates to be more accurate).

They helped me out of the car and led me inside, which was tastefully furnished. Their bedrooms were on the second floor and they let me choose which one I wanted to stay in. I chose Terry’s room as my scene because it had been decorated in a way that my soon to be ex-boyfriend would be intimidated by. That was when John had brought out the camera and tripod, set it up, and the fun really began.

“Hey baby,” I said into the camera directly.

“I just want to show you how I feel about you.”

I then pulled my plain white tank over my head (and silently applauded myself on wearing clothes that were easy to take off), leaving me with my bra showing. I then slowly unbuttoned and unzipped my pants before shimmying them over my hips and off my body.

I never moved my face from the direction of the camera but my eyes occasionally strayed to the two men and I plainly saw the erections that strained against their pants. I suppressed a smile as they had begun to remove their pants just as I was slowly unclasping my bra. By the time their pants had been taken off, I had allowed my bra to drop to the floor and placed my hands behind my head and stuck out my breasts a little bit.

I then touched my breasts, rubbing them randomly and appeared to have my eyes closed, but I could see that they were removing their shirts at the same time. I then decided to turn it up a little bit by completely moving my hands to my nipples and tweaked them. They hardened immediately but I still played with them for an unknown amount of time.

When I was satisfied enough from that, I moved my right hand down towards my panty covered pussy. The material was a little damp now and I rubbed it against my wetness to emphasize exactly what I was feeling. I heard the men groan a little bit but I hadn’t minded; after all, if it had been caught on the tape it would serve as a further laugh.

It hadn’t taken long for my panties to turn from damp to soaking and I stopped rubbing. I opened my eyes while still looking at the camera. I smiled and squatted a bit, both hands used to emphasize just how wet the material was. The two’s groans were a little bit louder than before and again I had to suppress a smirk; I was completely anticipating what was going to happen next.

I gave a seductive smile before standing up, hooked my thumbs into the sides of my waist, and slowly pulled my panties down and kicked them off. I don’t shave there so my naturally blond bush was revealed in all its glory and they actually hissed once they saw it; no doubt happy that they managed to snag one.

I had already told them in the car how I wanted the video to be done so neither of them made a move towards me at that point. What I had done was move backward to the bed while my one-night-stands were taking off their boxers. When I had reached the bed, I sat down, spread my legs wide, and laid back.

With my pussy in full view of the camera, I moved my left hand down my thigh and reached my lips. I used my index and ring fingers to part them and slowly moved my middle finger into my love box. My right hand was occupied by my breast. I cupped and moved it around a bit as my finger was moving in and out. I had never, ever done anything like this before and I was excited.

After a little bit, I got a little impatient. I removed my hand from my breast and helped to surround my pussy, using both hands to spread my lips wide; pink flesh revealed to any who would look. My right hand cupped it as my left index and middle fingers disappeared into me. I stroked my clit harder now and it hadn’t been long before my first orgasm of the evening had been released.

Breathing hard, I sat up but I hadn’t bothered facing the camera that time; I was looking directly at the two men. They were both naked as well, their erections were flying high and what impressive cocks they had! They were about six inches long but Terry’s looked a little bit thicker than John’s, but they were both so impressive that I wasn’t going to complain!

“Now,” I began again turning towards the camera again,

“you are really going to see how I feel!” That was the signal that the men had been waiting for; when I had said that last word they had begun to slowly walk towards me in an almost predatory way. When they were in range, I used a hand to grasp each cock and gently lowered my lips to Terry’s and sucked on the tip as I moved my hands up and down the bases of both of them.

They both moaned, Terry’s were a little bit louder. I then took a little bit more into my mouth and moved him in and out. I grew a little bolder. I took more of him and began to go faster with everything I was doing to them. When I had guessed that they were close to cumming, I pulled away completely and suddenly.

They gave me these identifiable looks and I simply gave them a smile and moved back more on the bed. I had stopped because I had been getting a little uncomfortable but that was about to change. I sat in the middle of the bed and gave the universal “come hither” motion with my finger. Their faces changed to excitement as they got the message and they crawled over to me.

They stood up once they reached me and I was on my knees in front of them. I soon got back to work but I didn’t pleasure them simultaneously this time. No, I decided to concentrate on Terry first. I put my mouth back on him, my right hand back on the base and I placed my left hand on his balls.

As I moved up and down with my mouth, I squeezed both the base and the balls. I wasn’t disappointed, he started shouting out the usual “shit” and “fuck” as I sped up my moving mouth and hardened my sucking and squeezing. He let an “I’m gonna come” before I felt his seed fill my mouth, which I swallowed greedily not letting a single drop go to waste.

He panted and collapsed onto the bed beside me and barely missing me but he managed to move enough to look at me and John.

“My turn,” John growled low at me and grabbed the back of my head. I hadn’t protested when he had done that, I became even more aroused instead. I obliged him, putting my hands and mouth the exact same ways that I had before. I started slowly before I sped up a bit and his reaction was a mirror of Terry’s, however, I had a different ending in mind.

When I heard his groan of release, I removed my mouth and had both hands on his cock, aiming it at my face. I closed my eyes and felt that gooey cum splatter onto my face, the stream had felt endless but it eventually trickled to a halt. I heard him pant hard and fall down on the bed on the other side of me.

I opened my eyes, which was a little difficult, got off of the bed and headed toward the camera. When my face was close enough, my left hand took a bit of spunk off of my face and shoved it into my mouth. I continued this way until I had felt that my face was completely clean and picked up the camera to move it closer to the bed.

“We are not done yet, dear,” I said with a smile as I had placed it where I had wanted it to be and crawled back onto the bed. The two had appeared to have recovered sufficiently enough by this time to continue on. Now the party could really start!

They had sat up and grabbed me when I was in range, pushed me onto my back, and spread my legs. They each shoved at least a couple of fingers each in me. I wasn’t sure since I hadn’t been able to see because I was too busy being lost in the additional sensations of them kissing each side of my neck and I wasn’t able to even lift my head.

It had not taken long for my second orgasm to erupt and their fingers to pull out. Right above me, where I could see them clearly, they sucked their fingers in a way that showed me just how delicious they thought I was. I had never done this before so I gave them a look that told them that I was allowing them to take the lead. They hadn’t hesitated in their actions when I gave the okay.

Terry then grabbed my spread legs and just plunged his magnificent cock into me. That hadn’t been hard to do since I was pretty wet by this point. John, on the other hand, pressed his cock to my mouth but didn’t put it past my lips, he simply rubbed it against them and moaned. It had gone like this for a while, with Terry pounding hard into my pussy and John gently molesting my mouth.

Then they switched it up, with John between my legs and Terry at my mouth. Terry’s cock being thicker had made it quite hard when I was giving him his blowjob but, like John, he never put it past my lips. It was quite erotic in a strange way. Despite the subtle difference in their manhoods, they were both equally skillful and I was having such a wonderful time that I wondered if I could see them again.

After another unknown amount of time, they had both pulled away from me, leaving me to wonder just what else they had up their (currently non-existent) sleeves. Terry answered that question when he lifted me off of the bed enough to have slid under me. His cock was jammed into my pussy as soon as he was comfortable enough; it had been so sudden that I had given a shocked gasp. But the bigger shock had come next.

John then moved on top of us and unlike Terry, his additional intrusion into my pussy was very slow and careful as if helping me get used to the both of them before they continued. By the time I noticed that they had both bottomed out in me, I felt very full. There was a good reason for that besides being with only one man before this; my soon-to-be-ex’s dick was only about four inches at most; a size that I had always thought was satisfactory but, this night with the two men, had proven me wrong.

But it was a wonderful kind of wrong as the fullness that I had felt was more delicious than painful, which caused me to wonder why the hell I had never thought to do this before?! I had given a loud and lust-filled moan when I heard Terry whisper in my ear, soft enough that the camera hadn’t picked it up.

“Your boyfriend’s smaller than us?” He had asked and I could only whisper a ‘yes’ before John spoke next.

“You like this, don’t you?!” This time, it was loud enough to be heard but I was not going to complain!

“Fuck, yes! Give it to me hard!”

My dirty talking had spurred them into action. As soon as the last syllable had left my mouth they had begun slow thrust in and out of me. Eventually, I reiterated that I wanted it hard and they had obliged by thrusting harder and much faster than they had started out with. The feeling of the two of them just going to town on me at the same time had almost been too much and I had almost fainted right then and there.

But I somehow managed to keep myself awake and alert enough to appreciate their effort. At one point, they had stopped to have me and Terry propped up with Terry’s one arm wrapped tightly around my abdomen. John had also adjusted his position accordingly and continued on in a way that I was almost bouncing up and down on them.

We also changed positions for one last time when they took themselves out, chuckling when I groaned in protest. John then lay down on his left side. I was moved so that my back was facing him this time and he entered me again. Terry then squished into my front so that he faced me before he also took his place in my pussy before they both continued their stalled activity.

I still don’t know how they could have lasted so long; I just knew that they had a lot more stamina than my ex. But all good things come to an end eventually and their penetration of me was no exception. I heard them both groan before their final release and I had my final orgasm just as they came in me.

I remember thinking at the time that I was glad that I was on the pill because with the amount that they poured into me, I would have sworn that they had been capable of each putting a kid in me.

When they had finished, they had both let out a final groan before they had gone limp on the bed. Too tired to move, we laid there all tangled up for a few minutes before they managed to muster enough energy to pull out of me. I felt their combined cum ooze out of my pleasantly sore pussy and felt contentment rather than shame.

Gathering up enough energy, I got off the bed and walked over to turn the camera off before returning to the bed, unsure if I was welcome. To my pleasant surprise, they had not complained when I had rejoined them and even snuggled up next to me. I fell asleep at that point, dead tired from my activities, but I had managed to see the clock radio and saw that it had been four in the morning. When we had left the bar, the wall clock had indicated that it had been 10 pm.

***

I woke up first, almost completely crushed between two very manly bodies. I was surprised that they had not ended up suffocating me. I yawned and attempted to get out of bed when I felt a hand grab my arm.

“Where do you think you’re going?” Terry growled and pulled me towards him.

“Who said that we are finished?” John asked as he had began to finger me.

It hadn’t lasted as long as the first time but it was still a few hours before I was able to eat the breakfast they offered me.

***

Things only got better since then. I got a new job and got my own place. I had moved out during one of the rare times that HE was out. My new friends were a big help in getting all of my stuff out of there quickly. Of course, I left the present that I had made for him before shutting the door for the last time.

I still don’t talk to my parents, doesn’t matter anymore. I’ve got my friends to talk with. They’re really great guys outside of the bedroom. Of course, we still do things in it too. I’m sure things are still going to keep looking from now on.


10. Victoria's Best Day: Anal Sex in Public with a Stranger by Riley Davis

It feels like the worst day of my life. I’m running late, and my boss is riding me hard. The only bright light is the tall dark stranger who gives me a smile. When I come across him again on my lunch break, I am ready for so much more than his kiss. I want his hands. His cock. My body is ready for his entire touch. Can I have him where anyone and everyone might see? In so many ways?

To say that I was having a shitty day did not even begin to describe it.

There was that first moment of waking and glancing out the window. I always loved the way that the sunlight streamed through my crinkled orange curtains as the shadows created by the blinds cast a series of stripes across the surface of the ceiling. Stretching my arms over my head and releasing a sleepy yawn, I slowly turned my head over my shoulder.

8:44. That would have been more than early enough if it was a Sunday and I didn’t have a care in the world. But it was only Tuesday. And because my alarm clock failed to play fair, I was running ridiculously late.

Casting the covers aside and trying not to stumble on my way to the bathroom, I snagged a shower in record time. No time to blow my hair out and I had to tie the damp strands over my head in a clumsy bun as I stepped into a skirt and brushed my teeth at the same time. My pumps were on my feet, and I slung my purse over my shoulder as I snagged my keys, my phone, and raced down the steps on my way to my car. A second clock, the tiny green sliver shining from the dashboard mocked me with a time of 8:59. Maybe if I suddenly came into some unexpected superpowers and could get from Point A to Point B in the blink of eye, all would be right in my world.

But I needed at least twenty-five minutes to make it to the office.

And that was without traffic.

Every light seemed to be in on the joke. I couldn’t even get close to yellow and take a chance before they turned red and added what felt like hours to my commute. Firing off a text message with one hand, I told Kristina that I would be in soon. Her cheerful response was that there was nothing to worry about; the boss lady had yet to show her face, and I obeyed the rules of the road and tried to tell myself that I would slip in and Arlene would be none the wiser.

But as I turned the corner at Hillside and caught my first glimpse of the parking lot, my heart sank to the pit of my stomach. Arlene’s Mercedes was already there at a perfect angle, and I slammed my furious palm to the steering wheel with such force that I felt sure it would leave a mark. My Camry, in desperate need of an oil change that I kept putting off, looked askew as soon as I stepped out from behind the wheel. Arlene would have something to say about that. The woman hated her employees’ parking jobs looking anything less than perfect. Now was not the time to go back and try to make the picture pretty and neat. The time blaring through my phone read 9:47. It might as well have been noon when it came to the dirty looks I was destined to get.

As I passed through the glass door, Sherri flashed me the phoniest of smiles from behind the reception desk. The woman lived for those moments when someone else on staff got caught with their pants around their legs. Anything to enhance her worth in the boss lady’s eyes, and I did not stop to make small talk as I headed toward my desk in the back. Hoping and wishing that Arlene’s door would be closed, that she was only in early because of a conference call, I stopped in my tracks at the sight of it wide open.

Perhaps I should have prayed.

“A little behind your time, Victoria,” Arlene said with a cold glare. Was she trying to channel the spirit of Scrooge? The woman already had the paltry Christmas bonus bit down pat.

“I… yeah,” I muttered with a nervous laugh. “I…”

The truth sounded so silly in the space of my mind. Like I was a teenager who couldn’t hope to get out of bed if my mother wasn’t yelling that I was going to be late if I didn’t shake a leg. That kind of thing flew when someone was too young to drink. Not so much when a girl was almost thirty.

“Just one of those mornings,” I said as I forced a smile. The roll of Arlene’s eyes revealed that she was far from amused, and when Kristina called me to her desk, I bowed my head at the boss lady and hurried to my co-worker’s side.

“Hey,” I started. “What’s up?”

“She’s in a mood,” Kristina whispered. “Best to stay out of her crosshairs if you catch my drift.”

Kristina didn’t have to say another word, and I slid into the chair and started to check my emails as I tapped my foot to the carpeted floor. Dying for a cup of coffee, I told myself that it was suicide to pass her office again on the way to the kitchen.

But the unread messages in my inbox worked like a quick shot of adrenaline to my already pounding heart.

“Um… did any of the salesmen call you this morning?” I asked Kristina in a hushed tone. She shook her honey blonde hair before I even got the words out, and I felt my eyes grew wide as one message after another told the same tale. All of the boys who had their performance evaluations in April had expected the raise to be in effect as of May First. I hadn’t had the time to check my bank account and make sure that I wasn’t short changed.

Six salesmen told a different story.

“Shit,” I muttered under my breath. “I forgot to put them through.”

Kristina’s shaking head seemed to warn me to stay silent, but the phone on my desk buzzed right on cue.

“Can I see you in my office, Victoria?” Arlene asked over the intercom. “Think you can manage to be prompt for the first time this morning?”

Sherri’s faint giggle wafted through the air, and Kristina gave me a reassuring smile as I dropped my bag and ran my hands across my flushed face. Feeling like I was heading towards the gallows, I entered Arlene’s lair and started to close the door when she snapped her fingers and pointed to the chair before her desk.

“No need for that,” she said.

I slumped into the leather seat and awkwardly crossed my legs as Arlene stood tall. Or at least as tall as a woman barely four feet sporting a nearly frozen face on account of too much Botox could manage.

“You know how it works around here,” Arlene started. “We are only as good as our sales force.”

“I…”

More often than not I wanted to argue that she had it all wrong. Sure the boys out in the field made friends an effort to get her medical equipment into every home in the county. But the team in the office was the real nerve center behind the operation. Sherri took the inquiries, Kristina scheduled the meet and greets. And I took care of all the paperwork behind the scenes. It didn’t seem like the best argument right now, and I had to hang my head as I bit down on my lip.

“I… I forgot, Arlene,” I admitted.

“And why did you do that?” she challenged as I managed to lift my head and meet her beady eyes.

“I guess I got caught up with the quarterly reports,” I confessed. “Not that I’m trying to make an excuse or anything. But---”

“So your story is that you got distracted because you had to do your job?” Arlene demanded. I shuffled in my seat and wanted to tell her that taking on a new territory had increased my work tenfold. Hadn’t there been some vague talk of hiring another set of hands to help me out? I was on the verge of bringing the topic up when Arlene kicked her filing cabinet and pressed her hands to the folds of flabby flesh that she never quite kept at bay despite her hot yoga.

“I have to clean up your mess because you couldn’t keep track of a few numbers,” she said. “You better get your head back in the game or I’ll find someone else who can.”

My eyes started to fill with tears, and Arlene kept me in her smug stare until she finally told me to try to get back to work. Grateful for the release, I was hardly out the door when I slammed into a hard form smelling of sweat and freshly cut grass.

“I’m sorry!” I cried out. “I didn’t see you there.”

“No worries, Senora.”

Looking up the lines of a broad chest cloaked in a sky blue shirt, I focused my gaze on a smiling face lined with stubble. The man’s eyebrows were slightly unkempt, but it only added to the mystery pouring out of his sparkling green eyes. I felt as if I would fall into the copy machine when his large hand circled my wrist and kept me upright.

Are you okay?” he asked. His voice was soft, and I let him steady my stance as his smile expanded. His lush lips gave me ideas, and I forgot my troubles long enough to wonder what his hands would feel like on my body when Arlene’s shrill voice cut in on the fantasy.

“Have you cleared away the trees out back?” she demanded.

The man kept me in his hold as he glanced over my shoulder and I watched his head dip down into a slow nod.

“As requested,” he said. “Just came around to settle things up.”

“You want to come back here and learn how to pay a person, Victoria?”

I’d rather crawl back into bed and watch the light from the window grow dark.

“If you want me to, Arlene,” I answered. A single tear broke through my gaze and streamed down my face. The stranger’s free hand made a move to wipe it away when Arlene groaned.

“Get back to work, Victoria,” Arlene said. “Or should I say, start your day.”

Anything to get away from the sound of her voice, and the stranger’s short nails just touched mine as I shot him a glance and wiped my nose with the back of my free hand.

“I’m fine,” I assured him. “Thanks so much.”

I was barely back at my desk when Kristina texted me a heart and a smiley face. As I nodded at her, I heard Arlene settling the score through the thin wall. Would the stranger duck in to bid me a proper farewell before he took off? No such luck as I heard him wish Sherri a good day as the glass door softly closed.

Like it would have made any difference.

“Take your lunch break, Vic.”

It was well past one o’clock when Arlene finally took off. After I had to listen to her on the phone with the salesmen, blaming me over and over again for the oversight.

“So she can come back and find me gone?” I challenged. “I’m already on thin ice here.”

“She has her acupuncture appointment this afternoon,” Kristina said. “Must be nice.”

And it was a chance for me to grab a few breaths of fresh air.

“I won’t be long,” I told her.

“Take your time, Vic. God knows you need it.”

Sherri asked me if I was okay as I passed by her desk and I told her that I’d survive as climbed into my car and headed off to the park just off Maple. Spring was in full bloom if the buds on the branches were to be believed, and I suddenly realized that I hadn’t stopped at the deli for a sandwich. Not like I could even think of food. Kicking off my shoes and letting my toes dance between the blades of soft grass, I startled when a soft shadow fell over my bench.

“It’s you.”

“Nice to see you again, Senora.”

The stranger sat at my side, his smile staying bright as he crossed his long legs and offered me a bite of his sandwich.

“No thanks,” I muttered. “But it’s sweet of you.”

“Wish I could do more.”

Studying his face as he finished his lunch and wiped his palms down his jeans, I trembled as he draped one arm around the faded wood crossing my back, his fingers just touching my shoulder.

“Why do you say that?” I asked.

“I had to deal with your boss, too,” he said. “You’ll pardon my language. But that one’s a real cabrona.”

“I have zero idea what you just said,” I said with a laugh.

“Trust me. It fits.”

Seeing him under the sunlight, my mouth went dry and my body quivered as he inched a little bit closer and waggled his fuzzy eyebrows.

“I think I caught your name,” he said. “Victoria?”

“Bet it didn’t sound so nice when the cabrona said it.”

His laughter lightened my soul, and I longed to touch his lips when I held my hand back and tried to focus on the clouds in the sky.

“I don’t know what to call you,” I said.

“My people call me Cruz,” he said. “Can I count you as mi amiga?”

That much I understood, and I nodded my head as Cruz coiled closer to my body and followed the path of my stare.

“I like this time of day,” he purred in a seductive whisper.

“Why is that?” I asked.

“Something about taking a break when the rest of the world thinks that you should be serving them,” he said. His arm swirled around my shoulders, and he danced his fingers up and down my arm.

“Can I take you someplace to talk?” he said.

“We’re doing that right here,” I reminded him.

“You got me!” he said as he pulled back and held his large palms in the air just before his face. How could his fingers be that long? What would they feel like if they pressed between my thighs and found my aching clit?

“Alright,” I said. “Do we need to get in my car? Or should we---?”

“We can get where we need to on foot,” he said. “Come with me, Victoria.”

Stepping back into my pumps, I let Cruz lead me away from the bench. My knees felt as if they would buckle with each step, and he gave me a sweet smile as we stopped behind a small shed. I could smelt the mulch wafting through the open windows and narrowed my eyes.

“I never really noticed this place,” I started.

“You come here often?” he asked.

“When I can. Do you cut the grass for the whole town or what?”

“I get around,” he smirked. “Since you won’t share my lunch, how about I give you something else?”

Cruz lightly licked his lips, and my pussy throbbed under my panties. He tenderly caressed my face with the back of his hand, and when we kissed I tasted the wheat bread still on his tongue. The man left me wanting more as he tucked his head in the crook of my neck and suckled my skin as he peppered my flushed flesh with gentle love bites.

“I… this is crazy,” I managed as I tugged on is hair.

“Why, Senora?” he asked.

“Because I… I hardly know you,” I said.

“That’s what will make it fun,” he promised. My trembling body met his broad chest, and I tried to claim his kiss again when he squeezed my chin in his large hand.

“Who knows what we’ll find?” he said with a wink, and I faintly nodded my head. The lines of his muscles rippled through his shirt, and I undid a single button so I could run my fingers through the dark hair coating his chest. His heart seemed to pound with every rub, and I rested my brow against his as a shuddering breath escaped my lungs.

“I… I have a pretty good idea,” I moaned. “Please tell me that you have the key to this… whatever this is.”

“It’s never locked,” he said.

“Even better.”

Staying in his eyes, I reached for the rusted handle just behind my back when he pulled me away from door. My feet nearly left the freshly cut blades of grass as I slipped out of my shoes again and peered into his eyes.

“What are you doing?” I asked. “Don’t you… you said you wanted me.”

“You have no idea, bonita,” he purred. “From the first moment I laid eyes on you.”

He had hardly seen me at my best just outside Arlene’s office, but I still longed to lie down and strip his body bare so I could cuddle into him and feel his kiss trailing down my sides.

And lower…

“So let’s… let’s take it inside,” I panted.

“And waste this beautiful day?” he challenged with a quick brush of his lips against mine. “Here and now is more than perfect.”

Was he serious? Despite the protection of the small building, I could hear cars passing by the park mingling with the low voices or mothers pushing their little ones in carriages or taking them out on foot to savor the sunlight.

“I don’t think that we---”

“Don’ t think so much,” he said in a rough whisper. “Just be here. With me.”

My mouth went dry as Cruz lifted up my skirt. Massaging his way up my legs, I arched my hips closer to his hands and felt my cheeks burning as he gently touched the lust brimming between my legs.

“See?” he teased as he leaned forward to kiss my hair. “You’re already there.”

Faintly nodding my head as his other arm wrapped around my waist, I bit down on my lip as he reached up my blouse and touched my back. His huge hand poked out from under my collar, and my breath hitched in my chest as he found the barrette holding my bun in place.

“Let’s see what it looks like when it’s loose,” he said.

My hair spilled around my shoulders, and Cruz smiled into the strands.

“Muy bonita,” he crooned. “You should wear it like this all the time.”

“I… I was running short on time this morning,” I said as his touch surrounded my breast. My hard nipple pulsed through lace, and he gave my tit a playful pinch.

“And no doubt you have to go back in into the lion’s den sooner rather than later, right?”

My head hurt as I nodded, and I kissed him again as he fondled my panties and gave the fragile fabric a quick tug.

“I want… I only want to make your day better,’” he promised. “Not worse.”

Our eyes locked, and I nuzzled my nose against his coarse cheek as he moaned into my ear.

“Fast can still be fun,” he assured me. “Just like this.”

Cruz kept his mouth on mine as he let two long fingers caress the wet walls of my pussy. Turning to meet more of his touch, I felt his fingers circle around my clit.

“Jesus Christ, I… oh God!”

A third finger? My body opened to take every inch of him in as he quickened his pace for several seconds. His pursuit suddenly shifted from a mad dash to a gentle stroll and I was ready to climax when a bouncing ball hit the grass and came to rest in the corner of my eye.

“We… we can’t,” I hissed. “We shouldn’t…”

“Stay with me, Victoria.”

Gagging me with his kiss, Cruz’s tongue twirled around mine, and I stayed in the space of his kiss as a boy who should really be in school appeared. He paused for a split second and almost seemed to sense our presence when he simply shrugged his shoulders and took off in the other direction.

“Looks like we’re not the only ones breaking the rules,” Cruz said as he pulled his hands away from my pussy. I nearly collapsed into his body when he kept me upright and let me watch as he licked my lust from his hand.

“Have a taste,” he said. “You are sensacional.”

I obeyed and felt my desire mingling with the sweat trickling down my face as he seized my shoulders and peered into my eyes.

“Okay?” he asked.

“It’s… it’s like nothing I’ve ever known…”

Longing to hold him as my voice trailed off, I watched him lower his fly. His massive cock sprang forth, and I touched the tip of his shaft and started to spread my legs when he slowly shook his head.

“I think you’ve earned another surprise,” he said. “Turn around.”

“What?” I asked. “Why?”

“Because I bet that this is something else that you have never known.”

I was too weak to argue, as he twisted me into the outer wall of the shed. Splaying my fingers as he dragged my skirt up, I felt Cruz fall. His warm lips kneaded my quivering ass, and I gasped when his tongue circled my rim. His kiss darted in and out of my folds, and there was no sound save for his moans. I managed one glance at the sky and marveled at the clouds that suddenly ceased to move.

“I think you’ll like this,” he said. “I know I will.”

Cruz crawled up the length of my body, and I felt his hands on my hips as his cock teased my ass.

“Won’t it hurt?” I asked in a meek voice.

“Not when I do it,” Cruz answered. He bathed my neck with a fresh stream of kisses, but I started to tense as he lowered his lips to my ear.

“I could never bring harm to anyone so encantadora.”

His cock started to search my body with a slow push. I gritted my teeth and grinded my nails into the walls he soothed my fallen hair with even sweeter kisses.

“Never,” he repeated. “I only want to see you smile.”

He entered my ass with a sure thrust and came to rest. I squirmed for no more than a moment as I grew comfortable around his cock. Cruz traced random circles into my hips with one hand as he pushed away the hair sticking to my face with the other. As soon as could see clearly again, I eased my head over my shoulder and found his eyes.

“I’m… I’m not there yet,” I told him. “But I am ready.”

“Bonita...”

Cruz placed his hands on my hips and eased my body down the wall. He was on his knees and still buried inside me as he wrapped one arm around my breasts.

“You don’t have to do anything,” he whispered. “Just be here with me. And feel.”

His free hand rubbed my quaking belly as the force of his cock intensified. As he made his way deeper into my ass, I reached around to pinch his sides.

“That’s not fair,” he laughed. “Am I hurting you?”

“Please do something,” I begged. “I can’t wait…”

He answered my plea with a pulse that slowly coursed through my veins. I sat on his taut thighs and basked in Cruz’s warm breath flowing down my neck. He nibbled on my ears, and before he exploded, he kept his cock at bay and massaged my cunt to the point of no return.

This was more than I had ever known, and I held his hand between my thighs and savored the feel of his fingers as I turned my head to kiss the shoulder just poking out from under his shirt.

“Every which way,” I muttered. “Are you always this amazing?”

“Only with you,” he confessed. “You…”

“Don’t talk,” I said. “Wait… I want…”

Falling forward as my body broke around him, inside him, I planted my palms on the ground and struggled to catch my breath. There was no job to get back to or prices to pay as he pressed his tight chest to my back and enveloped me in his arms. I arched my hips to take another taste as he moaned into my hair.

“You looked so sad, Victoria,” he soothed. “Tell me that you feel better now?”

My lips started to part into the only words that he wanted to hear, that I wanted to speak. But before I could kiss him again, my phone buzzed from my purse.

“Fuck,” I muttered. “I’m late again.”

Kristina’s text kindly suggested that I should make my way back to the office right now, and even as I hated pulling away from him, I looked up to see the clouds moving again as I glanced down at him.

“Can I… will I see you again?” I asked.

“You can count on it, bonita,” he promised. “I---”

“I’m off at five,” I said, moaning as I bowed down to kiss him again and cuddle his chin in my hand.

“Should I just meet you here?” I asked.

“Maybe,” he teased. “I’ll find you, Victoria.”

Believing in him as I parked my car in a crooked line and could care less, I headed up the staircase. Sherri did a double take and I grinned as I fluffed my fallen hair.

“The break did me a world of good,” I said, sure that nothing or no one would spoil my mood as Arlene barked from her office.

And I entered the breach on light feet and tilted my head to the side.

“What did I do now?” I asked.

“Careful,” Arlene cautioned. “What will you do without a job?”

Just like that, the high started to dissipate. She had a point, and I mentally ticked off the meager funds in my savings account when I heard the glass door open.

And Cruz was right there at my back.

“Yes?” Arlene asked. “And what do you want now?”

“So sorry to interrupt,” he started. “But I do believe that you’ve short changed me.”

Arlene scoffed, and Cruz shot me a fast smile as he pushed his hand into his pocket and revealed her check.

“You left off a zero,” he said. “See for yourself.”

His body was still cloaked in the smell of sex, and my jaw unhinged as Arlene recognized her error.

“I… yes,” she sputtered. “I can see the mistake. I---”

“Looks to me like you need to get your head back in the game.”

I wanted nothing more than to kiss him hard. But I held back as Arlene tore a new check from her ledger and pressed it into Cruz’s large hand.

“Muchas gracias,” he said. “I’ll see myself--”

“Oh no!” I said. “I am more than happy to walk you out!”

Catching Kristina’s smile as we left the suite and made our way back to the parking lot, I pulled him into the nearest shadow and had to take his lips.

“Did I turn your day around, bonita?” he asked.

“You’ve made this the best day of my life.”

His kiss was tender as he glanced at his phone.

“I do have another job to get to,” he started.

“And I think I’ll keep this one,” I countered. “For now.”

“Let’s hope that something better comes along in record time.”

“What’s better than you?” I asked.

Cruz winked and patted my ass still sore but happy. He turned on his heel with the promise that we would see each other again soon when he stopped and beckoned me closer.

“You forgot something in the park, Victoria.”

He started to hand over my panties, and I could hardly believe that I had forgotten them when I eased the fabric back into his pocket.

“It’s okay,” I said. “They’ll only get in the way later on.”

Cruz’s smile expanded, and he leaned in for one more kiss.

“Hasta luego, bonita.”


11. Meghan’s First Business Trip: Gangbang Sex with Strangers by Ellie North

Meghan is a beautiful, naive and sheltered young woman working for her father’s company. When Meghan asks to work for a difficult and demanding senior executive named Mark, she never suspects how far she will be asked to go to help her father’s company out. She accompanies Mark to a convention and is presented with a unique opportunity to entertain investors in a way that she has only dreamed about. One night in a hotel room, Mark opens her mind to a whole other world of sexual fun and fulfillment and allows her to realize some of the dark fantasies she has been too afraid to try out.

The hotel suite that Mark and I were staying at was much more luxurious than anything I had ever stayed in before. There were no less than three separate bedrooms as well as a large open concept living room and dining room area. There was a small alcove that held a desk over to one side as well. Mark told me to put his briefcase and laptop bag down by the desk. I had heard from his previous assistant that he tended to monopolize the work area leaving anyone else to try and find a corner to call their own.

I found out which bedroom was mine, grabbed my suitcase and headed off down the hall. The sound of Mark’s voice stopped me in my tracks.

“Drop your stuff off. We have to start planning a reception for some of the investors. We are going to be here for a week but I want to entertain them this evening.”

This was my first business trip and I was determined that it was going to be a memorable one. I hadn’t been working for my father’s company for long and so everything still felt very new and exciting. My older brothers had all gone to work for different departments and were living in different states although I had been kept fairly close to home at the head office. It was typical of my family to keep me sheltered. I had only been allowed to go to community college instead of a university in a different city. I had only just moved out into my first apartment a few months ago.

My entire life had felt planned out by my father. He was a large, imposing man who was accustomed to having his wishes followed without question. My mother was a quiet, distant woman who had always been busy with charity work and the social scene and it had been quite clear from the start that I was expected to marry a man my parents approved of, quit working in order to have children, and spend the rest of my life being a wife and mother. That had all sounded wonderful for a while, but after a time, I realized I wanted more.

I was so tired of being the good girl. I had dated a boy named Christopher, who was from a good family and everyone had expected that I would marry him after a suitable amount of time. He had been nice, and sweet and kind. I had been a dutiful girlfriend and we had slept together a few times although it had been later in our relationship. It had been lovely, there was nothing to complain about, but like everything else with him, something had been missing.

Christopher and I had dated all through high school and even through part of college. He had gone to school out of state, but made sure to come home regularly to visit me on holidays. We both knew that our families had expected we would get engaged when we both graduated. It had shocked everyone when I had called an end to our relationship and I wasn’t sure that my family had fully recovered yet. His family had, though.  He’d gone on to date another girl from our graduating class and the last I had heard, they were already engaged.

I turned the handle and opened the door to my bedroom. The room was massive. There was a huge king-sized bed and my own dresser and television. Luckily, there was also a desk in the corner by the window. I would be fortunate enough to have my own work space, even if Mark decided to completely take over the desk in the main room. I crossed the room and set my computer bag on the desk.

I put my suitcase on the stand next to the dresser, hung up my garment bag in the closet, and took a second to look at myself in the mirror. I looked tired, but that wasn’t surprising. The trip to get here had been long and had involved a couple of flights. I ran my fingers through my long, black hair and tried to smooth the wrinkles from my white blouse. My suit jacket had left a few creases in the cotton material. I knew I would have to change and freshen up before I went out anywhere.

I went over to my suitcase and grabbed my hairbrush out of it.  I took pride in my appearance, not that it had done me any good when it came to dating. I was short, about five feet tall, and made sure I worked out enough to keep my petite frame toned and fit. I had high cheekbones, and breasts that were big enough to make it difficult to find dress clothes that fit me properly and looked professional enough for the office.

I knew that people were already gossiping about me at work even though I had only been there a little while. If they weren’t focused on my looks they were suggesting that I had only gotten my job because of who my father was. I knew that that was likely partially true. It wasn’t often that a new graduate was assigned a job working with one of the executives, but I was determined to show that I was up to the challenge and could handle anything that this job threw at me. In time, I wanted people to see that it may have been my father that got me the job, but that my determination and intelligence was keeping me there.

I had been working for a lower level executive when I had heard about an opening as an assistant for Mark. Everything I had heard about him made me nervous. I had heard he was difficult to get along with, unforgiving of any mistakes that were made and prone to throwing insults when things were not going as he wanted them to. But I knew that he was in charge of some fairly large projects and felt like I was up to the challenge of working with him.

One Sunday, I was at my parents’ home for dinner. My father had been talking business again and I had casually mentioned that I was interested in an opening I had heard about. My father had looked at me long and hard and then nodded. It wasn’t long before I had received a message to clean out my desk and move up three floors to the corner office, where Mark’s support and administrative staff were housed. I had heard I would be expected to hit the ground running so had taken time to brush up on the various projects that his department had been involved in.

I had always found him very attractive and that was part of why I had wanted to go to work for him. He was taller than I was with dark hair and piercing blue eyes. He was in great shape and even had a treadmill in his office. There were times when I had been called in to take notes or work on things while he was running and had always admired the way his sweat soaked clothing clung to his muscular body. I often fantasized about him bending me over his desk and having his way with me, but, being a good girl, I hoped he hadn’t noticed.

Mark was always very demanding. When I had first started working for him I had wondered if it was just that I was overly sensitive. After all, this was my first job after graduating and it was for my father’s company. I often wondered whether Mark was being extra hard on me because he didn’t want other people to think he was favoring me due to who my relatives were. As I talked to other people who had worked for Mark I had begun to see that he was actually that demanding and bossy. I was determined to make sure that I stuck it out, though, and to not throw in the towel when the going got tough.

I left the bedroom and found Mark in the main living area. He looked up when he saw me enter the room.

“Okay, so here is the deal. I am going to be hosting a private reception here in the room for a few potential investors. These men could really help bring in some serious money, so we need to find a way to make them really like what this company has to offer them.” He looked at me for a moment as if he was trying to find a way to choose his words carefully.

“In business, at these conventions, it’s not unusual to hire some female entertainment to keep investors happy and interested. Is that something that you can handle?” He looked at me and from the tone of his voice I could tell that he really didn’t care how I felt. I knew that it was all about business. I tried to keep from blushing as I nodded. I had always half-known that things like this happened but had never really had any concrete proof.

“Yes, sir, I’m fine with that. What did you need me to do?” My mind was racing with all of the possible things that Mark might ask me to do. I had no idea how one went about finding girls who would provide this kind of entertainment but I was determined not to let Mark down because of my ignorance.

Mark looked down at a stack of papers and looked up at me. A waft of his cologne hit me and I felt my pussy tingle. I pressed my thighs together and blushed. Mark looked at me curiously, and handed me a sheet of paper. It had a list of names and numbers on it. I scanned it quickly. They were all women’s names. I looked up at Mark.

He moved closer to me and scanned the sheet with me. I could smell the scent of his skin and cologne and it made me a little light headed. He chuckled, obviously able to tell that I was reacting to his presence.

“These are all women that we have hired in the past to provide entertainment. I’d like one, maybe two of them to attend our little party.” He looked me up and down and thought for a moment. “Unless, of course, you think you might be interested in providing the entertainment yourself.”

He waited for a moment, curious as to what I might say.

My mind raced and I could feel my face getting hot. If I understood what he was telling me, he wanted me to sleep with the investors. I knew I was blushing and at the same time, I could feel my pussy getting wet and my nipples getting hard. I’d only ever been with my ex-boyfriend. I’d never even picked up someone at a bar. It would be so different and yet, the idea appealed to me very much. Without believing what I was doing, I nodded. I was hesitant at first, but then firm. I wanted to do this.

Mark smiled and looked very pleased.

“Don’t worry Meghan. We’ll make this as pleasant as possible for you. It’s always nice to know that the girl is having a good time. Nobody will be able to connect you to your father. I’m very discrete about that sort of thing. There are still a few things to do to prepare. I want you to go out and buy yourself an outfit. Make it look as slutty as possible. I’m going to head out and attend a cocktail reception that is going on down at the convention. I’ll meet you back here later tonight. I will be bringing the gentlemen back with me.”

Mark headed out of the suite. I went down to the boutique section of the hotel and began my shopping. Before long, I found an outfit that would work. I chose a silver metallic mini dress with a deep, scooped neckline and a zipper that travelled the entire length of the dress’s back. It fit so tightly that it looked like a second skin. The style of the dress made it impossible for me to wear underwear or a bra. It was much more revealing than anything I had ever worn before. Just putting the clothes on in the dressing room made me feel naughty and much hotter than I ever had before. I quickly paid for the clothing and headed back up to the hotel room.

I made a few calls to room service and made sure that there would be some food and alcohol brought up to the room. I knew the basics of arranging a party for a small group of people. I knew that this would be unlike any other party I had ever attended, but the basics still held true. I knew that Mark would be pleased as well when he got back and had seen my initiative.

I was starting to feel fluttering in my stomach. I knew that it was partly from nerves and partly from excitement. I knew that before long I was going to be meeting strange men and, with no lead up, would be letting them fuck me and use me as their sexual plaything. I felt my pussy getting damp and tingly at the thought of their hands moving over my body and their hot, throbbing cocks thrusting into me. I knew that today was going to mark the beginning of a new part of my life. I was just worried that I wouldn’t be able to go through with it and that I would let Mark, and the company, down.

I changed into my new outfit, styled my hair and put on my makeup. I made myself look as slutty as possible.  Just as I was finishing up, room service arrived and left the items I ordered on the dining room table.

Before long, I heard the lock click. The door opened and Mark stood in the doorway. There were three men with him. I shivered a little as Mark ushered them inside. He looked at me and when he smiled I felt my cunt starting to get damp. The men looked very much alike in a big business kind of way. They all wore expensive suits and were well groomed. They also all looked at me the same way: like hungry dogs. I knew from the expression on his face that Mark was pleased with how I looked and how the men were reacting to me.

Soon everyone had a drink. I knew I would need one to calm my nerves a little and the other men seemed to want one as well. Mark stood next to me as I sipped my glass of wine and tried to calm my nerves. I hardly heard the small talk the men were trying to make with me. Then, I felt Mark’s hand slide down my back and I knew that things were about to begin. I knew that I would shortly be fucking these men and I hadn’t even been told what their names were.

One man stepped forward. He had wavy brown hair and a slim but muscular frame. He was wearing a charcoal grey suit that fit him well and he had already slid off his jacket. He leaned in and kissed me on the mouth. I could taste whisky and cigar smoke on him and it turned me on. I reached up and unbuttoned his dress shirt as he probed my mouth with his tongue. I grabbed his tie and pulled it down until it fell away from his neck. He groaned and grabbed the back of my head, crushing my mouth against his. His shirt slid down off of his body and fell to the floor.

At the same time, I felt hands running over my breasts and my ass. I moaned as I did. It felt so impersonal and it was driving me crazy. I realized that Mark had unzipped my mini dress and was sliding it down over my hips. I slid my hands down the brunette’s chest and unfastened his belt. In one quick tug, I had it out of the belt loops. I undid his pants and slid my hands inside. I couldn’t wait to touch his hard, throbbing penis and get it ready to fuck me. From the way it felt when I stroked the shaft it wouldn’t take much for him to get to that point.

His cock was long, thick and cut. I ran my hand around the underside of his head and he moaned. I wanted his cock in me badly. I could feel how wet my cunt was getting. I knelt down in front of him and slid his cock out of his pants and into my mouth. I took in as much as I could and started running my tongue over the length of him. He buried his hands in my hair and began thrusting into me harder and harder. I had never sucked a cock before but from the way this man reacted, apparently my lack of practice didn’t take away from my skill.

