Aunts Needs
Svetlana Mega
Taboo Dreams

Copyright © 2024 Svetlana Mega
All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

ISBN-13: 9781234567890
ISBN-10: 1477123456

Cover design by: TAboo Dreams
Library of Congress Control Number: 2018675309
Printed in the United States of America
Aunts Needs
The term "tightly wound frump" was popular in sixth grade, and I always thought it applied to my great-aunt Emma (who is actually my grandmother's sister) as well. Wearing an understated blouse that shows just her ankles and curled or bound hair, she exudes an air of "I'm so holy" without access to flashy jewelry and wears her hair in a peculiar style. It should be mentioned that Uncle John was a preacher who was famous for his traditional "fire and brimstone" services.
I used to enjoy their friend's lively performances at Christ the Saviour Church, when everyone would be jumping up and down and he would be all red-faced and shouting "HALLELUJAH." Aunt Emma would sit in the front row and join in on the hand-wringing, too. And make music. Her voice was so innocent and powerful that it brought to mind Grace Slick.
It was a world apart from city life, spending summers in that little community. It seemed like I was spending my summer at a long-term camp. I spent at least six days a week (or more, if the weather became chilly) at the municipal pool, where I began to swim when I was eight years old. My uncles John and Chet taught me to shoot when I was ten years old, and at fourteen, I learned to drink whiskey out of an old pickup truck. Overall, it was quite awesome.
It was crystal clear that I was heading down the road to crime when my mother's liver failed when I was sixteen years old, and I had no idea whether they would send me to live with one of them or not. To my surprise, my dad—whom I hadn't seen in what felt like an eternity—showed up and whisked me away to Chicagoland. Despite being an only child, I found myself thrust into a household with five brothers. I enrolled in the Air Force after surviving and, somewhat unexpectedly, graduating from high school.
For four years, I served in the Air Force. I was a tech student in Texas for a year. Following that, I spent three years in northern Japan. Before deciding to go back to school, I had a job interview with the National Security Agency (yes, THAT NSA).
Thus, I found myself back in the little town of Colorado.
My attempt to rap on the door was futile. For the most part, I had always had complete freedom to come and go as I liked. However, I figured I should be polite since it had been six years since I last saw these people. Consequently, I waited, knocked, and took a step back.
There was no discernible change in her when she approached the door. Her attire consisted of a black dress adorned with a delicate floral pattern. The dress fell far below her knees, and the collar was fastened with buttons. Moreover, that beautiful strand of hair on top of her head was still the odd combination of elegant and attractive that I had always thought charming.
Her sudden opening of the screen door, embrace, and kiss brought out the faintest hints of recognition, which I could hardly discern. I had to contort myself in her presence to hide the fact that I had an erection out of nowhere.
"Donnie," she remarked before stepping back to face me and then delivering a forceful punch to my shoulder. "Five years without so much as a letter?!"
I made an effort to appear gullible, which was easy because I actually felt that way.
Simply staring her in the eye allowed me to say, "I'm sorry," and she knew I wasn't exaggerating. "I should have written, I know, but it was, well, you know, not a good time."
I raised my hand as she began to speak.
"Aunt Emma," I told her while maintaining eye contact, "I was an asshole, and I am terribly sorry. Please," I extended my hand to clasp hers, "accept the apology of a known asshole."
I was right; it brought out her signature wide smile, which revealed those slightly gapped front teeth that elevated her beauty to a more merely attractive level than her absolutely stunning one.
Her eyes welled up with tears, and I held her while she sobbed gently against my chest. My hands were softly on her back as I held her, massaging her. I confess that I harbored a subtle crush on her as a child, but I couldn't understand her cries for help. It was obvious that she wanted comfort.
I could not resist planting a gentle kiss on her lips and re-embracing her after the storm had passed, and she gazed up at me with crimson eyes, streaks of mascara and eyeliner, and a runny nose.
Dear Aunt Emma, I wanted to know what was wrong.
Her voice resembled a cough or a chuckle, and I felt a dampness in my chest.
"The main issue is that your aunt is an eccentric elderly woman," she remarked, her laughter barely audible as it brushed against my breast.
While she sobbed, we remained in that position for a few moments. It was actually rather pleasant. The spray she used to hold her thick mane of hair in place made it a bit stiff. And, to be honest, I enjoyed how we complement each other.
After the storm subsided and she stopped sobbing, she averted her gaze, covering her face.
She cried out, "Oh my God, Donnie, stop staring at me and come in and take a seat while I clean myself up."
I gathered my duffel bag, followed her inside the house, and chuckled. I walked to my usual bedroom and dropped my suitcase on the bed while she used the restroom. Afterwards, I went on a rampage through her fridge, or icebox, as she called it, and retrieved a glass of the iced tea that I anticipated being there, as well as the small Tupperware container containing sliced cucumbers and onions marinated in vinegar. As I sipped my tea, sliced cucumbers, and onion rings and pretended to be thirteen years old, I sat at her kitchen table and tuned out the world around me. The radio station was KOA in Denver.
She was surprised to see her hair down and a freshly cleaned face when she entered the kitchen. Halfway down her back, it hung magnificently in a thick and light brown shade, heavily stained with gray. Even though she hadn't touched up her makeup since washing her face, she looked even more stunning than before.
It was with a smile that I asked, "Now, you want to tell me what that was all about?"
Weakly, she grinned.
What utter nonsense, she exclaimed to Donnie.
"I don't know that I ever saw you cry before Aunt Emma," I commented, "so give."
I really wish you could have reconciled with John. "Oh, I'm just being a silly old woman." Until the very end, he was furious with you, she added.
I was taken aback. I hadn't given it much consideration, but I assumed that Aunt Emma and Uncle John were in their 60s. He had always seemed like one of those large, sturdy, everlasting presences in my life. The prospect of his death was hard for me to process.
"And when?" Excuse me? Oh my. I fumbled my words and stammered.
She gave me a feeble smile and muttered, "Damn fool, he got himself electrocuted."
I exclaimed, "Oh my God! I apologize."
"Not your fault, Donnie," she said while laughing with her characteristic raspy, low laugh. I warned him that he was much too old to climb those poles, but he still didn't listen. We sat there, staring at one another and giggling like a pair of fools as she said, "Nooooo." Her delivery made me laugh, which in turn made her laugh.
At last, both of us were able to regain our composure.
She thanked Donnie while still holding back her laughter. "I needed that."
We sat, spoke, and reminisced after the big news was out of the way. I caught up with the rest of the family. Cousin Monica had a whirlwind marriage, divorced, and remarried, and is now a single mom of four who lives two towns over. Cousin Berry was the town clerk, and the list goes on and on.
It wasn't long before I noticed that night was falling.
"Come on, toots," I said. "I'll accompany you to dinner." Perhaps I will intoxicate you and exploit you.
"Give me ten minutes, honey," she asked with an infectious giggle.
She spent fifteen minutes on it, but it was time well spent. Her hair and face are picture-perfect; her blouse is buttoned but adorned with lace trim; and her skirt falls just below the knee. What really shocked me was that she was wearing high-heeled shoes that accentuated her legs.
I extended my hand as she hopped into the passenger seat and then trotted around to the driver's side of my tiny blue PT Cruiser Convertible, which is both entertaining and surprisingly practical. I appreciated her little smile as she spotted my car.
“From the top down? As I stepped inside, I inquired, and to my surprise, she smiled.
"Sure," she replied, and I couldn't help but giggle as I turned the release handle to lower the top and hit the switch. To top it all off, she made me laugh out loud when my stereo started playing I Heart Radio's cover of Runaround Sue by the Belmonts and Dion. Lesley Gore's rendition of You Don't Own Me captured my attention as she began to sing along.
I was taken aback to see that I recognized a few faces as we entered the one and only restaurant in the area where I had taken her. As the hostess led us to our table, I struck up conversations with a few people.
I was taken aback when she asked for a beer on her own; she looked at the look I gave her and exclaimed, "What?!?" as we sat down. I haven't gone out in almost four years, Donnie. It seems like I could use a beer.
I threw up my hands in laughter and replied, "No mas." I continued by chuckling and adding, "Besides, I warned you I'd get you drunk."
In that split second, her giggles transported me back to the wedding night companion she'd been with when she was 17 years old.
For supper, we had some simple home cuisine. If we wanted something nice, we'd have to go to Limon, or Denver, I guess.
Having an "adult conversation" with her was fascinating; after all, I'd rushed to her aid after stubbling my toe as a child, and my last encounter with her was when I was just sixteen years old.
She was quite the character to talk to; we had a lot in common politically (she was nearly as extreme a conservative as I was), we both thought it was prudent to carry a concealed weapon at all times, and we cracked up a lot.
Before I could utter a word, four beers and a good chunk of meatloaf had gone between us, and she was in fits of laughter.
As we made our way to the exit, I handed Aunt Emma my arm and asked the waitress for a bill. It was clear that she was at least slightly intoxicated; she wasn't completely blackout drunk, but she was "lit."
My question was this: "So," I asked after assisting her into the car, "would you like another drink or are you satisfied?""
She expressed her amusement by saying, "I think my reputation has taken enough of a beating for one night."
I returned to her house, grinned at her, and heard her singing along with the oldies on the radio. I glanced over and saw that beautiful hair dancing in the wind, and she was beaming widely.
As we stepped out onto her porch, I assisted her out of the car, took her hand, and, as is customary in small-town living, I unlocked the door for her.
She walked over to me inside and sincerely expressed her gratitude, saying, "Thank you, Donnie; I had a wonderful time tonight."
With a gentle kiss, I leaned down and grinned at her.
I continued holding her hand and added, "And so did I. I think I'll pack it in. It's been a long day."
I kissed her goodbye and left for the restroom, where I relieved myself, washed my hands, and brushed my teeth. Afterwards, I entered the bedroom that I considered "my." I emptied the duffel bag, stowed away my few garments in the closet and chest of drawers, and began my "process" of getting ready for sleep by pulling out my Kindle, turning out the light, and beginning to read.
As a first step, I began reading "The Killing Floor," the latest Jack Reacher novel. The bad guys were going down, and Jack was as bad as ever. After finishing that part of my "process," I went back to bed and read on my other side until I started to fall asleep.
As I realized she was standing at the door, I didn't hear her voice very clearly.
She stood there, her flannel nightgown covering her neck to ankle, visible via the combination of the off-lighting room illumination and the reflected streetlights and other incoming lights.
"Hey! What's going on?" I looked up from my book and inquired, my eyes rubbing from lack of sleep.
I could see that she was sobbing again as she cautiously entered the room.
I got to my feet and walked up to her. I guess it's for the best that I sleep in my pajamas.
What's the matter?" While cradling her in my arms, I spoke up.
Looking down at me, she refused.
As she whispered against my chest, "Donnie, would you let me sleep with you?""
She spoke up when I remained silent for a while, saying, "We are under no obligation to do anything if you so desire."
It made me laugh so hard that I couldn't control myself.
Doing something with you isn't a 'chore,' despite how you make it sound. But why don't you join me and take a seat for a while?
I escorted her into the kitchen and took a seat at the table across from her, encircling her with my arms.
"What are you really hoping for?" That's what I inquired about.
At last, we locked gazes.
"I am really confused, Donnie. The words "It's not like I planned this or anything" escaped her lips as she stared at me through her tears.
Alright, let me tell you the deal as I clasp her hands. There will be no consequences for us sleeping together tonight. When we're both sober and chilly tomorrow, we can discuss the next steps.
In her bedroom, on the big feather bed, I stood up, helped her to her feet, and then led her into it, holding her hand as she got in. I climbed in beside her, snuggled close, and kissed her tears away. I thought we would get along fine, and as I settled in and stroked her magnificent mane of hair, I could feel her relax, and she soon began to snore softly.
Even though I had never slept with a woman before, I found that it felt really natural and quickly drifted off to sleep.
The following morning, I crept out of bed and hurriedly went to the toilet to brush my teeth and urinate. She was still asleep when I crept back into bed, and I lay there, propped on my elbow, watching her sleep. I found myself thinking about the crush I had when I was twelve and how puberty had hit me like a ton of bricks.
I must confess that I was let down to discover that her nightgown was still decently tied about her ankles when I reluctantly lifted the blankets to check.
I plopped down on the cushion next to her, our noses practically touching, and pondered the day ahead.
This decision left me conflicted.
I desired her. I desired her intensely, in fact. However, I refrained from using her.
I did nothing but sit and let the minutes tick by, savoring the comfort of her presence.
Her wide, wide eyes met mine, and she grinned despite their size.
Her kind response to my kiss was to return the gesture.
Out of nowhere, she leaped up from her bed and said, "Beer!" Hurriedly making her way to the restroom, she giggled.
I let out a small laugh and proceeded at a slower speed.
As soon as I stepped into the restroom, she squinted and murmured, "Donnieyyy." Upon entering the room, the faint sound of a woman urinating was barely audible.
I loaded my toothbrush, began brushing my teeth (with a chuckle), watched as she finished, flushed, and carefully wiped with a pad of toilet paper (without looking at me), scooted over to wash her hands, and then began brushing her own teeth while I rinsed, spat, and set my toothbrush aside.
After she turned to face me, I placed my hands on her shoulders and grinned.
That wasn't terrible, was it? That's what I inquired about.
"Well, it was a first anyway," she remarked as she raised her eyes to meet mine.
She was escorted into the kitchen, where I sat her down to start the coffee brewing in her vintage glass percolator.
Afterwards, I took a seat across from her and re-encircled her hands with mine.
In a chilly, somber voice, I responded, "Alright," locking eyes with her. So, what exactly are you looking for? Is it required?"
She looked away from me because she couldn't bear to look into my eyes.
"I don't know, honey," she whispered softly. "My God, the moment I saw you and we were dancing, I felt terrible. I felt even worse when I considered sleeping alone." "I just..." and her voice sort of trailed off.
Her hands were squeezed by mine. "Oh, Aunt Emma, what exactly?" I inquired.
"I simply desired to be treated with respect and dignity," she stated, and as I was about to reply, she corrected me, saying, "No, that's not the point. My true desire is to be treated with affection, but, Donnie, I am at a loss as to how to achieve that."
That caught me off guard, but I was able to collect my thoughts while standing and pouring us coffee because the percolator was going strong.
After saying, "Okay," I placed the cup in front of her and proceeded to retrieve the half-and-half from the fridge, as well as the sugar, which I knew was in the pantry. I then placed both glasses in front of her.
I took a seat thereafter.
"Sure, what do you mean by not knowing how?" I began again.
She began, "Donnie," before pausing to take a deep breath and begin again. "I was what you'd call a child bride today. I was 16 and a virgin when John and I got married. That first night, the lights were off when he came to bed with me, and it was over in about two minutes. And that is the story of my married life. God, Donnie, I never even saw him naked."
I stood there for a second, frozen in place, not knowing what to say.