I felt my legs being lifted. The brown haired man pulled out of my mouth and I was carried over to the large sectional. I was laid down on my back and he slid his cock back into my mouth. I felt someone spreading my legs and the feeling of their face and tongue pressed against my crotch as they began to lick my cunt. They ran their tongue up and down my slit and sucked at my clit. I moaned. The sensation felt incredible.

I could feel an orgasm building up inside me. Suddenly, I felt the tongue and lips withdraw right before I came. I moaned in protest, almost begging the men to fuck me and push me the rest of the way to orgasm. The brown haired man pulled out of my mouth and moved around between my legs. His cock felt just as good sliding into my cunt as it did in my mouth.

He grunted as he slammed into me right to the hilt. I felt his balls slap my ass as he fucked me hard. I moaned and as soon as my mouth opened, a cock filled it. This time, it belonged to an older man with salt and pepper hair. He must have been sweating earlier in the day because his cock tasted salty. I loved how the masculine, musky smell of his cock and balls flooded my nose.  The second man’s cock was shorter but very, very thick. It was lined with thick veins that felt amazing as they stroked my lips and tongue. The second man reached down and grabbed my arms as he fucked my face hard.

The third man leaned down and began to suck on my tits. He switched between nipples and stroked and kneaded my tits while he sucked. I could feel my cunt starting to pulse and swell and knew I was going to come soon. Brunette was still pounding away and I knew he was about to climax as well. I heard a low moaning growl come from Brunette as he came. I felt his cock pulsing as he came. It felt so good to feel him filling me up with his cum.

The second man’s cock tasted amazing. I sucked in as much as I could and felt my jaw straining to handle how thick it was. I knew that when he entered me it would stretch my cunt wide open and I needed to feel that so badly. I felt him pull out of my mouth and saw him moving around between my legs. He felt as thick between my legs as he had between my lips. I almost screamed with pleasure as I felt him slip inside and fill me up. The feel of a stranger’s hands on my tits and an unknown cock in my pussy was turning me on more than I ever thought possible. I felt so far removed from the innocent little girl I had been and the change was wonderful.

I looked over and saw Mark. He was leaning against the dining room table, watching me. He was still fully dressed but I could see from the bulge in his pants how turned on he was. His hand dropped to his crotch and he adjusted how his cock was resting in his pants. It looked absolutely massive and I was hoping that he would soon join the other men in fucking me. Then, my vision was moved as my face was guided up and onto the third man’s cock. Unlike the other two he was uncircumcised. His pubic hair was thick, wiry and bright red.

I flicked my tongue over the tip of his cock and felt his foreskin rolling back as my tongue manipulated it. He continued to squeeze and pinch my tits as he slid his cock in and out of my mouth. After a few minutes I felt the first salty bead of precum as it gathered on the tip of his penis. I sucked it up eagerly and was amazed at how good it tasted and felt on my tongue. I sucked him harder, wondering if I could get him to cum in my mouth. I had never had a chance to swallow a man’s load before and up until now, I hadn’t wanted to. Tonight, though, tonight I would have loved to feel my mouth filling up with a man’s salty-sweet fluid and feel it as it slid down my throat.

The redhead was grunting and sweating as he started to fuck my face harder. My tits were rocking back and forth and my body was sliding along the surface of the couch. I felt his hands slide down and grab my breasts again and again. The redhead squeezed my breasts and kneaded them as he fucked my face. He switched back and forth between kneading my breasts and pinching each of my nipples. I loved the rough treatment and knew that it would make me cum even if the fucking itself did not.

The redhead started out pinching my nipples lightly and when he heard me sighing with pleasure he increased the pressure a little at a time. It felt unbelievable and I could hear a guttural moan coming out of my throat. The vibrations from my throat and mouth rippled up through his cock and he moaned at the way it felt. I could sense how much he enjoyed the way it made his cock feel. I couldn’t handle the pleasure any longer and felt my cunt clamping down on the second man’s cock as I came hard. A moment later, his load was shooting forth out of his cock. He pumped a few more times before pulling out of my cunt.

At that moment, Mark strolled over and joined us. I knew what I looked like to him: naked, sweaty, my mouth wrapped around a stranger’s cock. My arms, held down so that I was going nowhere. Mark tapped the third man on the shoulder and he pulled out. Mark looked down at my face, my swollen lips and my smeared eye make-up. I looked like a whore and I could see that it turned him on.

He nodded to the third man and slid his cock between my lips. It was as big as I had imagined it and my pussy clenched with arousal. It amazed me that even though I had been fucked hard for an extended period of time that the look of Mark’s beautiful member was enough to turn me on again. At the same time that Mark slid into my mouth I felt the third man, the redhead, entering my cunt.

Maybe it was because I had done a good job sucking him off or maybe he loved the feel of my hot, wet pussy but it only took a couple thrusts before the redhead came. I felt him pumping into me and, as he did, his hands grabbed my hips, pinching my skin slightly and holding me firmly in place.

He pumped a few more times before pulling out. Mark thrust hard into my hungry mouth. He slid in so far that I gagged. He backed off a bit and slid in and out of my lips a few more times. As he did, I made sure to run my tongue over his head. The smell of his cock mixed with his cologne and his natural smell was pushing me close to orgasm again.

Mark pulled out of me and moved around between my legs. For a moment I thought he would slide into my pussy but without warning, he flipped me over and spread my legs. He pulled my ass towards him and positioned it at my asshole. I moaned. It was slick with my saliva. He leaned down and whispered in my ear.

“I’m going to have you where no one has before. I told those other men to leave your ass for me.” He reached down and slicked his hand with my cunt juices, slicked up his shaft, and slid inside me. I moaned as he took me and filled me in a way I had never felt before.

“Oh God, your ass is so tight. Oh God,” Mark said as he thrust into me. I was moaning and could feel my pleasure building. He reached down between my legs and found my clit. He rubbed it and pinched it as he slid in and out of my ass.

“Cum for me, cum for me now,” he said and I did. My ass clenched, my pussy clenched and a scream of pleasure tore from my throat. I felt his cock jerk and pump as he blew his load in the tight channel of my ass. I felt so full and so satisfied. He thrust into me a few more times and then stopped. His prick was still inside me. I felt stretched open and sore, but incredibly satisfied. When Mark pulled out of my ass I felt empty, although I could still feel a lingering sense of being stretched open and completely filled up.

Before long, the men had cleaned up and left the suite. Mark went off to his own room and I made my way to mine. I knew that I would still be sore the next morning. I had never experienced anything like it before in my life, but it had felt so good to be fucked like that. I ran a shower again and stepped inside. As I washed all of the sweat off of my body I remembered how it felt to be passed from one man to another and was amazed at the tingling that I felt.

I fell into bed that night and was asleep almost as soon as I lay down. My dreams were a continual replay of the night’s activities and I knew that I would eagerly look for a chance to repeat this performance in real life. The next morning, as Mark and I shared the breakfast room service had brought to the hotel room he looked at me and smiled.

“You’re the best assistant I have had to date,” he said. “I can’t wait to bring you back to the conference next year. I have no doubt that you’re going to help this company in so many ways.”

I smiled back at him. I couldn’t wait either.


12. Housewives on Vacation: Hot First Time Lesbian Sex between Friends by Lora Lane

When Maggie’s husband isn’t able to take time off to fly to Naples with his sexy wife, she asks her best friend Katie to step in. but their fun afternoon of trying on vacation clothes takes a different tack when the talk turns to bikini lines, waxing and shaving. It isn’t long before the two housewives are comparing bodies, and soon after, they’re touching, kissing and licking. Their vacation adventure might very well become one long lesbian loving session.

I still couldn’t believe it was real, but the two suitcases on the bed assured me it was. Maggie grinned as she threw open the one which was to be mine. It was three-quarters filled already.

“Where did all this come from?” I asked.

“I knew you didn’t have much in the way of vacation clothing, so I gave you a bunch of mine. I hope you like the colors.”

“They’re perfect,” I said, lifting the corners of the neatly-folded garments and peeking beneath. “But why do you have so much?”

Maggie shrugged. “Sam and I go on vacation a lot, or at least we did before he got this new job. Every time we go, I always bring back more than I take.”

“And he definitely can’t get the time off?”

“No way. He has to work another six weeks before he accrues any vacation time.”

“It’s really shitty timing for you guys. I’m so sorry.”

“Hey.” She tried to put on a brave face, but I wasn’t fooled. “We were lucky he managed to get another job at such short notice.”

“Yeah. Better that, than no job at all.”

“And there’s no chance of a refund on the vacation?”

“A week before we fly out? No, we’d lose the lot.” She sighed. “If he hadn’t found another job, then maybe the insurance would have paid up…”

“But then you’d be risking the house too,” I finished.

“Exactly.”

“Well, I think Sam’s very generous, letting me go instead.”

Maggie smiled. “I know. I’m happy I’m going, and there’s no-one else I’d rather go with—other than Sam.”

“I feel I owe you big time. I haven’t had a good vacation in years.”

“You don’t owe me anything. I’m really happy you were able to step in at such short notice. I didn’t want to go alone.”

“Thank you for lending me the clothes. I don’t have much beach wear.”

“Why don’t you try some on, make sure they fit?”

I glanced at her figure. When I’d arrived she’d been wearing her trademark white shorts and vest top. I was in my favorite dress, a short green number which showed plenty of thigh. Her figure was perfect, in my eyes. In some shops, we were the same size, but sometimes I had to go one up.

“They should be fine,” I said. “But I can take some home and let you know.”

“Hey, I’m almost done packing. Try them on here and I can close the case on the Katie file.”

I laughed. “Sure, I can do that.” Maggie handed me two swimsuits, one black, one red. “Can I use your bathroom?”

“Sure, if you’re shy.”

“I’m not shy. I was being polite.”

“No need. How long have we known each other?”

“Forever. Apart from the four years after you got married.” I pouted. We’d been strangers after the wedding. But Maggie was concentrating on her new life. She’d apologized many times for her lull.

“Aw, Katie…”

“Relax. I’m teasing.” I stepped out of my shoes and pulled my green dress up over my head. I’d never been shy of undressing in front of Maggie. We’d grown up together and were very comfortable in each other’s company. Today felt different somehow. Maybe I was excited about my unexpected vacation in the sun. As I unhooked my bra, I felt Maggie’s eyes on me. Maybe she was feeling the same way. I picked up the red swimsuit and began to step into it.

“Are you going to keep your panties on when we get to the beach?”

“Like I said, I was being polite.”

“Stop being so silly. We’re friends, aren’t we?”

“I didn’t want you to see me down there. I’m… I’ve been waxed.”

“Ouch. I prefer to shave. Is it sore?”

“Uh-uh. A bit red, though.”

“Did you wax completely?”

“Yeah. Thought I might as well. Never gone completely bald before. It feels kinda weird.”

“Exposed?”

“Yeah. Like I’m not wearing any underwear.”

“Except you are,” she pointed out.

I rolled my eyes. “Okay, I’ll take them off. But no peeking.”

“Promise.” She grinned and crossed her fingers. Of course she was going to look. I felt unusually self-conscious as I dropped my panties to the floor. Maggie tilted her head for a better look. I shuffled my feet apart and stared ahead as her eyes appraised my freshly-exposed genitals.

“It doesn’t look red now. Have you been putting cream on there?”

“Uh-huh. And aloe Vera.” I pressed hand to my tummy and stretched the skin, trying to see if the redness really had subsided.

“It looks neat. And not sore at all.”

“I use cream four or five times a day. It feels nice. Putting it on.”

“I’ve waxed plenty of times, but I’ve never been brave enough to go completely bare,” Maggie said. Absently, she rubbed her crotch.

“It’s quite liberating. Especially when I get the breeze between my legs.”

“Maybe we could find you a nudist beach,” Maggie said. “You could stay naked all day long”

“What and get sunburned lips instead? Ouch.”

“No, you’re right. Sunburned boobs will be bad enough.”

“What? You’re planning on going topless?”

She shrugged “When in Rome…”

“We’re not going to Rome, Maggie, we’re going to Naples.”

I was starting to feel a little exposed, standing naked in front of my friend, and yet, it was pleasant, and as I’d said, liberating.

“Do you want to put the swimsuit on?”

“Why?” I pressed my hands onto my hips. “Am I making you nervous?”

“Not in the least. You’re easy on the eyes. I wish I had your figure, and your confidence.”

“What? There’s nothing wrong with your figure.”

“Oh, I wish.” She patted her tummy. I couldn’t see anything out of place.

“Lift up that top. Let me see.” Suddenly, my friend of twenty years turned shy. She giggled and gripped the hem of her vest top. I pressed my hands to my eyes. “Promise I won’t peek.”

“Then why do you want me to lift it?”

“Oh, yeah. Good point. Okay, I might look a little.”

“Then no, I won’t do it.”

“Tell me, will you be wearing a swimsuit on the beach?”

Of course. Maybe even a bikini, if I feel brave.”

“Then why are you shy about getting your tummy out?”

She sighed. “You’re right. Here goes.” She drew a deep breath, then pulled the vest top over her head. The skimpy bra she’d been wearing beneath it hardly covered her small breasts. She watched me for a reaction, certain I was going to scorn her.

“You’re beautiful,” I said. “And did I see a tattoo on your shoulder?”

“Yeah.” She turned her back to show me. “My little butterfly. I got it when I married Sam. But it’s not the only one.”

“Really? Where else?”

“On my thigh.”

“Let me see.”

“It’s pretty intimate. Right on my bikini line. Are you sure you want to?” I spread my hands to indicate my nudity, and she laughed nervously. She unfastened her shorts at the waist and pushed them down. I tilted my head, but couldn’t see her tattoo.

“You might have to… um… get a bit lower.”

“Oh. Right.” I dropped to my knees in front of her and peered closely at the top of her thigh. She hadn’t exaggerated about its location. It was barely visible, almost hidden by the elasticated leg of her panties.

“I might need you to move…” She reached down and moved the material aside. “Ah, there you are.” A small crimson heart, pierced by an arrow, decorated her inner thigh.  She pulled at her skin and peered down at her crotch.

“Do you see where the little arrow is pointing?” she asked.

“I do, you little minx.” I went to pat her hip, but she turned unexpectedly, posturing. My fingers brushed the front of her panties. I froze.

“Sorry, sorry…” I said. “That was an accident.”

“Hey, don’t worry about it.” She smiled down at me. “You wouldn’t be the first woman to touch me there.”

“I…” I was stunned. “A woman’s touched you… here?” My fingers hovered inches from the white cotton. I was still burning with embarrassment.

“Oh, yes. She got me really hot. Burning hot. I couldn’t bear it.”

“Wow. What was it like?”

“Memorable. Definitely one to remember.”

“Cool. It’s something I’ve always wondered about, but never had the nerve to actually go and do it.”

“What, waxing?” she asked, then grinned. I stared up at Maggie in disbelief. A moment later, the penny dropped.

“Waxing. Of course. The woman who touched you got you hot. Very funny. You had me.”

“But what you said…”

“What about it?”

“I’ve thought about it too.”

“You have? Really?”

“Sure.” She shrugged. “It’s all part of life’s experience, isn’t it?”

“Not so far, it isn’t.”

“So if the chance every came up, would you try it, just to see?”

I thought for a moment. “I guess. As long as she wasn’t too scary.”

“I suppose you’d have to kiss first. If you didn’t like it, you could quit there and then.”

“Sure. A kiss can tell you a lot about someone.”

“We should do it.”

I raised my eyebrows. “Go out and kiss a woman? Are you crazy?”

“But you said—”

“It was a thought. A fantasy.” I rose to my feet. “I’d no intention of going out and seducing another woman. Who knows what problems that might bring?”

“Maybe we don’t have to.”

“What?”

“I said, maybe we don’t have to go out to find a woman to kiss.”

“You mean, get one to come here? What would Sam say?”

“He won’t be home for hours yet. And besides, we don’t need to call anyone. Your kissing partner might already be here.”

I stared at her. “You?”

“Me.”

“But… actually kiss you?”

“I know. I’m gross, right?” She stuck out her tongue.

“No, no, that’s not what I meant.”

“I know. I was teasing you. But I want to know what it feels like too.”

“Um… I… need to think for a minute.” I suddenly felt exposed with my clothes lying on the chair. I moved toward them, but Maggie caught my wrist and turned me round.

“We don’t have to do anything weird. Just kiss. Don’t you want to know?”

“I… sure… yes. But what if it weird's us out?”

“It won’t.” She tugged gently at my wrist. “And it’ll be our little secret.” I gave in to her urging, and turned to face her. She stepped up to me. Her hands stroked my hair. I was aware of her body heat, so close to me. She was in skimpy, lacy underwear, and I was still naked. A peculiar tingle ran through my body. My best friend was suggesting I kiss her, not on the cheek, but a full mouth-to-mouth kiss. She leaned in, bringing the moment closer. Should we, or shouldn’t we? Despite my nerves, I remained still, but my eyes fluttered closed.

“This could change everything between us,” I whispered.

“I really hope so.”

Our lips touched, and the first thing that crossed my mind was how soft her mouth was. A small sigh escaped my throat. Her lips curled into a smile, and her arms slipped round my waist. Our first few kisses were light and hesitant, as if we were afraid of scaring the other one away. But as the moments passed, our mouths pressed more firmly and our kisses deepened.

Maggie sighed deeply, as if she’d been waiting for this day all her life. My breath hissed through my nose as my lips pressed against hers, working softly up and down as I grew more comfortable. Kissing her was like nothing I’d ever experienced. Infinitely softer than a man’s mouth, and more caring, her kiss was the way I imagined I’d kiss myself—if that had been possible. In my teenage years, I’d practiced my French kisses on the crook of my own elbow, folding my arm around my face to kiss my soft skin. This warm, soft bliss was an echo of my blooming adulthood and those naive, experimental days.

My hesitant hands rose to touch Maggie’s arms, cautious of moving too quickly. This was a new experience for both of us, and any sort of distraction could break the fragile spell. My body was thrilling to the sensation of kissing my best friend, and although I was aware we’d crossed a line, I didn’t want it to end.

I had a hunch she felt the same way, for even though I was completely naked, her hands never strayed from my waist. I was happy about that, although I’m sure her hands would have been as gentle as her kiss. No, I needed time to process what we were doing here. It was very new, as well as a little bit scary.

But it was also heavenly. Our mouths moved together, warm and soft. Her breath was hot on my face. I was feeling heat elsewhere, too, as if the thermostat had jumped up by ten degrees. My head felt light, and my pulse thumped in my ears. My fingers began to stroke Maggie’s arms, which was about all I dared do to her. In response, her hands moved minutely at my waist, but didn’t stray.

We were both making appreciative noises by now, moaning softly and groaning. We both wanted this, although how far it was going to go, I had no idea. But wasn’t that part of the thrill of new experiences? Maggie’s mouth opened slightly, and the tip of her tongue touched my lips. I responded automatically, extending my tongue to meet hers. She groaned, and suddenly, our kissed moved up a gear.

One of her hands cupped the back of my head, pulling me against her. Our kiss turned into a frantic, breathless tussle. My hands slid across her back, and one went down to her waist to pull her body into mine. The other hand found the back of her neck, where my fingers caressed her sensitive skin. She moaned softly, and her kisses became even more eager. This was no longer a tentative making out session. We were deep in the throes of a passionate kiss.

I became aware of my breasts against her flimsy bra. The lacy material was scratchy against my skin, but my nipples were responding to the roughness, hardening and demanding more. So I twisted my torso, rubbing my boobs against hers. Maggie began to move too, shifting her hip so her thigh pressed into my crotch. My newly-bared skin tingled at the unexpected contact. I was surprised by the way my body reacted. I was used to feeling the need for a man to touch my boobs, to caress them and even kiss them. My pussy would usually ache soon afterward, crying out for firm fingers to slide across my slippery flesh.

But what I was feeling now was alien to me. I was willing Maggie’s hands onto my body, mentally urging her to stroke my nipples, or slip her hand between my legs. What was wrong with me? Why was I suddenly filled with lust, desperate to have my best friend touch me like that? Afraid for the future of our friendship, I decided the time had come to pull back, before we went one step too far.

But Maggie was the one who broke the kiss, leaving us both breathless.

“I want you so bad,” she said in a tight voice. “All I can think about is throwing you down on that bed and kissing you from head to toe.” She pressed her hands to the back of my head and pulled me in for another dizzying kiss. Thoughts of pulling back began to melt away, and yet, I knew we shouldn’t be doing this, in her bedroom, in the middle of a sunny morning.

“What’s wrong with me?” she asked. “Why am I so fucking horny for you?” Before I could answer, she drew her hands down my shoulders and over my chest. I stared down at them as she grabbed two handfuls of breast and squeezed.

“Fuck, you’re beautiful.” Her thumbs swept across my nipples, making me gasp. It was exactly what I’d been willing her to do earlier.

“Yeah, you like that, don’t you?” she leered. I caught my lower lip between my teeth and nodded as she brushed the nipples a second time. She grinned and caressed me eagerly, pouting as she squeezed and stroked. Her grip was firm, but considerate, giving me exactly what I needed without overdoing it.

“God, I love your tits. I always have.”

“Maggie!” I was shocked by her language.

“What? I can’t help myself. I wanna eat you all up.” Before I could react, she bent her head and engulfed my right nipple with her mouth.

“Holy shit…” I groaned. It felt amazing. Maggie knew exactly what to do with my nipple. Her tongue curled and flicked, lapped and licked. She sucked hard, offering no mercy, as her hands squeezed and pulled my boobs. I didn’t try to stop her. I didn’t want to. My best friend was kissing my breasts, sending me crazy with desire, and I was doing nothing to resist.

We had definitely crossed a line here, but what she was doing could still be considered harmless, something to be laughed away as a mad five minutes… if she hadn’t put her hand between my legs.

I almost stopped her. She’d moved so quickly, it felt like a drunken lunge, but when her finger pushed past my lips to stroke my inner flesh, my grip loosened on her wrist. I still wanted to ask what she was doing, even though it was stunningly obvious, but when she started curling her fingers, stroking me from opening to clit, I realized I no longer wanted to stop her. Instead, I shuffled my feet a little further apart, and rather than pull her away, I ended up pressing her hand against my crotch. Her mouth switched breasts, pleasuring the left nipple as eagerly as she’d pleasured the right. My long groan of pleasure, which was involuntary, helped encourage her. It wasn’t long before her mouth followed her hands. As she trailed kisses down my flat tummy, I considered stopping her; I actually opened my mouth to tell her enough was enough, and that she was going too far with this.

I was so glad I didn’t.

The first touch of her lips on my former bushy triangle made me gasp. I couldn’t believe I was so sensitive there. She lingered awhile, kissing right above my lips, making me desperate for her to move lower. But she teased me, dipping her tongue to skirt the dimple above my lips, making me think she was going to let me have what I craved, then resuming her kissing. In the end, I put my hands on her head and urged her lower. She chuckled and complied, delivering several kisses onto my pussy. I actually laughed when she first touched me. Sure, I’d been eaten out dozens of times, but by men. Those experiences were pale shadows compared to what Maggie was doing to me.

“Oh. My. God,” I whispered.

“That nice?” Maggie asked from somewhere below me.

“Shut up and keep licking,” I said. “Of course it’s nice. It’s fucking incredible.” Her soft tongue, which knew exactly where to go, explored my slippery folds, sliding up between my inner and outer lips on one side, then the other. As she licked, she spread my slick juices upward, all the way to my clit, which sent a wave of heat through me with each touch. I meshed my fingers in Maggie’s hair, tousling it as she put her tongue where a best friend shouldn't.

“Oh, wow. Mm-mm-mmmm…” As much as I was enjoying myself, the entire experience was surreal. I’d come here to try on some summer clothes. If I’d had the slightest inkling I would be standing here naked, letting Maggie lick my pussy…

“Maybe we should get more comfortable,” she suggested, smiling up at me and arching an eyebrow.

“I think…” I put my hands on her cheeks and drew her upright. “…that would be a perfect idea.” I pressed my lips to hers, which seemed to surprise her.

“Don’t you mind?” she mumbled around our kiss.

“Mind what?”

“I kind of taste of you.”

I pulled back slightly, then ran my tongue around my lips. “So you do.” Then I kissed her again. Her mouth curved into a smile.

We kissed for about a minute, then moved toward the bed, not breaking the kiss once. I unhooked her bra and she lowered her arms so it could slide to the floor. Her breasts were half the size of mine, but the only thing I could think about was kissing them. We sank onto the bed, lying beside the suitcases, and Maggie lowered herself on top of me. Our kissing resumed, hotter than ever. I was horny as hell by now, and I wondered how to ask my best friend to go down on me again. I could taste and smell my own juices on her mouth and face, and it stirred me into wanting to taste Maggie’s pussy, something I’d never, ever considered in my life.

“I love kissing you,” she murmured, peppering my face with her lips. “I want to kiss you all over. I want to suck your nipples, lick your pussy, and make you come…”

“Mmm. The licking sounds really good.” I sucked her lower lip between mine. “And it tastes good too. Do I really taste like that? Is it nice?”

“It’s really sweet,” Maggie said, grinning wickedly. “You should try it.”

“I want to, but I can’t wait for you to lick me again. It drove me crazy.”

“I have an idea.” She trailed kisses down my chest, stopping off at my nipples to pluck at them with her lips.

“Fuck, that feels nice.” I watched her for a moment, then let my head fall back as I focused on the sensations she was sending through my body.

I was startled, then, when she stopped and the bed bounced. I opened my eyes to see her leg swinging over my head. A moment later, I was staring at her butt, and below it, her wet, glistening pussy.

“Oh, Maggie...” I said softly. If I’d had any reservations about getting close to her, my choices had been taken away from me.

She shuffled back, and her pussy hung above me, swollen and glistening with sticky juices. What the hell, I thought. I slipped one arm out from behind her leg and stroked her lips. They were warm, soft and slippery. She groaned immediately. Encouraged, I explored further, drawing a finger down from her opening to her clit, which was hard and surprisingly large, like a tiny cock poking out.

“Ngh… Oh, fuck…” she muttered as I brushed my finger over it. Her entire body shook as I stroked the clit, wetting it with her own juices. And when I circled it, she practically collapsed onto my face.

“Oh, my God…” she groaned. I pressed my fingers to her pussy and stroked, enjoying the happy noises she made. She was very close to my face, and I could smell the sweet wetness of her juices. Heat radiated from her, warming my cheeks. I enjoyed making her feel good, but despite my earlier keenness to taste her, I wasn’t sure I could actually do it.

But when she dipped her head, and began using her tongue on me, I melted. It felt so damn good, my body exploded with sensation, overwhelming me and setting me squirming with delight. I spread my legs so wide, one of them slipped off the bed. But the reward was incredible. Maggie pressed her whole mouth to me and sucked, swirling her tongue around my clit. I rocked my hips back so she could get to me better. She brought her hands into play to spread me wide open, exposing my pussy to her mouth and tongue.

“Oh, fuuuck! Oh, oh, ohhh…”

“Mmmf mmmf,” she replied, pressing her face into me. Above me, her pussy swung from side to side as she used her tongue on me. Curious, I brought my slicked fingers to my lips and extended my tongue. The taste of her was similar to my own juices, yet subtly different. The slippery sensation was pleasant on my tongue, which I rubbed against the roof of my mouth, spreading the slickness around.

I reached up for more, coating my fingers good and proper by circling Maggie’s tight opening, before slipping the fingers into my mouth, rubbing the tips against my tongue and sucking my fingers clean with my lips. Maggie’s tongue was lapping at my pussy, driving me crazy. My mouth hung open as my breathing grew faster and deeper. I slicked my fingers in Maggie’s pussy again, licking my fingers clean. I loved the sensation of the slippery fluids, and the sweet taste of them on my tongue. As Maggie licked and sucked my pussy, I gazed at hers, so swollen and ripe, shining with wetness.

What was I so afraid of? Crossing a final line? If I accepted my friend licking me between my legs, and me tasting her wetness, what would a little touch with my tongue matter? No-one would ever know, except us. And Maggie was damn good at keeping a secret. Steeling myself, I lifted my head and touched my tongue to her clit. Her groan filled the room. Immediately, she rocked her hips, pushing her clit closer to me. I pressed my lips to it and sucked gently.

“Oh, my fucking God…” she wailed.

“Mmmm.” My first experience with a pussy was incredible. Maggie was so wet, her juices immediately coated my cheeks and nose. I loved the feeling. It made me properly slutty. I opened my mouth and pressed it to her, lapping at first, as if her pussy was a delicious ice cream. Then I swirled my tongue, rubbing it across her clit, then up between her inner and outer lips. She cried out and rocked her hips, fucking my face. I didn’t mind her banging her pussy against me. Her reaction meant I was doing something right. Not bad for a beginner, I thought.

But her mouth was having a serious effect on me. Heat was spreading through my body, and I knew I’d be having an orgasm soon. Maggie’s fingers were still holding me open, but she’d managed to reach over and press some of them to my tight opening. One slipped into me, then another. I cried out as she moved them slowly in and out. My hips bucked as I matched her movements, willing her to push deeper, to touch me where I needed it most.

“Fuck me,” I cried. “Fuck me with your fingers.”

“Mmm…” she murmured, sliding her tongue over my clit. I groaned and writhed, then tried to focus on giving her some pleasure too. It wasn’t easy. Her fingers sliding into me became the center of everything, the only sensation that really mattered. Still, I tried. I pressed my mouth to her crinkled lips and sucked gently, drawing my tongue from hard clit to slippery opening.

“Mm… mm… mmmm…” she moaned.

“Yeah, you like that?”

“Mm-hmm…” Her voice was muffled as she licked me.

“You want me to keep on doing it?” I asked.

“Mm-hmm…” I was becoming hotter by the minute. The heat between my legs, and Maggie’s body on top of mine conspired to make our skin slippery with perspiration. I swirled my tongue around her clit, then sucked gently, making her groan again. My fingers stroked her opening, circling around it as I steeled myself to cross one final line.

“Please,” she begged softly. “Please use your fingers.” Being careful with my nails, I stroked my fingers downward, teasing her a little as my fingertips brushed her entrance. Her body quivered with each pass. She seemed to grow wetter, and the room grew hotter.

“Pleeez…” she groaned. To show me how sexy it felt, she slipped her fingers deeper into me. I groaned as she filled me to the knuckle.

“Okay,” I said to myself. “Here it goes. No going back now.” I slid my middle finger into her, not even sure I was doing it right. What angle was I supposed to have my finger at, anyway? But it didn’t matter. Maggie cried out and lifted her head from my lap.

“Oh, Goddd…” she growled. “Your face feels so soft against me.”

“My face?”

“Yeah. So soft, not scratchy. Feels like you could really press yourself against me and it wouldn’t itch.”

“Like this?” I took the hint and pressed my mouth hard against her, getting my cheeks and nose wet again. It felt good to have her soft folds against me. I put my tongue to work, licking and lapping. Somehow there was still room for my fingers.

“Oh, fuuuck! Yes, fuck, oh, my Goddd…”

I brought my other arm up, feeding it around her leg so I could pull her cheek aside, giving me even more access to her wetness.

“Oh, fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck, yes…” Her hips rocked against my finger, drawing it deeper. I pushed a little more in, then slipped my forefinger in too. Her pussy bumped up and down on my face, and my mouth made loud sucking noises as I lost contact. But my tongue didn’t. I lashed her clit rapidly, setting off a series of spasms that had her trembling and shaking.

“Fuck, fuck, fuuuuck… uh, uh, uh…” Her fingers paused inside me for a moment as she squeaked hoarsely, then groaned long and loud. Every time I stroked her clit, she shuddered and cried out, jerking her hips as if she was suddenly too sensitive to be touched. When she moved her knees closer together, raising her pussy out of reach, I knew she’d had enough for the moment. But when her fingers began hammering into me, my head fell back and it was my turn to wail. Her hand slapped against me, filling the room with noise, which my mouth tried to match.

“Fuuucking hell!” Her fingers fucked me harder. “Fu… uuu… uu… uck!”

“Oh, yeah,” Maggie said. I could hear the smile in her words. “Oh, you like that don’t you?”

“Oh, yeah. Fucking yeah…”

“You want it harder?”

“Fuck… yeah… fuck… please…” What she was doing was unbearable, but I loved it. And she was pressing on my clit, too, flicking her other hand from side to said, exactly as I did when I played with myself. It was awesome. It was incredible. It was too much. My orgasm flared, gripped me tightly, and squeezed me hard, tightening my body so much, my feet lifted into the air and my shoulders rose from the bed. I bit Maggie’s butt as I cried out, trying to muffle my cries against her soft skin.

“Oh, yeah,” she said happily. “Oh, fucking yeah, that looks so good.”

“Mmm, mmm, fuuuck!” My fingernails dug into her cheeks, and she squealed. “Sorry,” I groaned through my teeth. “Sorry, sorry, sorry.” My words ended as a hoarse squeak as my lungs were squeezed flat. Her fingers slowed, still sliding deep into me as I writhed beneath her. My orgasm was still gripping me tightly, but it had lessened a little, and I managed to draw a breath. I collapsed back against the pillow, groaning and gasping.

“Oh, fuck…” I wheezed. “Oh, fuck, oh fuck…” Maggie’s fingers finally slowed, and she stroked me gently, avoiding my clit, which was now very, very sensitive.

“Well, that looked pretty good,” she said. Her leg lifted and she climbed off me, turned round and laid beside me on the bed. We kissed lazily, each of us grinning over and over. She tasted of me again, and I made sure I kissed her properly so I could taste it all. She seemed to be doing the same to me. I don’t know how long our kisses lasted, but when she finally pulled back, I was marvelously relaxed.

“So,” she said. “Do you feel bad about what we did?”

“Oh, yeah.” I nodded. “Very bad. But I think we’ll get better.”

She tapped my nose. “Smartass.”

“Hey, what can I say?” I shrugged and kissed her again.

“How about… we make sure this is not the last time we ever do this?”

“Okay. How ‘bout we do it every day of our vacation, and then at least once a week when we get back?”

She widened her eyes in horror. “Once a week? You’d deny me?”

I laughed. “Never. Not after what you did to me. I feel amazing.”

“Then it’s a deal. Every day of the vacation.” We shook hands.

I couldn’t wait for the vacation to get started.


13. We Teased and Tormented My Cheating Husband: A Revenge FFM Threesome Story by Kaylee Jones

When Suzanne catches her husband Jack in the act of cheating with his personal trainer, she comes unglued.  She tells him not to come home that night, and spends the evening trying to figure out what to do next.  When the personal trainer shows up at the house, her night takes an unexpected turn but then again, her life already has.

It was absolutely absurd, to be my age and irrationally jealous of the twenty-something floozy that my husband had been bonking for the last three months.  Well, three months at least.  Sure, I am no longer in my twenties but I have kept up my appearance and still consider myself on the better side of average-looking.  But to know that he has been running around with his bimbo personal trainer is just about enough to make me completely apart.

I found out about the affair purely by accident.  I knew he had an appointment with his trainer at the gym and he had accidently grabbed my gym bag by mistake, so I headed over there to exchange the bags.  Turns out, I wandered in at exactly the wrong moment.  It was ten in the morning and the place was oddly deserted.  She was sitting on the weight bench with her legs spread and his face was buried against her.

She looked properly flustered when I walked in, but her startled look dissolved into horror when he turned around and started stammering something about he was sorry.  I stiffened my spine and strode over to the pair of mortified adulterers.

“I don’t believe we’ve met,” I offered with an overly friendly smile, “I’m Charlotte, his wife.”

Even as he was trying to scramble away from her and she was snapping her thighs closed, I offered my hand to shake.  She took it gingerly, and shook it limply.

I shouldered the gym bag I was supposed to be exchanging and strode back out of the gym room.  As I let the door swing shut, I heard a shrill voice screeching.

“You’re fucking married!  You told me you were divorced!  Asshole!”

I tossed his gym bag in my backseat and leaned up against the side of my car and waited.  He came scrambling out of the gym as though she was tossing free weights at his head.  He skidded to a stop when he saw I was still there.  The expressions on his face flickered from embarrassment to anger to shame and back to anger.

“What the hell are you doing here anyway?”

“You grabbed my gym bag by mistake, but I suppose having the wrong clothing is irrelevant in regards to that particular workout.”  I managed to keep my voice level and calm; only through an act of God I am sure.

He shoved his hands into the pockets of his jeans and scuffed the toe of his sneaker on the concrete.  I crossed my arms over my chest and regarded him coolly.

“S-S-So now what?” he finally stuttered.

“I’m not really sure actually.  Do you have any suggestions?”

He stared down at the ground for a long moment.

“I don’t really know,” he finally whispered.

I could feel my heart pounding inside my chest but I willed my face to remain stoic and smooth.  His large dark eyes looked frightened so I suppose my calm and rational act was scaring him more than if I had been ranting and raving.

“Perhaps you can find somewhere to sleep tonight, and I will see you for breakfast tomorrow.”

I left that sentence hanging in mid-air, slid into my car, and pealed out from the parking lot.  I checked the rearview mirror and as I turned right onto the street, he was still standing in the parking lot bewildered and lost.

I managed to keep my sanity in check until I reached our townhouse.  As soon as I shut the door behind myself, I crumpled to the floor in tears.  While I was proud of holding it together in front of her and in front of him, it could not last forever.

As the darkness of evening crept in through the open windows, I finally dragged myself off the floor and into the shower.  After scrubbing myself pink, I slipped into yoga pants and a tee shirt and made some soup for dinner.  I had about twelve hours to figure out a plan of action, and I had no idea what I was going to do.

I am a successful lawyer and yet I had no thoughts about how to handle this situation.  I even thought about calling a friend, but I was not ready to tell anyone that my husband had been cheating on me. 

There was always the option of packing all of his stuff and kicking him out.  I was the breadwinner of the household so I did not have to worry myself with financial security.  He might have to, but then again, it was his actions that brought us to that point.

I could take him back without question, pending his promise to never do it again.  But that just seemed weak and overly forgiving for a strong woman such as myself.  And I was not sure I could really take him back into my house, my life, my bed.  Besides, there would always be leverage and I was not sure that I could handle that.  Honestly? I was afraid that I would forever hold it over his head for any real or perceived error.

Oh? You didn’t take out the trash?  Gee, were you too busy fucking someone?

As I contemplated all of the options, I was startled by a soft knock on the front door.  Surely he would be smart enough to wait until morning to return home.  He was probably surprised I had asked him to come home at all.  I was completely confused as to who on earth would be knocking at my door at that time of night.

It never occurred to me that I would see her face when I peeked through the peephole.

****

It was the blonde from the gym.  With her twenty-something smooth complexion and perky boobs, she just angered and annoyed me on principle.  She was shuffling her feet and juggling a heavy paper sack.  What the fuck was she doing at my front door?  I half-considered yelling obscenities to her through the closed door and threatening her with a lawsuit.

But my curiosity got the better of me instead.  I set my face into an expressionless void and opened the door.

Her eyes were red and puffy and she was running her palm over her glossy ponytail.

“I-I-I just had to apologize.  He told me he was divorced so I never knew.  I’m so sorry,” she blurted it all out as one long babbling sentence and started crying.

I sighed and gestured for her to come inside as I stepped out of the doorway.  She made it as far as the couch before collapsing.  The paper sack made a heavy thunking noise on the hardwood when she lost her grip on the handles.  I could see the corks of two wine bottles poking out of the top and I bit back a smirk.

I perched on the edge of the couch next to her and waited for her to grow quiet.  Her sobs finally melted into sniffling and she dabbed her eyes with her French manicured fingertips while peering up at me through thick lashes.

“It’s not an excuse,” she mumbled, “just an explanation.  I’m Annie, by the way.”

“I’m Suzanne.  And I know.  It sounds like he screwed us both.  So to speak,” I offered a wry smirk which she returned.

“S-S-So what do we do?”

I ran my fingers through my loose waves and shook my head.

“I’ve been trying to figure that out all night.  I told him to come back to the house for breakfast in the morning.”

“What are you going to do?”

“I think I’m going to open one of those,” I laughed as I pointed to the bottles of wine.

She nodded, “I was hoping you would.”

I carried the bag into the kitchen to uncork one of the bottles and discovered that the girl had also brought over some nibbles.  I arranged the vegetables and dill dip and cheese and crackers on two plates.  I set the platters and the wine on a tray along with two glasses and some napkins, and carried the whole spread back into the living room.

“So do you normally sleep with your clients?” I figured the time for politeness was long past, since I had seen her naked from the waist down with her thighs pressed against my husband’s ears.

“Actually no, he was the first.”

I laughed, “Figures.”

She shrugged, “But I’ve never dated a married man before; at least, not to my knowledge.  It’s always seemed like more trouble than it’s worth.”

“Well, it certainly explains the lack of activity in my bedroom lately.”

“I’m so sorry,” she whispered, her lower lip wobbling dangerously.

“Nah, I don’t think it’s your fault.  At first I was mad at you, but I should be mad at him.  I just don’t know what to do about it.”

“I don’t get it.  When I hear about guys that cheat on their wives, I always picture frumpy overweight housewives, but you’re not that at all.”

I actually blushed, “Oh, um, thanks.  I guess.”

“You seem like you take good care of yourself.  Do you work?”

“I make the money around here; I’m a lawyer.”

“Oh fuck, it figures.  You’re going to sue me.”

I laughed, “No, but I considered it.”

She drained the last of her glass and went to refill but the bottle was empty.  She produced the second bottle and waved it at me with a hopeful smile.

I jogged to the kitchen and when I returned, I could not help but notice just how attractive she was.  She was wearing tight gym shorts that barely covered her ass and a tight tank top that accentuated her generous breasts.  Her skin looked silky smooth and her hair shone in the lamplight.  Even her dark eyes intrigued me.  I was a little thrown by my observations, and tried to chalk them up to the lack of activity between my sheets.

“Can I tell you a secret?” she breathed as I poured her another glass of wine.

“Certainly.  I think the time for secrets is long gone.”

“He was not all that good in bed anyway.”

I nearly dropped the wine bottle as I doubled over with laughter.

“Oh?  You noticed that too?”

She nodded, “I normally don’t sleep with men at all.  Usually women.”

“Oh?” My curiosity was piqued and I could not help but become aware of a certain pulse in my own body as I sat down next to her on the couch.

“Yeah, most of my dates are women.”

“I see.  But you just thought you’d experiment with my husband?”

“He gave me some sob story about how he was divorced and his shrew of an ex-wife was never interesting or adventurous in the bedroom.”

She clapped her palm to her cheek, “Oh my gawd, I didn’t mean…”

“It’s okay, he’s probably right.  I mean, I guess I like sex and all, but I’ve never been all that thrilled with it.”

“Trust me, it was him.  He just was not that good.”

I leaned back into the couch cushions and closed my eyes.

“Are you okay?” she asked quietly.

I nodded, letting the strange thought drift through my brain.  Her palm felt warm on my thigh even through my yoga pants.  Her eyes glittered with a devilish gleam when I opened my eyes to look at her.

“You know…” she said conspiratorially, “we could probably invent an amazing payback together, if you’re interested.”

“What did you have in mind?”  I was trying to focus on her words and not her tickling fingertips on my knee.