Looking over the edge of her coffee cup, she sipped her beverage and gave me a little giggle. In return, I grinned.
We sipped our coffees in quiet contemplation, exchanging glances here and there. Not an uncomfortable, quiet, but friendly company.
As soon as my coffee was brewed, I escorted her back to her bedroom by holding her hand. She had absolutely no reluctance to follow.
"Let me guess; he never saw you naked either," I remarked, standing next to the large feather bed.
She glanced down and whispered, "No," as she giggled quietly.
"Well then," I remarked as I approached her, extending my arm to grasp her flannel nightgown at the level of her hips, "arms up."
Pulling up the nightgown was my first move.
She hesitated and her eyes widened, but as soon as I gave the signal, she raised her arms, and I peeled her like a young girl getting ready for the bath.
Her arm instinctively went to cover her breasts, and her hand covered her groin as soon as I put the nightgown on her chair in the corner.
I took her hands and delicately shifted them to her sides, saying, "Oh no," while laughing.
I found it endearing how she flushed when I averted my gaze from her and subsequently retreated. Observing her profile intently.
Additionally, she was very remarkable. That gorgeous mane was lowered. Even though she was sixty years old, her skin had a milky white color and was surprisingly smooth. Her cup size was most likely a D or DD, and the mere thought of her minuscule nipples probably causes her discomfort. Her breasts were enormous. A subtle tummy pooch accentuated her feminine figure. Her long, curvy feet complemented her somewhat skinny legs.
Her stunning thatch of pubic hair, though, was the true eye-catcher. It grew thick and wavy for around one inch, from her adorable little innie belly button all the way down to her thighs. I have never seen a woman with as much pubic hair as she did.
As a global "turn around" gesture, I extended my arm with my fingertip pointing downward and performed the pirouette.
She turned slowly while making a low, throaty sound.
And from behind, she looked just stunning.
Although she lacked a defined waist—what we would term a "thick chick" in modern times—her skin was immaculate. The subtle wrinkles that graced her gluteal sulcus—the place where the ass joins the upper thighs—were charming. I thought it was really alluring since her abundant pubic hair cascaded down her backside, creating a delicate, fluffy appearance.
Her large feet complemented her slender legs.
She obviously had never shaved, it seemed to me. As soon as I was close enough to pet her, I ran my fingers over her fine, silky hair on her back.
As I elevated her hand, I noticed that her armpit hair, although not as dense as her pubic hair, was long and delicate and extended nearly to her ribs and the insides of her biceps. I thought about licking it.
While examining her, I noticed that her body hair was noticeably finer than it would have been if she had been shaving all those years. She was blushing as I made this observation.
I remarked, "You are absolutely gorgeous," and she broke into laughter.
At that moment, she met my gaze.
She said, "Your turn, buster," with a gleaming, predatory smile.
Because of this, I stepped back and hid my head in my T-shirt. To be clear, I am in no way an athlete or bodybuilder; I am just one of those lucky people who got lucky with their genes. Even if it's not ideal for lifting weights, I must admit that my body is well-suited to swimming. Again, it was more chance than effort, but the gym rats insisted I had a terrific cut.
Whatever the case may be, I grinned and flexed my muscles in the classic "bicep pose" seen in countless publications.
Her lips curled into a smile as she commanded, "Take it off, baby, take it all off."
I kicked the boxers to her after getting my hips moving in what I thought was a good rendition of a stripper's bump and grind.
My fascination would be hard to ignore. I had an erection that was facing upward toward my torso.
Oh my, she really did look.
I've been with a fair number of women during basic training. Very few things can make me flush.
I reddened.
Giggling, she let out a sound.
I moved closer until my hands were resting on her shoulders.
"Are you certain this is what you want?" I inquired.
I wanted the words as much as her smile, which spoke it all.
"Are you absolutely sure this is your desire?" I inquired one more time.
Her response was a straightforward "yes."
I then embraced her and kissed her.
A horrible kiss it was.
Her mouth had hardened into little cones. The kiss was really just an extended peck from a mother to her son.
A horrible kiss it was.
I guided her through the process.
I whispered, "Petit your lips and meet mine. Relax."
Only slightly better than the first kiss was the second.
I emphasized, "Relax. It shouldn't be a chore; it should be pleasant."
The third kiss was even more satisfying; she was now letting her guard down and kissing instead of pecking.
As I delicately ran my fingertips down her spine, massaging her, she began to conform to my every want.
I didn't mind the fourth kiss a bit. My inquisitive tongue connected with hers while she was learning. I could sense the unease in her muscles as she reacted to my strange touch, and then the release when hers reached out to embrace me.
My palms were flat as I delicately ran them over her back, sensing the unfamiliar sensations of skin covered in that fine, silky hair almost everywhere.
I thought the fifth kiss was decent. At this point, she had her arms around my neck and was dragging me down; her lips were kind and inviting; and her tongue seemed to be alive and hungry for more.
Digging my fingers in, I carefully twisted, providing pressure as needed, and I was loving the quiet gasp deep in her throat as I discovered the big mass of loose hair on her head, flowing well down her back.
Indeed, the sixth kiss was excellent. As she probed with her tongue, her fingers dug into my hair. With her back arched, she leaned forward and pressed her breasts, stomach, and that exquisite thatch of pubic hair against me. As I continued to twist and draw a sound from her, my right hand stayed in her hair. With my left hand, I tracked down till I grabbed her left ass cheek, which felt unusually little in my fingers, and gave it a gentle squeeze.
I said the words, "Say it," as we paused for sustenance.
"Yessss," she hissed in response.
"Say it all," I commanded.
"I desire this," she said, her gaze locked with mine.
"Convince me, please," I pleaded.
Saying, "I'm certain," she continued.
"Confirm with me that you're sure," I repeated.
She said, "I'm," and then she kissed me rapidly—a "certain" kiss, but a lovely one.
"Please, God, help me," she whispered as she planted another kiss on my lips. "I'm certain.".
"Now please, Donnie," cuddle, "take me to bed."
A breathtaking kiss followed. When our lips connected, I knelt down and took her in my arms, just like a husband carries his bride across the threshold. I led her to the bedroom while we held the kiss. Because I am quite strong and her arms around my neck provided support, she was able to bear her own weight, despite her little build. I had her stand on the floor next to the bed as I pulled the covers and top sheet off.
After that, I climbed in with her after doing the "two hands on her hips" maneuver, which involved lifting her onto the bed and gently laying her back.
It was difficult to keep from taking her right away, but I had an unconscious feeling that she needed to be shown tenderness and that the foreplay had to continue. Plus, investigating her front was far from a chore.
Because a halo of her silky hair encircled her nipples, I gave in to the urge to taste them. Before going back to the first two, I kissed, sucked, and licked the other breast thoroughly. I found great pleasure in the way her breath caught as I clung to her and nursed for a little moment, as if she were an engorged baby.
With a firm grip on her wrists, I lifted her arms over her head. My impulse to lick washed over me once more. I caressed her underarms with my tongue before running my fingers through her silky hair. There was a little flavor of salty sweat that I enjoyed.
My hand ran down her abdomen as I firmly clasped her breast once again. She began to writhe as I ran my fingers through the thick, silky fabric and palpated her belly button with a little finger. Her natural lubricant was palpable on her lower lip, and she erupted when I placed my finger beneath her clitoral hood and located her firm little pleasure button.
She was producing a high-pitched whistling sound through her wide-open mouth in an almost quiet scream as her legs scissored weakly and her hips thrust, demanding more. Just as she was about to release her wrists from my grasp, she began to twitch.
I masturbated her to orgasm in this way, completing her, completely enthralled by the strength of her pleased womanscent and the sensation of her natural lubricant suddenly drenching my finger.
I kept reassuring her until she started to gasp or whisper something like, "Oh my God, Donnie, honey, stop."
It was clear from the way her nose had been running that I gave her a snotty, smooth kiss as she relaxed. She proceeded to grab me by the neck, pull me close to her, and stab my back with her fingernails.
She drew a long breath and then another, "Oh Jesus," as she gasped for air. "Oh God, Donnie," she said.
I pressed my nose against her armpit and savored the mixture of her sweat, the clean aroma of a woman, and the salty taste of her perspiration.
As she began to breathe normally again, I simply held her.
Last but not least, she choked out a word and finally answered, "Yes, I'm certain."
Afterwards, I laid over, put my knees in hers, and got myself inside her while laughing.
I responded, "No, relax. Let me do the work now," as I could feel her body tensing up to meet mine.
It was as if she were giving in under my influence. She relaxed and let go of her tension-ridden body.
I started moving to a slow beat, slowly breathing until my erection was almost touching her pussycat's delicate outer lips, then slowly inhaling till our pubic hairs met and I was totally absorbed in her. While I was gushing over her and kissing her face while praising her beauty, she continued to yell "Oh God" and "Oh Jesus."
Being warm and moist around me, she was loose and nearly frictionless, which was perfect because I was already on edge and any further sensation would have been too much. However, she maintained her composure, which allowed me to maintain control, and I extended our first encounter for her.
Yeah, I feel the same way.
Upon my arrival, I experienced the most fulfilling moment I had ever had with a woman. The anomaly in my prostate gland is a blessing. In other words, it's abnormally enormous; it's not swollen or anything. When it comes to satisfying my sexual desires, this only means that I cum quite a bit. My body can control six different pumps of the strong muscular contractions that drive semen deep into a lady during ejaculation.
As I filled her to the brim and continued on, her large eyes watched me.
The last step in our coupling was for me to kiss her—a long, lingering kiss. I kept kissing her as my body relaxed into happiness, and then I did what I usually do: I moved away from her.
I couldn't help but laugh when she said, "Yes, I'm certain," after I slid off of her, snuggled up to her, and kissed her.
Resting next to her, my hand gently touched hers as I persisted in my exploration. I delicately brushed up and down the areola circle, picking up stray hairs as I went. Then I ran my fingers through her underarm, ruffling the hair there. I moved on to the thicker, longer hair that made up her pubic mound, from the fine hair that surrounded her navel. I was so enchanted by her figure that I petted her like a kitten.
Without making a sound, she whispered, "I've always hated it, you know," as she stared gently upwards at the ceiling. Finally, she felt like she could start communicating, as if a barrier had been broken.
"I hit puberty at a young age," she whispered. "I was 11 when I had my first period, and the body hair started coming in immediately. Then came 7th grade, gym class, and locker rooms, and I was pretty much constantly teased."
As a tear rolled down her cheek and soaked her temple hair, I stared in awe, realizing that this was likely the first time she had ever spoken about it to anyone.
"When your Uncle John proposed and I said 'yes,' in part it was to escape the teasing," she continued after a long silence. "And you've seen how the women in the church dress. But every day I could see it in the mirror and wondered if I could get rid of it. But it would have been so expensive to get rid of, and I didn't have anything like that kind of money."
At last, she cocked her head in my direction.
"If I'm too disgusting and you want to leave now, well, I understand, Donnie," said the woman. "You've done enough for a crazy old woman."
That was it.
Inconsolable laughter escaped me. Those rare times when I was stoned and couldn't control my laughter were the only ones that came close.
And out of nowhere, her anger flared. "What the fuck?" she exclaimed in a hysterical tone. "You think this is funny?"
In order to prevent her fists from gaining momentum, I wrapped her in a bearhug, which is more like a boxer's clinch than an embrace.
It made me chuckle uncontrollably. So unexpectedly, it had all fallen into place. She began by admitting her shame at the very thing that I found so alluring, and here I was thinking how stunning, exotic, and goddamn hot she was.
As she rained down useless punches, I finally managed to say, "Stop," while laughing and clinging to her. "Stop hitting me."
She persisted in that way for a considerable amount of time—how long exactly is unclear—during the time that I reclaimed control of myself.
At last, I put my hands on her and pulled her away just enough for me to meet her gaze.
With another attempt at a hybrid laugh/yell, I yelled out, "Stop it!" and proceeded to explain the precise reason why it was humorous.
I don't know if it was my authoritative tone or if she was simply exhausted, but she eventually stopped.
"What is funny," I commented, "is how completely, absolutely, utterly, astonishingly backward you have it."
Just like last night during our sex play, I grabbed her wrists and pulled them up so they were hanging over her head, revealing her magnificent mat of hair.
"This," I said, running my fingers through the slight dusting of hair on the backs of her fingers, and then I stroked her armpit, smoothing the hair as if I were grooming her. "There is NOTHING unattractive here, Emma," I continued, "or here." I then delicately brushed the halo of fine hair around her nipples, her forearms, and her armpits.
I kissed her again and said, "You are very special to me, and I can't wait to show you how lucky I am by dressing you in a fashionable way."
At this point, she was sobbing softly, with tears streaming down her cheeks rather than bawling. A thin, transparent mucus was also streaming down her throat and across her upper lip, and her nose was running as well.
With tear salt and snot wet in my mouth, I kissed her again. What a lovely kiss.
We remained linked even after I severed the kiss and drew back the delicate, silvery threads of saliva and mucus.
As we embraced again, I made a promise: "I will find you sleeveless tops, short skirts, and the smallest bikini you can legally show off." Also, I felt myself growing erect again, which was a little surprising.
A quick grin spread across my face as I swung around to slide my knees between hers and into hers. I didn't even need to use a compass or anything because we were a perfect match.
With my arms outstretched, I braced myself to look into her eyes. She encircled my legs and fastened us at the knees, and I liked her smiling face.
It was her way of asking, "Do you mean it?"
"Oh, sweety," I commented, "I can't wait to show the world the new you. You are so damn gorgeous; you deserve to be in the spotlight."
"Tell me you love me," replied the woman, "at least a little."
"With a grin on my face and another of those salty, snotty kisses on your skin, I declared, "I love you."
"A lot," I chimed in, and her arrival was abrupt and forceful. As she released me by thrusting her hips, she had my knees firmly planted beneath hers for leverage. Her muscles clenched so tightly from the way her pussycat contracted that she became incredibly nauseous. As her pussycat sprayed waves of love and honey upon my balls and the sheets beneath her ass, her lips hung open, and her breath came in harsh, gasping gasps.
After she calmed down, I went back to the sluggish beat, and she started muttering, "Oh Jesus."
I managed to keep her engaged in that manner for an unfathomable fraction of an eternity. While she wasn't quite cumming, she also wasn't quite not cumming. She seemed to be going through a series of physical sensations that I could almost feel, including a tightening and relaxing of her muscles, a gasp for air, and a hissing sound.
We had excellent sex.
I was in no rush, so I managed to stay still. The frequency of those small orgasmic sensations that I perceived emanating from her body is unknown to me. Hundreds, without a doubt. By the time my peak came, she was hardly able to breathe and whimpered through each one.
It was in the middle, just like hers. Although I perceived my own heartbeat, I did not experience the intense contractions that would have facilitated the implantation of my seed into her.
At last, I had had enough. For as long as I could, I stayed in that posture, trying to maintain the merging of our bodies. While grasping her rigid nipple, I stroked it against the roof of my mouth and sucked like an insatiable infant, daydreaming of her milk flowing.