She leaned over until I could feel her warm breath on my ear, “Turnabout is fair play you know.”

Her fingers inched higher on my inner thigh and I squirmed but did not pull away.

****

I shivered when I felt Annie’s soft lips brush against my ear.  Her hand kept teasing my leg which made my shivers intensify.  I could hear her softly laughing as her lips trailed from my ear down my neck.

“Suzanne?” she murmured quietly against the pulse that was fluttering in my neck.

“Yes, Annie?” I replied hesitantly.

“Have you figured out my revenge plan yet?”

I chuckled, “It’s becoming clearer.”

She withdrew her teasing lips and wandering hand and moved to straddle my lap.  I gasped in surprise, but lightly rested my hands on her slim hips.  Her tiny gym shorts rode up slightly, leaving the bottom curve of her ass exposed to my curious fingers.

She leaned down and brushed her lips along my jawline.

“Personally,” she whispered, “I think we should invite him over and make him watch.”

My mind was a little cloudy from the wine and the new experience, but I loved the idea.

“Just watch?” I asked.

“Maybe, at least at the beginning.  We’ll see how it goes.  But I’m more interested in you than him.”

She leaned to one side, still straddling my lap, as I reached for my cell phone.  I thumbed an invitation text message to Jack.

“What did you say?” she sighed as her arms threaded around my neck.

“I just said that if he was interested in talking about this, he could come over tonight.”

She smiled down at me, and pressed her lips to mine.  It was different than kissing a man.  Her lips were soft but insistent and her skin smelled sweetly soft.  I parted my lips to the insistence of her tongue and tasted the wine from earlier.  She pressed her upper body against me and my arms fit easily around her waist as we kissed.  I had no experience with women before, but she was starting to awaken an interest in me that I never knew existed.

I arched into her kiss and her hands slid down my sides until her fingertips were teasing up under the lower hem of my tee shirt.  I had not been expecting company, so I had not put on a bra after my shower.  When her hands brushed against the bottom curve of my breasts, I gasped and pressed forward into her touch.  Her touch was insistent yet tentative and I wanted more.

Annie moved her hands and started frantically tugging at my tee shirt, finally freeing it from my body and tossing it aside. Her tank top quickly followed suit.  Once we were both topless, she hugged me tightly and devoured my lips with her mouth.  I could taste an urgency in her and I raked my nails up her bare back until she groaned.

Just as I was learning the sensation of her breasts against mine, I heard a metallic scratching in the front door lock.  She broke away from my lips and grinned down at me evilly.  The game was afoot.  As the door swung open, she clasped me to her and kissed me passionately.  I was so overwhelmed by her desire for me that I almost forgot Jack entering the room.

He was still carrying my gym bag from our earlier mix-up, and it fell to the floor with a soft thunk.

“What the hell is going on?” he stammered.

Annie looked up from kissing me and grinned at him, “She wanted to see what the fuss was all about.”

He blinked at us, trying to figure out what the catch was.  His wife and his girlfriend were making out on the couch and he had been invited over to see.

She sat up, exposing my breasts and hers to his staring eyes.

“You screwed us both, Jack, and that’s not something we’re going to take lying down.  Well, I suspect that’s where this will end up, but you will regret it before the night is over.”

She stood up slowly, letting his eyes drift over us and took me by the hand.

“I think it’s time you showed me where the bedroom is,” she winked at me and shook her ass at Jack.

I led her down the hallway and heard Jack’s footsteps behind us.  He still seemed to be struck mute by the entire scene.  When we got there, her eyes flowed over the room and I could see a plan forming by the grin on her young face.

She directed Jack to the armchair in the corner, “You.  Get undressed and sit there.”

After she rifled through our closet, she returned with a handful of silk ties.

“These look sturdy enough,” she observed.

Once Jack was naked and sitting in the chair, the young curvy blonde proceeded to tie his wrists to the arms of the chair and his ankles to the legs of the chair.

“What the fuck?” he groaned, struggling against his unexpected bonds.

“Before we go any further, you need to see what it looks like to satisfy a woman.  Not only did you not tell me you were married, you didn’t tell your wife you were screwing around.  And we both happen to think you are less than sufficient in the sack.  So you need to take notes.”

I was still frozen in place as I watched and listened to her.  When she returned to me, she eagerly pushed me backwards on the bed and crawled on top.

She bent down to whisper in my ear, “He is about to come unglued you know.”

I grinned and nodded as I pulled the band to release her ponytail.  Her silky blonde hair fell down around our faces and I pulled her to me for a kiss.  My thighs parted to allow her closer and I felt her writhe excitedly against me.  Somewhere in the distance Jack groaned and banged the chair against the hardwood floors.  I wrapped my legs around her slim waist and dug my nails into her delicate skin as her tongue plundered my mouth.

As Annie kissed her over my breasts and down my stomach, I had to laugh to the look on Jack’s face.  He was twisting in his chair with a lewd erection bobbing between his legs.  When Annie dragged my yoga pants off, he started thrusting in mid-air.

My laughter faded and I lost all ability for conscious thought when I felt her lips on my inner thighs.  Going down on me was something that Jack had done when we were dating but it had long since been dropped out of our ten-minute monthly sex routine.  When Annie’s tongue found my aching little clit, I clenched the sheets and groaned loudly.  She slid two fingers inside my wetness while her tongue danced against me and my blood boiled with a long-forgotten need.  I groaned her name as my body convulsed through my climax.  It was the first one that someone else had given me in a very long time.

She slowly kissed her way back up my naked trembling body and I reached for her.  She straddled my thigh as I tasted myself on her lips and I could feel her wetness against my skin.

“I want to please you too,” I murmured against her warm neck.

She grinned down at me and together we rolled so that I was on top.  Her breasts beckoned to me and I sucked on the hard peak of her nipple.  When my fingers brushed against her smooth wet pussy, she bucked but wriggled away.

“Should we give him a break?” she giggled.

We both looked at the man tied to the chair.  His throbbing erection almost looked painful and his face was twisted in a grimace of need and want and lust.

“What do you say Jack?  You want to play too?” I asked with a coy little smirk.

He nodded vehemently like a little boy on Christmas morning.  I sashayed over to his and slowly freed him, one silk tie at a time.

“Tonight there is only one pussy available for you,” I warned him as I crawled back between Annie’s open legs.

“I know, I know,” his voice shook with pent-up frustration.

As I buried my tongue between the folds of Annie’s sweet little pussy, I felt him thrust inside me to the hilt in one motion.  Annie buried her fingers in my messy waves and pulled my face against her hot flesh.  My tongue found the tiny nub that was giving her so much torment and I flicked fast and hard.  I knew what it meant to need and want and I hoped I could deliver on my first attempt.

Jack was thrusting away like a rabbit in heat and I tried not to laugh.  Annie was groaning with every lick of my tongue and I focused on pleasuring her as much as she had me.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” Jack babbled behind me.

I knew exactly what that meant, and I swiveled my hips sharply to one side.  His cock slipped out with a wet popping noise and he grunted at his thwarted orgasm.

“What the hell…”

“Not yet.  And don’t touch yourself.” I mumbled from the depths of Annie’s body.

Annie’s frustration got the better of her patience, and she forced my face back to her body.  I drew her hard clit between my lips and flickered hard against the taut surface until she bucked and arched in climax.  Her sweet juices ran down my chin and I lapped every drop I could.  Jack groaned and slammed his fist into the bed in frustration.

I kissed my way back up Annie’s smooth stomach and curled up into her body.  After she and I caught our breath, we sat up to look at my poor frustrated husband.  His stiff cock stuck straight out from his body and bobbed for attention.  She and I were unsuccessful in biting back our giggles.

“It’s not fucking funny!” he declared angrily.

“Oh really?” we answered simultaneously, “And what was fucking funny about cheating on both of us?”

His cock drooped slightly as his anger deflated.

Annie whispered in my ear and I nodded with another giggle.

“You think he can handle that?” I asked her conspiratorially.

She nodded and we crawled over to him together.  He watched suspiciously but did not back away.  The groan from his chest was almost unearthly when he felt our two tongues stroke up the sides of his cock.  We were both curious how long he could last, so we teased and tormented him as best we knew how.  We licked and nibbled and kissed his cock, never once sucking or stroking.  We tickled his aching balls with our fingernails and the tips of our tongues.

We took a break when we sensed he was at his limit, and made out on the bed.  Every so often one of us would reach out a lightly stroke him once and them return to stroking each other.

Jack was groaning and twitching terribly from our torment.  Annie and I were enjoying every moment.

“What the fuck?” he finally mumbled as his hand slowly crept up to his aching cock.

“Ah, ah, ah,” Annie wagged her finger at him as I swatted his hand away.

He grunted in frustration and pounded the disheveled bed with his fist.

“C’mon, what the hell is all this?”

Annie and I looked at each other and knelt on the bed in front of him.

“This is what happens when you mess around with two smart ladies,” I retorted, “your actions need to have consequences.”

Annie nodded, “You lied to both of us and cheated on both of us.”

He ran his fingers through his dark hair and looked away from us.

“Are you sorry yet?”

“Yes!  I was sorry this afternoon!”

“Of course you’re sorry you got caught,” I snipped, “but are you sorry you lied to both of us?”

“Yes!  I’m sorry!”

Annie ran her hand over my ass and squeezed lightly.  I giggled and squirmed but leaned over to kiss her one more time.  As we made out, her hand drifted up to massage his balls while mine drifted to stroking his cock.  He groaned as we teased him, thrusting his hips into my snug fist.

I broke the kiss and whispered loudly, “Do you think he’s had enough?”

Annie nodded and pulled me mouth back to hers with her free hand.  As we tasted each other’s lips, I felt her free hand drift down to tug lightly on my nipples.

Jack groaned as I teased her still slippery pussy with my fingertips, and his whole body tensed as the first splash hit our combined bodies.  The next one fell, and the next one as he came all over Annie and I while we kissed.

He fell to his knees on the floor and still covered in his release, Annie and I rolled onto the bed.  I buried my face between her thighs again and did not let up until she had soaked my tongue with her juices.  The three of us spent the night tangled up in the bed, sleeping off the excitement and newness of the evening.

****

Yes, my husband cheated on me and it changed my life, but hear me out.  About a week later, Annie moved in with us after several two-way and three-way conversations.  We now live as a trio, and share each other without guilt or apologies.

It is not a situation I ever expected to find myself in, at all.  But it turns out that while I may not like being with women exclusively, I do like Annie.  She has been amazingly patient with Jack and me while we figure things out.  And Jack has been surprisingly attentive to both of us.

While many men fantasize about having two women at once, most of them could not handle the reality of living in such a situation.  But he has stepped up like a real man.  He also seems to understand when she and I want to be alone together, although he almost always pouts for a little bit.  It is very rare for Annie to have sex with Jack on her own, but it does happen.  But it really is not cheating since I am fully aware of it.  We added a single bed in the home office in case any one of us wants to sleep alone.  It has worked very well, but three in a bed can get crowded when you actually want to sleep.

I have not told many people about our arrangement, most would not understand.  But who am I to turn down the desire and feelings that I have developed for Annie.  She is more than just a lover for either Jack or I.  It feels like a long-term arrangement, at least to me.  We shall see how it plays out when any of us want to start a family.  I almost like the idea of having a “sister mom” though.

But for now we are just having fun.  Oh but just so you know, every so often we do make Jack watch her and I without playing.  Just to remind him who is ultimately in charge.


14. My Backdoor Exam in Room 4: Patient Anal Sex with a Nurse by Sofia Miller

My name is Lila and I am a small-town girl who has just graduated nursing school at a private Catholic hospital. I have always been a very shy and conservative type of girl, and I have only ever slept with one guy. He was my high-school sweetheart, and I gave him my virginity as a “going-away-to-college present” thinking it would keep him faithful to me. Well—it didn’t. He broke my heart and stopped calling me within 6 months of going away to college. Anyway, I have finally been offered my first job at a prestigious doctor’s office in the city. I never thought my first nursing job would lead to my first anal sex experience—right there in the doctor’s office…

I had always wanted to become a nurse ever since I was very young. Even as a child, I used to like going to the doctor. I always felt safer there for some reason. And, the nurses at my pediatrician’s office were always very kind. When I graduated from my small private Catholic high school, I immediately enrolled into a nursing program at the Catholic hospital near my hometown.

Back in high school, I had a boyfriend. He was my first love. Growing up in a conservative and very religious family, he and I actually courted for three years before I finally gave up my virginity. I knew that he was planning on going away to college and I was hoping that if I gave him my virginity, it would be enough to keep him faithful to me while he was away for four years.

He was first and only man I had ever slept with and he had promised to come back home with a college degree and marry me. Well, about 6 months after he left, he stopped calling, texting and emailing me. I still lived at home and my mother knew I was heartbroken. It took me months to get over him. I even took a brief sabbatical from nursing school to mourn my lost love. My mother told me that one day, God would send me a good man and that I shouldn’t go looking for love, I should let love find me.

Well, about 2 years later, I finally graduated nursing school and for the first time in my life, I felt like a grown woman. I had just turned 21 and I was proud of my accomplishment. I got hired on at a highly prestigious doctor’s office in the city. My parents had bought me nice little sedan as a graduation present and I used it to make the half-hour commute to my new job.

It felt really good being in the city and having a new outlook on life. I wanted to be the best nurse I could be and help as many people as possible. My first day on my new nursing job, I noticed a very handsome young man with beautiful bedroom eyes sitting out in the waiting room.

“Who is that young man out in the waiting room?” I asked my co-worker, Rachel, a fellow nurse who had been working at the doctor’s office for a few years. She was the one giving me my on-the-job training.

“Oh that’s Jake. He’s somewhat of a hypochondriac. He comes in here with some of the weirdest complaints I’ve ever heard of,” Rachel replied.

I couldn’t help but stare at the handsome young man. It was the first man I had ever felt any attraction to since my ex-boyfriend, over 2 years ago. He was looking down at the cell phone he was holding in his large, masculine hands. I don’t know why, but I felt a slight twinge between my thighs as I watched the gorgeous young guy swiping away on his cell phone. Suddenly, he looked up at me and caught me staring at him. Try as I may, I couldn’t turn away from his gaze. He flashed me a sexy smile, revealing the most perfect set of pearly white teeth I had ever seen in my entire life.

I instantly felt just a tad bit moist between my legs when he smiled at me. Without even thinking about it, I immediately smiled back at him.

“Lila?” a deep, throaty male voice interrupted the brief moment I was sharing with the handsome stranger in the waiting room. I was instantly snapped out of my trance, momentarily, as I turned toward the sound of the voice. I recognized that it was Dr. Burton right away.

“Yes, Dr. Burton,” I replied.

“Will you take Mr. Harrison back to Room 4, please?” he asked. He handed me a manila folder with the name “Jacob Harrison” written at the top of it.

“Yes, right away, Doctor,” I replied and headed down the short, narrow hall of the back office toward the waiting room door.

I opened the door to the waiting room and called out to Mr. Harrison.

“Mr. Harrison, you can come on back, now,” I said, looking around, trying hard to avoid looking directly at the hot young guy who had just smiled at me.

Just then, the hunky guy with the pearly white teeth stood up and faced me. And, just like that, it hit me. “Jake” was “Jacob Harrison.” My heart skipped a beat when I saw him stand up and smile at me again. As he walked over to where I was standing, holding the waiting room door open for him, I felt like the world was suddenly moving in slow motion.

I have no idea why, but I felt an instant, overwhelming attraction to Jacob. It may have been a combination of his tall stature, broad shoulders and perfectly –chiseled facial features, or it maybe it had something to do with the confidence in his smile and the swagger in his mannish walk. Whatever it was, I was instantly smitten with him, and I couldn’t wait to take him back to Room 4.

“Please follow me, Mr. Harrison,” I said, looking directly into his gorgeous eyes. His gaze met mine and for just a moment, I felt sparks fly. I had never felt anything like it before in my life. It was both exciting and tantalizing.

“I’d follow you anywhere, beautiful,” Jacob said, bluntly. I didn’t even stop to wonder if he said that to every woman he found attractive. Honestly, I didn’t even care. In that moment, he had called me beautiful, and I actually felt beautiful for the first time in years. I smiled to myself as he followed me down the short, narrow hallway as I led him to Room 4. I could feel his eyes on me, giving me a good once-over as we walked, and checking out my ass and hips as I purposely put a sexy switch into my walk for him.

I opened the door to Room 4 and held it open for him.

“In here, Mr. Harrison, Room 4,” I stated, making sure to sound as sexy and alluring as I possibly could. I closed the door behind him as he entered, stealing a glimpse at his toned buttocks through his blue jeans as he passed by me. He walked over the examination table and sat down.

“4 must be my lucky number,” he said with a grin. His eyes moved over my body as he blatantly checked me out. A little voice deep down inside of me told me that I should have been offended by his bluntness, but in reality, I had never felt more turned on in my life. The shy, catholic girl in me wanted to feel guilty about being so turned on, but honestly, I just couldn’t help myself.

“And, why is 4 your lucky number, Mr. Harrison?” I asked gingerly, cocking my head to the side slightly, attempting to look more inquisitive. I flashed him another flirtatious smile. He smiled right back at me, showing me those beautiful pearly whites of his, yet again.

“Because it landed me here in this room, alone with a gorgeous woman,” he replied, looking directly into my eyes.

I could feel an arousal building inside of me that I hadn’t felt in a long time. Just the sound of his voice, the way he looked at me, and knowing that he was attracted to me, all of it turned me on to no end. I fought the urge to laugh out loud at his comment, trying to maintain my professionalism and looked own at his chart in my hand.

“Well, thank you for the compliment, Mr. Harrison,” I said. “So what has brought you in here, today, sir?”

“Please, don’t call me ‘sir.’ Call me Jake. Ms…?” He glanced up at my name tag. “Lila. Wow, what a lovely name for a lovely young woman.”

I could feel the heat rushing to my cheeks and I knew that I was blushing. I allowed yet another smile to spread across my lips.

“Now, Mr. Harrison, it wouldn’t be professional of me to call you Jake, now would it?” I looked directly into his eyes and found myself becoming lost in them.

“You must be new here,” he said, sweetly, and then suddenly stood up and began to walk slowly toward me. I was standing in the middle of the small examination room, still holding his medical chart in my right hand.

“Yes, I just started working here, actually. Rachel has been training me and she-“ My words were abruptly cut off as he closed the small distance between us and wrapped on of his muscular, toned arms around my slender waist. I was taken completely by surprise.

“Um, Mr. Burton, I don’t think this is appropriate patient behavior, sir,” I said, weakly. I had to admit that feeling his hands on me sent a rush of electricity shooting through my body. I hadn’t felt a man’s touch in years and I couldn’t deny the overwhelming attraction I had for this man.

“I told you to call me ‘Jake’,” he said, again, his lips less than an inch from mine. I felt like I was going to faint. Everything was happening so quickly and a part of me felt guilty about the fact that I was thoroughly enjoying every minute of it.

“Jake, I-“ again, my words were cut off in mid-sentence as Jake placed his index finger to my lips, shushing me. I was still gripping his medical chart in my right hand and my heart rate was increasing with every passing second.

“You know, there’s a rule here in this medical office. All of the new nurses have to pass my initiation.” Jake’s voice was deep and gruff in my ear. His lips were less than a centimeter from my earlobe as he spoke the words in a voice that was barely louder than a sharp whisper. The feel of his warm breath against my neck sent a shiver down my spine.

“And what initiation might that be?” I asked, my voice quivering with the weight of my growing desire. I wasn’t sure if I really wanted to know, but I had a feeling I was certainly about to find out.

In one swift motion, Jake took his medical chart out of my hand and set it down on the small shelf that was sitting up against one of the walls of the small examination room. In the process, his sexy, bedroom eyes never left mine.

“This one,” he said softly, and then his lips came down and covered mine. I didn’t back away and I didn’t fight. His lips were soft and warm and my body yearned for more of his kisses. I closed my eyes and allowed myself to completely succumb to his inviting embrace.

I heard myself utter a moan as he slid his tongue between my lips and intertwined it with mine. I hadn’t been kissed like that in so long and, appropriate or not, I wasn’t about to stop myself.

Jake kissed me passionately, deeply. I returned his kiss with same amount of passion and yearning. Hi hands began to explore my body through the thin fabric of my nurses’ smock. I felt him grip one of my buttocks with one hand and my right breast with the other. His strong, masculine hands were touching, petting, squeezing and massaging. My deep breaths, pants and moans increased with every touch and every time his tongue touched mine, I felt a warm tingle between my thighs.

I was becoming more and more aroused with every passing moment. I knew that we were in a doctor’s office, and that it was the doctor’s office that I had just been hired as a nurse in, but I could not stop myself. None of that even mattered in that moment. In that moment, I was in the arms of strong, handsome, sexy man, a man who wanted me. Jake wanted me with a burning desire and I felt the same strong desire for him.

He began to unbutton and remove my nurses’ smock from shoulders and I helped him along. It had been a warm day, so I was only wearing a silk bra beneath the smock. I grabbed the bottom of his shirt and pulled it up over his head, throwing it down to the floor near where we were standing. Jake unhooked my bra and pulled it off, letting it drop to the floor near where his shirt had landed.

Both of us were now topless and feeling the warmness of his smooth, mannish chest pressed up against my large, soft breasts made my pussy drip with increased desire. I wanted him. I wanted him right then and right there in the examination room. I didn’t care if we got caught, I didn’t even care if I got fired from my new nursing job. All I care about in that moment was having every hole in my body filled with Jake’s cock.

I could feel his manhood hardening against my thigh as we continued to hungrily kiss, lick and suck on one another’s faces and necks. His hands were squeezing my breasts and I was caressing every inch of his back, chest and upper arms. He moved lower so he could take my right breast into his mouth. The feel of his tongue on my nipple sent chills up and down my spine and made my cunt even wetter. He circled my nipple with his tongue and I heard a loud yelp escape my lips as he gently bit down. It both pleasure and pain all rolled into one feeling and I had never felt anything quite like it before. Deep down, I knew that what we were doing had to be wrong, but for some reason, it had never felt more right.

I hastily began to unbutton and unzip Jake’s jeans, wanting to feel the hardness of his cock in my hands. Jake wasted no time pulling down the cotton pants I had on, making sure my silk thong panties came down right along with them. I quickly stepped out of my pants and thong panties, kicking them to side. In an instant, I was down on my knees, taking Jakes, long, hard, throbbing cock into my yearning mouth.

I had only ever sucked one cock before, and that had been my ex-boyfriend’s. Jake’s dick was much longer and thicker than my ex-boyfriend’s had been, but I didn’t care. I took it deep into my mouth until I felt the tip against the back of my throat. I didn’t gag at all, and Jake let out a moan that turned me on to no end.

“Mmm, Lila,” he crooned, looking down at me with lust in his eyes. “You suck it so good.”

I looked up at him as I sucked on his cock, feeling it throbbing inside my mouth and savoring the salty taste of his pre-cum. He threw his head back and closed his eyes. He held my hair back away from my face and pushed my head down further onto his rock-hard cock, moaning and panting with pleasure.

I wasn’t about to let him cum yet, though. I was risking my entire career to fuck this hot stud in a tiny examination room and I was definitely going to make the most of it. Jake was going to fuck me. He was going to fill up every hole in my body and give me the orgasm that my ex-boyfriend had never given me.

I had masturbated myself to orgasms plenty of times, but I had never had an orgasm with my ex. I wanted so badly to feel what that was like and I intended to make sure Jake gave me the feeling I desired so badly.

I held his stiff cock in my hands, still moist from my mouth and kissed the tip with my lips. I ran my tongue over the head and twirled it around in circles, teasing the shaft with my lips. Jake opened his eyes and looked back down at me. I smiled up at him.

“I want you to fuck me,” I said, sternly, looking directly up into his eyes.

I was naked on my knees on the floor of Exam Room 4 and I had no shame whatsoever. I was drunk with intense, fiery sexual desire and only Jake could put it out for me. I stood up, still holding his throbbing cock in my hand and led him over to the examination table. I leaned down, bending myself over and poking my bare round ass up in the air for him.

“Mmm, your ass is so hot, Lila,” Jake said in his deep, gruff voice, as his he moved his hands over my buttocks, squeezing and rubbing. I was on fire. I felt him slide one of his hands down between my legs and I moaned when his fingers found my moist clit.

“Mmm, Jake…yes,” I crooned, my voice barely louder than a whisper.

“Ooh, your pussy is so wet for me, Lila,” he said, moaning as his fingers rubbed and massaged my clit. I was dripping wet with desire and I wanted to feel his cock inside of me. I moaned and panted with pleasure as he continued to stimulate my clit with his fingers. I felt like I was close to my climax, but I fought to hold it back. I wanted to feel what it was like to cum with his cock inside me, and I was determined to hold off until then.

He slid two fingers into my dripping wet slit and started moving them in and out, rubbing against my G-spot in the process. His technique was so perfect. He really knew how to touch a woman. The feeling was wonderful and I was overcome with a yearning unlike any I had ever experienced before.

“Oh Jake, fuck me,” I cried out. “Fuck me, right now!” I didn’t care if anyone outside the door heard me. I wanted to feel his cock and I wanted to feel it right then.

I raised my hips higher up in the air and spread my legs open a bit more for him. He came up behind me and gripped both my ass cheeks with his hands. I felt the head of his throbbing hard cock slide into my pussy, and I thought I was going cum right then and there.

“Oh my GOD, yes! Yes, Jake! Ohh!” It felt sooo good! I had never been filled up like that before. Jake’s dick so was long, thick and hard. He thrusted his hips and drove his stiff cock deep down into me and I cried out in pleasure. He began to speed up his rhythm, thrusting faster and harder and harder and faster, bringing me closer and closer to my orgasm.

I had never had anal sex before. Having been brought up in a Catholic family, anal sex had always been something considered taboo. I had always been curious about it, though, and I had even used anal sex toys during masturbation before. I felt like it would be the perfect opportunity to experience it.

I backed up into Jake and stood up. I reached around and grabbed his head with my hand and put my mouth back near his ear.

“I want you to fuck me in my ass,” I told him, sternly. I was wondering what it would feel like to have an earth-shaking orgasm while being pounded in the ass.

“Are you sure?” he asked me, his voice raspy with passion.

I felt drunk with lust and intensified desire. When I said I wanted every hole in my body filled with Jake’s long, thick, throbbing cock, that’s exactly what I meant. I was ready to feel his stiff rod in my tight, virgin anus.

“Yes, I’m sure. I want to cum with your long, thick cock deep inside my asshole,” I told him.

The two of us were butt-naked, bent over the exam room bed, hot and moist with perspiration, panting and trying to catch our breaths. We were still completely wrapped up in the moment and though we were hoping we wouldn’t get caught, at that moment, we honestly didn’t care if we did.

Jake bent me back over the exam room table and slid his hand between my legs again. I moaned again as he slid two of his fingers inside my pussy again and worked them around, soaking up the sticky nectar of my wetness. He withdrew his fingers from my cunt and rubbed the wetness around the outside of my tight asshole. Then, he stuck his fingers in his mouth and wet the head of his cock with his own saliva. He then wet his fingers, yet again, with his saliva, and started working his fingers around the outside of my tiny, tight asshole.

I took a deep breath and relaxed myself, closing my eyes and concentrating on the feeling of Jake’s tender fingers rubbing and massaging my asshole. I pushed myself back up against him, helping him slide his wet finger into my tight hole, slowly and gently, preparing me for the even that was soon to come. He was gently working his moist fingers deeper and deeper into my ass, moving slowly and opening me up, little by little.

I had never felt such a sensation before. I didn’t feel any pain at all. In fact, it felt very arousing and the sensations were really starting to turn me on. I stuck two of my own fingers into my mouth and licked them, wetting them with my own saliva. Then, I used my fingers to find my clit and started massaging and rubbing it, increasing the sensations I was feeling from Jakes fingers inside my ass. The combination of these feelings and sensations intensified my passion and desire.

It was then that I knew I was ready for Jake to penetrate my anus. I was ready for him to take my anal virginity. I was turned on and sexual aroused to the point of no return and I could feel my climax building, getting closer and closer. I moaned and sighed again, as Jakes fingers slid deep down inside my ass. At the same time, I applied pressure to my clit and felt myself getting even closer to the brink of my orgasm.

“Oh, Jake, I’m ready! Fuck me in my ass, baby! Right now!” I cried out, wanting to reach that peak, wanting to cum on my own fingers while simultaneously enjoying the sensation of Jake’s long, thick, rock-hard cock ramming into my tight anus.

Just then, I felt Jake place the head of his dick just outside my anal entrance. I knew he was wetting the head up with more saliva and I braced myself for the moment he would finally penetrate me.

Jake slowly slid the tip of his cock into the super-tight tunnel of my virgin asshole. I moaned as both pleasure and pain intertwined and the pleasure overrode the pain by far.

“Ooh, Lila, your asshole is so fuckin’ tight, baby,” I heard Jake say in a gruff, raspy voice. He was moaning and groaning, working his cock deeper into my asshole. I increased the pressure  on my clit with my fingers and I then, I felt Jake’s hand on top of mine, guiding my fingers, helping me massage my clit and bring me over the edge.

Jake finally slid his cock all the way into my ass and I let out a little yelp as I gasped from the sensation. It hurt for just a moment, but then the pleasure of the sensations quickly took over.

“Ooh…yes, Jake,” I said. “Fuck my tight asshole!”

Jake began to speed up the pace, pounding my asshole faster and harder and thrusting his stiff, throbbing  cock deeper and deeper into my ass. I couldn’t take it anymore. All of these new sensations that I had never felt before pushed me completely over the edge and I knew I had reached my peak.

“Oh GOD, Jake, I’m cumming! Yesss!” I cried out in pleasure as my orgasm peaked. Jake thrusted his cock deep into my asshole and pumped two fingers in and out of my dripping wet pussy, intensifying my climactic pleasure. “Oh GOD YES!” I cried, not caring who heard. I had never had such an intense, earth-shattering orgasm before and it felt so fucking good I thought I might shed a tear.

“Yeah, baby, that’s it,” he said, softly, as my body shook with overwhelming orgasmic pleasure.

Jake held his fingers against my g-spot until my orgasm finally subsided. Then, he withdrew is fingers and went back to pounding my asshole.

“Mmm, Lila, I’m gonna cum, baby!” Jake warned.

“Oh yes! Cum in my tight asshole baby, yes!”

Jake grunted and groaned loudly as I felt his hot, thick cum fill my asshole to the brim. His cock throbbed and pulsated with each spurt of hot cum, sending more sensations through my anus. Finally, Jake’s body stiffened, then relaxed and he collapsed on back. His cock slid out of my cum-filled anus with a “sloshing” sound.

We stayed like that for a moment, basking in the afterglow of our fuck session, both of us feeling content and sexually satisfied.

Just then, we heard voices and footsteps coming down the hall. We swiftly gathered our clothes, dressing quickly. I threw on my smock and cotton pants, hurriedly stuffing my bra and panties into my pocket.

Just then, there was a knock on the exam room door.

“Mr. Harrison?” It was doctor Burton. He opened the door and entered the small exam room. Jake was sitting on the examination table and I was standing near the door, holding his chart. Jake winked at me and smiled. I smiled back.

Best first day of work, ever. I can’t wait until Jake’s next appointment!


15. The Lucky One: Passionate MILF Sex at the Office by Riley Davis

I know his type. A young Boss who thinks he is the king of the world. I could get down with the idea of whatever he has hidden under his vest. But maybe it’s better to keep quiet and stay on my own. He has other ideas, and before I know what’s happening, I’m at his beck and call. He wants something more. Do I take the chance and hope that he won’t run? Truth be told, I want him to take me even though I have no idea where his kisses might lead.

Who the hell did he think he was?

The kid looked like he had just left high school; where was the time to fit in four years of college and move through the ranks from the mailroom to account manager in what felt like the blink of an eye? His flashy suit and striped tie reeked of someone that was trying too hard to impress.

Maybe he would get by with the glint in his sky blue eyes and that tousled head of dark hair.

“Ladies and gentlemen, I bet you’re all holding to your breath to hear what I have to say,” he said.

“I can think of better uses for his mouth.”

Lizzie nudged my ribs and lifted her eyebrows as we sat at the end of the conference table. Recently divorced and what my mother would call hot to trot, Lizzie was more than ready to pounce on any man that moved so that she could feel like a real woman again. Not that I could blame her; the woman’s ex was a bully without shame who put her down every chance he got. Three kids and he was actually surprised that she’d grown a little thicker around the middle. I had dried her tears and tried to comfort her with warm words until something in her mind seemed to click into place. She could do better than an accountant who granted extensions for the right price. Translation? His long hours after April 15th meant that he was making it with every piece of ass that moved instead of going home to his long suffering wife. But now that she was free and clear and just waiting for the man to sign on the dotted line, Lizzie was up for anything.

“Didn’t you get your fill last night?” I whispered through clenched teeth. “With… what was his name again?”

“Giorgio,” she said. “Can you believe it? A real live Italian right here in Elmhurst? How lucky can a girl get?”

And even though I swore I heard her on the phone promising to meet the olive skinned man for another round of drinks and so much more, Lizzie practically drooled at the sight of the wunderkind outlining a strategy for the next quarter in the hopes that our profits would rise to impossible heights.

“Doesn’t mean I couldn’t get down with a little afternoon delight,” Lizzie said with a wink. “What do you think he looks like under that vest?”

I let my mind wander around the idea of his chest. No doubt he would be a mass of rippling muscles and waxed hair. I might like the feel of his smooth skin under my fingers, and my giggles harmonized with Lizzie’s when the man of the hour paused before the screen and fixed me in the space of his icy stare.

“Something that you ladies want to share with the rest of the class?” he asked.

Because of course his mind would go there; the nearest point of reference always made the most sense, and I slowly shook my head as Lizzie undid the next button of her blouse and flashed him a quick smile.

“So sorry, Mr. Winters,” she hummed. “Guess my friend and I are just a little… excited about your three year plan. Right, Sarah?”

I stayed silent as I stayed in his gaze. My knees knocked together under the table, and if I was another woman with a different life… a different past… I might have fluttered my lashes and see where it got me. But it was more than the reality that I could be his mother if I’d been dealt a few different cards, preferably from the top of the deck.

My divorce had taught me that it was better to keep the male of the species at a distance and make like a nun without the benefit of the habit and shorn hair.

“We’re listening, Mr. Winters,” I said. “There won’t be any more interruptions.”

Lizzie’s eyes rolled as she kept smirking, and I loathed the feel of being the center of attention as Mr. Winters crept closer and ran his large hand through his dark hair. With a palm like that, whatever was hidden under his belt had to be spectacular, and I felt my cheeks flush as he placed his free palm on my shoulder and inhaled a deep breath.

“See that you stick to that,” he said. “I won’t stand for anyone on my team whose head is not in the game.”

My tongue swelled, and I longed for a sip of water. But I didn’t dare make a move for one of the stray glasses on the table until he dismissed me with a nod and ordered the lights brought down so he could regale he room with graphs and pie charts courtesy of the overhead projector. The parting of his lips with each passing word nearly brought me around to Lizzie’s way of thinking. But I couldn’t take the chance.

And it’s not like he would ever want what was under my blouse.

“So that’s the long and short of it,” he said as the lights came up and he started to delegate. Maybe he was just parroting the words of older men who would rather get in a quick nine holes than languish behind windowless walls, but he had the part down. Everyone seemed energized as he swiped his long finger against the space of his tablet and declared that he needed someone to keep track of his intended empire.

“Miss… Burton?”

At the sound of my name passing through his lips, I sat up taller. Once again every eye in the room was on me. Why couldn’t he just leave me alone?

“I’ll have you at my desk,” he said. “Your years of experience seem to suggest that you’re the right woman for the job.”

It was something that he didn’t call me girl. Even though that might have not been such a bad thing. Frozen in place as the meeting broke up, Lizzie touched her hand to the back of my neck and smiled.

“Aren’t you the lucky one,” she said. “Guess I’ll have to make do with Giorgio. But I want details.”

“Details?” I asked. “Lizzie, I’m not going to---”

“Are you ever going to have fun again?” she asked.

“I… I didn’t have fun the first time around,” I said.

She left me alone with a sigh to snag a table in the cafeteria for lunch, and I planted my palms to the conference table as I sucked in several deep breaths. Just a job. I would see it through and head for home when the clock hit five. And never stop telling myself that I was past the age where the word fun should ever enter my vocabulary.

“Midnight oil isn’t all it’s cracked up to be.”

Three days in. First it was five thirty. Than a quarter to seven. Now that he had a new presentation on the horizon, time had no meaning. The man… the boy would keep me in his sights until the sun crept through the window of his corner office and streamed over my head. But I didn’t want to make waves and simply shrugged my shoulders as he reached behind his back and revealed a brown paper bag.

“Got us some coffee,” he said. “Thought we could both do better than that swill in the break room.”

The aroma of the brew tickled my nostrils, and I gratefully accepted the cup as I sipped quickly and felt a small stream dribbling down my chin.

“Jesus Christ,” I muttered. “I’m sorry about---”

“Hold up. I’ve got it.”

Mr. Winters wiped the coffee away and licked his fingers clean as he perched on the edge of his desk and crossed his long legs.

“Tastes nice,” he said. “And I’m not talking about the coffee.”

He leaned closer, and I could smell the mint wafting off his teeth. Would he taste just as fine? I was tempted to take the chance and tell myself that a second chance would make the difference when I sank back into my chair and nervously tapped my nails to the keyboard.

“I thought that you wanted my head in the game,” I said.

“I want---”

“And if you can’t take this seriously, then maybe I should just pack it in right now.”

“Is that a euphemism?” he teased as he waggled his eyebrows. I could take him for all he thought he was worth if that was how he was going to play it. Better to leave and see that he paid out my unemployment and then some.

“Don’t mind me,” he said. “I just try to sound tough.”

“You sound like a jerk.”

His gaze tightened, and I knew from memory what that look could do as I hung my head and muttered a weak apology.

“So let’s just drop it, okay?” he said. “It’s not like you’re so special.”

As much as his words hurt, it’s what I was used to, and I was ready to work fast and get out of his line of fire as he licked his lips and started back into his office. The sharp sound of his groan gave me no choice but the swivel in my seat to face him.

“I’m sorry,” he started. “You probably think that I’m some dumb kid, right?”

“I… no,” I said. “If you were dumb, you wouldn’t have all this.”

His blue eyes narrowed, and his mouth softened as he approached me again. Consumed by his shadow, I swallowed hard and let him touch my chin.

“It’s called nepotism, Miss Burton,” he said. “I get that it makes the rest of you laugh. You and your friend could hardly help yourselves.”

“No!” I insisted. “That wasn’t why Lizzie laughed.

“So what was the real reason?” he asked.

One word of the truth, and  I felt our roles reversed. I could tell him that Lizzie smiled at the thought of him naked and that I let my mind drift in her direction when I bit down on my lip to keep from crying out.

“Not talking?” he asked. “Okay. Let’s just get back to work to then.”

The coffee sustained me as I reorganized the slides in his PowerPoint presentation, and when my eyes started to blur on account of the warm light emanating from my monitor, I suddenly felt his hand on my arm.

“Miss Burton?” he asked.

His voice sounded softer, and I turned my head to see his smile as he cupped my face in his hand.

“Can you start from the beginning please?”

“I… I don’t even know how it started,” I confessed. “He was… he seemed like a nice guy. And I really wanted to be married. But he changed. Sometimes it seemed like it happened during our honeymoon.”

“I---”

“Wasn’t that supposed to still be the best time?” I continued. “But he didn’t like the way I smiled at the waiter. And as soon as we were back in our room he---”

“I meant from the beginning of the slide show, Miss Burton.”

My body turned to jelly under the weight of his words. I had told him too much without meaning… without him wanting to hear the tale. My fingers trembled as I clicked the wireless mouse and let him view the graphs revised for the shareholders eyes. My entire body quaked as he scanned the zig zag effect as one slide dissolved into the next, and when a black screen signaled the end of the show, I leapt to my feet and thought of nothing but the way out as he grabbed my hand.

“That’s a good day’s work,” he said. “Let’s say we celebrate with a nightcap.”

Offering no resistance as he brought me into his office, I took in the maroon walls and the cardboard boxes in every corner. Even if he had yet to unpack, that didn’t mean that he wasn’t in charge, and I wished that I had kept my cards closer to the vest when he handed me a glass of vodka on the rocks and pulled up a chair so we could clink crystal.

“Here’s to you, Miss Burton,” he said. “Thanks for putting up with me.”

He drank fast, but I held back as I bit down on my lip and rubbed my hand across my face.

“I… I shouldn’t have gotten so familiar,” I said. “It’s my problem. And I deal with it.”

“How do you do that?” he asked as he dropped the glass and trailed one long finger across the hem of my skirt. History told me that he would rip the fabric away because I had spoken out of turn, and I gasped when his hand simply surrounded my knee as he peered into my eyes.

“I… I go home,” I started. “I try to forget. Sometimes it’s easier said than done.”

“And when you can’t forget?” he asked.

A sharp stream of air left my lips, and I couldn’t fight the urge to kiss him hard. My tongue moved around his, and I liked the feel of him uncovering my thighs as he kneaded my flesh and found the band of my panties so he could give the silk a sharp tug.

“Mr. Winters, I---”

“Think that you should call me Peter,” he said between kisses. “We’re way past formalities, Miss---”

“Then call me Sarah.”

My name left his lips. Crawling into his lap, I bathed his face as I pulled on his tie. It melted into my palms, and I draped the stripes over his shoulders as I played with the buttons on his vest in search of his shirt.

“Why does this have to be so hard?” I moaned.

“You want to talk about hard…”

Looking down at the bulge in his pants, I panted at the thought of having him in the best way as my fingers flew to his fly and his zipper started to give way under my touch.

“Let’s not get ahead of ourselves,” he cautioned.

“Don’t you… isn’t this what you want?” I asked.

“Sarah…”

His voice trailed off as he kissed me again, and I whimpered as he winded his fingers through my air and gently bit down on my earlobe.

“The work is done,” he said. “We can take our time.”

Peter cast off his vest and I laughed through the tears just brimming in my eyes as I lowered his shirt and finally had his chest under my eyes. My hands. His muscles were everything that I had ever imagined. But there were fine hairs dotting his flesh, and I buried my head in the wisps and suckled his hard nipples as he winded his arms around my neck.

“I take it you like what you see,” he whispered. “Even if I don’t deserve to be here.”

“I never said that,” I said as my lips explored his mouth and traced the edges of his teeth. Peter sighed into my mouth, and he started to drag me to his desk as he began to unbutton my blouse.

“No.”

Backing away from his state of undress, I tripped over my heels and started to fall into the far wall when Peter was up like a shot to take me into his arms.

“What’s wrong?” he asked. “Thought we were making friends.”

“I… yes,” I choked out. “So let’s make that happen.”

Gripping his neck as I turned him into the wall, I lifted my skirt and started to grind against his hips. I could feel the tip of his cock ready to claim my pussy. But my body unfurled to have him, and he started to tease my folds as he kept kissing my face. I could feel him going deep and wanted him to tear into my eager flesh when his large hands stopped my movements.