Ultimately, I was able to escape with a peculiar little splash of liquid because nature triumphed.
"Oh my God," she murmured in a low voice. "Oh, God."
I also enjoyed the afterplay. As we lay here, we continued to explore, kissing gently and touching.
She whispered, "I could get used to this, Donnie," once we both managed to calm our breathing.
"Oh, Emma," I commented, "you ain't seen nuthin' yet."
As we leaned against each other on the pillow, our lips met, and our every little motion was a kiss. As my hands delicately brushed over my delicate palm, I became utterly absorbed in the feeling. I would delicately tug on the thicker sections of hair, such as the one at the base of her spine, causing her to giggle.
I got out of bed and went to the restroom as soon as we were both relaxed and content, even down to the tender touches and little kisses. I turned on the hot water faucet in the shower and then went to the restroom to relieve myself. I was not particularly taken aback by her extended hand that was directed at me and her touch against my back. I gestured with my hand and warned her, "Be careful; you're cleaning up any messes." All she did was giggle.
I kissed her as she went down to pee, and then I made a pad out of a few lengths of toilet paper and wiped her.
She chuckled once more.
Taking her hand, I escorted her to the bathroom sink.
The shower was nearly as exciting as the intercourse.
I gently lathered a washcloth and began by stroking her face. I began by drawing her forehead, then moved on to her cheeks, chin, nose, lips, and ears. I took great care not to touch her eyelids. While rubbing her ears and behind them, I made her chuckle while murmuring something about growing potatoes.
The massive head of her hair was the next target. As she lifted her face to the water, it drooped down her back, moist and straight, and it almost touched her behind. I could not take my fingers away from the sensation of the thick strands of hair, slippery with foamy shampoo; it was too wonderful to resist. In the end, though, I was successful, and I conditioned her hair before doing anything else to her body.
Her body hair enchanted me once more. The hair on her lower arms was thicker and darker in color, contrasting with the sparse and delicate hair on her upper arms. Just as her hair was thick under her arms, it thinned out and became scant on the insides of her arms and sides. Her reflection was as enthralling as when she turned around. Her hair was long and thick, but still extremely light, and it flowed down her spine in a thin line that stretched into a delta at the base of her spine. At the gluteal sulcus, the area where her buttocks meet the upper thighs, she sported denser, darker hair, in contrast to the sparsest hair that adorned her flawless cheeks. She had dense hair on her calves and nearly smooth thighs with a slight downward slope; the hair on top of her thighs was the same dark color.
Holy cow, she was hot. I felt the need to wash every inch of her body.
I made sure to flip her and do her front as meticulously as I could.
When it came her time, she did almost exactly the same thing I had. She was extremely affable as she bathed my entire body, including my face, hair, and scrotum; she even laughed when I became extremely agitated. My writhing reflexes as her fingertip penetrated my anus during our ass work brought her great pleasure.
We hopped in the car, and I drove to Limon once we were both dry. I lowered the top, and her locks cascaded down her back. Standing guard at the bow of her longboat as her legion of Vikings embarked on conquest, she appeared to me like some savage queen. The town of Limon is somewhat larger, though it scarcely can be called a "city." Nonetheless, it did have a Penney's, so we had to buy her some new clothes.
We browsed the women's department at Penney's. I instructed her to locate skirts that would not conceal her legs as I began to sort through the blouses. I went to the underwear department after selecting a couple sleeveless tops. She wore industrial-strength cotton bras, but I found out her size was 36D from a peek, so I replaced them with lace bras, bikinis, French-cut slacks, and a garter belt/nylon combo. As soon as we arrived at the changing rooms, I gave her my armload and gave her the go-ahead to begin modeling.
Upon her initial entry into the modeling area, accompanied by the mirrors from the changing room, I couldn't help but chuckle out loud. She was quite charming. She peered around, evidently terrified that someone would see her, as she peeled up the drape with a tiny crack. I whistled as she emerged, causing her to flush.
Under her revealing red bra and knee-length black skirt, she wore a sleeveless white shirt. She turned back quickly, giggled, looked around, and flashed me a glimpse of her scarlet leggings as she flushed.
With each new set of clothes, she went through the motions again and again, "growing more at ease" in her own skin. By the fourth, she had managed to leave, and her model walk—two cautious steps, then the other—was sufficient to pass. A few steps later, she halted, turned around completely, continued walking for a bit further, and then curtsied. To show my approval, I whistled.
The boxes filled her car's trunk as we departed after she paid.
"Just one more stop," I remarked.
Just three blocks away was "Martha's" when I searched "Beauty Shops Near Me" on Google Maps. Emma caught my grin as we made our way to "Martha's."
A pleasant middle-aged woman welcomed us as we stepped inside.
I inquired, "Are walk-ins welcome?" and she responded with a simple "yes."
By asking, "How much longer must I wait?" I pressed the issue.
She grinned—a charming, polished grin. She inquired, "Got somewhere to be?" afterwards.
"No, but how long?" I asked with a laugh.
"Alright, darling," she whispered. "Iris is just finishing up."
Saying "Okay," I curved my finger to signal Emma.
I proceeded to lift the majority of her hair and further stated, "My best friend is just beginning to engage in romantic relationships again. I see you have a lot on your plate, so why don't you lend her a hand with the party preparations with your free hand? It's all good, okay?" "
In response, she smiled.
"Umm, am I allowed to say?" Emma asked after clearing her voice. "
In what was likely her first public kiss, I leaned in for the kiss and whispered, "No. In fact," before turning to our hostess and asking, "Are you Martha by any chance?""
She responded with a magnificent grin, "I am."
"Well, Martha," I began, donning my finest boyish grin, the one I perfect on a daily basis in front of the mirror. "This is Emma. If Emma causes you any trouble, you should inform me."
I then looked at Emma and commented, "At this time, I'm entrusting you to capable hands; however, you're not too big to spank if I receive a negative report from Martha."
With wide eyes and a hint of discomfort, she spoke the words, "I understand."
"How much longer?" I asked Martha as I planted another kiss on her lips. "
She spoke softly, "Give me two hours and I'll have her ready for the prom." She ran her fingers over Emma's hair, examined the ends, parted her hair at the scalp, and continued to look intently.
After saying, "Done," and laughing, I made my way to the car.
I made reservations at one of the restaurants in Limon since, as I mentioned before, it's not a very big town. We had dinner there, and then I decided to bring her home because, after all, she still had a reputation to uphold.
After a quick pit stop for a beer and some time spent teaching pool to the locals, I headed back to the beauty parlor to get her.
The woman who played Martha (I assume that's her given name) instructed me to "sit," and I did just that during the performance.
At first, I couldn't see Emma as they brought her out of the room from behind the curtain, but then, with a flourish, they drew the drape aside, and there she was.
She was absolutely breathtaking. The first thing that caught your attention was her hair, which was pulled back in a way that emphasized her face. Her curls cascaded down her back like a mane. Her eyebrows were neatly plucked to high arches, and her eyes were a lovely shade of pale blue. Her eyeliner gave her a slightly exotic look, with little points at the outer corners of her eyes. Mascaras and modest false eyelashes heightened that exotic feel. Her lips were a fiery red, and a touch of blush emphasized her cheeks. Overall, she looked absolutely stunning.
The garments, which would have been considered modest by most people, consisted of a plain white sleeveless blouse fastened at the neck with two buttons, a plain pencil skirt with seams running the length of the nylon ruler straight, and moderately high heels featuring ankle straps and open toes. However, for her, the transformation was so radical that she appeared as though she belonged in a strip club.
My head hit the floor as I dropped to my knees.
I said, "I'm not worthy," which made Martha laugh out loud and Emma giggle.
"Arise, young one, and greet your lady." Martha's accented pronunciation made the capitalization obvious, and it felt proper as she spoke to me over my shoulder.
At that moment, I rose to my feet and grasped her hand.
I told Martha, "Good job," and she grinned.
"I was given solid material to work with," she remarked.
"You did at that," I said, my gaze fixed on Emma.
She clung to my arm in the possessive manner some women do as we walked to the car.
"My god, I feel completely exposed," she whispered.
"You're not," I responded, "you're just beautiful."
The situation was identical at the eatery as well.
Is it true that everyone is staring at me? She inquired as the hostess escorted us to our assigned table.
As I laughed, I clarified, "Only insofar as they're looking at a pretty woman."
However, I must admit that I was captivated as well. Her pale complexion, which was never exposed to sunlight, was nearly transparent; her downy hair served to counteract her pallor; and the redness of her nails and lips only served to accentuate the effect.
"David," she whispered as we completed our salads, "is it inappropriate that I enjoy staring at people?"
I chuckled gently.
I told her, "It just means you are a normal woman," and she smiled at me pleasantly in response.
Returning to town after dinner, we stopped at the only bar for a drink. It wasn't too busy yet, but there were twelve people in there—ten men and two women—and they all stared at Emma with curiosity. We drank some beer and danced slowly to Bobby Vinton's "Blue Velvet" on the jukebox. It wasn't elaborate, but that paled in comparison to the manner in which she embraced me around the neck, as if we were adolescent prom dates. It was just a simple dance, but she was correct; everyone stared at us.
The piece was enjoyable for me.
Do you want another drink? "Or are you prepared to return home?" I inquired. "
"My darling," she murmured as she leaned across the little table and gently rubbed her red fingernail along the back of my palm. "I've been prepared ever since you teased me in the beauty parlor."
Smiling, I got to my feet.
As we made our way out, many gave us curious glances because we were holding hands.
I led her into the bedroom at my house, turned her so she was facing me, and began to undress her.
I was still enthralled by my reaction to her, even though she was fully clothed—in a bra and pants, to be exact—but I had never seen her arms exposed before, and she looked strangely nude. I took her hands in mine and raised them, grinning and running a fingernail through her exposed, thick hair.
"You are absolutely stunning!" I exclaimed. I just can't resist touching you.
She kissed me as she said those words and tangled her fingers in my hair to claim them as her own.
As she broke the kiss, she pleaded, "Please, baby, let me do the work tonight."
It was with a smile that I proclaimed, "I am but putty in your hands."
Without missing a beat, she chimed in, "Harder than that, I hope."
Standing motionless as she undressed me, I followed her into the bedroom and enjoyed seeing a different side of her—one that was confident in her sexuality and not afraid to explore.
She played with my nipple with her thumb and fingers while my shirt was undone and remarked, "So beautiful, so smooth; nothing like me."
Sitting on the edge of the bed, I watched as she undressed in front of me. She let her blouse fall to the floor and stood, showing off her bra. With that womanly double-jointed motion, she unhooked the bra, revealing her full, non-sagging breasts and her small nipples, which looked like sharp pebbles perched on areolas that looked like tight cones decorated with distinct love bumps. With a smile, she lifted her areolas and began to tug on her nipples with her thumbs and forefingers.
She undid the black pencil skirt's zipper and discarded it, leaving behind only her slacks, garter belt, nylons, and heels. Holy cow, she looked amazing! She proceeded to remove each shoe in turn, doing that awkward little two-step step.
As she knelt down and gingerly unhooked the nylons, carefully rolled them down, and pulled them off, a feral grin spread across her face. Then the pants and garter belt fell to the floor, and there she stood, nude and proud, before me.
"Please tell me I am beautiful," she pleaded.
"You are absolutely beautiful," I informed you.
In order to fix my belt and zipper, take down my pants and shorts, and remove my socks and shoes, she bent down and told me to stand up.
After what seemed like an eternity, she stood up, stared at me for a second, and then gently pushed my shoulders down into the bed, putting me back on my feet.
I could smell her eagerness heavy in the air, and when I looked, I saw that the wonderful hair right between her knees was wet with her arousal. She crept up, straddling me.
"David," she replied, her voice appearing strangely muted. "I have never been the best. Is that acceptable?"
I grinned and replied, "Ride 'em, cowgirl."
She giggled, lifted herself, and then reached down to lead me.
She astonished me with her language as she slowly lowered herself, impaling herself on my erection.
"Oh, fuuuuuccccccccccccckkkkkkkkkKKKKKKKKKKKKKK," she said, her voice rising with each millimeter I penetrated her.
As I was completely engrossed in her, with her full nether lips touching my stomach in that moment, she exhaled slowly.
She held absolutely still for a long 10 count, and I could feel her natural lubricants, warm, thick, and slick, soaking down the crack in my ass.
Then she repeated, slowly lifting until I was just barely inside of her and then very slowly accepting my length while softly saying, "Oh, fffuuuuuccccccccckkkkkkkkkkKKKKKKKKKK."
Her eyes were closed tightly, and I could see her nose was running in concert with what was happening between her legs.
And again, I had that image of a barbarian princess, this time on horseback, riding forth to stop the Romans, the Vandals, or the Huns. Her head was thrown back, and that great mane of hair was whipping back and forth as she moved her head in her growing excitement.
She set up a rhythm with her hips, and her hands went to her breasts, squeezing hard enough that I expected to see finger-shaped bruises forming.
"Stay with me," she panted, the words hissing rather than speaking.
I could see her sweating too with her exertion.
"REMAIN WITH ME," she commanded, becoming more audible as her hips sagged, she clutched her tits, and she began to drool.
The thrusts of her hips were coming close together now, sharp little jerks accompanied by little grunts of effort.
"STAY WITH MEEEEEEEE," she said a third time, this time the tone rising, and I felt the sudden tension as her orgasm took her.
"JEESSSSSUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUSSSSSSSSS," she cried as she exploded, soaking both of us with her complete release.
She yanked at her nipples and returned with a liquid substance that soaked us, her body stooping in exertion.
Her back arched again, and she cried out, this time without words, just a sound that can only be written as "uuuuUUUUUNNNNNNNNNNGGGGGGHHHHHHHH."
When she arrived, I thought she had lost control of her bladder because the environment was so steamy, liquid-laden, and crowded, but the aroma was pure womanly satisfaction.
She collapsed.
It was as if her bones had dissolved.
She molded her body to mine, her breath still in harsh pants and her hips still thrusting and hunching, making a soft whimpering sound.
I ultimately made my way forward, my fingers caressing the plush fur along her spine in an effort to cup her posterior and simply hold her close to me.
"I love you," I whispered, and her body jerked again with a final little mini-orgasm.
She started to roll off of me, but I held her.
"No," I said softly, my breath warm in her ear, "just relax; let me have your weight."
I continued to be firm, uniting our bodies, as I started to stroke her, savoring the feel of the thicker hair along her spine and the thinner, lighter hair on the remainder of her back.
And the sound she made was close enough to a purr to make any difference negligible.
We lay like that until she had her breathing under control, and then she lifted herself up onto her extended arms.
That wanton, barbarian look was even more powerful now. Her makeup was a mess, her mascara making long lines under her eyes. The lipstick was smeared. Damn, she looked good.
Her hips started moving again as she held my eyes with hers.