“I think… it would be better if you weren’t hiding from me,” he said.

“You wouldn’t like the look of it,” I muttered. “I’m just the old lady on your desk.”

“Old?” he challenged. I couldn’t form another  word as he lifted me into his arms and sat me back on edge of his the wood with a laugh. “Never got that vibe from you.”

“Then why did you pick me?” I asked.

Peter sucked my lips and pulled back so he could peer down at me. His hungry hands kept caressing my legs, and I wanted him to take charge and as he slinked back into my lap and pressed his fingers to my neck.

“Because you stopped laughing,” he said. “That was something special. Feels great to not be a joke.”

My eyes found his face softening. Did he really need my pity tinged with understanding? The world was his for the taking. But for the first time he seemed ill at ease with the idea, and I kissed him quickly before moaning into his taut neck.

“I never thought that,” I confessed.

“Sweet of you to---”

“It’s the truth. And I don’t lie.”

He lifted his head, and I expected his kiss all over again when he moved back to my buttons.

“And if your eyes are to be believed, it’s even better underneath,” he said.

“Wait!”

Peter pulled on my buttons and I couldn’t stop my blouse from falling away when he saw the truth of my past etched across my skin.

“What in god’s name happened to…?”

“God had nothing to do with it,” I said as I folded my arms over my bare breasts and hung my head. My arms weren’t long enough to hide the marks, and I lacked the strength to fight a losing battle as I let him see the scars that I worked so hard to keep hidden.

“Sarah?”

Peter sat beside me and held my hand as he kissed my bare shoulder and fondled my hair.

“I… I have a past too, Mr. Winters,” I started.

“It’s Peter and---”

“And it went on for ten years,” I said. “He used his fists and broken glass and… and fire.”

What was the point of trying to deny it any longer? I made me way to my feet and felt his eyes on my body as I struggled to keep speaking.

“He always said that it would do me no good to leave him,” I muttered.

“But you did,” Peter whispered as he took my hand. “You won.”

He lifted my hand to his lips and gently kissed the tips of my fingers. Of course that was the move he would make when he saw me for what I truly was. Ready to dress and pray that I would still have a job to come back to in the morning, Peter eased me to his carpet and laid me out as I fixed my eyes on his and waited for his words.

“Do they still hurt?” he asked.

I twirled around the scars and felt no pain as I shook my head and lowered my eyelids.

“Not really,”  I admitted. “Except when I agreed to a blind date.”

And the memory made me wince as Peter smoothed his long fingers down my face.

“Was it that bad?” he asked.

“The prick had to drink himself blind and he still couldn’t get it up,” I said. “But how could I really blame him?”

An uncomfortable silence passed between us, and I gasped when Peter lowered his hands and focused on my broken body. His new kiss met the raised mark crossing my sides, and my body quivered under the feel of his lips when he met my eyes again and stopped just short of my lips.

“Man was a fool,” he whispered. “You’re still beautiful, Sarah. Don’t let anyone ever tell you anything else.”

My tongue stilled as he kissed my neck and folded me into his arms. Lingering in his embrace, I started to touch his sides and absorb the vibration of his laughter when I looked up at him with wide eyes.

“Are you… why would you say that?” I asked.

“Because it’s true,” he said. “Maybe I hate how it happened. But I want the chance to make it right.”

Had he really just said as much? I felt that my mind must be playing tricks on me when Peter lifted me off the floor. I clung to him as he spun me around, and my ass fell to his desk as he kissed the marks just below my breasts and looked up at me with a sweet smile.

“Now don’t make me pull rank,” he said as his hand pushed between my thighs. He stroked my cunt, and I could only focus on the feel of his fingers when I suddenly found his wrist and forced him to stop.

“Miss Burton, did I say that we were done?” he challenged.

I shook my head as he kissed my hair, and I started to take him into my arms when I grabbed his face and just pushed him back to the point where he had no choice but to look at my body.

“But how can you make it right?” I asked. Peter waggled one eyebrow and eased me down to the red oak of his desk. I laid in fear at the prospect of whatever he would say next and struggled to keep from crying out when he settled close to my side and traced the line of my lower lip.

“Like this, Sarah,” he purred.

He kissed me deeply for a split second before he bowed his head and brought his lips to my marks. Every cut and scratch found a new life under his lips, and my body melted under his tenderness as he snaked his free arm around my waist and slowly made his way to my mouth desperate for his kiss.

“No pain now, right?” he asked.

“Only… only from wanting you… inside me,” I said.

“We can put a stop to that, too.” He straddled my thighs, his cock slowly filling my pussy. I gasped with each push and wondered how I could handle his massive length when he finally came to rest inside me. His hands were on my breasts, and I sighed at the feel of his fingers circling my eager nipples as Peter kissed my neck and dragged his lips to my ear.

“Is that better, Sarah?” he asked.

It was almost everything, and I longed for him to move when he lifted me to his chest. Fighting the quivers consuming my legs, I twisted my limbs around his frame and quickly seized his smiling face.

“Are you going to keep me in suspense forever, Mr. Winters?” I asked. He raised one eyebrow and quickly kissed my cheek as he held me closer.

“I could,” he teased. “But we’ve waited long enough for this.” His cock plunged into me, and I grinded my nails into his broad shoulders as he thrust fast. My pussy was on fire with each plunge, and even as a small part of my soul wanted to simply savor his sleek flesh until rays of sunlight made their way through his window, my lust knew no bounds. Drenching his shaft with my desire, I lowered my lids and felt my cheeks flush as he came with me.

“Jesus… it’s been so…”

Biting down on my lip to stifle my screams, he forced me back to his desk and finished with one grand lunge. My muscles clenched to milk his member, and as he cried out, I blinked into his gaze and watched his lips curl into a soft smile.

“Since you weren’t going to, I thought that one of us should make some noise.”

His playful wink singed my soul, and I twisted around him one last time as I climbed up his body. Clutching his neck tightly, I released a light moan that morphed into a contented cry.

“But it never felt like this, Peter.”

Shifting my head to find his smile, our lips locked and he eased me back to my side as he fondled my breasts, my scars, and I felt no shame as he caressed my hair and sighed into my watering stare.

“I didn’t mean to make you cry,” he murmured.”

“It’s okay,” I assured him. “They… these are happy tears. I could get used to them.” His lips brushed them away from my cheeks, and my hands roamed over his muscles when he slowly pulled out and started to dress.

“I don’t know if I like the look of that,” he said as he concealed his cock and zipped up. He stalked away from the desk, and a lump caught in my throat. He had to have liked some of it. So why was he abandoning me right after breathing new life into my soul? He said that the scars weren’t a problem. Had his tune changed after one quick screw? I should have left when I had the chance, before I let myself believe that he would be different. My hands shook as I started to press my body back into my clothes.

“Need some help there?” he asked.

I was too weak to say no as he buttoned up my blouse and smoothed my skirt down my thighs. Where were my panties? My frantic hands searched the space of his desk when I saw him with the silk in his hands, and he brought the fabric to his nose before stuffing my silk into his pocket.

“I’ll hang onto these,” Peter said. “Maybe you’ll get them back later.”

“Later?” I asked. “Like there’s going to be a---”

“And why the hell not?” he asked. “You think I’m going to let you go now?”

“I…”

My voice trailed off, and he sat beside me and draped his arm over my shoulders.

“This is what happens now, Sarah,” he started. “We grab a bite to eat. A few drinks.”

“Are you asking me out on a date?” I asked. He shrugged and flashed me a bright smile.

“I’m trying to,” he said. “Hoping that you’ll say yes.”

Trying to form the words as he rubbed my legs, I fought back a new stream of tears before I felt his lips once again on my face.

“But if it’s going to make you cry, Sarah, then I---”

“Shut up and kiss me and I won’t have to.”

Peter’s lips found mine, and I drank in his taste as my fingers danced up and down his arms.

“Better,” he said as he backed off. “As I said, I don't like the look of that...you with tears in your eyes. ”

He hopped off the desk and offered me his arm. Quickly linking my limb in his, I leaned against him as we left the office, and Peter suddenly paused as he cupped my chin in his large hand.

“But we’ll have to try to get some sleep,” he murmured. “I’m going to need you at full strength when we present to the board tomorrow.”

Did he really want so much more than one night?

“Don’t look at me like that,” he said. “Like I don’t need you at my side.”

He squeezed my hand, and as soon as I nodded, Peter kissed the top of my head.

“Guess that makes me the lucky one,” he said. “Glad you’re along for the ride, Sarah.”

Snuggling into the crook of his neck as soon as we hit the elevator, my hand drifted into his pocket.

“Just see that I get these back before the top of the morning,” I said.

“As long as I get to take them off again as soon as we crush it.”

How could I pass that up?


16. My Roommate’s Tongue: My First Lesbian Experience at College by Ellie North

My boyfriend of four years has cheated on me – leaving me feeling absolutely heartbroken. Now a freshman in college, I feel too hurt and betrayed to trust another man – even for one night of revenge sex. However, after discovering that my beautiful, outgoing, and friendly roommate Vanessa, is attracted to women, I found myself wondering if Vanessa might be able to offer me comfort beyond just a girls’ night in. As it turns out, Vanessa is more than willing to help me get over my heartache and try something new.

It was difficult for me to focus as I sat in my Introduction to Psychology class. Only a week ago, I had been excitedly waiting for my lecture to finish so that I could make a surprise trip to visit my boyfriend, Jared. The two of us had been high school sweethearts, but he had decided to go to a different university that was better suited for his major, but it was only a two-hour trip by bus. So I’d packed a weekend bag right after Psych had let out and convinced my roommate, Vanessa, to drive me to the bus station.

Upon arriving at his school that Saturday, I had been shocked to knock on his dormitory door and find a woman on the other side. Her hair had been rumpled and she’d been wearing the sweatshirt I had given Jared as a graduation gift.

When he’d finally come to the door himself, all he could say was “Anya, what are you doing here?”

Heartbroken and dejected, I returned to campus

Feeling too embarrassed to tell my roommate and friends what had happened, I had gone to the library on campus and studied until I finally fell asleep at a table towards the back of the stacks, staying there until the next day before returning to my room.

Jared and I had grown up down the block from each other and dated all throughout high school. In our small town it seemed like mostly everyone was convinced that we would be together forever. Up until that previous weekend, I had been inclined to agree. Jared had been my first date, my first kiss, and the only man I had ever had sex with – something I had shared with him just before we graduated high school.

During the entire summer before we had left to embark on our freshman year of college – I had discovered how much of a sexual appetite I had. Jared had jokingly described me as being insatiable. I had been eager to both please my boyfriend and try new things with him. It was part of why I was excited to go visit him after spending a month apart. I could not believe that Jared had thrown away a four-year relationship and everything I had been willing to do for him. In fact, I would have gone as far as to say I had been nothing put the perfect girlfriend.

It was not as though I had not been presented with the opportunity to cheat since arriving at school, too. I know that I have turned heads almost everywhere that I’ve gone due to my tall and slender but still curvy figure. While I did not have much of an ass, but what I lacked there was more than made up for by my chest.

I was distracted from my own thoughts when one of the aides handed me a few papers. I noted the way that his eyes were fixated on my ample cleavage exposed by the deep V-neck of my sweater. I smiled shyly at him, thanking him for the papers before going back to trying to focus on the lecture.

Yes, I knew that I could probably get any guy that I wanted at the moment. In fact, I was pretty sure that I could convince the teacher’s aide that had just been ogling me to take me back to my dorm room for a torrid tryst. But despite the fact that Jared had cheated on me, I did not think that having sex with someone else just for the sake of revenge would make me feel any better. In fact, because of Jared, I now felt that I did not want to put my trust in any man – even if only for a brief interlude.

Before I knew it, my lecture was over and it was time to head back to my room. Gathering up my things, I realized that I probably should tell Vanessa about what had happened with Jared. The more I thought about it, the more I realized that I had essentially been shying away from the other woman since returning to our room on Sunday evening.

I had heard horror stories from friends about what it was like to live with a complete stranger at college. Luckily, Vanessa Morales had been nothing but wonderful to me since we had met at orientation. The dark haired woman was not only outgoing and fun – but she was also kind. Plus, Vanessa had a wild streak that I admired.

Vanessa was always going out to parties on the weekend and teasing me for staying in – telling me that I could not just sit around and pine over my long distance boyfriend. But I had always known it was more friendly teasing than mean spirited mocking. “Anya, you are too young and too hot,” she would always say. And even though Vanessa would frequently stumble back to our room in the wee hours of the morning, she was always respectful and would constantly offer to spend the night in with me studying or watching movies during the week if it seemed as though I needed the company.

Vanessa was also stunning; I would have had to be blind to not see that. Living with another woman in close quarters certainly meant forsaking some privacy and I had noted just how voluptuous my roommate was after weeks of the two of us changing in the same room. Her full-figured body with tan skin and long cascading dark hair and chocolaty brown eyes turned heads just as often as men seemed to look at me. We made quite the pair when we walked around campus together on our way to class. I was sure that when Vanessa went to parties that people were always vying for her attention and frat boys were always trying to bring her home – explaining why she was always out so late. But my roommate had always been very good about not bringing anyone back to our room when she knew that I was going to be there and we had worked out a signal just in case she chose to and I came back to our room earlier than expected.

Given the fact that it was the middle of the day on a Thursday, I was surprised to find that signal – a simple hot pink scrunchie wrapped around the door knob – in place.

Just as I was considering turning around and leaving to go to the library so that Vanessa could have more privacy with her mystery man – the door opened and my eyes widened. It seemed Vanessa had not been entertaining a mystery man, but a mystery woman instead.

Standing on the other side, too caught up in saying goodbye to each other to notice my presence, were Vanessa and a redhead that I recognized from my English literature class. The two were locked in a passionate embrace, Vanessa’s hands knotted in the other’s hair as they kissed goodbye. It was not until the other woman turned around that they noticed me at all.

“I can come back later,” I offered.

Vanessa, who was wearing only an oversized white t-shirt that contrasted nicely against her tan skin, just shook her head. “Don’t worry about it, Jessie was just leaving.” She offered Jessie a playful swat on the ass before kissing her again and moving aside so that I could come inside.

Stepping inside and putting my things down on my desk, I set about unpacking my book bag. The surprise at seeing Vanessa with another woman had quickly worn off. I could not really say that it surprised me one way or another. If anything, it made me curious.

Jared had once tried to convince me to kiss another girl during a graduation party when we had been drinking. He had told me how hot a threesome would be. I turned him down, one of the few times I had told him no. Suddenly, I wondered if the new woman he was sleeping with was more willing to experiment in that way but quickly pushed the thoughts from my head.

It was not that I was not curious. I certainly often found myself thinking that other women were attractive and wondered how being with a woman might be different than being with a man – but I had not wanted to try it just because my boyfriend at the time had thought it would be a good idea.

“Sorry about that,” Vanessa finally said. “I guess I lost track of time.”

“It’s fine,” I told her with a smile.

Vanessa returned the smile and nodded. “So, are you staying here this weekend or are you going to see your boy toy?”

Sighing, I shook my head. “Actually, Jared and I broke up. When I got there, I found him with another woman.”

“That bastard!” Vanessa spat out angrily before her expression softened. “If you found out when you first got there, where were you last weekend? And why didn’t you tell me sooner?”

I felt my face flush red with embarrassment. “I came back to campus but stayed at the library. I was too…ashamed to tell everyone that he’d found someone better and cheated on me.”

Vanessa frowned, pulling me into a comforting hug. “Anya, sweetheart, no. First of all, if anyone should be ashamed it should be him. He’s an idiot and an asshole for tossing aside someone like you. Second of all, you should never be worried about coming to me about anything, okay? You are not just my roommate; you are my friend.”

I sighed, hugging Vanessa back.

“Thanks, Vanessa,” I murmured into my roommate’s soft hair. I knew to a degree that Vanessa was right – that, really, it was Jared’s loss if he wanted to find someone else. I had worked to be nothing short of the perfect girlfriend for him and he was the one who was throwing that away.

“No problem,” the brunette told me sincerely, pulling back. “How about I skip my afternoon class and we go get some ice cream, wine, and movies and spend the weekend in?”

I smiled and bobbed my head. “Just nothing romantic and nothing sad.”

“Got it, stupid slapstick comedies and action movies with hot actors,” Vanessa winked, stepping back to grab a pair of jeans from her closet so that the two of us could go out and gather supplies for their girls’ night in.

Later that night, I was feeling a bit lightheaded even as I poured myself a third glass of wine. Vanessa and I were both sitting on her bed, watching a movie together – sharing a pint of ice cream with two spoons.

I had to admit that I was feeling much better and really appreciated the fact that Vanessa had spent the night in with me. I was sure that my roommate had better things to do.

“You didn’t have a party that you wanted to go to or plans with Jessie tonight?” I asked her suddenly.

Vanessa let out a soft chuckle, turning her gaze from the movie playing on her computer screen to look at me. “Jessie?” she echoed. “No, that was really more of a one-time thing. She was fun but it wasn’t anything serious.”

“Oh.”

“You know, that is the great part about being single in college, Anya. We can have all of the fun we want. I bet if I took you out to a party, you could have any guy that you wanted.” When I blushed, Vanessa nudged me. “I’m serious. You are beautiful and sexy and anyone would have to be blind and stupid to not see that.”

“I wish Jared felt the same way,” I admitted softly.

Before I even knew what was happening, Vanessa leaned up and brushed her lips up against mine in a gentle kiss, effectively silencing and surprising me with the action. “Sorry, I figured that was the only way to distract you from thinking that way,” she winked at me. “Plus, I’d be lying if I said I hadn’t been wondering what it was like.”

Surprisingly, I wasn’t put off by it. In fact, I had been a little curious about what it would feel like too – especially since seeing Vanessa with Jessie earlier that day. “It’s fine, don’t apologize,” I told her and we locked eyes for a long moment, our movie and girls’ night completely forgotten.

The energy between us, paired with the wine, made me giggle. I reached to take another spoonful of ice cream, unable to react fast enough when some of it slipped off of the spoon and fell onto my skin. The coldness caused goosebumps to rise as it began to melt quickly and drip down my shirt, between my breasts.

Cursing under my breath, I looked around for a napkin, but it seemed that Vanessa had other ideas. I gasped when the brunette leaned in, lapping up the melted ice cream with the flat of her tongue against my bare skin.

In that moment, it seemed that both of our restraint snapped and Vanessa pressed her mouth against mine again – this time the kiss was much more passionate. Vanessa’s tongue ran along my lips until they parted and then the two of us engaged in a frantic, messy kiss – a clash of tongue and teeth unlike anything I had experienced before.

I was struck by how different it felt to be kissing another woman. Vanessa’s lips were so soft and she tasted like vanilla and honey. I was surprised at how quickly the feeling ignited my arousal. Vanessa pulled apart to place aside our ice cream carton and pluck my wine glass out of my hand, putting it on her desk. Then, within seconds, she was cupping both sides of my face in her hands and kissing me firmly.

I moaned when Vanessa’s hands knotted in my hair, tugging gently until I tilted my head back and moaned in pleasure, exposing the column of my throat to Vanessa who immediately began pressing her mouth to my flesh. She nipped at my collar bone as her other hand reached down for the hem of my old and worn t-shirt.

Parting only for long enough to pull the t-shirt over my head and toss it aside, my roommate looked at me appraisingly. When we had returned to our room from the store, I had changed into a t-shirt and a pair of cotton shorts, forgoing a bra all together. Now, with my ample breasts on display, I felt a bit anxious as the other woman looked at me. But the smirk on Vanessa’s lips told me that she liked what she saw. Her hands came to cup my heavy breasts, fondling and squeezing them in a way that caused my stomach to knot in the most delicious way.

“Have you ever been with another woman, Anya?” Vanessa asked, her voice husky.

“N-no,” I told her as my eyes fluttered shut in pleasure.

“I want to make you feel good – and forget all about your idiot ex-boyfriend. Is that okay?”

I could only nod my head but it was all the permission that Vanessa needed before she brought her mouth down to kiss the top of my breasts. I let out a cry of pleasure when Vanessa tugged gently on one of my nipples, both of them having hardened into stiff peaks from the brunette’s attentions. I could not believe how wonderful Vanessa was able to make me feel.

The two of us shifted on the bed so that I was lying flat on my back. Vanessa crawled over me, straddling my waist with a giggle. “You’re so sexy, Anya,” she muttered, her hands returning to my breasts, massaging them sensually as she bent down to wrap her mouth around one of my nipples, rolling her tongue over it and suckling until my moans filled the room.

My own hands moved to pull Vanessa’s top off. The brunette pulled away just long enough to try to pull it over her head, causing the both of us to giggle as she briefly got tangled in it. Vanessa had been wearing nothing but her t-shirt and a pair of black lace panties and I could not help but admire her. I reached up to cup Vanessa’s breasts in my hands experimentally, not sure how to touch her but attempting to use what I knew that I liked on myself. When Vanessa moaned, I knew that I was on the right track.

Our lips met once more as our hands explored one another’s bodies. My hands finally came to rest on Vanessa’s ass, cupping her cheeks and trying to pull her closer to me. I was convinced more than ever that Vanessa had the perfect ass. It was so round and firm and perfect. I gave it a playful swat, causing the brunette to groan. I filed that reaction away for later.

The two of us kissed hungrily before Vanessa slid down the bed. Her slender fingers hooked into the waist of my shorts and panties, dragging them past my hips and down my legs. Her eyes widened as she looked at my body, completely naked and on display in front of her. She pushed my thighs open and looked at me before she smiled.

Vanessa seemed unable to resist staring for a moment. I knew that my body was firm and taut, and it was obvious that I was aroused – I knew that I was practically glistening from how wet with arousal I was. Vanessa’s hands skimmed my thighs, she seemed to marvel at the way her own tan hands looked in contrast against my milky white flesh, and I was inclined to agree. I could tell that Vanessa reveled in every small gasp and gentle groan that I made as she teased my skin, never quite touching me where she knew that I wanted to feel her skilled hands the most.

“You’re so pretty,” Vanessa complimented, leaning in to press an open mouthed kiss to the inside of my thigh. She laughed as I instinctively shifted closer to her, trying to urge her to touch me where I needed the most attention. “How long as it been since someone touched you, Anya?” she asked, running one of her fingers along the crease of my thigh.

“Since before orientation – the last time I saw Jared before school started,” I admitted.

“Have you touched yourself?” Vanessa asked, her voice casual as though she were discussing the weather. When I did not answer right away, Vanessa leaned in and nipped at my inner thigh with her teeth. “Answer me.”

“Yes,” I admitted, torn between arousal and embarrassment.

Vanessa chuckled and shook her head.

“Dirty girl,” she teased. “I’m going to make you feel better than anyone else ever has,” she promised. Finally bringing her hand to my center, Vanessa’s fingers stroked gently over my folds until I whimpered and pushed my hips towards her hand. Vanessa smirked mischievously up at me before sliding two fingers inside of my warm, tight heat.

I felt as if I was going out of my mind with need. Vanessa had not lied, the way that she touched me was unlike the way anyone else had ever done. It was similar to the way that I touched myself, but exciting because it was someone else and Vanessa twisted her fingers inside of me, creating sensations I had never felt before.

“Oh, God!” I cried out as Vanessa’s fingers established a steady rhythm. She moved her hand in careful, deliberate thrusts. Every time it seemed that I was close to release, Vanessa slowed the movements of her fingers, to the point where I thought I was going to go insane.

“Please,” I begged desperately.

“Please’ what, Anya? Tell me what you want!”

“I want to cum,” I practically sobbed out, hardly recognizing my own voice. “Please, make me cum.”

Vanessa laughed softly, her thumb finding my clit and rubbing it gently as her fingers increased. This time when I began thrusting my hips, fucking myself on my roommate’s fingers, the brunette did not slow down – granting me the release I had been begging for. I came with a loud cry, my hips arching off of the bed and thighs trembling as my first orgasm in a long while washed over me. My body tightened around Vanessa’s fingers hard as pleasure rocked my body and stars exploded behind my closed eyelids.

When I finally settled down against the mattress again, I looked down the bed at Vanessa to see her licking her fingers, tasting my wetness.

“Mmmmm,” she practically purred. “You taste so good. I need some from the source,” she grinned lecherously.

The first time I felt her roommate’s tongue press against my still sensitive flesh, I jolted. Jared had never wanted to go down on me despite the fact that I had always been eager to do so for him. Vanessa, however, seemed to love it. Her tongue lapped at my folds as though she were starving and my core was providing her the sweetest nectar available.

“Oh, fuck, Vanessa,” I gasped out. “That’s so amazing, don’t stop.” I could have sworn that I felt the brunette smirk against my skin.

The tip of Vanessa’s tongue prodded at my entrance, moaning into my body as I gently thrust against my roommate’s tongue. My hands reached down, knotting in her dark hair and tugging gently, trying to keep her where she was while silently pleading for more.

I had never felt anything quite like it. Vanessa’s mouth was like a gift from some kind of higher power. Her talented tongue on my body quickly coaxed me to my second orgasm, but this time Vanessa did not ease off and pull away. Instead, it seemed more like she was flicking her tongue against me with more enthusiasm. She moved to suckle my clit into her mouth and slid her fingers back inside of me.

“Oh, Vanessa!” I moaned as my head tipped back and eyes fluttered shut again, Vanessa’s continued attentions only causing the waves of pleasure to intensify just as quickly as they tried to ebb away. It was only when I felt as though I were about to black out that Vanessa pulled away, a satisfied smile on her face.

“That’s the great thing about women – multiple orgasms,” the brunette told me knowingly.

I was still trying to catch my breath when Vanessa crawled back up my body and kissed me fiercely. This time, Vanessa didn’t taste like vanilla and honey – she tasted like me. The knowledge that I was tasting my own arousal on my roommate’s tongue as we kissed only served to turn me on even more. My own tongue explored my roommate’s mouth, sampling as much as I could.

With some effort, I managed to maneuver us so that Vanessa was on her back. Shifting back to my knees, I looked down at my beautiful roommate before reaching for the waist of her lace panties, determined to return the favor.

I quickly discarded the last scrap of fabric left between us and stared at Vanessa. I had never seen another woman naked and exposed to me, I was entranced by the gorgeous sight.

At first, my movements were hesitant, running my hands along Vanessa’s thighs the way that she had done to me. When my fingers stroked Vanessa’s core, I groaned when I realized just how wet my roommate was.

My finger slid inside of her center and at first my movements were timid.

“Just do what you like,” Vanessa told me gently, looking down at me with a warm smile. “I promise that I will like it.”

With Vanessa’s encouragement, the thrusts of my hand became more deliberate, establishing a steady but gentle rhythm. My other hand shifted up Vanessa’s body, skimming the skin of her abdomen, squeezing her breast, fondling her wherever I could reach.

Vanessa’s throaty moans and husky words of encouragement only spurred me on. I curled my fingers slightly inside of her body, just the way I would do in moments of solitude when I would touch myself. Without giving any warning, I shifted on the bed so that I was between Vanessa’s thighs and lowered my mouth to my roommate’s clit, as my fingers continued to stroke inside of her. I suckled on her swollen bundle of nerves before shifting to run my tongue along the folds of Vanessa’s pussy. I wanted nothing more than to provide Vanessa with the same pleasure she’d given me.

When Vanessa’s orgasm washed over her, she bowed off of the bed and let out a loud, throaty cry – screaming my name. Taking a cue from Vanessa’s former attentions, I continued to gently lap at her with my tongue and gently shifted my fingers inside of her until Vanessa could take no more.

The two of us curled up together on Vanessa’s bed as the brunette tried to regain her senses.

“Are you sure you’ve never done that before?” she asked with a breathless chuckle.

I just blushed and kissed her quickly. “Thank you.”

“What for?” Vanessa asked.

“For being so wonderful to me – for making me feel beautiful after Jared made me feel worthless.”

“You are beautiful,” Vanessa told me, reaching to caress my cheek gently. “And I’d make you feel a whole lot of other things if you’d let me,” she offered suggestively. We both dissolved into gentle giggles.

I was about to answer when someone knocked on our door.

“Probably someone complaining about the noise,” Vanessa told me. “You scream when you cum,” she teased.

I reluctantly extracted myself from Vanessa’s embrace, pulling on my t-shirt and my shorts before walking to the door. I cracked it open before my jaw dropped.

“What are you doing here?”

Standing in the corridor was Jared, holding a small bouquet of flowers. I could hardly believe that he was standing there.

“I came to apologize, Anya,” he told me. I heard Vanessa curse under her breath behind me. “I don’t know what I was thinking – we were apart and all of the craziness of being away from home for the first time really got to me and I let myself get carried away.”

“Jared,” I started slowly, shaking my head at him. “You didn’t get carried away – you cheated.”

“I know and I want to fix it,” he told me stubbornly.

“I’m not interested in fixing it,” I replied honestly. “Maybe you have the right idea, Jared. Maybe we’re away at school and that’s a time where we should be trying new things and seeing other people.”

I did not miss the anger that flashed across Jared’s face. “You’re already with another guy, aren’t you?” he asked me indignantly. “Is he in there? Who the hell is he?”

I rolled my eyes but did not have a chance to respond before Vanessa walked up behind me, pulling the door open wider. She was still completely nude.

“Hey, you must be the dipshit that cheated on my roommate,” she greeted him flatly. “She definitely doesn’t have another guy in here, trust me,”

Vanessa winked. Suddenly, she knotted her hand in my hair, pulling me in for another passionate kiss. Jared stared at us, obviously dumbfounded, but I did not care. Instead, I simply smiled at him before slamming the door shut in his face.

“Now, where were we?” I asked Vanessa before the two of us immediately dissolved into giggles and met once more in a deep and passionate kiss.


17. Alyssa's Secret Meeting: Hot FFM Threesome Erotica by Lora Lane

Ever have one of those meetings where you are the only one who didn't get the email that canceled the meeting? Well, I have and it was not at all what you would expect. Recently I was supposed to represent my advertising firm at a meeting for a new line of toys – an adult line of toys. I was so intrigued at the unexpected assignment but what happened when I arrived was not the normal meeting at all and it certainly was a sweet surprise.

The hallway stretched out nicely before me as I walked like a supermodel strutting her stuff for the world. There was no stage but the eyes of those I passed certainly looked my way as I swept by towards my office like a tornado driven towards destruction. Whenever I walk down the long hallway to my new office, I always strut in the exact same way. Some of the people I worked with before I was promoted scowled at me when I came through but only a handful. The vast majority were extremely pleased that one of the grunts had risen to a corner office spot within the advertising firm. Once or twice a week one of the writing team would ask me another version of the same question I was bound to get when my next meeting came along.

Alyssa, how did a slogan writer like you ever manage to become a top ad exec?

It wasn't all that difficult to answer. I worked hard, took advantage of a unique chance to meet with a huge client of ours, sold them on our company and they became one of the biggest clients in the history of the advertising firm. When they asked for more details I really couldn't answer them for two reasons. First of all, my path towards the top of the company was paved with hours upon thousands of hours of hard work, double duty and sacrifice that would make a story far too long to tell. Secondly, I can't tell them because it is a very well kept secret how my string of large clientele started.

My famous strut down the hallway to my office drew attention from others and built me up for the day mainly because of the confidence it pumped into me. The same can be said of how my little string of successful clients started. Finally in my office, I took off my tailored suit jacket, unbuttoned an extra button on my blouse and kicked my heels off towards the corner. With my feet propped up, panty hose visible passed my slightly sliding black skirt, I thought back to how it all began.

It was about a year ago. Back then I was one of the best slogan people the firm had to offer. If it was a big client or a rushed job, I was going to be chosen to lead the people who worked with me and lead I did, albeit in an informal way. I wasn't the only top slogan people or writers of course. There were plenty of others but when Mr. Fenn – one of the partners – came around in a panic, he almost always came to me first. That was the case on one particular Wednesday afternoon.

“Alyssa!”

I knew it was Mr. Fenn instantly and from the tone of voice he was using, I also knew that I had no time to get away. It might be shameful to admit this but sometimes when I know he in particular is on the warpath, I might sleek away to the ladies room for a nose-powdering or make a fresh pot of coffee thirty minutes before quitting time. That day though, I was stuck and I knew it would mean an important project or something was coming my way. Oddly enough I actually did have plans that weekend but work always comes first for me. That's probably one of the many reasons Mr. Fenn always seeks me out first.

“Alyssa!” his head popped around the edge of my cubicle – back when I worked out in the main floor area. “Thank goodness you're still here. I need to ask a huge favor of you.”

I smiled as I turned around and stood to my full height, roughly two inches above his five foot six frame, “Mr. Fenn is this one of those times when you make it sound like I have a choice but it's really an order and I have no choice at all?”

“No!” he answered quickly and then his eyes swung far to the right before snapping back and saying, “Well, yes. This is exactly that. Follow me to my office so I can fill you in on the project.” On the way down the hall he half turned and asked, “You don't have conflicting plans this weekend do you?”

“You're doing it again, Mr. Fenn,” I said with a low chuckle.

“Sorry,” he panted as he swung the door to his office open and motioned me inside, “Old habits die hard. Please have a seat and I will explain what I need from you.” We sat across his large desk from one another and he explained that he had accidentally double-booked himself for meetings on that Saturday afternoon. Sure, he explained, it was odd to meet at such a time but it happened to be the only time available and they could be a huge client. At the last minute however, a long-time client of his had what they were calling an emergency that must be handled as soon as possible. Mr. Fenn said there was simply no way he could miss the emergency meeting with one of the largest clients of the firm and he needed someone else to attend the other meeting.

“You want me to go?” I asked him in disbelief.

“Yes,” he answered.

“To a meeting?”

“Yes.”

“With a brand new client that has enormous potential?”

“Yes.”

“What makes you think I can handle that? I'm just a slogan writer poking away in my cubicle,” I protested.

Mr. Fenn sat back and smiled with his hands behind his head and his breathing finally back under control. “You have all the education you need and you know how to do my job as well as I can do it. You've been here the longest of anyone willing to do something like this at the drop of a hat and actually give a damn about the results. So, Alyssa,” he said, “What makes you think you can't handle this? I know you can or I wouldn't be asking,” he raised a finger to correct himself, “No – sorry – telling you to do it.”

“I can not do this,” I said with disbelief crashing down on me.

Instead of arguing the point again, Mr. Fenn turned around and grabbed a folder off the back of his desk and handed it to me. “Yes you can and you will do great. Here is the file that includes all of the background you need to know going into the meeting as well as a sampling of their products as you see here.”

I looked at the contents of the folder and back to Mr. Fenn with a warm feeling reaching my cheeks, “Is this for real?”

“Don't judge too quickly Alyssa,” he wagged his finger. I thought for a moment he was going to be politically correct about the thing and make me feel bad for the thoughts already forming in the back of my mind about this supposed client. When he spoke however he said, “Their money spends just as easily as anyone's. Now go. Don't stay late up here or anything. Just take the folder home and study it by yourself and relax.”

I glanced at him with a knowing expression at his choice of words and this time he blushed a bit before finishing, “Oh, sorry. You know what I meant. Anyway, that is the project. Make the most of it and treat it like normal business and you'll do just fine. You can do this Alyssa. I will send an email tomorrow a few hours before the meeting with any updates you need. Now don't give me that look,” he smirked, “I already have a reminder set on my phone so I won't forget.” He patted his pockets one at a time as he readied to leave, “Where did I put that damn phone? I'd lose my head if it wasn't attached.”

“Good day Mr. Fenn. Thanks for the assignment and for having faith in me,” I smiled as I gathered my things to leave. He said bye as he began to retrace his steps to figure out where he left his phone and I decided I had better study hard about this potential client just in case I didn't get an email from Mr. Fenn.

I had planned to go out with my girl Deana that weekend so I called her to cancel and we ended up seeing each other on Friday night instead. A night with that nut was always the right recipe for unwinding about something. The general feeling of the evening was one of relaxation and happiness so by the time I drove back home I felt like going over the file from the potential client I had been handed.

They were a company that sold toys, not just regular toys – adult toys. When I say adult toys I don't mean video games either. Just in the first few pictures I saw dildos, special lotion and various bondage devices. Smiling at the little fun time toys, I got up to pour myself a glass of wine for the long evening of research ahead of me.

A little background on myself here might be helpful. I am very much a modern woman in many ways. I am not married and even in my late twenties have no real desire to settle down. Not only that but I don't even have a steady boyfriend. It might sound a bit cliché but my life really does revolve around work. My long-term plan is to work my butt off for a shorter time so I can save money, invest properly and retire early to an exotic island somewhere. It never hurts to dream right?

Anyway, this leads to any and all relationships being short and therefore I don't bother with them. Instead I just enjoy time with my friends and the occasional one or two night stand here and there. I'm a little above average height with a trim figure that looks better in a business suit than it does in a skimpy bikini. I'm not busting out of any blouses but I have enough shape to go with my long brown hair and get plenty of attention from guys and even a few girls in clubs when I want it. So, while I don't have a huge personal stash of self-help sexual toys in a drawer somewhere, neither am I a stranger to them.

In front of Mr. Fenn it was a bit embarrassing to look down at a folder with pictures of sex objects and try to take him seriously. At home, drinking my favorite cheap white wine and listening to a random commercial free music station, I was completely happy and relaxed looking at the various devices. By the time I finally went to sleep, I was more than ready to sell the sex toy client on our ad agency.

It was a few hours' drive to the large hotel where the meeting was taking place and on the way there I tried my best to picture a man or a woman standing there in an official and fancy conference room – the kind business people use at larger hotels for meetings – trying to push how great their sex toys were and doing it with a straight face. I already had a plan for what would keep a serious expression on my face. It would be as simple as stressing over what kind of ads could be created for such adult toys. Mr. Fenn said he knew I could handle it but it wasn't like we would be putting ads on billboards or creating commercials for the local television station for this client.

The drive was mostly uneventful except for me raging over a few areas of interstate construction where they apparently blocked off one lane for ten miles so they could stand next to a tractor and talk to each other. Lazy construction didn't surprise me however anymore than it surprised me that Mr. Fenn's supposed email with updates had never arrived. That was why I prepared myself though and I pulled up to the place ready to act like the was the most serious company on earth until I sold them on doing business with us so that I could geek out laugh about it all the way back home.

I had chosen a pretty standard dressy business suit with a skirt, low heels and my hair pulled back into a very business-like ponytail. As I walked into the hotel lobby complete with my brief case in hand, I was as ready as I could ever be and was psyched up for anything.

Just show me to the client and they'll sign with us so fast they'll never know what hit them.

The attitude I knew would serve me well lasted about as long as it took me to recheck my email one last time. That was when Mr. Fenn finally decided to email me and the contents of the email – which I read while sitting in the actual conference room waiting for other parties to arrive – pretty much ruined my afternoon.

The rest of the email included Mr. Fenn's deepest apology at having to let me know that the meeting had been canceled. He apparently had known for most of the day but either couldn't find out how to send an email or just remembered that he had sent me all the way to the meeting place for a meeting that wasn't taking place.

For a few minutes I just sat there fuming and trying to guess how long the hotel staff would allow me to just sit there, taking up the room. My answer came too quickly as the door opened and a tall, well dressed man rushed in. I wondered why he didn't have the normal hotel garb on for a minute before he found me and forced a smile. “Hi,” he said quickly, “You must be here from Webster, Fenn and Moore.”

I stood with a polite expression that was surely not nearly as polite as I thought, “Yes. I was just getting my things together. I guess it's time for me to leave right?”

“Yes,” he said but then corrected, “I mean no. Well, yes and no.” He held his hands out in front of him and heaved a heavy breath. “I'm from... well... you are here for me.” He comically put his hand to his forehead and said, “Why the hell can't I talk?” to himself. Just then a girl walked in the door behind him.

She shook her head and pointed a thumb at him, “Look at this guy. Please, miss....”

“Alyssa,” I said, still mostly trying to figure out who these two were and what they had to say. “Call me Alyssa.”

“Alyssa, you are probably wondering why we won't let you leave the room and why this guy is stumbling all over himself. Allow me to explain.” She smiled warmly, “My name is Jennifer and this is Alex. We are here representing Aaron and Brummie's Adult Accessories. Alyssa, I cannot apologize enough for the cancellation of the meeting and especially for you having traveled all the way up here.”

“Its fine,” I said with a weak wave of my hand. “Maybe we can reschedule.”

“We could and if we do then our company will certainly compensate you for the gas and expenses it took for you to come all the way here. There is one other option however if you would be willing to consider it.”

I glanced at her with a somewhat suspicious expression. She clearly was a salesperson for the company and just as clearly was a good one. Still, I don't mind being sold on something and she was very convincing. Since I was only going to turn the car around and drive home anyway, there was no reason not to consider whatever she was going to offer. After a moment of thought I nodded, “Sure, go ahead.”

Jennifer smiled, “Great. Well, you should know that we were just as surprised by the meeting being canceled as anyone. It wasn't us directly but rather a higher party in our company who was going to come as well but had something he couldn't get away from. Alex and I have adjoined rooms upstairs where we have all the stuff set up for the purpose of practicing our little sales pitch. I would never ask you to go up there with a man like Alex,” she pointed behind her again as Alex suddenly looked a bit hurt by her words – drawing a smile from me, “But would you consider going up there with me? They won't let us use this room since the official meeting has been canceled but if you are willing to, we can try and get this done without the big wigs. I could use the chance to prove how capable I am and the same goes for Alex. Maybe you have something to prove to your bosses as well. What do you say?”

What I wanted to say was that she was damn good at her job and did she want a job with my company. Who couldn't use a salesperson like her. Gorgeous, tall, blonde, shapely, strong and confident; she was perfect. I would have had to say no if only Alex had asked me up but the way she pitched it made me feel very comfortable about it being a business meeting that just happened to be taking place in adjoined hotel rooms. A little bit of my training – the part that was supposed to get me an all expenses paid trip to Chicago for a week – took place in a similar situation so it wasn't unprecedented. Finally I looked up, “Okay, you sold me. All I have is my briefcase so lead the way.”

The way she shook her head at Alex as she led me out the door made me laugh. By that time he had relaxed to the point where he simply shrugged. Apparently he had decided that it was best for him not to talk until he actually could talk. That was fine by me though because it helped relax me that much more.

As the elevator doors closed I began to wonder what Mr. Fenn would say if I brought back a huge new client from a meeting that had been canceled. I knew well that if I could somehow pull it off, I would be the talk of the board room the next week and likely might get myself either a raise or a promotion or both. There was something else that I noticed when the doors closed, leaving the three of us alone inside.

Jennifer's infectious confidence was accompanied well by her beauty. She probably stood around five feet, six inches with blonde hair that was styled expertly at shoulder length. The suit she wore was much like mine but instead of black, she went with an off-white color and chose pants instead of a skirt for the bottoms. I hated wearing pants with a girly suit but it really worked for her – especially with the dark rim designer glasses she wore to complete the look. She was stunning.

Across the elevator from the two of us stood Alex. The way he was still blushing over his embarrassing performance in the conference room was absolutely adorable when coupled with his talk, dark and handsome appearance. He looked the part of a Hollywood leading man while acting like a bit of a nerdy guy with nerves of mesh. The contrast was interesting and I found it extremely attractive. He found it difficult to even hold my stare for more than a second before needing to look away and clear his throat. The last time he did it, I glanced at Jennifer who was smirking at me the same way I was smirking at her. I mouthed the word 'cute' and she nodded as she glanced at him as well.

Shortly the elevator doors opened again and we girls were all business once again as we led the way towards the room. It was a bit funny of course because I had no idea where we were going and was still fighting a tiny voice inside that was telling me how crazy I was for agreeing to this. We reached the hotel rooms and Jennifer pulled a piece of luggage over in front of the door.

“Since this is a bit odd and risky for you, let's put this in front of the door to make sure it stays open the entire time. It'll give you an added sense of security. That is good for me because we need a good company to represent us and get our name out there and you just might be the person to make that happen. Let me know if you feel the need to stop us at any point in time and you can leave without another word. Fair?”

It was as if she could read my mind. What can I say? The girl was good. I was already taking Amos and Brummie a lot more seriously than I was first handed the folder by Mr. Fenn. They had a little table set up where part of the normal hotel furniture would be and a couple of comfortable chairs pulled up across from it. Laid out on the table were toys and devices that would have made me blush at almost any other time. I can't really say why I didn't feel odd at the time other than I had just felt so at ease with the two of them. Either way, when Jennifer sat down beside me and Alex stood on the other side of the table with his hands clasped behind his back, clearing his throat; I was smiling from ear to ear.

This should be fun.

“Welcome, Alyssa, to our little presentation of Amos and Brummie's Adult Accessories,” he started. “We have over three hundred products that we specialize in ranging from tools used mainly by women, some used only by men and of course others that work well for couples or in groups.”

“Groups?” I smiled as I asked.

Alex had been doing so well but tripped up at the question, “Ahem, um, yeah – I mean yes. Solo, couple or even group experiences; we cover them all in one way or another.” He was forced to look away from my wide grin to his partner as he found his voice again, “We of course have examples laid out here. Take for instance this,” he paused as he picked up a large dildo with quite the interesting design, “De... device.”

“You're not selling them to me Alex,” Jennifer cut in with a serious expression. She then softened and smiled, “I like them all.”

Alex's face was as red as a blood moon, “Y...you do?”

“Yeah,” she said with an expertly timed crossing of her legs, “I do. But you need to sell her on our products,” she bumped my shoulder with the back of her palm, “Not me.” Glancing at me she winked, “Sorry.”

I didn't mind at all and said, “No problem. This is the best show I've seen in a while.” Deciding to add my own sultry glare to the mix, I looked at the handsome bundle of nerves and whispered, “Please continue Alex.” Jennifer chuckled lightly next to me and bumped my leg, nodding her approval.

Whether it was his first day as a salesman or something about the atmosphere of the room was messing with him, Alex was struggling like crazy to do the most simple things and it was the cutest damn thing I think I have ever seen. He sighed heavily with his eyes closed and set the large dildo down on the table, his hand shaking as he did so. With his eyes still closed he reached for something else, anything else, and opened his eyes to see a pair of shackles with a chain attached to the middle. “H... here we have cuffs which can be used for bondage,” Alex said but his voice cracked when he said bondage.

I couldn't help but let a burst of laughter come out that I soon covered with my right hand, “Oh, I'm sorry Alex. Please keep going. Don't let me tie you up.”

Alex dropped the cuffs all the way to the floor where they clanged loud enough to be heard clear down to the elevators. He bent over too quickly to try and pick them up and banged his head on the table right where another little device was sitting. The little device sprang to life with a female voice saying, “Oh, yeah, do me in the ass!”

Jennifer busted into hysteria and I did too. Alex stood up straight and balled his fists in frustration, “Holy...  son of a...” As Alex turned around to give himself what appeared to be a pep talk, Jennifer's giggles slowed a little bit and she cut her eyes at me, clearly having something in mind. I eyed her with mock suspicion and leaned my ear towards her.

“Wanna have a little fun with him?” Jennifer whispered.

I looked from her over to the bundle of nerves that was Alex, taking a moment to look at his loose-fitting clothing. Not for the first time, I wondered what kind of build he was carrying around underneath. Did I want to have a little fun with that hunk of man? I looked back to Jennifer and nodded.

She grabbed my hand and whispered for me to trust her. I got the feeling from the look she was giving me that I could stop her if whatever she planned bothered me instead of Alex. Nothing about Jennifer turned me off in any way however so I was solidly on board. Her other hand reached down and touched the large dildo and she looked at me questioningly. Barely able to stop myself from laughing, I smiled widely and nodded.

It was obvious that Alex's little self talk was about to come to an end and Jennifer put three fingers down and slowly counted to two – brought the dildo up towards her mouth – then counted to one and zero before beginning to lick up then length of it, her tongue riding slowly over the ridges. Her other hand moved to my cheek with a slight caress as Alex turned around.

“Okay,” he said as he turned, “Sorry about that little breakdown. Now... wow... wow. Oh my god.”

I wanted to look at him so badly but I was able to keep the act up. Jennifer was laying it on heavy with her licking the dildo and heaving her chest up and down. It was nice of her to be willing to do all of the shocking work but I was enjoying her show so much, as well as Alex's stunned reaction, that I had to join in.

Reaching up to where her fingers were slowly dragging across my cheek, I pulled those same fingers towards my lips and lightly kissed them. Though he was standing there in stunned silence, Alex's heavy breathing and light mumbling suggested he was enjoying the scene.

Jennifer raised her eyebrows slowly as she apparently was surprised by my forward move. In response I opened my mouth and sucked on her middle finger then licked my lips lustfully. Something in her body language changed as she heaved a breath licked her upper lip slowly. I saw clearly that she was being turned on for real which only made me feel the exact same way. Wondering how far I could push the envelope in our little game, I dragged her fingers down the front of my blouse and tilted my head back as I placed her hand loosely on my breast. I rolled my eyes and moaned, laying it on so thick that I was turning myself on even more.

The entire scene had started as a big joke we were playing on Alex and it was a damn funny one. When I locked eyes with her in that moment however, there was nothing even close to a smirk on her face. She stared at me for a moment and then came towards me. Her hand wrapped around the back of my head and pulled me into her. Our lips crashed together with passion that was one-hundred percent real. My lips parted first as our kiss grew more impassioned by the second.

Her other hand went to my back side and squeezed my body against hers then she gyrated her hips quickly against mine as the kiss finally broke. I was about to kiss her again when the door suddenly shut. Alex turned around with a large bulge in his pants and seemed willing to watch what we were going to do next. Thinking Jennifer might wonder about me being okay with the door being shut, I decided to step out in front of her and walk towards Alex, leading her along behind me as I went.

He was all nerves when I strutted over towards him and I thought he was going to pass out when I dropped my suit jacket to the floor and started quickly unbuttoning my blouse in front of him. Already backed against the wall near the door, Alex was seemingly trying to force his way through the wall for a moment before I reached down and grabbed his swollen shaft in my hand. Jennifer came along behind me as I worked my hand along his shaft through his pants. I turned around kissed her at the same time, trying to make it perfectly clear that this was not a joke anymore. It was something I wanted so badly I was weak in the knees.

Both Alex and Jennifer got the message.

Jennifer began to take her suit off as she reached in to caress my breasts and it took Alex seemingly only a few seconds to get out of most of his clothes. He had his coat off, his shirt ripped open and dropped his pants to the floor. He bent down, I thought to take his shoes and pants the rest of the way off but instead found the zipper of my skirt and jerked it down to the floor. About that time I had my blouse completely off and was only in bra and panties before the two of them. They were both in the same condition as Alex reached back to triple lock the door and Jennifer backed towards the bed.

She stopped at the edge but I pushed her back onto the bed when I reached her, climbing quickly after her. About the time I began to pull her panties down, revealing her neatly shaven pussy, Alex was revealing the same from me by taking mine down. I moaned my approval as he pushed his shaft into my pussy from behind and Jennifer was already groaning from my tongue teasing her pussy lips. I massaged her breasts with my hands, my body jerking upward with each of Alex's thrusts into me.

His shaft felt so good it was hard to concentrate on what I wanted to do to Jennifer's amazing body. I managed to push my finger into her wet lips as I flicked my tongue across her clit. Her hips jerked in pleasure. After minutes and minutes of bliss, Alex pulled out and Jennifer rolled me onto my back. Her tongue lapped across my nipples before her lips clamped around them, sucking and kissing along the way.

She worked her way downward until and quickly began licking my pussy like she had known me my entire adult life and knew exactly what I wanted. My back was arching in incredible pleasure, my moans surely loud enough to be heard rooms and floors away. Alex was now pounding his hips against Jennifer, forcing her to groan onto my pussy as she continued to work my body over masterfully.

Suddenly Jennifer was moving back up my body. Alex was moving her upwards and kept going until she and I were face to face, our breasts rubbing wonderfully against each other and our pussies within inches. Alex climbed farther onto the bed and spread both of our legs wider. Jennifer's head lolled backwards and she squealed lightly as he shoved his shaft into her pussy. He was going slower now and her mouth fell down passionately across my breasts as she moved up and down with his thrusts. I thought it couldn't get any better until he quickly pulled out of her and I felt his large cock drive into my pussy.

I nearly was pushed over the edge of climax right then as he pounded me harder and faster than he had Jennifer. My head fell back and I groaned louder still, wrapping my arms around Jennifer to pull her closer to me. Just when I thought I couldn't take anymore before an orgasm, he stopped and went back to Jennifer. This time he moved twice into her and then twice into me, each of us yelping loudly as he somehow kept a great rhythm up while driving into us both.

At last he kept driving into my pussy and I knew an orgasm was coming and fast. He pushed me up to and over that edge perfectly then slowed his pace before doing the same with Jennifer. She orgasmed with her teeth clamping lightly down on my nipple as I wrapped her tight against my body. There was a moment of afterglow for the slightest of seconds before Alex's moaning got our attention.

Jennifer and I crawled across the bed, meeting at Alex's impressive body while we caressed each other along the way. At the same time we kissed down his chest, stomach and then down to his throbbing erection. I first started sucking the tip and then the first half of his shaft as Jennifer worked her fingers across his balls. We kept going like that until I felt he was about to climax and then I stopped, gently squeezing the tip to try and hold him back.

She then leaned down and wrapped her mouth around his cock too and I kissed up his stomach and chest. Before long he was breathing hard once again and we both knew it was time. Jennifer and I both positioned our faces near his manhood as he pumped several streams of warm cum onto our faces and into our mouths.

When it was over we each wound up laying on the bed, our legs and arms draped across one another in odd ways until finally Alex was the first to move. He rolled off the edge of the bed and fell to the floor. I smiled over towards Jennifer before he popped his head back up, “Okay, that's it ladies. I refuse to work in this environment! I cannot be expected to sell sex toys to two stunning hot women like you two. Now,” he smiled an easy smile, “We have this room for another day so, I'm just saying...”

Jennifer laughed, “Shut up Alex!”

He nodded, “Shutting up...”

We laughed together for a while before we got cleaned up and went on our way. Some people might be thinking by this point that I got my first big sell by performing sexual acts but that isn't how it happened. After the threesome, we talked a little business. It turned out that the two of them could not complete the actual final deal after all. It had to go by their owner and big boss before anything official happened. So, they set up a meeting and I landed the client. The rest, as they say, is history.

I have only seen Jennifer and Alex once since that encounter and we all were completely business about the chance meeting except of course for Alex. He adorably stumbled all over himself like he apparently always does. Well not always. I understand he performs quite well when it's time for him to perform – if you know what I mean.


18. The Backdoor Journalist: First Anal Sex with the Boss by Kaylee Jones

In college, Lexi had majored in journalism despite all the warnings that she would never find a job.  And when she lands her first job as a junior editor, she is beyond excited!  When she meets her boss, Mr. Cole Greyson, excited doesn’t begin to cover her reaction.  While the job doesn’t pay very much, she soon learns that experience and exposure more than make up for anything else.

My first job after college!  I was so excited for my first day, I could hardly sleep.  My boyfriend was actually kind of angry with me because I was not even in the mood for sex the night before.  He was complaining about ‘blue balls’ but I just ignored him.  He can be so whiny about that sometimes.

I had majored in journalism and was lucky enough to get a job that started the fall after graduation.  It was perfect -- I got to enjoy one last summer of freedom but was already safe and secure in the knowledge that I had a job.  So many of my friends spent the summer waiting tables and looking for a real job, but I was set.

It turns out that the editor of a local magazine was a fellow graduate of my university, and he was in the market for a junior editor.  It really did not pay much, but I was not worried about that.  My guidance counselor told me that the experience and exposure would more than make up for it.  ‘Exposure’ turned out to be an interesting word choice from her, but I digress.

I showed up for my first day in my beautiful dove gray interview suit and a pale pink silk blouse.  I loved the way the combination worked for me and everyone said it fit me perfectly.  To make myself feel good and feel grown-up, I even wore my nice silk bra and matching panties underneath.  I do not own a lot of nice lingerie, but wearing the fancy matching set always made me feel like an adult.  That silly boyfriend of mine even tried to have a little fun before work, but I told him to shove it.

The receptionist at the front desk was very nice, and even walked me back to my little office.  It was more like a closet with a desk, but I had my very own office!  I was beyond thrilled!  I thanked her for her help and she scurried back to the front.  I pulled out a laptop from one of the drawers and set my purse down into the now-empty space.

She had also pointed out the breakroom as we walked so I headed over to get a cup of coffee.  It seemed like a good place to meet some of my new co-workers and to familiarize myself with the place.

It was a little before eight o’clock in the morning, so there was only one other person there.

“Hello there, I’m Lexi,” I introduced myself to the older woman.

“Helen,” she said gruffly and nearly broke two of my fingers with her grip.

“It’s my first day,” I bubbled.

“I can tell,” she chuckled, “no one dresses up like that around here except for Mr. Greyson.”

“Well, I wasn’t sure and I wanted to err on the side of nice,” I shrugged.

“Best invest in some comfortable slacks and loafers.  He’s going to have you running around like a chicken with your head cut off.  At least, that was how it worked for the last intern…” Helen sort of mumbled the last part.

“Oh ok, thanks.  I actually have not met him yet.  I was interviewed by human resources only.  I guess since he and I graduated from the same school, he wasn’t worried.”  I scuffed the toe of my high heel against the carpet and tried not to be worried.

Helen smiled wryly, “Aw honey, you just smile at him and everything will be A-Okay.”

I quirked one eyebrow at her but had no verbal response.  She shuffled off in her maxi skirt and plain loafers and I was left in the kitchen by myself, in my pencil skirt and high heels. I clicked my way back to my little office, only taking one wrong turn during the process.

I did happen to notice that while my office looked like a converted janitor’s closet, the one next to mine looked like it took up the remainder of the area.  The lights were off and the door was shut, but it was an enormous space that had at least one entire wall of windows.  We were located on the fifty-fifth floor, the top floor of the building.  It must be an amazing view from in there.  I did not have any idea what the rest of the space was actually for.

I sat behind my desk and plugged in the laptop.  When it booted, I was prompted to set my password so I used my standard one to start.  As I started to open my email and flip through the sparse files in the cabinet, I heard heavy footsteps in the corridor outside my office.  Suddenly the doorway went dark and I found myself looking at the sexiest, most handsome man I had ever seen in person.

He nearly had to duck to step inside, and his broad shoulders seemed to fill the entire space.  His dark hair was combed back in damp waves and his blue eyes glittered brightly.  His strong jaw was peppered with dark stubble and I had the sudden urge to run my fingertips over the scratchiness.

I rose from behind my desk on shaky knees and tried to walk around the desk.  I ended up stumbling on the trashcan that I failed to notice before, and landed with both of my palms flat against the hard planes of his pecs.

“Well hello there,” his voice rumbled deep in his chest.

“H-H-Hi, I’m Lexi,” I tried to recover gracefully, but my stupid high heels tripped me yet again and I fell back against his chest.

“I’m Cole Greyson,” his large hands gripped my shoulders and righted my body vertical again.

“I-I-I’m so sorry,” I stuttered.

“Quite alright, I like the personal introduction,” he grinned.

My heart calmed back down from making an ass of myself, but it sped right back up as he smiled down at me.  He smelled of Ivory soap and the outdoors and the entire experience was making me lightheaded and tingly.

I knew that it was going to be a long internship.

****

That first day ended up being rather long.  I had to sit through several hours of orientation, about the computer systems and the health insurance benefits and something about not harassing my fellow employees.  But every time Mr. Greyson walked by the conference room window, I had terrible thoughts of harassing them.  If it ever came to court, I would blame the human resource lady for planting suggestions.

I was released briefly for lunch, and made my way downstairs to the deli for a turkey sandwich.  I felt so grown-up in my suit and eating at this deli in the fancy office building.  Mr. Greyson’s personal assistant stopped by to introduce herself and to pick up his lunch.  She actually seemed nice, despite her big boobs and long blonde hair.  I guess he had a type.

When I returned from lunch, the human resources lady gave me a full tour of the office space.  Well, she showed me everything except the giant suite of an office that was concealing Mr. Greyson form my leering.

About three o’clock, I was released from my babysitter and returned to the quiet of my private office.  I read through a few introductory emails on my computer and looked through the sparse files in the drawers.  There were some outdated office memos and a few printed emails about meetings, but none of it was very helpful.  I did notice the memo about some kind of upcoming office function, but I paid no attention.  Towards the end of the day, Helen stopped by to see how my first day went.

“I guess it was alright.  I learned all about sexual harassment and dental insurance.  Oh, and I made an ass out of myself with Mr. Greyson.”

She grinned, “He has that effect on the younger women around here.  Me?  I’m too old for that nonsense.  But I can see why it affects kiddos like you.”

I shrugged, “It’s not that.  I tripped and fell against him.”

She laughed out loud, “Well there’s always the direct approach!”

“I didn’t do it on purpose!” I could feel my cheeks flush when I realized that she was implying I had done it intentionally.

“Oh I know, I’m just kidding.  Well, we’ll see you tomorrow.”

She headed out, and I started to pack up my purse to leave.

“Well…” the deep voice in the doorway startled me.

“Oh!  Mr. Greyson!”

“What?  No obligatory feel this time?”

My cheeks hurt they were so flushed and warm.

“Relax, it was just an accident.”

He walked over to perch on the corner of my desk, and his presence seemed to suck the oxygen right out of my lungs.

“How about a celebratory dinner?  On me?”

I fingered a loose strand of hair and nibbled my lower lip.

“D-D-Dinner?  Gee, I don’t…”

“A word of advice… It’s not good form to turn down the boss on your first day…”

I bit my lip this time, “Oh.  Well, okay then.”

When he grinned at my acceptance, my knees went weak.  His carefully combed hair was now in rakishly messy curls, and his blue eyes gleamed with a wicked light.  As we left the small space, he rested his large palm against my lower back and I think my tummy actually trembled at the heat of his touch.

His driver took us to a small Italian bistro with white linen tablecloths and candlelight.  I thought it was an odd place to take an intern on her first day.  He draped his suit jacket on the back of his chair and loosened the tie at his neck, unbuttoning the first button.  I tried not to stare at the dark curls peeking out at me.  But when the wine was poured and the gleam in his eyes brightened, I knew I was in trouble.

When he stretched back in his chair, I could see the flat pecs under his shirt, and I watched his biceps strain at the soft cotton of his sleeves.

“So tell me a little about yourself.”

“N-N-Not much to tell really.  I just graduated this past May, and am really excited to be working for you.”

He raised his eyebrows at my choice of words and I blushed yet again.  I was beginning to worry it was a permanent state around him.

“Well I do hope you can make it to our little party on Friday.  We’re celebrating a huge advertising win so I thought we could have a little fun.”

“Oh!  Um, sure, that sounds great.”

Was he asking me as a boss or like a date? I wondered.

“Feel free to bring your boyfriend, if you want.”  As a boss.

“Oh, well, um, maybe.”

“Single gal?”

I looked down at the table and fiddled with the tablecloth.

“Ah, I understand,” he winked at me.

My heart fluttered and I downed the rest of my wine.  The rest of the evening went smoothly.  Well, smoothly for him and awkwardly stupid for me.  But that is just what seemed to happen to me around him.  That night my boyfriend was rather eager to fuck me in my suit but I just brushed him off with a mumbled “I’m tired”.

After work the next day, I stopped at the store for a new outfit for Friday.  I figured the party was right after work, so I was aiming for something that would work under my suit for the daytime and then I could just slip out of my jacket for the party.  I found a stunning cranberry top that hugged tightly in all the right places, but actually looked quite demure with a jacket on.  It was low-cut by itself, but somehow the jacket pushed the neckline together just enough to be workplace presentable.  I spent money I didn’t really have, just to make an impression on my sexy boss.

For the rest of the week, I was nervous and anxious about the party.  I told my boyfriend there was a work function on Friday evening and not to wait up.  I declined to mention it was a party and I just was not inviting him.

****

The whole week took forever.  When Friday finally rolled around, I took extra care in the shower that morning to shave everything from the neck down.  I even put on a fancy push-up bra and matching thong, under my new maroon top and the grey suit with the slim pencil skirt.

My boyfriend eyed me up and down but this time did not even try to proposition me.  I thought it was odd, but since I had turned him down the last few times, maybe he was giving up.  Unfortunately, spending that much time around Mr. Greyson had really ramped up my libido.  I had been watching his tight muscles move under his tailored clothing, the way he ran his fingers through his dark hair when he was focused on something, the way his blue eyes lit up when he caught a glimpse of leg or cleavage.  I could not tell if he was just that way with me, or with all the young women in the office.  But either way, it was having an effect on me.

I was admittedly unfocused and unproductive for that entire day.  Luckily I had a private office so it was harder to tell that I was slacking off.  I think it was partly because I was still so new at the company , that I did not have a lot of work to get done.  But it was partly due to nerves about the event that evening.  Helen stopped by to say hello and that she was hoping I was staying afterwards.  I nodded ‘yes’ and she smiled.  She was an interesting lady but it was nice to have a friend.  I had not met many people but perhaps that would change at the party.

Around four o’clock, I noticed that there was a distinct hum of conversation in the hallways and I assumed people had stopped trying to feign productivity.  I pushed my door almost completely closed and took a moment to freshen up.  I ran a brush through my hair, powdered my nose and applied fresh lipstick.  Then I slipped out of the suit jacket and laid it nicely on the back of my chair.  I checked my reflection in my compact one more time, straightened my snug blouse over the push-up bra, and headed out into the hubbub.

Everyone seemed to be dressed in a modified version of business attire so I did not feel overdressed or underdressed.  They all seemed to be milling towards the large conference room so I joined the flow of people traffic.

“Oh hey there,” a young voice next to me spoke up.

I turned and looked at the speaker.  He was a young man, a few years older than me, and seemed to have his eyes glued on my breasts as they bounced under the tight silky top.

“Hi,” I purred, “I’m Lexi.”  It seemed that my hormones were in overdrive for all eligible-looking males now.

“I’m Thomas, I work in accounting over there,” he pointed down a hall I had not explored yet.

“Nice to meet you,” I smiled coyly.

He grinned, his eyes never leaving the top curves of my cleavage.  He was nice-looking, but after my week of Mr. Greyson, I was not ready to settle for an eager puppy.

The conference room had been mildly decorated, sort of like a high school prom with a ‘Congratulations’ banner and streamers.  The table itself looked much better.  It was covered with platters and tiers of fancy catered food, and the back credenza was lined with glasses and bottles of liquor.  When I saw the food, I realized that I had not eaten lunch and was suddenly ravenous.

I made my way through the crowd to load my plate with cocktail shrimp, cheese and crackers and strawberries, and several dips with fresh vegetables.  I was starving but I was not looking to make a pig out of myself.  I accepted a glass of red wine from a polite server and headed to a back corner to inhale my provisions.

I felt him before I saw or heard him.

“Lexi,” Mr. Greyson’s deep voice rumbled.

“Mr. Greyson” I squeaked.  Yes, that was the impression I was going for.  Forget sexy, sultry sophisticate; let’s try Minnie Mouse instead.

He lifted a strawberry from my plate, and I was mesmerized by the way his full lips entrapped the succulent fruit only a moment before his teeth freed the flesh from the stem.

“Tasty,” he whispered in my ear.

I felt the shivers trickle over my skin as his breath grazed my skin.  When I dared to look up at his piercing eyes, I felt them reach down inside and read every naughty thought I had had over the last week.  His eyes darkened as he stepped closer.  His hand barely grazed my lower back and I shivered again.

“How about a refill?” some random chipper voice piped in to our very intriguing conversation.

As the waitress broke the moment and refilled our wine glasses, I took the opportunity to pop a cocktail shrimp in my mouth.  It was not the sexiest thing to do in the moment, but I was still starving.  His gaze was focused on my mouth as I nibbled the shrimp and spicy cocktail sauce.

When the young woman wandered off, I half-expected his eyes to follow her little bubble butt, but I was shocked that they were still on my lips.

“I think we need more strawberries,” he winked.

I inhaled sharply and forgot to exhale until he sauntered off to the table for more fruit.  I downed the remaining food on my plate in his absence, realizing that inhaling food at a party was not sexy, but neither was a rumbling tummy.

He returned carrying a bottle of wine and a plate laden with fruit and cheese, and wearing a devilish grin.  I set my plate down on the back bar and smiled up at him.  Holding just the glass of wine it was easier to look appealing.

“How about we find a little more privacy?” he suggested.

I nodded and followed as he led me out of the conference room and back to his office.  He shut the door behind us and I gasped at the view from the wall of windows.

“It’s breathtaking!” I breathed.

“Yes, it is,” he rumbled as his hands slid around my waist from behind.

“Mr. Greyson!”

“I think you can call me Cole at this point,” he chuckled.

His fingers brushed against the nape of my neck as he moved my hair and I trembled.  When his lips touched my skin, I gasped at the surge of heat in my blood.

“I’ve been waiting for tonight all week,” he whispered.

“Why’s that?” I could barely speak as his hands spanned my quaking tummy.

His lips still trailed over my neck as he murmured, “I thought it would be odd to try this in the middle of a Wednesday.”

I laughed despite myself, and appreciated his sense of humor.  When his fingertips brushed the lower curve of my breasts, I shuddered.  His teeth closed firmly on my earlobe and I found myself pressing backwards against him.  It had only been moments since he touched me, but already I was turned on more than I got while having actual sex with my boyfriend.

He eased the hem of my top out of my skirt and let his fingers tickle my lower back.  I squirmed against him and could have sworn I felt his cock twitch.

“That ass has to be mine,” he groaned.

I turned to face him, letting my hands slide up his firm chest until they threaded around his neck.  His lips found mine at last and he devoured me.  His teeth nipped and his tongue plundered, and I let him take every inch.  He tasted like strawberries and red wine, and I was drunk on him.

While we kissed, he had apparently been moving us backwards because I suddenly felt the sharpness of his desk against my ass.  He easily lifted me up so that I was perched on the edge.  His hands stroked my inner thighs until my legs fell open to his intruding hips.  I locked my ankles around his waist and he made quick work of sliding my top off.

While his lips and tongue teased my already tight nipples through my satin bra, I felt the back his hand moving between us.  When I realized what he was doing, I almost came in my panties.  He was stroking himself as he teased my breasts.  I felt my bra clasp release and he tossed it aside.  His fingers pinched and rolled my nipples until they were so hard they ached.  My breath was coming in short gasps and I tried to push his hand out of the way so I could feel what was about to plunder my body.

He was hard and hot and thick in my hand and he quickly pulled my hand off.

“On your knees,” he groaned as he backed up a few steps.

I slid off the desk and dropped in front of him.  Up close, I was certain it was one of the largest cocks I had ever seen in real life.  It was throbbing, eager for me.  When I ran my tongue up the sensitive underside, he groaned and bucked towards me.

“Get it wet, make it soaking wet,” he ordered me.

I slid as much of him as I could deep in my throat and let my tongue dance over the pulsing head.  I tickled his swollen balls with my nails until he was groaning and thrusting into my mouth.  After a very few minutes, he withdrew himself and yanked me off the floor.

“Is that ass of yours a tight virgin?” he growled.

“Wait?  What?”

“I want to take that virgin ass of yours,” he rumbled as he spun me around.

He practically yanked the skirt off my body and kneaded my exposed ass, the thong leaving very little to the imagination.  He hooked his thumbs into the scant garment and whisked it away, leaving me naked except for my high heels.

When his fingers stroked over my wet pussy, I groaned and pressed against him. He found the aching nub inside my folds and rubbed it urgently, sending new waves of wet pleasure through my body.  He tickled my tight little asshole with those same wet fingers, and slowly slid one inside.  I gasped and wriggled against the invader.

“So fucking tight,” he groaned.

His finger left and I felt the head of his cock pressed against the same spot.  All the horniness in the world could not have erased my anxious nerves but I wanted him so badly that I steeled myself.

The pressure against me was enormous as he tried to penetrate but suddenly the head popped inside.  The pressure built as he kept sliding inside and I felt stretched in every direction.  When I felt his hips make contact with my ass, he paused to let me body adjust.

I was just getting used to the full feeling when his fingers slid around to the front of my body, and found the source of my ache.  He alternated between rubbing my clit and sliding inside me until I was a dripping quivering mess.  And as he continued to tease and torment me, his hips began to move.

The combination of all that stimulation was almost overwhelming.  I did not realize it had been so long since I had really been fucked but when he got going, I wanted more and more.

“Oh god,” I moaned, pressed back against him and pressing his hand against me.

“Fuck,” he moaned, “almost too tight.”

He pounded at me, long hard strokes that touched new places each time.  I felt him pause a couple of times and I grinned, knowing that he was trying to hold off.  It was the advantage of a ‘more experienced’ lover I suppose.

“I can’t…” he gasped.

With his fingers twisting and kneading inside me, and his cock plundering me from behind, I finally could not hold back my own climax.  I bucked and screamed and came all over his hand only moments before I felt his cock tighten and release inside me.

“Fuuuuuuuuck,” he exhaled as he pumped the last few drops into my ass.

We collapsed forward onto his desk, searching for oxygen in the heated room.

The rest of the evening was spent lying naked on his leather couch while we polished off the bottle of wine and ate every single one of those strawberries.

****

For the next few months, Cole and I fucked almost every day.  It only took about three weeks before I dumped my boyfriend.  I just could not play the game anymore, and both men deserved better than me running around.  Over that time, I learned that Cole was just as accomplished at making me cum with his tongue.  I had never had a man take the time to make me hit three orgasms before even trying to get inside.

I also learned a few new blowjob tricks that I loved to practice on his gorgeous cock.  He loved to explode all over my tits while I stroked out every last drop.

But above everything else, he loved anal sex and I learned that I loved it too.  He was so good at stroking just that right place that it sent me over the edge every time.  Sometimes he liked to tease me, get me close and then change his rhythm just enough to prevent it.  But I also learned how to do the same to him.  Just when his cock would swell for that last thrust, I would tighten down my muscles and he could no longer thrust.  He would just growl and smack my ass until I released his cock.  But he always came a little harder when I did that.

It did end up tapering off, and I eventually got another magazine job that paid a little more.  We are no longer sleeping together, but we are still good friends.  My new boyfriend and his current girlfriend are terrific about it, and have no issues with the friendship.  We have all hung out together, and my boyfriend certainly reaps the advantages of everything I learned in my first job.  My guidance counselor in college was right -- “experience” was the way to go.


19. Paula Gets Some in the Park: MILF Sex in Public with a Stranger by Sofia Miller

My name is Paula and I am Sunday school teacher at my local church. I am 45 years old and I’ve been in a ho-hum marriage for 25 years. My husband is very bland and boring and doesn’t believe in trying new and exciting things in bed. I never thought in a million years that I’d be the type of woman to have sex with a stranger - let alone in a public place! But, I’ve been sexually-starved for years. When a hot, young stranger showed interest in me, I just couldn’t help myself!

My name is Paula Weathers - well, it’s been Paula Weathers for the past 25 years, anyway. My maiden name was actually Paula Garrett before I married my husband, Jacob Weathers. My husband and I live in a quaint little 3-bedroom house in our small southern town. We raised two boys who are both now off in college. I am very proud of both of them, though I do miss them being home, sometimes. My husband works a lot and I have been a stay-at-home mother since Day 1. I am also a Sunday school teacher at our local church and I lead a women’s Bible study group every Wednesday evening.

On Tuesday evenings, I like to sit on a bench at the local park and prepare for the following day’s Bible study lesson. One day, while doing just that, a group of young local college boys pulled up into the parking lot near the bench where I was sitting.

Living in a small town as long as I have been, I usually recognize many of the local young men and women; however, I did not recognize anyone in this particular group of young people. There were 3 young men and 2 young women, who all looked to be around 19 or 20 years old.

The young women got out of the car first. One of them was tall and thin with long, curly hair and a beautiful face. She was so pretty she could have easily been a model. The other girl got out next. She was shorter than the first girl, and she had short, wavy hair and a perfect set of plump, pursed lips. Looking at those pretty young girls made me think of how hot I once was, about 20 years ago. I bit my lip with envy as I watched the young college girls in their short, tight summer shorts and tank tops, with their perfect hour-glass figures, hurrying over toward the basketball court while giggling back and forth to each other.

Two of the young guys got out of the car next. Both of the young men were tall and handsome, with chiseled faces and muscular, toned bodies. Their skin glistened in the fading sunlight as they also began to make their way toward the basketball court.

Ahh, to be young and beautiful again, I thought to myself. Not that I felt particularly old or ugly, but back when we were young, my husband and I used to be so hot for one another. He used to make me feel sexy and gorgeous, like I was the only woman in the world. Lately, however, he barely pays me any attention at all. We barely touch anymore, let alone kiss or fuck. He used to ravage my body in every room of our house, but somewhere along the way, he seemed to lose interest in sex—or maybe he’d just lost interest in me.

I’ve tried to throw myself into the Word and focus on Bible study and Sunday school, but the yearning in my loins only seems to increase with every passing day. It has literally been years since my husband and I have had sex, and I feel sexually starved on a daily basis. When the third young man got out of the car, I realized exactly how much I was longing for some sexual satisfaction.

The third young man was tall and gorgeous, just like his peers, but there was something else about him that caught my eye. While the other two boys were wearing tee shirts and athletic shorts, this young man was wearing a form-fitting tank top and a pair of thin, dark-colored shorts that swayed in the gentle breeze as he strolled casually across the park grass.

He was absolutely breath-taking! His short, shiny hair was pulled back away from his chiseled face and his arms and upper body were so muscular and hard-looking, I couldn’t help but stare. I didn’t even notice how hard I was staring at the gorgeous young hunk until he turned his head and looked at me, flashing me an open-mouth smile as he made his way over toward the basketball court, where his friends were already gathered.

I gasped in surprise at his sexy smile. Almost unconsciously, I flashed a smile right back at him. I almost couldn’t believe he’d actually noticed me. Usually, no one really bothers to look my way when I’m sitting on the park bench, looking through my Bible—especially not a hot young hunk like him! My heart instantly began to beat a little faster when I realized he’d actually smiled when he’d caught me staring at him.

I quickly lowered my head to look back down at my Bible, feeling slightly nervous for reasons I couldn’t quite put my finger on. I almost felt like a young girl with an instant crush.  It was just a smile, I thought to myself. What am I getting so worked up about?

I turned the page of my Bible and pretended to go back to reading it, but a part of me still felt as if the young, handsome man’s eyes were still on me. What am I thinking? There’s no way a young jock like him would be interested in me! I tried to go back to concentrating on my Bible reading, but the feeling that he was still watching just wouldn’t go away.

I knew that I wasn’t a pig or anything. In fact, I had managed to keep a nice figure over the years, and my hair was still long and full with plenty of bounce left in it. I didn’t have the crow’s feet around my eyes that most people over 35 seem to develop as they age, and my breasts were actually still pretty perky for my age, as well. My ass, though not as tight as it once was back in my twenties, was still quite nice, which often made me wonder why my husband seemed so distant, lately. I had put so much effort into keeping myself up for him over the years, that it really hurt that he seemed completely uninterested in me anymore.

Just then, a deep, husky voice from behind me jolted me out of my thoughts.

“Hey there! Whatcha reading?” the voice asked, startling me from my silent reflections. I looked up with a start, surprised to see that the hunky young man who had smiled at me was now standing right next to the bench I was sitting on.

“Uh…um…Thessalonians?” I stuttered back, nervously. He had caught me completely off guard and I was stammering away like an anxious young child.

“Was that a statement or a question?” he asked, looking down at me with a coy grin. If hadn’t known any better, I would’ve thought he was flirting with me. Good thing I knew better.

“I-I’m sorry, it’s just that…you startled me,” I replied, feeling both shaky and excited.

“Hmm. I startle you and you apologize to me. Wow, sounds kind of backwards, doesn’t it?” The handsome young man chuckled lightly at his own statement. His smile lit up his entire face. I was instantly smitten.

I smiled back up at him.

“I’m Paula,” I said, feeling the blush that I knew was filling up both of my cheeks. I extended my hand toward the spirited young man.

“Doug,” he replied, and gave my hand a firm, yet friendly shake. “Mind if I join you for a bit?”

“Not at all,” I replied, almost unconsciously, scooting over on the bench to make room for him to sit down.

“Are you a local?” he asked, sitting down beside me.

“Yes, I am. Born and raised,” I answered.

“Yeah, I’m from the city, myself. I’m out here visiting family. It’s a bit too quiet around here for me, though. I don’t think I could live here. I’d get bored.” He looked directly into my eyes. “Unless, of course, I had someone as beautiful and sexy as you to occupy my time.”

Did he just call me sexy? I thought to myself. My mind was in a haze. I knew I was blushing, but I couldn’t help it. I also couldn’t stop smiling. Without even consciously thinking about it, I covered my left hand with my right, attempting to hide my wedding band.

“It doesn’t bother me that you’re married, Paula,” Doug said bluntly, glancing down at my hands.

“It-it doesn’t?” I asked, inquisitively. Somehow, though, I wasn’t really surprised.

“Nope, not one bit.” He took my hand in his and lifted it up to his lips. He kissed the top of my hand and I immediately felt a jolt of electricity race through my entire body when his soft, smooth lips touched my skin.

“Mind if we go somewhere a little bit more…private?” Doug asked me, raising a perfectly-groomed eyebrow at me.

“What did you have in mind?” I asked him, completely forgetting about the open Bible that was still sitting on my lap.

“There’s a nice little spot under the bridge, not too far from here,” he replied. “We could watch the rest of the sunset. I hear it looks beautiful from there.”

I was totally lost in his eyes. They were so beautiful and so full of life. I don’t know why or how, but I also saw desire in the gorgeous young guy’s eyes. It sent a shiver down my spine that hadn’t felt in years. He was looking at me the way my husband used to, but hadn’t in a very long time. It ignited something in me that I hadn’t even realized was still there. I wanted this young man and I wanted him badly.

I watched his eyes glance down at my breasts. I was wearing a conservative-style blouse that was tight-fitting and hugged my bosom nicely, though it didn’t show off any cleavage. His eyes traveled back up to my face.

“Shall we?” he asked, holding out his arm.

“Sure, why not?” I affirmed and closed the Bible on my lap, setting it down on the bench.

Doug and I walked arm-in-arm across the park as the sun was just beginning to set. He told me about his home back in the city and the University he attended, where he was studying journalism.

In a few moments, we had reached the underpass just beneath the bridge. It was almost completely deserted, as the last of the park-goers were clearing out for the evening. As soon as we were completely beneath the underpass, Doug wasted no time making his move on me.

He pushed me up against the wall of the underpass and kissed me on my mouth, hard and passionately, the way my husband used to, back when we were younger.

“God, you’re so fucking hot,” he whispered, breaking away from our kiss to look at me. It was then that I realized I was actually his fantasy. I was something he wanted more than anything else at that moment, and it turned me on more than I could even imagine.

His lips came down on mine again, and his tongue slid between my lips. He explored my mouth with it, moaning and breathing hard as his hands found my breasts and cupped and squeezed them through the thin fabric of my blouse. I was instantly wet between my thighs. I was moaning and breathing just as hard as he was. I hadn’t felt so aroused in a very long time.

He began to unbutton my blouse as we kissed like two horny teenagers. Our mouths intertwined as we sucked each other’s tongues and gently bit each other’s lips. Every time his tongue touched mine, I felt a twinge between my legs, and I knew my pussy was getting wetter for him by the minute.

He opened up my blouse and quickly pushed my bra up to reveal my soft, large breasts. My nipples were already rock-hard from his touch and I moaned deeply when his took them into his strong, warm hands.

“God, your tits are so fucking nice!” he whispered, his voice raspy with desire. He lowered his head down and took my left breast into his mouth. His tongue felt so good against my nipple as he licked around and around in a circular motion and then gently bit down, causing a light yelp to escape my lips.

“Oh, yes! Yes, Doug, yes!” I whispered, wanting more and more of his touches and kisses. My flesh was on fire for him. He took my other breast in his mouth, holding it steady with his hands and teasing the nipple with his tongue. I felt another twinge between my legs as I felt his cock hardening against my thigh, through the fabric of his shorts.

He slid his hand down my torso and hurriedly raised my thin skirt up until it was bunched up on my hips. I was on fire for him and only he could put it out. He slid his hand between my legs, rubbing my clit through my silk panties. I was so fucking turned on, I could have cum right then, but I wanted to really explode on this young man’s cock, so I forced myself to hold back. It took all of my willpower not cream in right there in my panties.

He rubbed and stroked my clit through my panties, causing me to hiss and moan and grind against his fingers.

“Oh, oh, yes, yes…” I couldn’t stop saying “yes” to him. I wanted to cry out “more,” but “yes” is what kept coming out of mouth between moans, groans, deep breaths and heated pants of pleasure.

“I want to taste this pussy,” he moaned into my ear, as he nibbled on it, sticking his tongue inside of it and sucking on my earlobe. His other hand was massaging and squeezing my right breasts as his thumb played with my fully-erect nipples. I was already in ecstasy, but I wanted even more of him.

He slid my panties down and kneeled down between my legs, pushing my right one to the side, slightly, to make more room for his head. And then I felt him, his tongue and his lips, soft and warm against the folds of my cunt. It was already hot and wet for him.

He moaned as he sucked my clit into his mouth and started flicking his tongue against it, hungrily. Again, I wanted to cum so badly. I could have cum, instantly, right there on his beautiful lips, but again, I forced myself with everything in me to hold it back. I writhed in ecstasy, grinding my pussy lips onto his face and moaning and panting in pleasure.

“Oh God! Yes!” I cried out, grabbing his head and running my finger through his thick, shiny hair, pushing his head forward, further onto me. His lips and tongue felt so good against my pussy, I knew I couldn’t take much more or I was gonna squirt my cum all over his handsome face.

“Ahh, you’re gonna make me cum, baby!” I warned, holding his head in my hands and looking down at him with a drunken look of passion on my face.

“You’re not allowed to cum yet,” he told me, his voice muffled against my crotch. “You’re gonna cum on this cock. And, I’m gonna make you cum like you’ve never cum before.”