"Now, sweetheart," she said between pecks, "please fulfill my desires in a way that is uniquely masculine."
"Move me," I replied with a grin, to which she returned her hip motions and chuckled.
This time she was grinding against me, and it was that glorious mat of pubic hair that got to me. The sensation of it rubbing against me with each of her thrusts did what her pussycat, by itself, wasn't doing.
When I started to cough, she stopped her movement and looked at me again.
"Full me up, baby, fill me up," she said. For the very first time, as she squeezed me, I felt my internal muscles contract.
I surrendered my control and allowed my ejaculation. As I pumped until she was completely drenched, she wore an angelic expression on her face.
"Fill me up, fill me up, fill me up," she said, over and over as I did as she asked.
She sensed when I stopped, and she settled back onto me.
"Thank you," she said, "for making me realize what it is to be a woman."
I smiled and kissed her.
"Anytime," I said.
"Any time?" she asked, and I caught a glint in her eye.
"Well, any time you can get me hard, how's that?" I said.
She giggled and said, "Fair enough," and settled onto me.
I held her as she relaxed. I liked the weight of her. My hand kept stroking, almost automatically, that line of downy fur down her spine.
I liked that she could relax so much that I could feel her body relax as she slipped into a contented sleep.
I gently rolled her off of me, chuckling as she murmured sleepily, "getting rid of me already?"
"Not a chance," I said very softly as I scooted down a little and adjusted the pillow. I laid my head on the pillow and took her nipple into my mouth, drawing enough of that hard button and its tight areola cone that I could latch on like a baby and begin nursing, gently massaging her nipple and areola against the roof of my mouth with my tongue while holding just enough suction to keep me tight against her.
"That's nice, sweety," she murmured, and I heard her sigh and felt all the tension leave her body.
I continued nursing, and the hair around her nipple gave me an interesting sensation against my tongue. My hand was on her hips, and my fingertip was making little circles in the thick hair at the bottom of her ass. "Contented" is the word to describe how I felt as I drifted off.
I awoke to the sound of her hand manipulating my cock as her finger deftly passed through my lips to release the latch on her nipple.
"Enough, honey," she said softly.
When I opened my eyes, the night lamp gave me enough light that I could see how swollen her nipple was. I guess I continued nursing as I slept.
I scooted up and kissed her.
She squeezed me where I remained soft.
I chuckled and whispered, my lips brushing her ear, "My God, I've created an insatiable monster.'
She giggled softly and said, "Maybe you have, at that."
I rolled away enough to allow our eyes to meet.
"I do need some recovery time," I said, smiling and kissing her. "But," and I left a dramatic pause hanging before I scooted down and kissed her armpit and the side of her breast, working around with soft kisses until I found the line of soft, silky hair running down her belly. "There are other options."
I positioned myself so that my knees were in the space between hers and began slowly kissing my way down that line of silky hair, not merely gliding my lips but actually kissing my way down.
When I got to the delta of her thick, silky pubic hair, she said very softly, "Donnie, you don't have to do that."
I looked up at her across the roundness of her belly and the swell of her breasts, met her eyes, and said, "I know, but I want to."
She moaned softly.
"Now," I said, flashing The Grin, "don't you hold back. I want to taste your pleasure.'
She said, very softly, "Oh God, I'll try."
The hair down there was so thick and silky that my kisses weren't finding skin. The inside of her thighs, where the large tendon creates a hollow, was where I placed my tongue, traced skin, and fine hair.
She moaned softly, and her hips rocked in response.
I used my fingertips to part her labia very gently, exposing the delicate inner lips, which were very pink and very tender. She was leaking a little, my semen leaving a thick white trail that disappeared in the hair at the crack of her ass. She was shiny and slick too, her natural lubricant connecting her lips with thick strings that hung in little arcs.
As I approached and penetrated her with my tongue, I detected a salty and opulent flavor. Gradually elevating it, I identified the hard button on her clitoris. Her scent, laden with pheromones, was an aphrodisiac better than any Viagra. I inhaled deeply and licked again, loving the taste and scent of her.
I used my hands to gently move her legs until her knees were up and her legs parted, offering herself to me. And then I used my fingertips to gently penetrate deeper into her meaty outer lips and tenderly, lovingly pull her open, leaving those inner lips fully exposed.
When I covered those inner lips with my mouth and began very gently sucking, drawing them out, and feeling them swell as a result of my actions, she exclaimed, and her hips bucked.
She murmurs or sighs, "Oh, Jesus," as I draw a bit more of that delicate tissue into my mouth and rub it gently with my tongue while sucking a bit harder.
I did that for some measurable fraction of eternity. I was sucking very gently; she was swollen in my mouth; her nectar was flowing; and I was drinking it greedily, swallowing deliberately noisily so she would know what I was doing.
I released her with my mouth, adjusted my position so I was sitting on my feet between her knees, and used my fingertips, now working them between those swollen inner lips, to open her more. I could see, deep in that tunnel of delight, her cervix, the entryway to her uterus, to her womb, and to her female core, and I used my finger to touch it.
She jerked when I did that and clenched some muscles deep in her belly, and her cervix was pushed forward, almost to the opening I was holding spread with my fingertips.
I bent and blew gently before reaching with my tongue to touch that precious opening.
When I touched it, she jerked, and it pulled back. I chuckled softly. For some reason, the image of some outdoor show I had seen at some point in the past flashed through my mind. Whatever wild creature they had been filming—a prairie dog or meerkat or something—I don't remember what, when startled, had just disappeared back into its hole.
"Relax," I said.
"Easy for you to say," she replied with a throaty giggle.
My finger moved again, touching her cervix, coaxing it, and she pushed, and it was right there again, right at her open pussy.
"Relax," I said again.
I used my fingers to gently open her wider still, fascinated by how pink she was—her uterus right there, her cervix begging to be kissed.
So I kissed it, and she didn't jerk away this time.
At the time, I did not know the term "uterine prolapse." However, as I began to gently suckle and kiss, an increasing amount of that muscular tissue filled my mouth.
Suddenly, she exploded.
"JESUUUSSSSSSSSSS," she yelled, and love nectar covered my face and hair instantly. She didn't "squirt," she sprayed. My eyes were burning from the salt, my nose was full, and when I huffed out a breath, the thick mucus of her lubricant spread over my upper lip and her thighs. Her hips were bucking, and she was making a high-pitched keening sound.
At this moment, I was not sucking but rather holding her in my mouth with my tongue, lightly caressing her cervix, as I wondered, to some degree, whether I had inflicted any internal harm on her.
She came in waves for a long time. It was like I was being waterboarded with her thick mucus. Her nectar soaked my hair and my beard.
Finally, she relaxed, and I opened my mouth wide and sat back to see what I had done.
Her legs were still spread wide, and between them, a couple of inches of pink were protruding. I really didn't know what I was looking at at the time, although I've since learned that it was the end of her uterus prolapse.
I was scared, and my fingers were trembling as I reached down and gently pushed. It was hard and muscular, and it resisted when I pushed a little harder.
Emma was sort of moaning, "Oh God, oh God," over and over.
Suddenly she did a sort of half-sit-up, and her uterus disappeared back inside of her.
I moved up quickly and took her into an embrace.
"Did I hurt you?" I asked, worried about what I had seen.
"H-h-h-hurt?" she said, seeming to genuinely not understand.
"Yes, did I hurt you?" I repeated.
"God, no!" she remarked, her eyes huge. "Jesus, no Donnie," she added, "that's as far from 'pain' as I can imagine."
I just held her then, relieved.