I moaned from the sound of his words. They sounded so good to me and I felt yet another twinge between my legs at the sound of them. It had been so long since anyone had made me feel this way. So beautiful, so sexy and so “wanted.”

He wanted me. He wanted to fuck me, and he wanted to fuck me like he’d never fucked anyone else before. And I wanted him to fuck me, too. I wanted to feel his long, thick, hard cock buried deep down inside of my hot, wet pussy. I wanted to squirt my cum juice all over his dick and feel his hot cum deep inside of me.

He rose up from his knees, slid his shorts down and pulled out his thick, rock-hard cock. It looked so good to me! I wanted to taste it, suck it down deep into depths of my throat and give him some the same sexual pleasure he had just been giving me.

I took his cock into my hands, stroking it and rubbing it, feeling throb inside of my hands. It turned me on to feel this young, vibrant, handsome man’s cock throbbing with desire for me. Me, a middle-aged housewife who days of being young and vibrant were all but long gone. But, not in his eyes. In his eyes, I was the sexiest, most amazing older woman in the world, right now. I was his “MILF”, and I was loving every minute of it.

This time I forced him up against the wall of the underpass and dropped down to my knees. I didn’t care about the hard ground beneath them, I just wanted to feel Doug’s cock in my mouth and hear him writhe and moan from the pleasure I planned to give him. I was a well-seasoned cock-sucker, it had just been such a long time since I’d gotten the chance to put my oral skills to use. I couldn’t wait to taste him.

I held his hard, throbbing cock in my hands and placed the tip of it up to my lips. I looked up and saw his beautiful eyes staring down at me with overwhelming desire in them. It turned me on to no end. With a coy smirk on my face, I licked the head of his cock with my tongue, causing a hiss of pleasure to escape his lips.

“Suck it, Paula. Suck this cock,” he told me, his voice barely above a raspy, passion-filled whisper. He didn’t have to tell me twice. I slid the head of his dick into my mouth, opening wide and running my tongue over the head. He gasped and grabbed my head.

“Ahh, yesss...” he hissed. “Fuuuck…”

He closed his eyes, threw his head back and began to thrust his hips with the rhythm of my sucking. I took his cock deep down into to my mouth, moaning with passion as I did so. He tasted so good! I could feel his pre-cum leaking out of the head of his cock and I licked it with my tongue, tasting the sweet, salty thickness of it.

“Mmm,” I said, my voice muffled by his hard, throbbing cock filling my mouth. I sped up my pace, sucking long and hard, holding on to his hips for balance. He grabbed my hair and wrapped his hands in it, pushing my mouth down further onto his dick.

“Ah, ah, ah, yesss! Shit! Fuck!” he muttered, between grunts and groans of pleasure. “You suck it so fucking good, Paula!”

If my mouth hadn’t been completely filled with his cock, I would’ve smiled up at him. Instead, I looked up at him and “smiled” with my eyes. He opened his eyes to watch his cock disappear into my mouth and saw me looking at him.

“I wanna fuck you, Paula,” he said, sternly, his eyes drunk with desire. “I want to fuck you like you’ve never been fucked before, right here in this park, under this bridge.”

Another twinge of pleasure surged between my thighs at just the thought of it, and I couldn’t wait to feel his hard, thick cock inside of me.

I removed his dick from my mouth and stood back up, facing him. I looked down at his throbbing cock with longing. I was waiting for his instruction. I had never done anything like this before and I wasn’t sure what position he was going to fuck me in. All I knew was that whatever position it was, I was going to love every minute of it.

He reached down between my legs and his fingers found my clit again. I whimpered in pleasure as he slid two fingers inside my tight, wet pussy.

“Mmm, that pussy’s nice and wet for me, baby,” he mumbled, his other hand stroking his still-hard cock. “I can’t wait to feel that pussy on my dick.”

“I want you to fuck me, Doug,” I breathed, still panting from the feel of his fingers inside my twat. My whole entire body was on fire for him and I couldn’t wait any longer. I wanted to feel him inside me right then.

“Turn around. I wanna see that ass,” he said, his voice still raspy. “I wanna see that hot ass of yours.”

I turned around and I felt him push me back up against the wall of the underpass again. I put my hands up on the wall for balance.

“Bend over, Paula,” he told me, and I did as I was I told, more than willingly.

I felt his hands rubbing and massaging the cheeks of my ass. I closed my eyes, anticipating the moment when his cock would finally slide into my yearning pussy.

“Your ass is so fucking, hot, Paula, he whispered his lips mere inches away from my ear.

I felt the head of his cock rubbing up against the dripping wet entrance of my hot, pulsating cunt. I wanted him inside me—no, I needed him inside me.

“For God’s sake, Doug, fuck me! Fuck me right now, please! I need to feel your cock inside me!” I cried, my eyes closed and hands against the wall.

The sun had almost completely set, and there was just a hint of light outside of the underpass. I looked back to see his cock slowly disappear as he slid the head of his cock into my pussy.

“Uhhh!” we both moaned simultaneously in pleasure as his hard, throbbing cock entered my hot, wet cunt.

“Mmm, your pussy feels so good, Paula. Ohhh, it’s so tight and so wet for me!” He groaned, his lips almost touching my ear. He thrusted his cock all the way inside of me, deep down inside of my pussy until he couldn’t go any deeper.

“Ah, yesss!” I cried, in passion, backing myself up and into him, forcing myself as far down on his long, hard cock as I could go. I squeezed the walls of my pussy against his dick, feeling it throb uncontrollably inside my tight cunt. I couldn’t take it anymore. I wanted to cum all over his dick.

“Oh God, yes! Yes, Doug! Oh FUCK yes!” I started moving back and forth and back and forth on his hard dick, loving how it felt inside my pussy. I backed into him, over and over and over again, forcing his cock in and out of me. His dick was long and thick and hard, and it was filling every inch of me to the brim.

“Fuck, Paula! Ohh, your pussy is so fucking good!” He grabbed onto the cheeks of my ass and started pounding my pussy nice and hard from behind. With every thrust I came closer and close to my orgasm, building it up. I knew I was about to explode like never before.

“Oh yes, Doug, fuck me, baby! Oh fuck me harder. Fuck me harder, Doug, I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna cum so fucking hard, Doug!” I cried, in between huffs and puffs and moans and groans.

“Oh yes, Paula! I want you to cum on me, baby! Cum on this cock! Cum all over it, baby!” he told me, pumping into me, hard and fast, sending me further into ecstasy with every pump and every thrust.

With one final thrust, he sent me all the way over the edge and my orgasm exploded like fireworks on the Fourth of July! I came harder than I ever had before. I felt my cum juices squirt out all over his cock and I screamed out my pleasure in complete ecstasy! He was still fucking my pussy as I came, as my juices dripped down all over his hard cock. It felt soooo good! I closed my eyes and continued to cry out in delight as my orgasm peaked and then finally began to wane. It was absolute best orgasm I had ever had in my entire life. I felt drunk with pleasure.

I squeezed the walls of my pussy tight around Doug’s still rock-hard cock and whimpered as the last surges of my extremely powerful and intense orgasm finally began to subside. Feeling my pussy tighten around his cock like that again, sent him completely over the edge. He couldn’t take anymore.

“Ohh, Paula! I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna cum in your hot, tight wet pussy! OHHHHH!” He reached up with one hand cupped and squeezed my right breast while his other hand gripped my ass cheek, tightly. I felt him shoot his load deep inside my cunt and it felt so good! He groaned loudly as his own climax heightened. His entire body shook and stiffened, and his cock throbbed uncontrollably with every spurt of hot cum he squirted into my Pussy. He thrusted his hips against my ass cheeks with every spurt. It felt like he spurted at least 20 times.

“Oh GOD, Paula! I’ve never cum like that before in my life!” he whispered, panting, tiredly in my ear. He kept his cock inside me and I tightened my walls around his now-softening shaft, trying to squeeze every drop of his thick, hot cum out of his dick.

“HO…LY SHIT!” he whispered. We stayed like that for a moment, with his cock still inside me until it softened to the point where it slid out with a sloshy sound. He still stayed there hugging me from behind, with one hand on my breast and the other on my ass, resting his head on my shoulder.

I felt so good. I felt better than I’d ever felt in my entire life. It was like Doug had awakened something deep inside of me that I didn’t even know was still there.

“Doug!” we heard voices calling his name.

“Oh shit, I’d better go,” Doug finally said, sounding like he didn’t really want to. He pulled away from me and pulled his shorts back up.

“You go ahead on, I told him. “I’m going to stay here for a moment.”

With one final kiss, Doug hurried off to meet back up with his friends. I pulled my panties up and smiled. As I fixed my clothes, I could feel Doug’s cum running out of my pussy and onto my panties. I knew I might not ever see Doug again, but what he’d done to me, I had a feeling things were about to change between me and my husband. He had awakened something within me and I planned to awaken the same thing in my husband when I finally made it home…


20. The End of the Aisle: A Brides Revenge Gangbang by Riley Davis

I am on the verge of becoming a bride. Eric seems safe and sure. And the last person that I ever expect to encounter out of town is my ex. Johnny looks better than ever. I try to tell myself that he is my past. But fate has a strange way of showing her hand. Before I even realize what’s happening, I’m back in his arms. And maybe I want a few of his friends to come along for the ride.

“This can’t be what you really want.”

Rolling my eyes as I nudged Kayla’s ribs, I stepped through the revolving door of the Townsend Hotel. The mosaic tiles that made up the lobby floor sparkled under crystal chandeliers, and I saw a slew of guests in various stages of checking in. Some were family and other friends; the sight of them brought a smile to my face. Others were strictly Eric’s people. Undoubtedly they were on our guest list, but I had yet to memorize all the names.

In any event, it was all for me. What girl wouldn’t want that?

“We should see about our rooms,” I whispered to Kayla.

“Your funeral, Anne,” she said. I could hear my mother’s voice ringing in my ears when I assembled the bridal party.

You really want Kayla to stand up for you?

The girl could be crude and had a habit of speaking her mind without consequence. An extra set of hands was required to number all the times that she landed me in the principal’s office between grades 7 and 12. But she was always a good time and loyal when it counted most.

And I wanted her with me at the start of my next chapter.

“I know you don’t approve, Kayla,” said as I snagged my key card after smiling at the man behind the desk. “But Eric is one of the good guys.”

Flashing the ring that he had given me on Valentine’s Day along with a dozen roses after a carriage ride through Central Park, I pictured the home that we would make and the life that we would share.

My mother looked like it was her wedding day as she sauntered through the throng of guests and lifted my face to the light.

“Right to bed after the rehearsal dinner, young lady,” she said. “The last thing anyone wants is to see you walking down the aisle with puffy eyes.”

“Like that would matter to me one bit!”

The sound of Eric’s voice spun me around, and I nuzzled my nose against his shoulder.

“Aren’t you just a dream!” my mother chirped. “So much more than the trash that she used to run around with.”

“Mom, don’t,” I begged as my cheeks turned crimson and Eric tightened his hold.

“So what if she made a few mistakes,” Eric said. “She got it right now.”

“No question about it, you beautiful boy!” my mother chirped as she flung her arms around his neck. Kayla hissed that they should get a room as I slapped her wrist and said that we’d meet up with them in less than an hour.

“I’ll be waiting, honey,” Eric answered as the elevator doors closed.

And Kayla took advantage of our moment alone.

“Why this one?” she asked. “You do get that he’s a stuffed shirt that’s going to lose his hair like before he’s even thirty.”

Maybe so. But he had a steady job and I liked the idea of something solid to hang onto.

“Kayla, please. I know what I’m doing. I’m trying to be a grown up.”

“That’s what you call it?” she challenged. “I think you’re selling out.”

“Call it what you will,” I said as I left the elevator and promised that I would see her soon. Approaching Room 807, I tried and failed to make the key card work. But the door would not budge.

“Fuck,” I muttered under my breath. “Now what the am I supposed to do?”

Ready to abandon my bags and head back to the lobby, I saw the back of a man in a crisp black uniform and called for help as I waved my hand in the air.

“Excuse me?” I said. “I can’t seem to get my door---”

My voice caught in my throat when the man turned around and I saw a head of thick black hair that would never thin out resting above a tanned face holding two blue eyes that still had the power to make me weak in the knees.

“Johnny?” I managed. “What… what are you doing here?”

He stayed silent as he stepped closer and brushed his hands down the back of his slacks. Those hands. They knew every part of me inside and out. Time was when I imagined nothing hut a happy life between the space of his fingers.

“I could ask you the same thing,” he shot back. “You here for the party tomorrow.”

“I… the party?” I asked.

“Some hotshot banker’s getting married,” he said.

Swallowing hard as I stared into his eyes, I could do nothing but wave my useless key card in his face.

“Looks like you need my help,” he said. “Happy to oblige.”

He curved past me and I could do nothing but focus on his ass as he rattled on an about the things demagnetizing at every shot.

“And how do you know that?” I asked.

“Got a job here,” he said.

“You?” I choked out as I struggled to pick my jaw off the checkered carpet lining my feet. “What happened to the garage band that was going to take the world by storm?”

That came out a little more hateful than I would have wanted, but Johnny just smiled.

“I still jam when I get the chance,” he said. “But a man’s gotta find a way to pay the bills, Anne.”

Coming from his lips that was a major step in an untold direction, and I imagined what it would have been like to see it through at his side when he spied the lace train poking out of my suitcase.

“Oh so… so you’re the lucky bride,” he said.

My diamond suddenly felt like something that I should be ashamed of as I watched his eyes turn sad as he forced a smile.

“Good for you,” he said. “It’s a lucky man that gets to call you his wife.”

Johnny opened the door and reverently placed my bags on the bed before he turned on his heel and started to make his way back into the hallway.

“Wait!” I cried.

When he looked back, I thought of tearing off my clothes and pressing him into the sheets. Eric had his charms, but nothing had ever felt like…

“Are you happy for me?” I asked.

He tenderly touched my shoulder as he bowed his head to kiss my cheek. My skin was on fire at the feel of his lips on my flesh, and for a second I imagined asking him to stay, longing to learn everything that had happened since we last spoke when my phone buzzed from my purse.

“That the groom?” Johnny asked as he pressed his hands into his pocket even as he kept me in the space of his stare.

“My mom,” I muttered. “She’s telling me to get a move on.”

“Bet she’s over the moon, right?”

On that point I could not lie, and Johnny trailed his fingers through my hair and promised that he’d be around all weekend if I needed a helping hand.

“I’ll keep that in mind,” I said. “It… it was really great to see you again, Johnny.”

“Congratulations, pretty girl.”

Once he closed the door behind him, I had to take a few seconds to recover my bearings. He would always be the one that got away. But just because he appeared to have gotten his act together, that didn’t change the fact that we were in different places and our moment had passed.

“Are you alright?” Kayla asked me as we met up again in the lobby. I started to tell the truth but just as quickly held my tongue. She would say that Johnny’s presence was a sign from on high.

“I’m fine,” I assured her. “When one door closes, another one opens, right?”

“Just be sure you know what’s on the other side, Anne.”

We went through the motions in the chapel just down the road and returned to the hotel’s dining room for a quick bite to eat. Tomorrow it would be the grand ballroom bathed in candlelight and lined with freshly cut roses of many colors. Eric stayed by my side as we ate and drank and toasted to the future. His father remarked that a good wife would go a long way to securing his promotion, and I hated having to leave Eric as he started towards the honeymoon suite.

“Before you know it it’ll be just us,” he promised as he kissed me deeply and dropped me off at my door. As hard as I tried, I simply could not settle down and fall asleep. Maybe it was the excitement at finally becoming a bride; maybe the sight of Johnny had stirred something in my soul.

I needed a release.

Sure it was bad luck, but I decided to tempt fate as I threw on my robe and rushed to the suite. I needed one more kiss. Possibly a little bit more. It would be our shared secret as soon as I approached him from the other end of the aisle.

Leaving the elevator, I was suddenly struck by the sound of loud music emanating from the suite destined for our first night of marital bliss. Had Eric opted to blow off some steam with his groomsmen? I tried to tell myself that it was normal. Harmless. But as I inched closer to the noise, Kayla’s warning echoed in my ear.

Just be sure you know what’s on the other side, Anne.

“Eric! What the hell is---?”

His ushers were downing shots as if their lives depended on it and dancing with a scantily clad girl. The best man was already passed out. But Eric was wide awake and grinding on a blonde wearing next to nothing as she clutched the bed sheets and climaxed around him.

“Anne!” he screeched as soon as he saw me. “Why are you here?”

“That’s not the question!” I cried out as I trembled where I stood and clutched my robe closer to my heaving chest. He clumsily pulled out of the girl as a third set of tits and ass emerged from the bathroom, wiping her mouth and reeking of his cologne.

“It’s really no big deal,” he said. “Just a last blast before I’m all yours. Everyone does it.”

“Everyone?” I challenged. “So you… you were really going to take me in this same room after screwing these skanks?”

“Hey!” the girl from the bathroom with red hair and small breasts started. “Maybe he needed a few real lays before he had to get stuck with a mousy little slit like you!”

The room erupted in laughter, and Eric tried to grab my hand when I swatted him away and weakly struck his face.

“You bastard!” I screamed. “Don’t you touch---!”

“And don’t you go blowing this up into something it’s not!” he suddenly yelled back, his eyes full of fury. “Like you had anything before you met me. Now go to bed and get your head on straight. You are not going to screw everything up.”

“I… I’m not?” I said. Eric turned away, and left me looking like a fool as his friends got back to the girls and looked at me like I was in the wrong.

What the hell was I signing up for?

I rushed away from the tainted honeymoon suite and stumbled into the elevator. Sliding down the wall as I hid my face in my hands, I wished that I had my phone. One text and Kayla would come running. And probably charge back into the suite and knock Eric out for playing me for a fool. The numbers over my head came to light in an agonizing countdown, and I groaned when the car stopped on the ninth floor and the metallic doors slid open.

“Anne?”

Peering up through my fingers and the fallen strands of my hair, I saw Johnny in his crisp slacks and vest with a bill in his hand and a white towel slung over his broad shoulder.

“Why are you… shouldn’t you like be gearing up for your big day?” he asked.

I tried to talk, but only a straggled sob came out. His face seemed to fall to the lobby, and I feared the ground would give out from under me until Johnny was on his knees and pulling me close to his chest.

“Hey there,” he whispered as he ran his long fingers up and down my heaving back. “What the hell happened?”

The tears kept flowing, and Johnny told me that I didn’t have to say anything as he picked me up and held me tight. We walked down the long hallway, and he swiped his keycard and carried me into a darkened room. A dim glow surrounded us as he flicked the lamp on the bedside table and turned the sheets down as he laid me out on the bed.

“Where are… whose room is this?” I managed to ask.

“Staff always keeps it on hold,” Johnny said as he stroked my face. “Just in case one of us needs to grab a nap or…”

His sheepish smile told me that so much more than sleep went down within these walls, and Johnny’s face suddenly morphed into Eric’s and I couldn’t control myself.

“You’re all the same!” I screeched as I bolted up and started to pummel his chest with shaking fists. “No better than animals!”

“Anne!” he cried as he bobbed and weaved in an effort to block each blow. “What the hell did I do? I’m only trying to---!”

“And what about tomorrow?” I kept wailing. “You were just going to let me walk down that aisle and pretend that I was your one and only?”

Johnny let me fall back to the bed, and I gathered the pillows close as his sigh hit the air.

“Shit,” he muttered. “The redhead?”

“I…”

My voice trailed off as I gazed up at him and watched him shake his head.

“Please don’t tell me that you were in on it,” I begged. “I don’t think that I can take---”

“I only knew that she was here for a party,” Johnny confessed. “Not that it was your guy she was on her way to see.”

“My guy,” I scoffed. “Don’t call him that.” Glancing down at the diamond still on my finger, I could no longer stand the sight of it and tugged it off.

“I am such an idiot,” I muttered.

“No way,” he said. “Anne?”

Johnny pried the ring from my hold and tossed it into the farthest corner as he pressed his palms to my shoulders and rested his head against mine.

“I know it has to hurt,” he started. “But at least you know before you got in too deep. That has to count for something.”

Weakly nodding my head, I winded my body back into the sheets and wondered how I would get through the next day. Eric’s father… my mother…

“He says I should just get over it,” I continued. “How much you want to bet that everyone but Kayla will agree?

“I always loved that crazy friend of yours,” he said. “She tells it like it is.”

“She told me that Eric was a bad bet.” My body went numb as reality started to sink in, and I wanted nothing more than to pass out and wake up in another time and place when Johnny kicked off his shoes and climbed into the bed beside me.

“Won’t get an argument here,” he said. “Would love to know what she had to say about me.”

Sighing at the feel of his warm breath coating my cheeks as it trickled down my neck; I raised my hand to his chin and traced random circles into his cheeks.

“She said that you were the one that got away,” I muttered. Johnny lowered his eyelids and turned to his back so he could stare up at the ceiling even as he kept his hand in mine.

“That cuts both ways,” he confessed. “But it’s not like I was good enough for you.”

“Weren’t you?” I asked as I turned my body on top of his and softly kissed his lips. “Or was I just too blind to see what was right there in front of me?”

Johnny’s smile expanded under my mouth, and I lowered my robe revealing nothing but my lavender lace bra and panty set.

“You like what you see now?” I asked as his breath hitched and his hands enclosed my sides.

“Always,” he admitted. “But I’m not here to be your rebound guy.”

Tilting my head, I licked my lips as I undid the buttons of his vest. His shirt. The wild hair lining his chest fluttered through my fingers, and I licked my way up to his neck until I found his ear.

“And I’m pretty damn sure I’m not getting married tomorrow,” I said. As our lips locked, I grazed my nails down his sides and started to unloop his belt.

“There it is,” I moaned. His cock was stiff and sleek in my hand, and I started to rub him down as I kissed his eyes and moaned into his mouth.

“I shouldn’t have left you,” I said. “I didn’t know what I was missing.”

Johnny let me a stroke him for a few seconds more before he pushed away from the bed and sent me flying to my back. Gasping as his firm legs straddled my thighs, I longed to touch him again when he forced my hands over my head and licked my earlobes.

“This?” he purred. Bowing his head to tear my panties away with his teeth, I spread my legs as he slowly sank inside me. His cock took its time finding my wet walls, and I felt as if I would faint when my cunt curled around his shaft.

And my heart and my body remembered just how good he could feel.

“That,” I murmured. My legs kicked what was left of the sheets aside as I pushed my ankles into the taut flesh of his ass. He came closer to my pussy, and I smiled when I caught a glimpse of his eyes lingering on my breasts.

“Bite it off, too,” I begged. “I want you to see me.”

His free hand fondled my sides, and I was ready for the force of his teeth when he reached behind my back and simply unfastened the purple lace until there were no barriers between us.

“I do see you,” he said. “And I…”

Failing to finish the thought, Johnny’s tongue raced up my middle. He suckled each of my nipples, and I clenched my pussy around his cock when his eyes seemed to burrow their way into my soul.

“And I never want you to go away again.”

Claiming his mouth with a quick kiss, my hips moved in time to his thrusts, and I broke free from his hands to grab his hair and pull my body away from the bed. Screaming without words as he spun inside me, I clung to his neck and knew nothing but his lust until I collapsed on top of him and softly kissed his cheek.

“Did you always feel this good?” I asked. Johnny laughed as he eased me to his side and caressed my face, his cock still humming between my legs.

“Of course,” he teased. “Must make you wonder why you ran away.”

“I… I don’t even know anymore,” I confessed. “I’m just happy to be back.”

“Same here.”

With a gentle kiss, he smoothed the fallen hair from my shoulders.

“What?” I asked as I played with the long lines of his fingers. “I can hear you thinking.”

“Are you going to tell me the rest of the story?” he asked. “I mean I… I’m pretty sure that I can connect the dots, but---”

His voice came to a stop when two other men in uniforms matching Johnny’s discarded clothes appeared with a bottle in of vodka and a pack of playing cards.

And their jaws dropped in unison as soon as they saw us on the bed.

“Shit, man,” the taller of the two said. “We didn’t know you had the room and… wait. Isn’t she supposed to be getting married in the morning?”

I had to laugh at the question, and Johnny joined in as he covered me with the sheets and left the bed in search of his pants.

“She’s had a change of heart,” he said. “Lucky for me.”

Squeezing his hands as I kissed his fingers, I saw a look pass between the other men and looked over Johnny’s shoulder with wide eyes.

“What is it?” I asked.

“Um… nothing,” the taller one said.

“Bullshit, Mike,” the little guy said as he slapped his shoulder. “Maybe she already knows that we’re gonna have to hose down the honeymoon suite until anyone else can use it again.”

Biting down on my lip as I kept the sheet close, I slowly left the bed and dragged Johnny behind me as I looked into the other men’s eyes.

“So he… he’s still at it?” I asked.

Mike just laughed as his friend shuffled his feet.

“What’s the good word, Karl?” Johnny asked.

Hanging his head, Karl’s words might have been meant for the carpet. But they still found their way to my ears.

“Last we saw, the… groom was taking them two a time,” Karl started. “Some of his buddies said that he should like lay off and… and look for you.”

“But he didn’t,” I said in a thick voice. Karl lifted his head away from the floor and gave me a sad and sorry smile.

“Last I heard he… he seemed sure that you’d get over it come morning.”

A light laugh bubbled in the pit of my stomach. Moving up my throat, it came out it in a howl, and Johnny tried to hug my pain away when I flattened my palms to his taut chest.

“I can show a room a good time, too,” I swore. “Would you like to see?”

His brow furrowed, and I feared that he might try to reason with me when he tugged at the sheet. I shuddered when the draft just passing through the open door hit my body.

But then Johnny smiled…

“Lock up,” he told his friends. “I think that someone wants to more than play some poker.”

Kissing him quickly as the boys obeyed his orders, I fell back to the bed and extended my arms over my head. Johnny took one of my hands in his and knelt close to the headboard as he bowed his head to kiss my cheek.

“It’s okay?” I asked.

“I’m down with whatever you need.”

We kissed again, and I lifted my head to see his friends’ hungry eyes.

“Let’s have our own party,” I whispered.

Mike didn’t need me to say it twice as he stripped down to his shorts and mounted me quickly. His hard cock pulsed through the cotton of his briefs, and I eased my body closer to his throb as I released his shaft and let it glide through my fingers.

“What are you going to do with this?” I teased. Mike’s smile expanded, and he entered my wet pussy with one quick thrust. I screamed on impact and felt him swirling inside me. He pushed me back to the bed, and my eyes blurred when I spied Johnny hovering over my head.

“When did you become a wild woman?” he whispered.

“Right now,” I purred. “I… Jesus!”

Mike moved deeper, faster, and the pressure in my soul felt like it would explode when I leapt up and forced him to the other end of the bed.

“See what he’s giving up?” I moaned as my hands moved up and down Mike’s face. He nodded his assent with a silly smile, and the mattress dipped as Johnny pulled off his pans and climbed closer. He ran his hands up and down my legs, across my quivering ass. As I reached back for his hand, I spied Karl unsure of his role.

“Get in on this,” I said. “Don’t you want to?”

He unzipped his fly and gripped my face. The blush in his cheeks was only matched by the pink hue of his cock. I took his heat into my mouth and started to lick up and down his shaft. Karl’s anxious groans flooded my mind. His cum started to trickle down my throat when a familiar finger in my ass caught me by surprise.

“Would you really do this without me?” Johnny asked as he nipped at my ears. Slowly shaking my head around Karl’s cock, I felt something hard and long brushing against my backside. My body opened to take him in as Johnny fell on top of me, his hands shifting around my middle so he could massage my breasts.

“Not chance in hell,” I said.

His cock filled me from behind. I turned my hips into his as hot streams of cum consumed me from all sides. Parting my lips from Karl’s member so I could scream my joy, I watched his lust spill onto Mike’s chest and wondered how I could have ever thought of marrying the wrong man. Not when Johnny was back. Not when he let me have this moment of pleasure.

“Was I good boys?” I asked. Karl fell to his knees, and Mike moaned underneath me as Johnny pulled out and dragged me back to the pillows. His kisses knew no bounds as I snuggled into his shoulder and let him push back the sweat-soaked strands of hair clinging to my face.

“Think it’s a yes all around,” Johnny said. “So what happens now?”

Playing with his fingers as my body still burned, I raised my eyes to his and cupped his chin in my hand.

“I’m going to go back to my room,” I said as his face fell.

“What?” he demanded. “Are you for real right now?”

“Very much so,” I continued. “I’m going to get cleaned up and put on my pretty white dress. And when it’s time for someone to object, I’m going to spit in my so-called fiancé’s face.”

Johnny busted out laughing as he held me closer and kissed my hair.

“And where do you see me in all of this?” he asked.

“At the end of the aisle. So I can rush into your arms and keep making up for lost time.”

“Sounds like a plan,” he said.

I started to disentangle myself from his arms when he caught my hand and perched on the edge of the bed.

“You know that you’re going to have a lot of angry faces to deal with, right?”

“All except Kayla,” I said. “She’ll be thrilled. And I was thinking…”

Running my fingers down his lean arms, I nipped at his neck before meeting his gaze.

“Maybe we’ll bring her into the mix tomorrow night to celebrate?” I suggested as I gave him a quick wink.

“Oh there is no way in hell that I’m ever letting you get away again, Anne.”


21. The Farm Girl Learns a Lesson: A First Double Penetration Threesome by Ellie North

I know Dean loves me. But I also know he’s not really satisfied with our sex life. I try…I really do. But I was raised in a little town in the middle of nowhere, where no one ever did anything adventurous, especially when it came to sex. So, I’m not all that experienced. Half the time, I have no idea what he’s talking about. But I know if I want to keep him happy, I need to make some changes. But with the help of my college roommate Brittany, I might be able to do that. And in the process, I might just discover what turns me on. Hope Dean’s ready for the new me.

“Brit, are you sure this is how I’m supposed to look?” I turned, looking at myself in the mirror in our cramped dorm room. Brit had dressed me in a short leather skirt - with a zipper up the back and the front, no less - and a vest that hugged my body. And precious little else. Oh, and stiletto-heeled black shoes. I tried tugging the skirt down my thighs.

“Kylie, you asked me to help you dress a little more edgy, a little sexier.” She tugged the skirt back up where it had been. “If you want to show Dean you’re willing to try to be a little more adventurous, then I say go big or go home.”

“I feel like I’m wearing a Halloween costume.” I did have to admit though that the skirt did show off my long legs and hugged my ass in a way nothing else I owned did. And in the tight vest I suddenly had cleavage.

“That’s because all you’ve ever worn till now has been long skirts and baggy shirts. This might be a little over the top, but it’s not as out there as you think it is.”

I sighed. “Thanks for the help. I don’t meant to seem ungrateful. It’s just…” I thought about the last conversation Dean and I had, how he’d said he needed more from our relationship. He still loved me just as much as ever, but our sex life was getting stale, predictable. Boring.

“College can be a big change for anyone. And for you…” Brit pushed me down into the chair by her bed, grabbed her makeup case, and started dabbing and patting things onto my face. “Coming from wherever the hell you did in Montana…”

“North Dakota. Beach, North Dakota. Although it’s on the state line between Montana and North Dakota.”

“Whatever. You grew up on a farm, in the middle of nowhere. Dean calls you a typical farmer’s daughter, you know. Naïve. And now you’re here in sunny California, at UC Irvine, running with a whole new crowd of people.” She stepped back, admiring her efforts. “And Dean’s a California, big city boy. You gotta expect him to expect a little something more than just the missionary position night after night.”

My face flushed and I closed my eyes. It was still hard sometimes to even talk about sex, much less try to imagine what Dean wanted.

“I want the same things he does. It’s just…not at all what I’m used to. Or what I ever thought about. I’m just naïve, I guess.”

“You guessed right. But you can change. As long as you keep an open mind, you’ll be fine. Close your eyes.”

She came at me with an eyeliner, and I shut my eyes while she worked her magic. “There. All done.”

I looked in the mirror. The face looking back did not look like me at all. There was a sexy, sultry vixen staring back. Somehow Brit had taken my plain-Jane face and drab hair and turned me into a sex kitten.

“Oh, wow.” I stared at my reflection. “Gee…”

“And while we’re at it, let’s work on that language. I’d be bored with you, too, if all you said after sex was gee, that was good. Try saying something dirty. Start with saying fuck. You can do it, Kylie.”

My face was already flushed. Back home swearing wasn’t exactly forbidden, but I’d never picked up the habit, even after I’d started college.

“Fuck…” I managed a whisper.

“Good. Now add ‘me’ and ‘Dean’ to that.” Brit was already laughing, knowing full well I’d never manage that. But this was a do-or-die test. I closed my eyes.

“Fuck me Dean.” I opened my eyes, grinning. “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me…fuck me.” I dissolved into laughter. Brit grabbed me in a big hug.

“See? That’s not so hard. Just toss in Dean’s name, moan a lot, and he’ll think you’re a totally new girl.” She winced. “Sorry.”

I shook my head. “I know…it’s okay.” Along with the comments about boring sex, Dean had told me, only half kidding, that he had thought about finding a girl just for sex. At least I thought he’d been kidding. And this was my way of making sure he didn’t follow through on that comment.

“Oh, Brit. I almost forgot.” I dug in my bag. “I read this.” I handed her a book. “I’ve been reading…”

She burst out laughing. “The Kama Sutra? You’re really prepared now.”

My cell phone started chirping and I grabbed the book, stuffing it back in my bag. “That’s Dean. I gotta go.”

* * *

Brit had my big bag, and all I carried was a tiny little thing she’d given me, just big enough to hold my cell and lip gloss. The strap kept falling off my shoulder and I felt awkward, fiddling with it, wearing my hooker clothes. Actually, awkward didn’t come close to describing how I felt. Guys had been staring at me as I waited on the crowded sidewalk in front of Brit’s building, some whistling, a few stopping to talk. I’d brushed them off as best I could.

But then something else started happening. The attention I was getting was new to me, but the more men gave me appreciative glances, the more confident I started to feel in this bizarre outfit. It was over the top, but if I was going to pull it off, I was going to have to start acting over the top. I started smiling at the guys, talked to a few, flirted as best I could with others. The awkwardness started to fade, replaced by a sense of control, like a feminine power over them. I could make them stop to talk if I smiled, if I looked them in the eye. I could make them walk on by if I turned my shoulder to them, looking away. Could be I was starting to enjoy this make over.

Dean’s car turned the corner, and I stepped to the curb. He drove past me and pulled up a few feet away. I could see him looking back toward the door of the building. In fact, he was looking right past me.

I walked over to his car, bending down to look in the passenger’s door. Dean looked up, frowning, then powered down the window.

“Sorry, I’m waiting for…” He stopped, mouth open. “Kylie? Holy cow…is that you?”

“Yes, it’s me. Open the door. I’m freezing out here.”

The door popped open, and I slid into the seat. It was difficult; the tight leather skirt rode up my thighs, making it hard to move.

“I didn’t recognize you, Kylie.” Dean leaned over, closed the door, then sat back. “You look amazing. Different…but amazing. And very sexy. Can I get a kiss?”

The kiss started out slow, but within a few seconds we were in the throes of a passionate kiss. Dean’s tongue flicked against my lips, and I opened my mouth to him, meeting him fully, not holding back. His hands seemed to be everywhere, on my bare thighs, sliding beneath my skirt, then moving up to caress my breasts. It didn’t take long for me to turn into a writhing mass of wanton woman. Something ignited inside me, a throbbing deep between my thighs. I was pretty sure that tonight was going to be so much better between us.

Dean pulled away with a gasp. “Kylie…something’s different.” His glance slid over my body, then back to my face. “It’s not just this either. There’s something different about you.”

“I want to change…want to make you happy. Make myself happy.” I ran a finger down his cheek. “I’m not sure why, but this whole outfit, the makeup, all of it makes me feel sexy. Maybe it’s not just the clothes…maybe it’s something inside of me.”

“I don’t care what it is, as long as you’re okay with this.” He smiled in the dim light of the car. “And if you’re open to change, then I’ve got a proposition for you.”

For a minute I hesitated. I might feel different, but there was still a whole lot of things I knew Dean wanted that I wasn’t sure I was ready to do. Dean sat back, shifted the car into drive, and pulled away from the curb.

“Don’t worry. It’ll be okay.” He winked and we pulled into traffic. I hoped he was right.

* * *

Dean pulled up in front of his apartment. He’d moved out of the house he shared with about a dozen guys the beginning of senior year. Even though his friend Eric lived with him, we had privacy, and for tonight I was profoundly grateful for that.

“Listen, Kylie, there’s something I want to ask you…something I want you to try.” We’d gotten as far as the living room. I could hear music coming from Eric’s room.

“Okay. Within reason, I guess.” My heart was pounding in my chest. Hopefully it was something I’d seen in the Kama Sutra and I’d at least know what he was talking about.

He broke into a big grin. “Great. I’ll get Eric.” Before I could say anything, he disappeared down the hall. I was still standing in the living room when they both came back.

“Hey, Kylie...man, you look amazing.” Eric’s look wasn’t subtle as he took in my outfit. For a minute I was uncomfortable. But under his and Dean’s gaze, the heat that had started in the car blossomed again. It was kind of nice feeling sexy, and having both of them take obvious pleasure in looking at me.

“Yeah, she looks pretty great, right?” Dean put his arms around me, pulling me close. “Like the sexy girl I know she is.” He kissed my cheek, one hand moving up to caress one breast.

Eric was watching us, clearly enjoying what he was seeing. I smiled at him, then tried to wiggle away from Dean. Public—or semi-public—displays of affection made me uncomfortable. And since Dean and I were definitely headed toward something big, and since I was already half-way to being aroused, this was even more awkward.

But Dean held me tight, turning my head and kissing me hard, his hands moving down over my body, fingers creeping under the edge of my skirt. I squirmed harder, breaking away from Dean’s kiss.

“Dean…come on.” I glanced at Eric. “I think you can wait until we get to your room.”

Eric laughed. “You didn’t tell her yet, did you? Were you afraid she’d back out?”

“Dean…what’s he talking about? What didn’t you tell me?” I tried to get away from Dean, but he was holding on to me pretty tightly. “What’s happening?”

“Well, this was supposed to be a surprise, Eric.” Dean looked down at me. “I wanted us to try something different, to break you out of your shell. And I thought if we were really going to give this a try…well, we’d try something really out there. Kind of like the most extreme thing I could think of.” He shrugged. “So if this didn’t work, you’d be willing to try something less dramatic.”

“How about less traumatic? You can’t expect me to have…” I closed my eyes, not even really able to think about what he meant. “To have sex with Eric?”

They both started to laugh as Dean turned me toward the couch. “Not with Eric…with both of us. As a threesome.”

I pulled against him, but Eric was behind me, hands on my hips. “Come on, Kylie. It’s not going to be that bad. You’re just having sex…but with me and Dean. Besides, we’re all friends here.”

“Somehow that doesn’t make it any easier.”

Dean dragged me toward the couch, turning me around to face him. “Listen, anytime you want to stop, just say so.”

“I want to stop.” I tried to pull away again from Dean, but Eric was standing very close behind me, his body pressed against mine. It was pretty clear he had a huge erection pressed against my ass. Every time I wiggled to get away, it seemed to excite him even more.

Dean shook his head. “We haven’t even started yet. Give it a chance.” He leaned in, kissing me hard, his tongue thrust into my mouth. I tried to concentrate on Dean, on what was familiar. But it was hard to ignore Eric behind me, to ignore his roaming hands as he moved them over my hips, reaching beneath to caress my ass, squeezing my flesh.

“You okay?” Dean nuzzled my neck. I nodded, not sure I could trust my voice. Dean seemed to take that as a signal to keep going. Eric had never stopped touching me, and despite my hesitation, there was something very erotic about his touch. Even though I knew Eric, thought of him a friend, he’d never touched me like this. Something loosened up inside me, a dark primal desire to find out what my limits were, how far I was willing to go.

I put my arms around Dean’s neck. “I’m fine…I think this is going to be alright. Just go slow…”

Dean smiled, and we picked up with where we’d left off with our kiss. But I don’t think Eric heard anything I’d said about going slow. He rudely tugged the zipper down on my skirt, hands quickly moving over my skin, rubbing, teasing, pinching. I shivered, a little surprised that I actually liked how it felt. There was nothing slow about Eric, and before I’d had much time to adjust to his hands on my ass—and come to the realization that I actually could say ass, even if only to myself—he was working his fingers beneath the edge of my thong, down between my legs. I tensed…no one but Dean had ever touched me there.

“Relax, Kylie. You’re doing great.” Eric’s lips were next to my ear, his breath hot on my skin. I mumbled something against Dean’s mouth. I didn’t think Eric really cared.

There was the sound of another zipper and I was pretty sure it wasn’t one of mine. A moment later there was a hard cock pressed against my ass, so I knew it was Eric’s. He jammed it against me, sliding it up the cleft of my ass. Even though my heart was hammering away, I moaned against Dean’s mouth. He broke away, looking down at me.

“You’re getting into this, aren’t you?”

“Yeah…I think I am…” My words came out in a husky rush. “This is…okay.”

Suddenly there was lots of movement, Dean grabbing the front of my vest, buttons flying. Eric undid the rest of my zipper, and the skirt fell to the floor. I was still wearing the thong, but I figured it was time that disappeared. Hooking my thumbs beneath the tiny strings on the side, I slid it down my thighs. Eric took it the rest of the way, tugging it down my legs. Resting one hand on his shoulder, I stepped out of the tiny little piece of fabric.

“Come with me…” Dean turned me around, pushing me toward the couch. I stumbled slightly in my heels, landing on my butt. Dean and Eric stood in front of me. It was very clear they were both sporting massive erections. I licked my lips, strangely eager to know what they were planning. I had no idea how this would work. My mind was still back in the missionary position, so all of this was in their hands.

But first I got a mini-strip tease from the guys as they undressed. I say mini, because it was more just them stripping off their close as quickly as possible. In less than a minute they were standing in front of me, bare naked, those huge erections sticking out in front of them.

Eric knelt down between my legs, hands on the insides of my thighs, pushing them apart. I was pretty sure where this was going, and I gave in to the insistent pressure of his hands. He smiled up at me, Dean standing beside him.

“Just relax…”

I gave what I thought was a reassuring nod, but Eric wasn’t paying attention. He had my legs just about as far apart as they would go, and while I watched he dove between them. Before I could even gasp out a protest he was buried between my legs, licking and sucking at me. I jerked and shuddered as he worked his tongue into me.

“Say the words, Kylie.”

I looked up at Dean. He had his cock in one hand, his gaze moving between Eric’s diligent work between my legs and my face.

“What?” I blinked in surprise. “I should do what?”

“You know you can’t even think the words. I can read you like a book, Kylie. Tell me where Eric has his tongue, right now.”

“Oh…um. Between my…legs.” I closed my eyes, willing the words I was thinking out of my mouth. “He’s sucking on my…on my clit. His tongue is in my pussy, my snatch…my honey hole.”

I felt more than heard Eric laughing, his body shaking between my legs. Dean leaned down, kissing me hard.

“Good girl.” He leaned his forehead against mine, reaching down to stroke one breast. “What’s this?”

“Nipple.” He tweaked one hard nipple between his fingers. I drew in a sharp breath. Between Eric between my legs, and Dean’s fingers on my breast, a wave of arousal flooding through me. Eric made a noise, something like a moan crossed with words.

“That did something to you, Kylie.” He straightened, then moved forward, kneeling on the couch. “What’s this?” He rocked his hips forward, thrusting his cock in my face.

“Your cock…” I looked from it to his face. Before I could react, he’d wrapped his hand around the back of my neck, pulling me forward.

“And what are you going to do to my cock? Tell me…say the words.” His voice had gone rough around the edges.

“I’m going to suck on it…”

“Yes, you are. How? Tell me…” Dean was breathing hard, his hand moving faster over the thick shaft of his cock. I tried to pull away, but he held me hard, spreading his legs so his cock was even closer to my face.

“I’m going to suck it hard…um, lick you with my tongue.” I swallowed hard, not sure what to say. He jerked my head closer, the end of his cock banging into my cheek. Some kind of door opened inside me, and suddenly all kinds of words filled my head.

“I’m going to take you so far into my mouth you’ll think you’re fucking me from the inside.”

There was a stunned moment of silence. I couldn’t believe I’d just said those words. Then Dean laughed, and Eric raised his head, smiling up at me. Dean was the first to recover.

“Then let’s get this party started.”

Dean rocked his hips forward as Eric grabbed my hips, pulling me so I was slouched down on the couch. He went back between my legs, tongue playing over my clit, delving into my swollen pussy. I reached down, grabbing Eric’s hair with one hand, gasping with pleasure, but as soon as I opened my mouth, Dean pushed his cock between my lips.

“Open up, Kylie. Come on…live up to your words.”

I opened my mouth even further and Dean jammed his thick cock into my mouth. It hit the back of my throat and I panicked and gagged, reaching up to push him away. But he wrapped his fingers in my hair, holding me so tightly I couldn’t move.

“Take it, Kylie…come on, baby…” Dean thrust into me in time with his words. I tipped my head back, managing to get a breath now and then as spit pooled in my mouth, running down my chin. He’d scared me, but there was something amazing in the way he’d grabbed me, jerking my hair, controlling me. Between Dean’s aggression and Eric between my legs, I was jerking and writhing, something hot and dark and primal building inside me.

I came without really being aware that I was. One minute I was sucking Dean, swirling my tongue around his thick shaft, and the next I was trying to scream around Dean’s cock, trying to pull Eric’s head even closer to my body. I had my feet planted on the floor, arching my back, hips pumping up and down. Everything felt warm and wet between my legs, and for a brief instant I thought I’d wet myself.

Then Dean was pulling out of my mouth and pulling me upright. Eric was on the floor on his back, his cock rising up like some dangerous weapon. For an instant it felt like I was suspended, but through the waves of ecstasy I realized Dean was holding me around the waist, guiding me down onto the floor, down onto Eric.

I straddled his hips, hands coming to rest on his chest. He grabbed my ass, his hips rocking up to meet me. His cock slid briefly along the inside of my thigh before impaling me, savagely filling me with his girth. I think I screamed, but I’d been moaning and crying out from the depths of my orgasm, and Eric’s cock just made all of that even more intense. I’d had orgasms before, but they’d been brief little sparks, nothing like these endless waves that tore through me.

Shifting over Eric, I braced my knees on the floor, hands on either side of his shoulders. I’d been on top before, but Dean had always held me close to his chest, arms wrapped around me. Now I wanted to ride Eric, slam my body down on his, send that cock home with each stroke.

I could hear Dean behind me, saying something about broncos, but I couldn’t make out the words. The blood was pounding in my ears, Eric was grunting and moaning beneath me, and for the first time in my life I was in control. I was in heaven.

Then Dean was behind me, grabbing my ass, pitching me forward. My arms buckled and I was face to face with Eric, his arms wrapped around me. I struggled to rise up, but he held on, and Dean pushed himself up hard behind me.

I was confused, not understanding what Dean was doing. I felt his hot cock sliding up the cleft of my ass, poking and prodding, but Eric was still buried to the hilt inside me. Then I knew what Dean was planning. I struggled harder, not wanting this at all. But Eric held me as Dean pushed forward.

“It’s okay…just relax…breathe…”

He felt wet, slippery…but everything felt wet and slick. One hand left my hip and I felt him fumbling between our bodies. Then there was pressure against my asshole, and then pain, sharp, intense pain.

I screamed, twisting to look at Dean. But his gaze was focused down, obviously watching as he slid his cock into my virgin asshole.

“No! Dean…stop…” I dropped my head as he pushed forward.

“I’ve wanted to tap this for so long…please, just give it a minute…”

I closed my eyes, dropped my head to Eric’s shoulder and prepared for the worst pain I could imagine. But the pain didn’t get worse…it didn’t let up, but it changed, sinking into me, spreading from one sharp point to a bottomless heat that threatened to overwhelm me. I wanted to tell Dean to stop, not because it hurt, but because it was to amazing to bear.

But I didn’t say anything, and he started fucking my ass, and I let him. I rocked between him and Eric, both of them filling me, both of them moving inside me in a strange syncopated rhythm, somehow jarring, somehow right.

Apparently it was too much for them as well as me. Eric broke first, head back, arching up beneath me, unable to go anywhere, his cock throbbing and pulsing inside me. I dug my fingers into the carpet, biting down on his shoulder as he came, filling me with such heat that I started moaning against him. He bucked over and over, and I joined him, slamming back against him, pushing against Dean, my body going into overdrive.

Dean held on but then he was suddenly gone, pulling roughly away from me, grunting loudly. I felt light, like I’d float away and I rolled off of Eric as Dean rose over me, his cock a blur in his hand. He straddled my hips, aiming that impossibly hard cock at my breasts. I knew what he wanted and I reached up, squeezing my breasts together. He came quickly, thick streams of creamy cum lacing across my skin. I slid my hands through all that hot wetness, rubbing it over my aching breasts. He rolled away from me, lying on his back on the carpet, breathing hard.

It was a long time before anyone said anything. I was having a hard time thinking, much less wanting to move. But finally Dean sat up, leaning over me.

“So…farm girl. How was that for breaking out into new territory?”

I opened my eyes, looking up at him. “Well, if you want the truth, I think you boys did okay, for your first threesome.” I wanted to laugh at the look on Dean’s face, but I managed to control myself. “I guess, with practice, you’ll only get better.”


22. Rachel's New Boss: First Time Anal Sex at the Office by Lora Lane

Few things in life can be more unnerving than working for a temp agency when next week or next month's job and paycheck are never a certainty. One or two things in my life have gone right lately but the rest haven't exactly followed the script which leaves me in the uncertain situation of being a temp worker. It's not all bad because I get to meet new people and try different things now and then. When I started my latest temp job a few weeks ago, I had no idea just how many exciting new things I would be doing. It really is quite the amazing story.

It's been quite a crazy few months for me. A long-standing position doing tech and computer work for an engineering company fell apart in a creative fit of downsizing. Luckily I had some savings but it was the type of savings meant to assist in the case of car trouble, not the type meant to be able to live off of while looking for work. So, I reached out to the most well known temporary employment agency in town and my wild ride began.

Having been raised in the country on a farm by one parent who knew everything about farming and another who was ahead of her time in tech-savvy knowledge, I am capable of many skills. Because of that and the simultaneous fact that I needed work quickly, I told them I was able to do many different things while preferring tech and computer things. After working for the first week shoveling trash and other messes for a company that did something I didn't try to figure out with cows, I saw my mistake clearly.

Luckily they had something more clean for me the next couple of weeks but it wasn't much better than the shoveling. It seemed for the first couple of weeks that the jobs I enjoyed or could at least put up with lasted for a couple of days while those I found reprehensible had to be stopped by a phone call from me to the service.

Needless to say, after a month plus of that stuff, I began to wonder if my luck would pick up before I lost my mind or sold my soul. About that time I received a call from a gal pal of mine. She knew someone who worked at a local legal office and told me they were looking for a temp worker to help out with computer problems and other tech work. She thought it would be just what I was looking for so I agreed to give it a shot. I asked the agency I was working through about the job and they hadn't heard of it so the only question was whether or not I could go to the office and somehow get the position without having to go through a temp agency.

Luckily I was able to get an audience with the people easily enough because of the employee there who sort of knew something about me. It wasn't like a normal interview obviously because this wouldn't be a full-time or a permanent job but I was still a bit nervous as I sat in the uncomfortable chair and waited for someone to ask to speak to me.

The office was amazing. I guess lawyers offices often are well furnished but I felt a little bit intimidated by the decor alone, not to mention the people walking by. It took some effort for me to remind myself that I was probably overreacting and that the few people who had noticed me had been plenty nice enough.

Glancing down, I took stock of my clothing choices for about the tenth time. My long legs were framed pretty well by the black slacks and high-heel dress boots I wore. The pink blouse was perfect for the meeting and my blonde hair was down and curled nicely around my shoulders. The thought of the outfit's I could have worn, based on what I had in my closet forced a smile to my face. At least I wasn't showing my butterfly shoulder tattoo or any cleavage whatsoever. That by itself is a change for me but a girl has to eat.

Finally the attractive secretary put down a short phone conversation and nodded for me to go back to the conference room. I stood and grabbed my cute little leather purse and walked back in the direction she had pointed. Before I could stress over what door or hallway I needed to walk down, I was flagged down by a tall and handsome man in front of a large room.

“You must be Rachel?” he said in a deep voice and when I nodded motioned into the open doorway, “Right this way.”

I nodded and smiled as I walked passed him and placed my purse in a chair on one side of the long table. Turning around, I offered my hand to the dreamy man, “Yes, I am Rachel. It's nice to meet you.”

“John,” he said as he shook my hand, “Call me John and It's nice to meet you as well.”

“So,” I shrugged, “I just sit here until the meeting with your boss, I guess.”

He smiled, “That's about how it will work.” Then he walked around to the other side of the long table and sat down across from me with a knowing smile.

“Oh,” I said with a tiny bit of embarrassment, “Of course. You are him.”

“It's fine,” he said, “I try to look like anything other than the owner of this place so you're not knowing only makes my day that much better. Try to relax though. We're just going to go over a few questions and see if you meet the qualifications we are looking for regarding this temporary position and then we'll be finished. Okay?”

From there the interview went about as easily as you could imagine. I told him the kinds of things I could do around the office and he was extremely excited to complete the temporary contract and have me get to work the following week. I called my friend on the way back home to thank her for the tip and to let her know that I was excited about getting things going the next week. The best part wasn't even the fact that I was going to have work for a few weeks but rather the fact that John had suggested that he might know of a few places where I could find full-time work if I showed myself capable. I didn't bother telling my friend that however because I didn't want to jinx it.

Before she allowed me to end the conversation, my good friend who had just gotten on my good side in the best way, had the nerve to try and convince me to get to know her friend who worked at the place. I basically ignored her. I hope to make good money for a few weeks as well as hopefully make some contacts regarding full-time work. One thing I did not plan on doing was looking for a date of any kind. She let it go and I let her go as I planned for a restful weekend heading into the new work week.

All in all, I couldn't have felt better as the week started with a new job. First impressions don't always mean much with temp jobs but at least it was going well I figured. Everyone around the office was pretty busy and I stayed steadily busy doing some long overdue work on a few old computers. About midway through the Wednesday, John caught my eye on the way to lunch and thanked me for working so well and so quickly. Apparently the simple fixes that had been keeping me busy had needed to be done for quite a long time.

The office didn't have a specific IT guy, only one of their younger lawyers who knew a little something about that type of thing. All was pretty relaxed until Friday, when the first big problem showed up and boy was it ever a good one. Where I had been working on the simplest of computer issues, Friday the company had a major problem with a virus that quickly worked Its way through the secretary's computer. It not only caused trouble with something she needed to get finished by the end of the day but also did some damage on at least one other computer in the building before they told me about it.

Their stand-in IT guy came to me along with John late in the afternoon with extremely worried looks on their faces. After they explained the situation I instantly went to work trying to figure out how deep the problem went so that I could tell them my first estimate on how long it would take to fix. To make a long story shorter, let's just say that it was good that I didn't have any plans for the weekend.

I assured them that I could both get the main problem fixed over the weekend and find a way to get the document out by the end of the day that needed to be finished and sent. The lawyer and stand-in IT guy nodded and walked off but John reacted differently. He grabbed my shoulders lightly and stared intensely into my eyes for long enough that for a moment I thought he was actually going to kiss me. Finally he just quietly said that he was very thankful I was there and that he would find a way to make my weekend up to me.

Of course I told him not to worry about it, that this was the kind of thing that I knew how to do and it was no big deal but my mind was elsewhere.  Since starting with the company that week, I had spent the entire time thinking about nothing but work. I needed to do a great job so that I could get those contacts for a full-time position sometime soon and no amount of flirting or fixing up would get in the way. Then John thanked me in that intense way and my mind shifted a little bit.

He was a hot hunky guy. That much was clear. It was something I noticed but shoved to the back of my mind the other day when we met for the first time. When he looked at me so intent on thanking me, everything changed. With a shake of my head I tried to sift through those feelings and get focused on the task at hand. He wouldn't want to thank me like that again if I was daydreaming instead of fixing the company's problem and I certainly wouldn't get those much needed full-time references.

The rest of the afternoon went by pretty well with the high powered lawyers hovering around me like I was some type of super woman with the magical mutant ability to fix all of their evil computer problems. It could have gotten on my nerves here and there but I have become accustomed to attention in such situations, so I used humor to offset the uneasiness that being watched brought me. Once I pretended that I deleted everything on their server, an always reliable classic, and one other time asked if someone had seen my cape.

It served for a good laugh and also seemed to work to get them away from my shoulders so that I could focus more on work and not so much on entertaining worrisome lawyers. As usually happens, I got into the zone and didn't even realize everyone was gone by the time I finished what I was doing. The problem was far from completely fixed but at least I had helped the secretary get her work finished and had things set up well for the weekends work, well enough in fact that I figured on needing only part of Saturday to get it all safely working again.

I rose from the chair and gathered my things on the way out the door but it swung open while I was still quite a long way down the hall. A tall man in running clothes walked inside and locked the door behind him. It was John. He wasn't looking in my direction and certainly wouldn't have heard me speak to him with music playing through his headphones so I took a moment to appreciate his strong body. He was more of a stud than I even thought he was, with a toned and powerful body to match his handsome face. I was staring at his arms when he spoke to me.

“Hi, Rachel, I didn't see you there. I always try to get a good jog in after work a few days each week. Rachel?”

Finally I glared up at his face and forced an awkward smile onto my face, “Oh, hi John. Sorry I was out of it there for a second.”

“How's it going?” he asked.

Back in my normal relaxed mood, I sighed, “Pretty good. I figure I'll finish sometime tomorrow and you'll all be good to go by Monday morning. I'm going to put in some more secure software for you as well that I can get from a friend of mine which should help to ensure this kind of thing doesn't happen again.”

“Whew!” he clapped, “I am so glad I found you. Excuse my sweating. I've got to hit the showers over here real fast but I promise I'll make it up to you tomorrow. I'll bring you food or a book or flowers or something to make sure you know I appreciate you. See you then.”

Hit the showers? I watched him go into a door I hadn't even noticed was there and saw that it certainly was a large shower area, large for being in the middle of a law office anyway. Maybe that was standard for such places but it was new to me. I couldn't escape the pull I felt to follow him inside with some lame excuse to see the rest of his impressive frame but somehow I forced myself to walk outside and leave. I didn't do so without a plan however. If he was going to come up to the office the next day, I decided that I would make myself look a little less professional and a little more sexy. It could be fun to flirt back and forth with him on a non-standard work day if indeed I could get his attention in that way.

I arrived early Saturday morning so that I could make sure and get everything done as early as I could. It wasn't until I arrived that I realized how big of a deal it was that John slipped me a key earlier in the week. How embarrassing would it have been if I had to sit there and wait for him to arrive to thank me only to find me sitting there doing nothing.

All in all the work part of the day went pretty well. Everything was set up fairly well by my work late on Friday so that it was time consuming but fairly easy. By the time noon rolled around I had the system on a self-check process but other than that was completely finished. The door opened shortly after noon as the self-check was still running. When John rounded the corner I was propped against the counter wearing basically jogging clothes with a twist. A red sports bra was all I wore on top since I had taken off my loose tank top hours earlier. Black spandex shorts clung to my butt and thighs tightly and my hair was up in a cute little ponytail.

His eyes quickly took in my frame, “You out for a jog? And here I thought you were fixing my computer system.”

“Well,” I smirked, “I couldn't very well be asked to wear normal work clothes on a Saturday now could I? So you came here to critique my clothing choice? And here I thought you were coming here today to somehow make it worth my while to be here slaving away.”

“Ah yes, I almost forgot.” He pulled a box of donuts up and placed it on the counter, “Happy Saturday!” I looked at him in a bit of a disappointing way before he pulled out a little three flower bundle of roses, “Happy Saturday?”

“Mmm,” I stalked around the edge of the counter, “Donuts and roses. Damn, John, are you trying to get my attention?” I reached into the box of donuts and took a bite of one, “Donuts always seem to turn me on for some reason.”

“Oh yeah?” he asked, still in control but obviously being affected by what I was doing.

“Yeah,” I eyed him as I grabbed the roses and took a big whiff, “Same is true about the smell of roses. Drives me crazy.” My hand snaked down my chest and stomach as I looked for a sign that he wanted what I wanted. He watched my hand's progress and then slowly looked back up to my eyes with a different expression. There it was. I had him.

He put the flowers down and walked a step closer to me, “Sexy women always seem to do that for me.”

I pulled him closer by grabbing his belt, “Really? Seen any lately?”

“You bet your ass,” he said and then grabbed me in a passionate kiss that took me off-guard even though I was expecting one. I certainly wasn't expecting it to be that impassioned of a kiss and it sent me over the edge of desire for real. What began as a little bit of a game of desire and flirtation, at least in my mind, was now something much more. We kissed for a long while as we stepped through the office and I was uncertain of exactly where we were going but I didn't care. When at last we came to a stop against a wall, it was in the shower area.

John was still kissing me deeply, his hands traveling all over me with reckless abandon but I had a better idea. I turned him towards the wall and backed away, then pushed him back when he came out after me. Instead of following again he took his shirt off and started unbuckling his belt. I smiled at his intensity and at the need rising inside of me as I removed my sports bra and then slowly peeled down my tight pants. By the time John removed his shoes, socks and pants and looked back up, I was wearing only my tiny panties.

I backed towards the shower and turned it on behind me, “I've never taken a shower at an office before.”

He walked towards me as I felt of the water and adjusted it a little bit and said, “There's a first time for everything.”

I tugged my panties down and then kicked them off towards my other clothes and backed into the shower's steamy water completely naked. John glared at me as I let my hair down and ran my hands through it. He bent down and took his underwear off as well and it was my turn to glare at him as he revealed himself to me from a foot away, just outside the shower.

“Well,” I shrugged and ran my hands down the front of my body, “Come and get me boss.”

He wasted no time in doing just that, coming into the shower with me and wrapping his arms around me as he planted a kiss on my lips. My eyes were closed as the water washed over us. The warm feeling of the water only heightened the sensations as we explored all of each other's bodies.

I slowly worked my way down his body then, kissing him and running my hands along his chest and stomach. His manhood was swollen and hungry as I ran one hand over the length with the fingers of my other hand cupping his balls. Easily I slipped my lips over the tip and John's knees buckled from the sensations running through him. It only served to turn me on that much more and I ran my mouth along his shaft, sucking back off and repeating. My pace increased as did his groaning, my eyes glaring up at his as I continued.

He suddenly jerked and bent slightly at the waist and I pulled away with my hand still wrapped around his shaft. Instead of stopping and standing, I waited a slight few moments for him to regain composure, to where he wasn't about to blow his load, and then went back down onto his shaft. My lips once again ran along his shaft, more slowly this time. His moans and groans still came but in a more controlled way this time. I continued like that for a long few more moments and then stopped as John pulled me from the shower floor.

There was a small place in the corner of the shower and John encouraged me to sit on it by pushing me slowly downward. The moment my bottom rested on the surface, I spread my thighs apart and it was John's turn to kneel onto the shower floor. He wasted little time in running his hands and lips along the insides of my legs, drawing pleasureful tones from me. His tongue reached my nether lips and I nearly slipped off of the little pedestal. His strong arms supported me and held me in place as he continued pleasuring me masterfully.

It was as if he had known me for ages, as if we had been lovers for decades and never had I felt such incredible things. It all washed over me and I lost track of time. His fingers working over my nipples perfectly, lips and tongue doing the most wonderful things to my pussy; it was all too much for my already pleasured body and an orgasm slammed over me.

John came up and lifted me into his arms so that his swollen manhood rested against the opening to my dripping wet lips. I moaned yes for him to go ahead and he did just exactly what I asked in another series of perfectly timed movements. His lips wrapped around and sucked on my nipples and my arms wrapped around his neck even as he plunged into me. It was good that there was nobody around to hear us because I couldn't have been quiet if I wanted to.

Louder and louder both of us moaned in pleasure as John did wonders to me and my body returned the favor to him. I had almost forgotten the water washing over me thanks to the other amazing sensations but all of it worked together and another orgasm washed over me. He kept on plunging into me wonderfully until I thought for sure he was going to have his own climax but instead he stopped and sat me down.

His eyes met mine and I looked at him knowingly. He wasn't finished. He wanted to do something else, maybe something daring. What exactly it might be became clear when he reached around and cupped my butt with his hands, his thumb working between my cheeks. A little anxiety ran through me. I'd never done anal before, never even considered it honestly. Something about the time and the place, not to mention the man himself, was just right though and my anxiety slowly shifted into excitement. I nodded towards him and turned around.

At first he slowly worked his fingers between my cheeks and rubbed them against my hole. The feelings were different but not negative at all. If anything, the sensations washing over me at that moment were increasing my desire. Slowly he inserted a finger into the edge of my anus and I groaned quietly as he stretched the hole. The way the shower wall felt as my breasts pressed against it somehow made me feel more secure along with the careful movements John was making. It was clear he knew what he was doing and it made me want it all the more.

“Do it,” I said breathlessly, “Take me.”

With one hand on each butt cheek he slowly positioned his swollen shaft between and pushed inside. My head lolled back as I breathed in pants towards the ceiling. It wasn't like anything I had ever felt before but it was so great at the same time. Little by little he moved inside of me and with every movement I moaned louder and liked what I was feeling that much more.

With his shaft inches deep, he pulled back and began pumping in and out at a steady pace as my hands crawled up the shower wall trying to grab anything I could. I wasn't trying to pull away from him, it was so good that my body almost didn't know how to react. Eventually I relaxed downward onto his shaft and the movement inside and out became quicker and more easy. God it felt amazing. His hands were able to reach around in front of me and pay attention to my swollen nipples once again as I yelped in pleasure.

I lost all track of time as he showed me what great sex was supposed to feel like. It's not like I was inexperienced or anything but apparently I just hadn't found the right kind of partner. Another orgasm built quickly and slammed across my spent frame as I relaxed back against him. John continued to pump into me from behind for another couple of minutes before his breathing reached a fevered pace as well and I knew he was close.

Quickly I pulled off of him and knelt down, allowing him to cum all over my face. When he was finished I stood up and allowed the shower to wash me before the two of us embraced there under the water.

I have had many jobs and a few sexual partners in my life but as I was dressing there in the shower of that office I had high hopes that had nothing to do with the place of business or how much I might make while working there. One night or one day stands were never really my thing and luckily they weren't for John either. We talked for a while there at the office and I even had the chance to show him what I had done to fix his computer problems.

They could have used me there on a full-time basis he said but I shook my head. I had been looking for a good job for a long time and with his contacts would have a great chance to find one somewhere else. What I wanted from him was not a job but dinner and a movie the following weekend. He smiled as I offered and said he would want nothing more.

It's been a few weeks since then and I have two promising interviews set up for full-time positions and a hot boyfriend who just happens to have enough money and more than enough chivalry to take care of me the way I always wanted to be taken care of by my man. I of course know all too well how to take care of him in return. I guess that little part time temp job has turned out far better than I could have hoped when I first walked into the office. Life is crazy sometimes but sometimes It's crazy good as well.


23. My Hottest Day Ever: Hot MILF Sex with the AC Repair Guy by Kaylee Jones

When Brooke can no longer take her sweltering townhouse, she places a call to the air conditioning repair place.  While she makes a run to the grocery store for ice cream, the repairman arrives.  She was expecting the older overweight balding guy with the sagging jeans, but instead she opens her door to find a tall muscled young man eager to get to work.  He soon learns the advantage of an experienced woman, and she rediscovers the advantages of youth.

I kicked the window unit and yelled another string of cuss words at the nonfunctioning appliance.  It was mid-August and I was sweating up a storm.  Not only had my main air conditioning stopped working, but now my back up system, the window unit, had also died.  It may have been 88 degrees outside but inside it felt closer to 800 degrees.

I had already stripped down to a tiny little tank top and cut off shorts, and was tempted to lose the rest of my clothing except for the fact that the repairman would be there in a few hours.  I was not sure I would survive until he got here, but I guess I had no choice.

My townhouse was nice.  I had decorated it myself after my divorce and was very pleased with the outcome.  I had been sorely tempted to just rent forever so that I did not have to worry about things such as the air conditioning, but I guess regardless, I would have to face these things.  At least when I owned the place, I could get faster service than waiting on the maintenance guy from the complex to stop by, tell me the air conditioner is broken, and then he would call for the repair guy and I could wait indefinitely.  As the homeowner, I think I got higher priority.

Anyway, so here I am sweltering away in my townhouse waiting on the repair guy.  I am not looking forward to the visit.  These guys are usually around fifty and overweight with pants that sag in the back when they bend over.  Not attractive when you are already in a bad mood!

I am so glad that children have not entered my life just yet.  That would just be unbelievable to deal with at this point.  I am enjoying my single life immensely, and have no plans to settle back down in the near future.  Sure, I am on the backside of forty, but I still look damn good for my age.  I take care of myself at the gym, and for the most part, I make the right decisions about what I eat.  And I do still get the drooling stares whenever my friends and I frequent the bars.  But overall, I do not have a significant other.  I’m significant to myself!

I decided to run to the store while I wait.  It is only up the street and the company has my cell phone number should they need to reach me during the ten minutes I will be gone.  I may just go hide in one of the freezer cabinets but we will see when I get there.

I did not even bother to put on more clothing; I just grabbed my purse and cranked the A/C on in the car while I drove.  I did not end up climbing into the freezer section, but I did hold the door open longer than necessary while I was choosing my flavor of ice cream.  I ended up with the same one I pick every time, but I like to browse.  I grabbed the mint chocolate chip and clutched it to my chest as I carried it to the checkout counter.

I guess I did not look too bad, even in my state, because the young man at the register was definitely raking his eyes over my figure.  I grinned at him and placed the ice cream down, not realizing until it was too late that the cold container had caused my nipples to tighten up under the thin cotton tank top.

I blushed slightly and tried to slide behind the credit card machine in an effort to maintain some dignity.  It was too late, the teenager was already grinning goofily.  I paid for my ice cream and made a quick exit to the car.  By the time I got home, there was a repair van parking outside my unit and I breathed a sigh of relief as I pulled into the garage.

I hurried around to the front door and whipped it open, still clutching the bag with the ice cream.  I almost dropped my frozen treat when I found myself staring at a well-built young man.  He had to be several inches over six feet tall, not quite thirty with curly dark hair and sparkling brown eyes.  His white muscle shirt clung perfectly to his damp skin so that it outlined his flat pecs and his bulging biceps.  His jeans were just loose enough to sit low on his hip bones.  And while he looked a little nervous, he did seem to be looking back at me with the same appreciation so I grinned and held up the grocery sack.

“Ice cream?  It’s a little warm outside, and even warmer in here.”

“Ms. Andrews?” he stammered.

“Oh, you can call me Brooke.”

“Oh, ok.  Brooke, I’m here about the air conditioning?”

“Well come on in before the ice cream and I both melt right here!” I laughed and stepped aside.

When he brushed past me, he smelled of ivory soap and fresh cut grass.  I felt a warm thread tickle its way through my lower belly and I shivered slightly as I watched the muscles of his back bunch and twitch as he carried his tool box.

“I’m just going to stick this in the freezer, I’ll be right back.”

I sauntered off to the kitchen, making sure to put an extra little wiggle in my slim hips.

I returned quickly, offering him a cold bottle of water as I twisted the top off of my bottle.

“Thank you ma’am,” he smiled sheepishly.

“Oh don’t start ma’am-ing me.  I’m not that old yet!” I chuckled.

He nodded, “Got it.  Brooke.”

“Unit is this way,” I pointed down the hall to the utility closet, “and I would love it if you could take a look at my window unit while you’re here.”

As he followed me hurriedly, I could feel his eyes on the swell of my ass since the shorts barely covered the curves.  I bent over more than necessary to unlock the utility closet and I could have sworn I heard him inhale sharply as I did.

****

I took my sweet time, slightly swaying my hips back and forth in front of him.  When I finally got the door unlocked and turned around with a proud flourish, I found him shuffling anxiously and trying to look casual as he stared at the carpet.

“There you go, all open and ready,” I smiled at the nervous young man.

The little hallway was narrow and I made only the slightest effort to move out of his way, and he ended up grazing my full perky breasts with the side of his arm as he squeezed past me.  The nervous young man looked appropriately embarrassed but all it did for me was increase the temptation for more teasing.

As he bent over the air conditioning unit, I admired the firmness of his round little ass before I pressed tightly to his side as though I was actually interested in this antique piece of broken machinery.  As my breasts crushed against his bicep, I heard him inhale sharply and I grinned to myself.

“By the way,” I whispered in his ear, “I didn’t catch your name.”

He twitched as my breath tickled his skin, “Andy, ma’am.”

“Now what did I tell you about calling me ma’am?”

I straightened up quickly, making my breasts bounce under my thin tank top and put my hands on my hips.  He looked up at me and happened to be exactly at eye level with the swells of my cleavage.

He stared and stuttered, “Sorry.  Brooke.”

“That’s better, Andy.”  I cocked one hip out and smiled at him.

“So what seems to be the problem with this old thing?” I asked as though I would understand his answer.

“I think it’s just out of Freon.  I have some in my van.”  He had stood upright and was trying to stare over my shoulder to avoid looking at what I was so clearly offering him, but his eyes kept drifting down to the curve of my cleavage.

I nodded, “Sounds good.  I’ll be right here.”

He scurried off to collect whatever it was he had just mentioned.  I dashed to the kitchen and snatched an ice cube from the freezer.  I ran it over my flushed skin, leaving my collarbone glistening with moisture and my nipples taut under my thin cotton top.  I was becoming more and more convinced that I had to seduce this young man.

When he came back, I thought at first he was going to drop the sloshing container.  He gathered his focus and continued toward the hall closet.  I grinned and followed him again, running the ice cube over my cleavage until it melted completely.

It seemed a simple job of just filling some part of the air conditioning unit with the liquid.  He was finished in short order, and was able to crank the infernal device back on.

“You seem a little warm.  Can I offer you some of that ice cream I just picked up?”

He paused and gave me a long hard look.  I leaned back against the door frame, making sure all of my curves were revealed through my skimpy clothing.  My breasts were thrust out with their perky nipples clearly visible, my waist nice and trim, and the shorts barely covered my ass.  I was angled just perfectly for him to see every last inch of damp skin in my hot townhouse.  His eyes moved slowly from my neck, over my collarbone, down my breasts and stomach, and then all the way down my legs to my pink toenails.

Andy shoved his hands into his jeans pockets, causing them to sink lower on his slim hips.  The tee shirt was now untucked and I could just barely see the hint of his defined abs peeking out.  The shirt still clung to the flat hard planes of his chest and his biceps still threatened to split his sleeves in two.  The entire scene made me want to run my tongue over the definition of every muscle.

He cocked his head to the side and finally grinned at me.

“Sure thing, ma’am.” He emphasized the word ma’am.

I crossed my arms over my chest, accentuating my generous cleavage even further, and feigned anger.

“Now Andy, we talked about that.  Bad boys don’t get ice cream you know.”

He took a step closer and crossed his arms over his own chest.

“What do bad boys get instead?”

I wagged my finger at him and chuckled, “Now there’s the question of the hour.”

He flashed me a cocky grin and closed the gap between us.

“Maybe we can save the ice cream…” he whispered, only inches from my face.

My heart raced at the nearness of this sexy young man and the fact that he seemed willing to play whatever game I had started made my body tingle for his touch.  I rested my palm against his pec and looked up at him.  His body was firm and warm under my hand and I fought the urge to touch more of him.

“Are you old enough to handle me, Andy?” my voice sounded throaty to my own ears.

“Are you young enough to handle me, Brooke?” he retorted.

I burst out laughing at his brilliant response, and he cut my laughter short with a rough demanding kiss, pulling my hips firmly to his swelling cock.  I moaned softly and threaded one arm around his neck as I gyrated against him.

****

I slipped my hand down between our bodies and slowly ran my nails up the fly of his jeans.  Andy’s body shivered at the light tease so I kept at it.  I tickled and kneaded him through his clothing until the poor boy was panting hard enough to break the kiss.

“Geezus,” he breathed, taking a step back, “you’re gonna give me a heart attack or something.”

I grinned, “There is something to be said for experience, you know.”

He laughed, “So I’m learning.”

I winked and cocked my head to the side, “You want to challenge young blood against experience?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, I wonder if your muscular young body can withstand the tormenting of an experienced woman?”

His desire for sexual pleasure outweighed his good sense and he nodded eagerly.

“Whatever you can dish out, I can take.”

I grinned because he had no idea just how devilish I could be.

“What are the stakes?” he asked, looking a little nervous.

“Thirty minutes of whatever I want to do and you do not cum.  If you do cum before the timer goes off, you will be my naked handyman every Saturday for a month.”

He barked a surprised laugh, “Wow!  Ok then.  And what if I make it the thirty minutes?”

I knew he wouldn’t make it so I offered a similar prize, “Then I’ll be your naked maid every Saturday for a month.”

His eyes drank in my luscious curves and he nodded as eagerly as a little boy at Christmas.  I led him by the hand to the couch and pushed him down firmly.

“Wait here,” I instructed him and dashed off to the kitchen for the timer.

When I returned I set it for thirty minutes and grinned at him like a wolf who had found her first baby bunny.

“Anything I want to do?” I double-checked, just to make everything seem fair.

He nodded again, “Anything.”

I hooked my fingers into the hem of my tank top and slowly pulled it over my head.  I felt my breasts bounce free of the garment and I heard him gasp already.  I started to get excited at the prospect of my naked handyman.  I leaned over and brushed my nipples against his lips and pulled back just as he parted them to taste.

I slowly started to unzip my cutoff denim shorts and just as the top of my G-string peeked out, I turned around to finish.  By the time the shorts and G-string were around my ankles, I was bent over, giving him a perfect view of the firm curves of my ass and just a glimpse of my pussy.

I whirled back around to face him and slowly straddled his lap, rolling my hips against the bulge that was already pressing against the inside of his fly.  He moaned softly and slowly moved his hands to my hips.

“Uh, uh, uh, no touching.  Sit on your hands,” I ordered him.

He groaned but did as he was told.

I laughed, “C’mon, if you start touching, you’ll lose the game for yourself before I have a chance to have any fun.”

His cheeks flushed pink and he nodded.

I kept grinding and rubbing myself against him until I could wait no longer to see what I was feeling underneath me.  I slid my body down against his until I was kneeling between his parted thighs, and I unfastened the button and slowly unzipped his fly.  He squirmed at the tiny vibrations it sent rippling through his cock.

As soon as the zipper had cleared his cock, it bobbed out to greet me.  He was long and thick and hard already.  And he wasn’t wearing underwear!  No wonder I couldn’t see the waistband when his jeans rode low on his hips!

I tickled his shaft with my fingernails again, letting them drift slowly up and down, dancing back and forth.  He grunted and tried to thrust upwards but I pulled away so that he did not get the satisfaction of a good hard stroke.

When he sat still again, I reached underneath him and tickled his sensitive balls.  They felt weighty and full against my fingers.

“Hmm, how long has it been?” I mused out loud.

“Huh?  What?” he mumbled, completely distracted by the sensations on his aching parts.

“How long have you been storing this up?”  I bounced them lightly in my palm.

He looked sheepish, “A few days.  I haven’t had a chance to um, you know…”

“To what?” I fluttered my eyelashes at him innocently.

“You know… jerk off.”

“Ohhh, so no girlfriend in the picture?”

“No ma’am,” he admitted.

“Now I told you not to call me that,” I warned him, “this time there is a penalty for it.  You were warned.”

I released his aching balls and reached behind me to add five minutes to the timer.

“Ah c’mon,” he whined.

“You’ve been warned young man, and now there is a penalty to disobeying.  Five extra minutes to our game.”

His cock bobbed at me in mid-air and I wrapped my fingers around the base.  He groaned for me and tried to stroke himself with my hand by using his hips.  I loosened my grip so that all he got was a light little tickle stroke.

“Fuck,” he breathed.

“Give up yet?” I winked at him as I ran my tongue up the throbbing shaft.

He pounded the couch with his fist and shook his head, “No, fuck, no.”

Just as he managed to collect himself, I enveloped his entire cock with my mouth and stroked downwards with my lips.

“Ohhh damn….” he groaned loudly.

With my fingers rolling and massaging his full balls, I sucked and stroked his cock with my mouth.  My tongue danced lightly over the sensitive ridges until he was panting in time with my strokes.  I pulled off to give him a break, and just wrapped my lips around the head.  My tongue flicked against that most sensitive spot just under the tip while I sucked and his head fell back.

I suddenly released him and sat up straighter.  With his cock slick from my mouth, I guided the length between my full breasts and stroked him with my cleavage.  His eyes flew open to watch as the head peeked out again and again, over the top of my tits.  Every time it poked out, I flicked my tongue over it.

Out of the corner of my eye, I checked on the timer.  I still had fifteen minutes left; I had this in the bag.  I released his cock from my tits and buried it in my mouth.  With my hand and mouth moving in unison as one long tight wet tunnel, I stroked him.  My other hand rolled and tickled his balls until his hips could not sit still.

I slid my mouth down the underside to the base of his cock and slowly ran my lips over the tight skin that covered his aching sack.  He was hot and damp as I sucked them each in turn, letting my tongue flick and tickle lightly until his hips bucked hard.

I loosely draped my fingers around his cock again and looked him dead in the eye while I stroked lightly.

“Well big boy, what do we think of experience over youth?”

He panted and stared at me wild-eyed and pleading, “Oh fuck.”

I wrapped my mouth around the head of his throbbing cock and stroked him hard and fast, jerking him off quickly as my lips and tongue urged his climax forward.  I saw his balls tighten up towards his body and felt his cock surge thicker.  I pulled my mouth off just in time and as I stroked his thick hard cock, he growled and painted my tits with white jets of cum.  As his body rigidly shuddered against me, I stroked him thoroughly, squeezing firmly to make sure I milked out every drop.  He finally collapsed backwards, his limp cock sliding from my grasp.

His eyes slid over to the timer to find that there were still ten minutes remaining.  Even without the penalty I inflicted, he would have lost.

“Fuck,” he swore with a goofy grin.

“Your punishment starts now, Andy.  As my new naked handyman, you have your first task.”

“Wh-What’s that?”

“To give as good as you got.”

I rose off the floor, and lay back on the couch with my own thighs spread.

“Give me just a minute,” he chuckled.

“Oh no, no need to wait.  Your tongue is nicely warmed up I think.”

He grinned and fell to his knees between my smooth tanned thighs.  His nails raked up my skin until I could feel his warm breath against my wet pussy.  He kissed his way over my mound and down my inner thighs, giving just a little of the teasing I had subjected him too.  I suppose it was only fair but after playing with him for so long, I was ready for my own satisfaction.

He finally grazed my pussy with his mouth and my eyes fell shut.  When his tongue parted my outer lips and found the hard little button waiting for him, I groaned and buried my hand in his disheveled hair.  His tongue drew fast circles and flicked back and forth.  He slid two fingers inside my tight wetness just as he caught my clit in his lips.  As his fingers curled and his tongue flicked, I cried out and came as the stars in my eyes exploded.  He eased me down slowly and finally fell forward, resting his forehead on my thigh.

“At least you can give as good as you get,” I giggled.

“Now that I know I can deliver,” he lightly swatted the side of my ass.

The air conditioning was back on in force and I felt the cool air chilling my damp skin.

“So, how about that ice cream?” I offered.

He laughed in return, “Sure.  I forgot all about it.”

“Next time I may choose to lick mine off your body,” I hinted.

“Bring it on,” he boasted.

I returned from the kitchen, still naked, with two bowls and two spoons.

“You sure?” I challenged him.

I yanked his tee shirt up and found his muscles to be even more lick-able in full view.  I dripped just a few drops of melted ice cream onto his defined abs and he squealed.  I licked them off slowly and could see his cock starting to swell again.  I kept dripping and licking, watching him buck from the cold and then squirm from my tongue.  I dropped the cold liquid lower and lower until my mouth just barely grazed the side of his cock when I licked them off.  Within just a few moments, he was surging again.  Ah, the advantages of the younger man…

I set the bowls aside, and made quick work of removing the rest of his clothing.  He whipped his tee shirt off and shifted on the couch until I was able to slide his jeans off completely.  With a grin, I climbed on top of him and straddled his lap.

I teased him just a little, stroking him lightly with my fingers until he was rock hard and nudging at my wet pussy.  I eased down the length of him, and we both groaned at the snug fit.  I paused just a moment to let my body adjust to his sizeable girth but his eagerness did not allow me to wait long.  He was soon thrusting urgently with his hips and it spurred my body on.  I dug my nails into his shoulders for balance as my stiff nipples grazed his chest.  His hands dug into the smoothness of my ass as he repeatedly pulled me down on top of his cock.

“Oh God,” he groaned, his eyes rolling back in his head.

I slowed my speed and slid slowly, letting my entire pussy stroke and caress him.

“Fuck,” he blurted out and tried to pump faster.

I felt the heat building in my lower belly and my toes started tingling as he stretched me in ways I had not felt in years.  As his fingers rolled and pulled my aching nipples, the heat exploded and I came as my pussy clenched his cock.

He dug his fingers into the couch until I was finished and then flashed an urgent plea at me with his eyes.  I slipped off him quickly, and pumped my hand over his throbbing cock until he again painted my tits and my stomach with his white creamy jets.

As he panted for breath, I slipped delicately off to the kitchen to clean up and returned with two bottles of water and a great big grin.

“So, next Saturday good for you, my naked handyman?”

He nodded, “I’ll need that long to recover.”

I laughed as the cool air wafted over our damp skin.  It was so nice to have air conditioning again that we just laid there naked for the rest of the afternoon.

****

That afternoon, Andy did eventually get around to fixing my window unit as well after a nice cooling off period on the couch.  And we ordered in pizza for dinner that night.  He did follow through with his promise of being a naked handyman every Saturday for a month.  On the last Saturday of the month, I challenged him to another contest and I won yet again.  He succumbed to my striptease and blowjob in less than twenty minutes.  After two months of Saturday nakedness, we started officially dating and he became my full-time handyman.  He is planning to move in with me in the near future, but we have not made specific plans.

He still loves to make bets with me, but he almost always loses.  I guess he likes walking around my townhouse naked while I tease and harass him.  By the end of his visit, his cock is always hard and bobbing in the air.  And I am more than happy to take care of it for him.  But I do get a little housework out of it!  I’m trying to remember the last time he won a bet between us, and I honestly don’t know.  Maybe he just likes me getting him off as quick as I can.  But he is always the gentleman, and returns the favor.

As we’ve gotten to know each other, it turns out that he is a sweet young man in addition to his beautiful muscles and loveable cock.  Sometimes he will fix an entire picnic and surprise me, or I will take us out to dinner.  Someday he even wants to start his own business as a handyman instead of working for someone else.

Don’t get me wrong, I’m totally supportive of that goal, but I’ll admit that I did give him a hard time when he first told me.  Something about horny ladies in hot houses…  He just laughed, threw me over his shoulder, and carried me off to bed.

I was not looking for a relationship when I called the air conditioning repair company, but we never know what will fall into our laps.  Or more specifically, whose lap we will fall onto!


24. My Noisy Campus Neighbor: Gangbang at the Dorm Sex Party by Sofia Miller

How often do you stumble upon a good sex party? My nights are usually boring, especially now that I have to meet deadlines for my assignments. My campus neighbor, however, is up to no good, and the noise coming from his room is very distracting. I love to experiment with myself and maybe my ex-boyfriend, but I have always thought experimenting with strangers was slutty and out of my comfort zone. At my neighbor’s party, though, anything goes! There are no rules except one: everyone must have fun! For me, there has always been a limit for fun, but I have to admit that there’s really no limit to the fun to be had at my noisy neighbor’s sex party…

The bass came thundering down on my ceiling so hard I thought I could almost feel the vibrations in my chest.

You've got to be kidding me, I thought. I fumed as I looked at the time on my laptop screen.

2:12 am on a Tuesday night and it's a dorm party upstairs. I waited for a minute, just to see if it was something accidental and the asshole above me would react quickly and turn it off. My train of thought was completely gone. I had just been about to reach the cliffhanger in the history research paper I was working on when the commotion began. Nope, the idea was gone.

Goddamn it!

My roommate woke up from the commotion as I angrily pushed back from my desk.

And this is why I hate people, I thought to myself and went out to put on my robe.

My floor lamp was lit over the reading table where my books lay. I hate overhead lighting and prefer a soft look, much like I prefer quiet, especially in the middle of the night when I did most of my writing and reading. Years of struggling with insomnia had helped me develop this habit, but also, the night was quiet and void of people. There was no traffic I could hear; no passing conversations I could hear on the walkway outside. I lived on the second floor of the university dorm.

Grabbing my shoes from by the door, I kicked off my fuzzy slippers and sat down on the couch. I wanted peace and quiet.

My ceiling was still thumping when I went to my front door, opened it, and slammed it shut behind me. The night air hit me and I looked for a moment at the stillness of the night outside my door, silhouetted by moonlight. I loved it here. This had been my room for almost two years now and at twenty-three years old I was quite content with the life I led, although since breaking up with my boyfriend three months ago I was definitely feeling a need for release. God, I was horny, and the loud music from upstairs was ruining the only distraction I had from my overwhelming sexual need: my writing.

The stairs to go up were just around the corner of my building, and I quickly made the corner and ran up two at a time. I was a regular runner and that hobby was one of the few things that got me out of my apartment. I loved writing, but constantly beating deadlines was draining, and going out and running for a few miles recharged and energized me. Plus, I like being in shape. I knew I looked good but it was more for me than for anyone else.

In a flash, I was at the top of the stairs and outside my fellow student’s door. Through the closed blinds, it still looked like every light was dim in the place and I cringed. The place was definitely rocking. I banged on the door and waited. No answer.

Seriously, I thought, as I grew madder and banged again. "Hey!" I yelled.

I even gave the door a kick for good measure. The music stopped and I waited. Hearing footsteps, I took a deep breath. I was angry. I did not particularly like people and I really did not like confrontation. But when the door opened I was surprised and taken aback. This guy was gorgeous. No, he wasn't. He was stunning. He was the poster that was on every fifteen-year-old girls’ wall along with the horse.

"Hey, there," he said smiling, holding the door open with one hand, his other resting on the top of his jeans’ waistband.

He was shirtless and his smooth, muscled chest was lightly beaded with sweat. He had a white towel around his neck that was small enough that I could still see his well-developed shoulders and pecs. He wore his golden-blond hair in a crew cut and he had day-old stubble on his chiseled face. Dark eyebrows set off ocean-blue eyes. For a second, but just a second, I forgot why I was there. Then I remembered and I got pissed off all over again.

"Hey, look – do you know what time it is?" I replied.

Forget introductions. I didn't care who he was. Didn't want to know who he was. Didn't care to give him my name. He was invading my privacy, my space, my time, and my life. Period. That is what I cared about. Sure, I hadn't expected Fabio to come to the door, but still.

"Umm, well," Fabio started, stammering. The smile was gone and he looked confused and a little embarrassed.

"It's 2 a.m.," I said, deciding to help him out and just get on with it.

"Ok… yeah?" said Fabio, shaking his head slightly.

Wow. This guy is a winner, I thought. Totally clueless. Too much protein powder, I bet.

"The music?" I spelled it out for him.

"Oh shit! Damn, I am so sorry but we’re having a party," said Fabio as he pulled me inside. He looked genuinely embarrassed now. And even cuter.

I looked scared.

The place was dim, with naked, masked people and graffiti on the wall. There was a raised platform with a dancing pole and a desk, and half-naked women and men were performing. I looked around and noticed a pair of lesbians kissing in the corner. They squeezed each other’s tits as they kissed. People were having sex all over the place. The music was loud and yet low enough that you could speak. I wondered if the guy lived in the same dorm as me – it looked totally different. The arrangement of the room reminded me of a strip club. This guy would win an award for throwing a party, I thought.

“I would love to have that done to me,” I said despite myself, the three months of need surging inside me as I pointed at a lady doing a threesome. I watched longingly as she moaned with pleasure. One man massaged her nipple while the other licked her pussy. A crowd watched attentively as the lady got a double penetration. All I could think about was out-sexing these bitches. I was ready to go relieve all that built-up sexual tension in my body.

Men and women passing the group were staring at them, knowing they were all new to the dwelling and would be their prey later.

The ladies stood next to the stage. Two men were stripping and everyone shouted as they removed their clothes. Fabio placed a one-hundred-dollar bill in one of the stripper’s pants. It certainly drew their attention.

“It’s her birthday,” Fabio shouted as he pointed to me. He knew he was lying. One of the male strippers wiggled his finger to welcome me to the stage, but I was shy and tried to walk away.

“I can’t go to the stage,” I said. Everyone was staring at me. I couldn’t handle the attention.

“You have to go,” Fabio insisted loudly. The male stripper held my hand and pulled me to the stage. I was nervous and looked at the audience. The two strippers moved seductively toward me, half-naked. I shied away and looked to the other side. I needed to gain courage. Everyone started cheering and I gained confidence.

“May I touch you?” one of the strippers asked alluringly.

I nodded but remained silent. I closed my eyes as I felt him standing before me. I could smell the champagne on his breath, so appealing. His left hand rested on my hip while the right one ran along the side of my face. I nearly lost control of my body, my knees weak and my nether regions aching with pleasure.

His finger continued to run along my neck and down to my heaving chest. His hand cupped one of my tits.

“Your tits are so firm,” he said appreciatively. I nodded again, but remained silent. My lips were slightly parted in a silent invitation to be kissed. He leaned in and brought his lips to my ear while whispering, “It suits you.”

He was seducing me; this wasn’t my typical roses or candlelit affair, it was an intoxicating and erotic encounter that was making me lose my mind.

I walked next to this stranger with ease; he was looking for the best place. He grabbed my hand and slid me down onto a booth tucked at the back of the stage. I couldn’t believe it, we were on the stage and everyone was watching. I stopped dead for a minute and my new friend grinned.

“I thought you would oblige me,” the other, bald stripper looked at us: he wanted to watch as he stroked his dick slowly. I knew he wanted to join in, but later – after I’d had fun with my new friend. I was not sure I could handle both men at one go. I said a silent prayer.

My new friend’s muscles were defined, that’s what I liked about him. I looked away shyly and noticed another man looking at me.

“Don’t mind him,” my friend said, gesturing lustfully at the crowd. I looked at him; he was also watching me, and he was completely naked. His cock hardened slightly as I watched him. He climbed into the booth next to me.

“I would really love to know your name, but I bet you won’t give it to me,” said my new friend. The rest of the public was made up of both women and men, some chatting and some moaning with pleasure.

“I like girls with great taste,” said my new friend as he kissed me, the bald stranger watching us. I was shy but quickly kissed him back. He was a great kisser and the feeling of his lips answering mine went straight to my hot clitoris.

“That’s unfair and I take it as a challenge,” the bald man said. He kissed a red-headed woman next to him. Their tongues met, and they watched as my friend slid his hand down to my pussy.

“What kind of party is this?” I managed to ask. The bald man started to press against the red-head, others watching as they also started kissing.

“What do you think?” my new friend asked, his hand resting on my pussy but barely moving. His dick throbbed against my ass. “Do you want to leave?”

“No,” I answered.

The bald man stood at center-stage and the red-head knelt on the ground to suck his dick. She took it into her mouth with strokes and let the bald man’s hand stroke her hair. Behind him, a man leaned back against the armrest of a sofa, watching the bald man and the red-head, while a brunette woman straddled him. I watched as the woman sank down on his cock. He groaned and licked his lips while he stared at me. Yet here, still, was my new friend and he wanted me to join in the fun.

He moved closer to me as I stood up. He kissed me gently from the neck down to my breasts.

I threw my head back and began to moan as his tongue twirled over my nipples. One hand massaged my breasts while his mouth sucked and his tongue danced on my nipples. I felt the heat build between my thighs as he played me like a maestro.

I lay down on the desk on the stage, reclined on my elbows and surrendered myself to his appetite. His tongue licked from my breast to my stomach. His hands roamed; I couldn’t help but squeal with childish laughter.

“Sounds like you are having a blast,” I heard him mumble, his face buried in my abdomen.

Gentle warmth began to creep across my body. The heat was excellent as I stretched and then spread my legs while arching my spine slightly. A faint aroma came from my moist vagina.

“Ooh, yeah,” I moaned.

I felt his hand go between my legs and I lay back on the desk in anticipation. My reading glasses fell to the floor. He let his fingers explore and feel how aroused I was. I felt like a whore, but that only aroused me more. I had never expected this to happen. Everyone was watching and cheering. I didn’t want to be distracted by the cheering crowd.

He wanted me—needed me right now, where I was lying. He longed to thrust into me, right on this stage. He touched my lips with his fingers, I was so responsive. The smell and taste of me drove him crazy. He wanted to do it fast before the aching of his balls killed him. He took my hand and guided it to his cock; he moved it slowly which made me restless. He had to take advantage of the situation. I was quiet and followed his lead. I thought of what to do next; I was new at this and didn’t want to look like an amateur. I rubbed his balls, stroking them until his breath came out hard. He could smell the scent of sex.

“Are you doing okay?” I asked.

“Hell yeah, babe, never better,” he moaned, but I was still not as wet as he wanted me to be.             

I started remembering those porn movies I used to watch with Anna. I had to apply those techniques with him. I slid off of the table, knelt down and grabbed his manhood. I had never sucked a man; he was my first. When he stood up, I was sure of what followed. I had already felt the bulge when he lay on top of me. His chest was large and full and his arms were strong, veins running through them. His manhood was huge in both length and girth. I was overpowered by lust for his manhood and I grabbed it. I sucked it with mastery, sliding it in and out of my mouth.

My tongue tickled the tip as my hand touched his balls.

“I wish I could have you every single day,” he swore as he bit his lower lip. I was in love with his manhood; I took it out of my mouth and examined it. I stroked it across my cheek, kissed the entire length up and down. I sucked him constantly and felt my jaw lock through the effort but I didn’t care.

He had never craved connection more than he did now. He never expected to feel this pain in his chest that made him want to burst from the emotions inside of him. I went on sucking him first gently then fast, savoring each taste of his manhood. I prayed my ex-boyfriend was around to witness me having this filthy fun.

I need him to fuck me hard, I thought. I lay back down on the desk, opened my legs, and wiggled my finger to invite him.

He ignored my painful, irritating want and cupped my boobs. He was possessive with each caress. The feeling that I was being watched drove me crazy.

“Hold on to me,” he coaxed. He helped me stand. His tongue penetrated my mouth; he kissed me until I was breathless and speechless. I wrapped my hands around his manhood and stroked it gently. His chest was heaving. I felt like a desperate leopard going for my prey. I put my mouth against his chest and licked his nipple; his heart went wild and free. He watched me suck his nipple and tried to choke out a curse.

He waited to feel me reject his manhood but he prepared to thrust inside me anyway. I was afraid of the feeling awaiting me. I hadn’t felt a man inside me for a while now, and the curiosity was driving me crazy.

You can do this, I convinced myself. He slid his fingers into my vagina to feel if I was wet enough. I was dripping. He started kissing me from the neck to my chest again.

Normally, at this point, I’d have tangled my fingers into my boyfriend’s hair and pulled him more tightly to my pussy, to urge him on.

“Oh, holy shit,” I gasped when his tongue found my nipples, which were now wet, stiff, and sensitive; I felt his need and desire in my heart.

“I like the sounds you make and how your eyes glow when I touch your breasts. The way your nipples taste and feel drives me crazy.” He touched me so intimately I could barely breathe. “Give me all of you,” he coaxed, his voice hoarse and sexy, “I want you in my mouth.” His mouth was a master of giving pleasure. I whispered incoherently as I felt my body convulse in chains of spasms. I felt like one part of my life had ended – the celibate life – and a new one had begun. We both saw stars even though we knew it was impossible to see them from the dorm. I felt his breathing stop, and this made me bold. I could make a man go wild.

“Your manhood feels nice,” I whispered in a husky voice I didn’t know I had.

“Spread your legs wider,” he said, pushing my thighs apart, my femininity laid bare for him to see. I tried to shy away but he had already seen it. I felt timid but like I was blooming at the same time; I wondered if I would let myself talk to him after this. I felt like a new woman ready to conquer the world.

“Wow, so tight and small.” He felt like he had won a lottery. The sweet scent of my arousal made adrenaline rush through his veins. He rubbed two fingers down my moist center and circled the exposed opening, then plunged them into the moistness. I reached for him. He moved slowly as I rocked beneath him, sensing his urgency. It brought tears to my eyes; the sensation of fingers rubbing inside me was like a hot wire against my nerves. I was used to my own fingers inside my pussy while I masturbated but I never thought it would be so electrifying when another man thrust his fingers into me.

I was certain he would give me whatever I needed. This thought gave me the freedom to receive.

“Oh yeah,” I said softly.

With each movement he made, he was dragging and pulling me closer. Every shift gave a breathtaking ecstasy that seemed to grow.

“Turn around,” he said, pulling me to a standing position. His hands moved down my hips as I turned and faced the desk. I felt like the class from my university was watching me. He gripped me hard, one hand pushing down on my back so I was bent over the desk. My heart was pounding; I knew this was going to be painful. His grip was so tight he gave me no chance of running away from what was coming. He thrust inside my ass slowly; he never wanted to hurt me or to make me call for help. I shuddered as our bodies pinned together.

“Oh, God,” I moaned. He smelled my wetness; the smell of my arousal juices drove him crazy. He wanted to savor each moment. He rocked his hips softly and slowly to avoid hurting me. The pain and pleasure were intense.

“Oh, God,” I said to myself. Another woman, blonde, walked around me over to my new friend, moving her hand to my friend’s hair as her fingers circled her own clit. I felt so naïve, not being able to join in. I watched as my friend grabbed the woman’s hand, sucking hard on her pussy-soaked fingers as he began to work her clit with expert motions, his hips still rocking his cock gently inside me. I didn’t know where to look: the room exploded with the scent of fucking and everyone was cheering. The bald stripper and the red-headed woman also joined in the group sex. It was about time; I had been waiting anxiously for the bald man.

I glanced over at the bald man; he parted his lips in a friendly way. My friend had pulled himself out of my ass, kneeling to lick and suck at the blonde’s pussy as he looked at me with glittery eyes. I walked to the bald man and knelt in front of him, taking his cock in my mouth. His dick was thick and heavy, and he started thrusting his hips towards me. I barely did any work as his hard erection fucked my mouth.

I felt his hands on my head; I glanced up at him and he was smiling. I saw his eyes shift as I felt hands on my hips pulling them backward. I tried to let go of the bald man’s cock to see who it was but he just shook his finger. I took him deeper into my mouth as I felt the fingers on my hips replaced with by a cock sliding up and down my crack. I took a deep breath. I was about to be fucked by someone I didn’t know – couldn’t even see – and this only made me wetter.

My new friend had turned away from the blonde to focus on me. He brought his brown lips to my white breasts as he licked and sucked them. I let out a loud moan as I stroked his bulging cock. My friend let out loud whimpers and gasps. These were obvious signals that he was willing to experience the delights of my pussy. He didn’t want to deprive me. He sat in the booth and I was soon on top of him. I spread my legs wide, letting my friend to see my bum and my appetizing crack. He could feel my burning passion. The air had, by now, become tropical.

I rode him like a champion. His dick was as hard and firm as stone. I watched his well-formed dick pushing into my pussy, enlarging it.

The bald man applied saliva to his hard dick, and his tender hand ran up my leg, leaving a trace of goosebumps behind. I lifted myself off my new friend, kissing my way down his body until my mouth was on his cock, and I had pushed myself up onto my hands and knees. I felt the bald man rub his cock against my wet slit. I couldn’t wait to feel him back inside me. I waited. His dick continued to rub against me but no penetration. I could hear him panting slightly.

Fucking hell!, I said to myself. He was masturbating against my pussy. This had never happened to me before and yet it was the biggest turn on of my life. I pulled further away from my new friend – one hand still working his cock – and tried to force the bald stripper inside me, but he backed away and continued to stroke his cock vigorously.

He was getting close again; I could hear it in the distinct rhythm of his breathing. He was teasing me and I really wanted to be fucked. I was helpless playing this cat and mouse game. I felt tears in my eyes; I wanted him inside my gaping ass. I felt like killing him and the crowd noticed my desperation. I surged forward and moaned as I once again rode my friend. Behind me, the bald stripper smiled and moved closer, slipping his hand slowly into me to prepare the way.

He coated his dick with my juices and slid it into my ass. My utterly eroticized body welcomed them both to my fullness.

“C’mon, spilt me in half you two,” I screamed. “Don’t hold back your manhood,” I ordered them. They seemed happy to serve me. They both provided me with uncontrollable thrusts. The bald stripper was so deep that his balls pressed against my ass. He could sense that my new friend had reached the depths of my pussy. They both exploded in unison and all of us convulsed together.

Their still semi-hard cocks slid inside me as I felt a wave of heat flick through my pussy. Someone’s hand came around and I felt a vibrator on my clitoris. I could feel an orgasm building up inside me. The man behind me fucked me with post-orgasmic pleasure. I slid down my new friend’s body and wrapped my lips around his cock as I groaned.

I moaned as I felt the best release of my life.

I tried to stand up and walk off-stage but another man held me by the arm, pulling me back.

“Ooooh,” the crowd said in unison. I didn’t know if I could do it one more time: I felt tired but what the hell.

I pressed my lips against his and kissed him, once more making my tongue mate with his in a tutored way. I felt the rich ambrosia of his mouth. He made a feral sound low in his throat that sent shivers all over my body. He pulled me forward, tugging his hands around my hips and lifting me up to meet him. I unbuttoned his shirt and yanked off his belt in a primal manner.

He glanced down; his eyes went wide and pleased. My warm hands grabbed the cheek of his ass and pulled him towards me. I watched him groan and saw his Adam’s apple swallow hard, then, like he was done wasting time, he put his head between my legs and teased my pussy with his mouth. I sucked in a lungful of air at the sudden feeling and supported myself with my elbow on the desk. I was stunned he was going down on me and I needed to see it. The thought of his head between my legs, moving from left to right as he changed it up with kisses, smooth sucks, and hard flicking of his tongue made me euphoric.

I squeezed my eyes shut and grit my teeth in the effort to pull it together, and this resulted only in intensifying the feeling of what his tongue did. I wondered how he was so good at eating pussy. Who tutored him in this and how many women had he made scream like me? I felt jealous imagining him doing this to other women. I imagined him between the legs of his girlfriend, licking her to high-pitched orgasm with his talented mouth.

A series of beautiful screams reached my ears and I was shocked to realize I was the one making them. Who’d ever thought that this wholesome dude, fresh from wonderland, would make me, the frigid lady, crazy with passion? The screams sounded so sexy.

He dipped his tongue into me, and as he tasted the hot juice flowing from my pussy his thumb found its way to tease my clit. The juxtaposition of three dissimilar yet incredibly hot pleasures drove me to into overload. I held a fistful of his treasured mane. I held him to me as I poured my juice into his mouth. My teeth nearly tore my lip in order to compete against the pressure that wanted to open his lips. It was unbelievable that he was able to pleasure me and make me feel like a woman like that.

I moved and stood on my feet. My lips moved from his chest to his waist to his shaking abdomen. My pussy was still buzzed from my orgasm. I took his manhood as he sighed. I took his cock in my mouth and sucked it softly, then nearly choked on a moan as he produced a wanting groan and pushed my head down, urging me to swallow him further in my mouth. I put a hand around his cock, holding it as my mouth laved his head and teased his slit. He tasted sweet and it made me want to stay in control. I wanted him.

His hands rested on my shoulders, tugging me up. He carried me again to the other side of the desk. He was between my legs, his pants halfway down his legs and a stare in his eyes so sexy it made me feel like nothing else ever had. I tore my look from his and spread my legs wider. I heard him moan, “I want you.” Then, without hesitating, he held my left leg high and thrust inside me in one stroke.

A moan instantly came from me at the feeling, and every muscle in my body froze as he found his rhythm. His eyes were shut as if he were in concentration mode and his lips were pressing together in a line. He still held my leg, his power and grip growing harder as the passion increased. I begged my body not to betray me; I wanted him not to feel that I was enjoying this and felt something for him. I put my hands on his face and stroked it; my hand disappeared into his thick hair and grabbed a handful of shoulder. I pulled him toward me and he opened his eyes, surprising me with the emotion. His mouth pressed against mine as his fingers went for my clit; he circled it with too much skill. My breath was in sync with every stroke; I withdrew from his kisses to scream with pleasure as my muscles became tight around his dick. He followed suit as he became rigid and dropped onto me; he exhaled a breath as he finally came, and then lowered his forehead against my shoulder.

“Wow!” That was all I could say. I can’t wait to do it all again…


25. Emma's Story: My First lesbian Lover by Riley Davis

She entered the room like a wave of hot fire. Strong. Sexy. I loved the way she smiled and the feel of her hand in mine. We danced and drank and even shared a bed. Could I take it a step further? I would have her and know what it was to be loved. Unless she broke my heart. What the hell was I supposed to do then?

She stormed into the first day of our American Lit class at least ten minutes late balancing a bagel in her mouth and an oversized backpack against her slim hip. Her hair was a crazy shade of red, and it hung over her shoulders in loose curls.

“Ashley Barnes. The only person who failed to speak up during roll call. Am I right?”

Every eye in the room turned to see her nod as Professor Parker tapped his watch and asked her how she had made it to the university if she didn’t know how to keep time. The girl never blinked as she assumed the only free desk at the front of the classroom and let the bagel fall into her palm with an apologetic bow of her head.

“Would you believe that question was not on the application?” she asked with a bright smile that never wavered, and a silence hung over the room as she pulled the required textbook from her bag and shot the rest of us an assured stare.

“At least I’m prepared for whatever you have on the syllabus,” Ashley continued. “But fair warning; I got through the Hawthorne last night and put in for a little Poe before the sun was even up.”

Bold, beautiful and ambitious. Just the sound of her voice triggered something in my soul that must have always been there even if I couldn’t give it a name.

“Fair enough,” Parker said with what sounded like grudging respect. “And now that you have graced us with your presence, let’s say we get on with the task at hand.”

“That’s what I’m here for,” she chirped as she lengthened up the back of her neck and tied her hair into a messy bun. “I can share with anyone who forgot to buy the book.”

Her words earned her a few groans from the peanut gallery, and our eyes just locked as she glanced over her shoulder. God she had an amazing smile. So many teeth tucked between plump, lush lips. Forget sharing the text and trying to make sense of the words; I was counting the seconds until the lesson’s end.

The moment of truth took an eternity to arrive, and as every other student shuffled out of the room, a few shooting her dirty glances just for the hell of it, I inched closer to her desk, my body buzzing as I met her eyes.

“Did I come on too strong?” she asked with a light laugh.

“I thought it was awesome,” I said. “Like something out of a movie.”

“Thanks,” she said as she packed up and leaned in to my ear, her breath warm and sweet as it washed over my flushed face. “You want to know a secret?”

“Sure!”

That came out a little too eager and I was ready for her to roll her eyes and say that she had something else to be late for when her fingers grazed the surface of my sleeve. I felt my skin tingle under my denim jacket and hoped that I could keep from falling over when she gave me a sly wink.

“After the Hawthorne and right before the Poe, I spent the rest of the night binge watching Julia Roberts. Maybe this was me making like Erin Brockovich. Funny how some things get stuck in your mind and make you want to bring them to life.”

Truer words were never spoken by another living soul.

“So you… I guess you like multi-task,” I said as I bounced from one foot to the other. Why were my hands suddenly so sweaty? It wasn’t like she was Michael Warren, my unrequited love from Saint Mary’s who failed to ask me to prom. I still went to the dance and hoped he might see me with new eyes and twirl me around the floor as the DJ spun his sounds.

Never happened. And right now I didn’t even care.

“I’m a girl with many talents,” she said. “Sorry. I didn’t catch your name.”

“Oh, I’m… my name is…”

It took me longer than I cared to admit to actually remember what it was, and Ashley rested her hand on my shoulder, her touch flowing through me again as the fog left my mind and I felt like I might drown in her deep blue eyes.

“It’s Emma,” I muttered.

“I love that!” she said. “Right out of Austen. So much better than sharing a name with the so-called hero that pretty little Scarlett O’Hara spends way too much time sniffing around.”

To my shame, I hadn’t read the book. But I had the movie as a point of reference. Maybe it was my aversion to mustaches, but the pale gentleman with more manners than moxie never seemed like the worst bet, and I gasped when she reached down and gave my hand a tiny squeeze.

“Where are you off to next?” Ashley asked. “I don’t have another class until after lunch.”

“Same here,” I said.

“Perfect! That bagel was just not enough. You want to split a plate of fries?”

“That’s a lot of carbs before noon,” I said. “How do you manage to stay up so late if you---?”

“All about the coffee,” she said. “Caffeine is a girl’s best friend.”

God how I wanted to play that role. The feel of her arm locking around mine seemed as normal as breathing as we hit the cafeteria and shared what sort of felt like a meal.

And a first date.

“So, Emma,” she said as she dabbed the corners of those lush lips with a flimsy napkin and tapped her nails of many colors against the tabletop. “Tell me you story.”

“My story?”

“Your hopes and your dreams. Where you come from and where you see yourself once we’re out of this institutional setting and making waves in the world.”

The music in her voice made me think that there was no way that she would not make that much and more happen. I was here because it was the next logical step. I had no major and imagined that I would end up like my mother. The running joke in my family was that she had gone to college only to catch my dad’s eye at a frat party and fall in love. She was kind of smart about it; they dated well past graduation and only married once he was landscaping fulltime and she managed a dentist’s office. They never seemed anything but happy. Maybe I would be as lucky and catch a prince before my first semester was out.

Or a princess.

“Interesting,” Ashley said as she munched on another fry. “I really do love those types of stories.”

“What type?” I asked.

“Two separate souls seeing each other from across a dark room. And they just know. You know?”

“Yes,” I whispered as my knees knocked together under the table. What would it feel like to run my fingers through her fiery hair? I had to sit on my hands to fight the urge, and my mind drifted into directions that signaled sin. If Sister Virginia were to suddenly enter the room with her glasses just perched on the edge of her nose, no doubt she would whip out a ruler and remind me how hot the fires of hell could burn for the damned.

Yet fire meant heat which was always good for keeping out the cold.

“But you have it all figured out, right?” I said. “Let me guess. You… you’re going to write your own stories. Or… or something for Julia Roberts to play. Maybe get her a chance at another Oscar?”

Ashley laughed out loud as she slapped her hand to the frayed jeans at her thigh, and I joined in as she coiled her fingers around mine.

“Looks like you already have my number,” she said. “Maybe this is the meeting that will make the next four years well worth the hassle.”

“That’s a story I’d like to read,” I muttered.

Or better yet, inhabit.

I spent every waking moment with Ashley. We always met up before Parker’s lectures, and he started to call us the wonder twins when we offered insightful analysis on everything from Melville to Bobbie Ann Mason. In the space of the latter’s most famous short story, going to Shiloh seemed like a kind of death sentence, but after a weekend spent in her dorm watching Ken Burns’ Civil War series, she suggested that we check it out come the summer. I liked the idea of a trip that was just the two of us so we could leave the rest of the world behind.

I shared her single bed in what felt like a perpetual sleepover, and Ashley loved to snuggle under the sheets. Sometimes I wondered why she didn’t make another move, but simply being her with was almost enough. Of course I couldn’t help but slip my fingers into my panties and imagine what her hand would feel like on my body. Inside me.

A supposed sin never felt so sweet.

Friday nights were for the mixers, and I learned how to drop it like it was hot under her tutelage. It wasn’t the prom waltz I had been denied, but there was something so much sweeter in dancing beside her and having the freedom to try my own moves as she clapped her hands to the beat and whistled her approval at every turn of my hips.

Did I dare make the next move and take this a step further? Winter break was right around the corner, and I needed something to sustain me in the weeks to come without her.

I bought a blue dress and spent more time than at any other point in my life on my makeup as I approached her dorm room, ready to tell her that she didn’t have to treat me with kid gloves.  I had watched her lips spin theory into cold hard facts and seen them curl around straws as she stayed sober and always made me feel safe. Time to return the favor and I got my hands on a bottle of cinnamon whiskey for us to share. Taking the steps two at a time, I spied her door open and pressed my body to the nearest wall as the sound of muffled voices left the room.

“I’m serious, Ash. I get it now. You were always the one. And I’m not going to let you slip through my fingers again.”

Stretching forward as I held my tongue, I saw a lanky boy with spiky blonde hair kneeling at the foot of her bed as he held her hand and bathed her cheeks with soft kisses.

Who the hell was he? And what right did he have to show up at this moment and spoil that night that was meant to be ours?

“Peter, it’s too late,” she said. “You lied to me. You said we… Christ. We were going to get married.”

I saw her eyes soften as my heart froze, and I silently tried to tell her to slap the boy’s face away when she sighed and settled into his shoulder.

And his long arm worked its way around her waist…

“We still can,” Peter whispered. “Just… all you have to do is come home with me. I’ll take care of you. You’ll never cry again, and I---”

“No!”

Unable to contain myself, I busted into the room and looked into Ashley’s eyes. She gasped as soon as she saw me, and I wanted to be strong enough to lift her into my arms and carry her far away from someone that had hurt her.

“Emma?”

She was on her feet, and I smiled at her touch when she hung her head and glanced over her shoulder.

“Emma this…this is Peter,” she said in a voice so soft that I had to strain my ears to make out her words. “He’s… he is---”

“Not supposed to be here,” I sneered. “I… you should sent him away and let me…”

As my voice trailed off, I was ready to claim her lips and show her what she meant to me despite her wayward lover’s spying eyes. Ashley seemed ready to fall into my mouth when the boy stood tall at our side.

And my world came crashing down around me as she reached back for his hand.

“I’m sorry, Emma,” she murmured. “Guess we’re never going to make it to Shiloh.”

Peter shot me a smug stare, and I suddenly felt like a fool in my blue dress as I turned away and couldn’t tune out the sound of her voice.

“She’s my friend, Peter. She’s… she kept me going.”

“Okay. But now you have me.”

I spent the night in a wave of tears and downed the entire bottle of whiskey until I passed out.

To say that things were strained between us as we worked our way through our finals was the definition of an understatement. Even Professor Parker seemed to sense the chill that rivaled the wind whipping outside the classroom, and he actually pulled me aside to ask me if everything was alright.

“Yes, Sir,” I lied. “Just waking up from a dream is all.”

He frowned and asked if there was anything he could do to help. Did he have the power to turn back time? That would make for a hell of story, but it was the stuff of fantasy. Maybe if I’d told her sooner, let her know that I would fall to my knees at the first chance I wouldn’t be looking forward to going home. I was ready to head for the bus stop, wondering if I even wanted to come back to campus without her…

When Ashley stood before me with wide blue eyes and parted plump lips.

“Thank God you’re still here!”

She lunged forward and took me into her arms, stunning me with the force of her embrace. Her head slipped to the crook of my neck, and I started to ask her if this was her way of saying goodbye when she crushed her mouth against mine. I relished the taste of her hot kiss tinged with coffee and beer as she kicked my door closed and fell to her knees as she burrowed her copper locks in my lap.

“I’m so sorry,” Ashley whispered. “Forgive me.” Threading my fingers through her hair, I blinked back a few tears as she slowly looked up at me and waited for me to speak.

“I… you should be,” I said softly. She climbed up my body and cupped my chin in her hands. Could I just kiss her again? My tongue ached to tangle with hers. But I backed off and sat on the edge of the bed as I hugged my legs to my chest.

“What the hell, Ashley?” I asked. “You… I thought we had… I thought that you wanted me---”

“I do!” she insisted. “Peter was… I mean he was my first love or whatever. Mixed me up a little to see him again. Like you never had a first love, Emma.”

There was the memory of Michael Warren. But truth be told…

“Yes,” I whispered. “You.”

Ashley smiled at that and wiped a stray tear from her face. Cuddling close to my side, she held me in her arms and peppered my neck with kisses that made me whimper before she finally met my eyes again.

“Then give me another chance,” she said. “Because I… I can’t… I don’t want to lose you.”

Her kiss thawed the ice that had worked its way around my heart, and her fingers drifted under the waist of my jeans as she pushed her hand between my thighs and caressed my cunt as she kept showering my hair with her tender lips.

““I don’t want to play games here, Ashley,” I muttered. “I… if you’re just here to have some fun and get back to your boyfriend, I---”

“No!” she cried. “I’m not playing with you.”

Again our lips locked, and I chased after her kiss when she removed her blouse and let my eyes linger on her ample breasts.

“Play with me,” she teased. “I need you so much. I… I want your hands on me.”

Stretching forward, I traced the line of her slender neck and let my fingers fall down her sides until they hitched under her paisley skirt. The feel of her creamy thighs made me sigh, and I touched her taut belly as she nodded her head.

“Just like that,” Ashley said. “Keep going.”

But suddenly I paused and pulled my hands away as I softly shook my head.

“You… you do get that this is my first time doing this,” I said. “I mean with a girl.”

“You’re off to a great start Emma,” she said with a smile. “Here I… how about I make it nice and easy for you.”

Ashley shot up and discarded her skirt. No panties. I had stolen glimpses of her body here and there as she pulled sweaters over her head and shimmied into fresh jeans. But now it was so much more than a moment. Her perfect body was on full display, and she lay back on the mattress and grabbed my hand.

“As you were,” she said. “Do with me what you will.”

Biting down on my lip, I started at her ankles and let my hands glide up the length of her legs. The urge to nip at her flesh followed each stroke, and she giggled as I kissed her and made the move to wrap my arms around her waist. Ashley arched her hips as I tickled her ass, and her mouth was hot as she followed my lead. Trembling as she suckled my breasts, my head started to spin as we drifted back to the bed and lingered in each other’s arms.

“I’ve wanted this from the first moment I saw you,” I said.

“Maybe you’re more like your mother than you care to think. You wanted to be sure.”

“And is this?” I asked.

“A sure thing? Feel me.”

Ashley guided my hand between her legs. Her damp cunt was all that I needed to know, and I explored her folds as she turned her body to let me take her deeper. The feel of her pleasure was rivalled by the light in her eyes, and as they started to fall back in her head, I grabbed her face and stared at her hard.

“I… I need to you to touch me,” I said.

“How about you level the playing field?” she asked.

I started to undress when I stopped and reached for her hands.

“You do it,” I said. “Don’t worry about hurting me or anything.”

“Because I’ve already done that?” she asked with a sad sigh.

“Yeah,” I confessed. “But we’re past that now, right?”

“In every way, baby.”

She tore at me sweater and relieved me of my jeans with a quick tug. The sight of my panties made her frown, and she snapped the elastic about my waist.

“Not that I blame you or anything,” she teased. “But these are getting in the way.”

“Then take them off,” I said. I was ready for her fingers to make the move when she bowed her head and tugged the silk away with her teeth. Laughing as I wrapped my arms around her, I moaned as she softly touched my thighs and grazed the short hairs surrounding my pussy.

“How does that feel?” she asked.

“Perfect,” I said as I struggled to breathe. Ashley’s stroke was a tender taunt. Every time I felt like she was about to consume me, she backed off and fell into a sweet caress. It was delicious torment and I wanted this moment for the rest of my life when she cradled my head in her hand.

“You go,” she whispered. “Like when we dance. I love the way you move, Emma.”

Kissing her thighs, I clung to her legs. My mouth roamed up her middle, and I buried my head in her breasts, lapping at her body as I grinded my nails into her back, only stopping when I heard her gasp.

“Did I hurt you?” I asked.

“Nothing that I don’t deserve,” she quipped. “Or can’t handle. But go down now, Emma.”

“Go down?”

“On me, baby.”

Ashley spread her legs, and I blinked at the sight of her cunt. Mine for the taking, and I rubbed her soft flesh as my head fell to her middle. The vibrations pouring from her flesh might have lulled me to sleep in her fingers didn’t keep carding through my hair, and I wanted to be everything to her when I slinked up her frame and rested my head against hers.

“Need a little help here,” I said. “Show me how it works.”

Rolling her eyes with a gentle smirk, Ashley guided me to my back and captured my wrists in her palms.

“Pay attention, Emma,” she said. “Parker doesn’t give lectures on this.”

“Thank god for small miracles.”

We shared a laugh at the old man’s expense, and my wonder twin went to work. Her tongue started to sip my essence.  She darted in and out of my cunt and licked the cum dripping between my thighs. She moaned with each move, and I left her hold to grasp the sheets under my body as she looked up and narrowed her eyes.

“You can scream,” she said. “Dorm’s almost empty.”

“I think… I know I’d like that,” I said. “Ashley, please.”

She kissed one breast and then the other before diving back between my legs.

“Still multi-tasking?” I asked with a weak laugh.

“Maybe I should get some focus here.”

I trembled as she licked and nipped and sent my senses reeling. How did her tongue move so fast? My mound melted into her ministrations, and I wondered why the hell she would ever want to waste such skills on a cock.

“That’s good,” I said. “That… Christ, this is the right thing.”

I felt her head nod as she sucked my pussy dry, and my voice hit the ceiling as she finished me off with a gentle kiss and lifted her head to meet my eyes. I lingered in her stare and let her fingers caress my face as she laid her head in my neck and sighed into my skin.

“All good, Emma?” she asked.

Her lips curled around the sound of my name passing through her lips, and I held her hard and fast as her the red strands of her hair fell before my eyes. I kissed at her locks and wrapped my arm around her neck as she lifted her face to mine, her breath floating into my ears as I listened to the low hum of her whisper.

“I… I always knew that holding you would feel like this.”

“Like what?” I asked. Ashley was silent as her hold grew tighter, and I savored her kisses as she worked her way down my neck and pushed me deeper into the bed.

“Like the best thing,” she said. “Girls… they always smelled so sweet. And then you were right there. A dream come true. Almost.”

“Ashley…”

Was she having second thoughts? Would Peter come back and spoil the show?

“You… are you afraid of this?” I asked as I stroked her sides and savored the feel of her turning into my touch as she closed her eyes.

“No,” she said. “This is the story to tell.”

“Think Parker will ever add it to the syllabus?” I asked.

“Depends on how you play your part,” Ashley said. “Can you please do me now?”

Propping my body up, I kissed her hair and let my fingers settle between her legs. Ashley felt like an extension of my own body as I probed her soft flesh and remembered the moments when I touched myself to the point of screaming.

“I.. I used to think that this was a sin,” I said. “I prayed for it to go away because of the pictures in my mind”

“Tell me what you saw,” Ashley begged as she kissed my hand and fluttered her eyelashes.

“I imagined an angel taking me under her wings. Folding me in so many feathers until I couldn’t breathe.”

“And I’m the writer?” she asked.

“I only want to be yours.”

Ashley kissed me, and I met her mouth and loved the feel of her body on mine. Soft flesh. Her red strands falling through my fingers.

“Let me show you how much,” I said. She giggled as I parted her legs and kissed her inner thighs. Her legs quaked with each peck, and I delighted in the faint scent of flowers flowing from her cunt as I kissed her mound.

I parted my lips.

The taste of her heat falling over and around my tongue felt like coming home. I loved the way she grew wider and let me know her inside as well as out when her flood came hard and fast, like she’d been the one watching me sleep and wanting…

“Why…why did you stop?” she begged as I pulled out and looked down at her with brimming eyes.

“You really won’t leave me?” I asked. “Because I can’t take---”

“Emma, breathe with me.”

Sighing into her hair, I felt her fingers trickling down my sides as she guided me back to her cunt and sweetly kissed the top of my head.

“I’m not going anywhere,” she said. “Come home with me for break. Or I’ll follow you. Or we’ll go to Shiloh.”

“All of the above,” I said as I moved into her depths and swallowed her desire. Ashley writhed underneath my hands, my body, and I heard her scream as she pushed me to my back. Her cunt stayed on my face, and my kisses blazed across her folds. I stayed between her legs until she calmed, and I winded my arms around her body to keep her close as she settled at my side.

“How did I do?” I asked.

“Like an angel,” Ashley said. The feel of her nod made me curve my neck back as I kept touching her hair.

“You’re real sweet,” I said. “When you’re not breaking my heart.”

“Right about here?” Ashley asked as she placed her hand just above my bare breast and I thrummed under her touch. “Feels good and strong now.”

“Thanks to you,” I purred. Giving her a quick kiss, I let the heat from her body warm me like the most brilliant fire, and Ashley lifted her lips to my ear.

“Two separate souls seeing each other from across a dark room. And they just know. You know?”

I did, and as I lay at her side and looked up at the window, I wondered how I would explain missing family Christmas for Shiloh. How we could finagle a double room for next semester.

And how I was going to be happy with her for the rest of my life.
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