She chuckled softly and continued, "I want to do it again so I can prove it didn't hurt."
"God," I continued, "is insatiable."
She took my hand and guided it down till it was between her legs, and then guided my finger to somewhat penetrate her. She was covering my hand with hers when she moaned and smiled, at which moment I felt her cervix protrude and make contact with my finger.
"No, baby," she responded, releasing me and wrapping me in a kiss. "It doesn't hurt."
I let my fingers trace the tiny aperture while she kissed me. It was slick, hard, and muscular, and I wondered if I could pierce it.
"Push," I muttered, my voice a touch scratchy with my own excitement as I pressed the tip of my little finger where I could feel the little dent at the end.
She grunted, and I felt tension flow through her body as she pushed against my fingertip. Suddenly she yelled out, and my fingertip was within her cervix, just the tip of the first knuckle.
She was panting and puffing, making me think of shows I had watched about Lamaze classes and women in labor.
I just held still, feeling tremendous intimacy and being united together in a way I had never experienced before.
"Oh God!" She shouted out, and suddenly she wrenched free.
"Did I damage you?" I asked again.
"No, God, Jesus, fuck, no." She was sort of mumbling now.
I was sort of giggling and panting myself.
"Are you sure? That's what I inquired about.
"Certainly, I'm certain, but it was SO intense, Jesus," she shouted, simultaneously chuckling and panting.
I rested my palm on her pussycat and whispered, "Want to push again?"
"No, yes, no, Jesus, Donnie, not right now," she said.
So I discovered her clitoris and started masturbating her.
"It's okay," I said. "Tell me when you're ready."
Her hips were already swaying against my finger.
"Yes, Jesus, yes," she sort of hissed.
Her natural honey was viscous and warm when she returned, and I could feel her cervix pressing my finger. It would retreat, touch, and retract again with each wave of her orgasm.
Her legs were kicking weakly as she fatigued.
The moisture from her orgasm stained my finger, creating a conspicuously damp area between her legs, and she finished a situp with an additional burst of energy.
She returned to her pillow, lowered herself, and took hold of my hand.
She slammed her lips together in excruciating pain and pleaded with the man to stop.
I lied down next to her, kissed her, knelt down to lick her armpit hair again, and then grabbed onto her swollen nipple.
Although she exclaimed "Oh God," she refrained from attempting to distance herself by beginning to pet my hair and hummed a soft lullaby.
After nursing at her breast for the second time that night, I dozed out.
She proceeded to engage in playful activities with my genitalia once more, before I could even get back to sleep.
While I was beginning to feel my body harden, I said, "Christ," and said, "I have created an insatiable monster."
"With a lovely chuckle in her voice, she rolled up smoothly, straddled me, and enveloped me in her body, exclaiming, "You adore it!"
"Donnie," she whispered into my ear, her breath coming in soft, damp gasps. "I never dreamed this would happen."
We locked knees as I shifted my legs, and she let out a heavy sigh. As soon as I entered her, she relaxed, loosened her jaw, and became steaming and wet. It was pleasant; our bodies simply fused, and we kissed, nuzzled, touched, and enjoyed each other's company.
A low, muted sigh came from her lips as she whispered, "I am yours."
With a gentle touch on the behind, I said, "You are mine."
We remained motionless and undisturbed for an extended time, embracing the merging of our two flawed bodies into a single, flawless one. She nuzzled my neck as she breathed easily, and I stroked that line down her spine.
I felt something substantial press on the tip of my genitalia as a sudden strain escaped from her body. She felt a quick increase in moisture and a sharp exhalation of breath before the sensation of touch subsided and her tension subsided once more.
"Oh my," I whispered gently into her ear.
"Yes," she said softly as her tongue delicately traced the contour of my ear. "Oh my."
As I felt myself melting into her, my hands found their way to the fluffy fur that ran down her spine, and I gently stroked it.
Just as I was getting used to lying there with her, comfortable, satisfied, and united, I felt a new strain, a touch at the pinnacle of my erection, and another burst of her ambrosia, which soaked my scrotum and cascaded down my arse.
Until my bladder said, "Enough is enough," we rode the waves of her bliss while hanging on to each other.
When I told her, "I have to pee," she laughed.
"Great, go ahead," she murmured.
"Christ," I commented, "is not only insatiable but a pervert too."
She said with a grin, "Well, go ahead. I have some issues myself, and there's a rubber mattress cover."
I remarked, "That's not how it works, sweet cheeks. When I'm all worked up, as you have me, I can't pee." I then stroked her ass and made a funny face.
My unease was heightened when she swayed her hips. Inquiring, "Are you sure?" she probed more.
"Yes," I replied, "but first," referring to the fact that she hadn't yet locked knees with me, giving me some power. I turned us over so that I could be on top.
With a grin, she encircled me with her legs.
"I'm going to take care of business, and then we can shower and pee together, you pervert," I told her with a kiss, "and then I'm going to do some research before bringing you back to bed."
"Research?" she asked, her voice devoid of emotion and movement.
I responded, "Research," and then I started to make sense of the strangeness of the fact that I was fucking my aunt—which, right now, was fucking. While we were debating our peeing strategy and discussing research topics, I stated, "I want to learn more about what happened last night. That was new to me, and I want to be sure you're not being hurt."
My erection was once again the target of that forceful pressure.
Her question was, "Does that feel like I'm being hurt?"
I softly chuckled and responded with a "no."
When I withdrew, I could feel the pressure building up on me. Her cervix resisted my efforts to push back in, an experience I had never before encountered.
Our intimate encounter ended there. Like so often, things changed. As she applied that delightful pressure to my erection, the sensation intensified, transforming it from mere sexual activity to one of passionate intimacy.
Upon my arrival, I swiftly withdrew, leaving a streak of sperm across her belly.
She emitted a peculiar little mewing sound.
Quickly, I got out of bed as I loosened my grip and slipped out of bed. I dashed to the bathroom to turn on the hot water faucet and then returned to the bedroom to retrieve her.
While lying on her back, she explored her abdomen with her fingertips, first feeling and then tasting the various parts.
Before I took hold of her hand and pulled, I saw for a little moment as her eyes closed and she appeared quite comfortable.
With a grin, she got off the bed and came after me.
I drew her close and kissed her as the hot water rushed over us in the shower. I began to urinate while holding her, my hands covering her arse. As she began to relax, I sensed a shift in her body's tension, and then I felt a different kind of warmth. As I cradled her in my arms and kissed her, the steam carried the pungent, acidic aroma of our pee.
I grabbed the bar of soap, lathered up my hand, and began washing her face, finally relieved because I had really needed to go.
We dried each other off after a long, hilarious bath in which we both burst out laughing. The sensuality was exquisite without being too sexual.
After making sure she was dry, I ruffled her behind and told her to make coffee as I assessed the situation.
She planted a kiss on my lips and told me, "What happened is you made me cum like I never did before." With a giggle, she spoke.
I shook her head and let out a small laugh.
"No," she responded, "that's far too gentle a word. You made me feel something I never thought was possible."
"I know," I responded, "but I really don't know why or how."
I retrieved my trusty small Google Chromebook and began my search as she began to whip up coffee and brunch in the kitchen.
I made it through a dozen search terms—"cervix play," "can you touch a woman's"—cervix? such matters till I arrived at the terms "cervical prolapse" and "uterine prolapse."
At that point, she had prepared breakfast items including bacon, eggs, toast, coffee, and tea, and she sat down at the table next to me, staring at the computer screen, as I did my search, ate my breakfast, and read.
As a picture of a woman's pussycat emerged on the screen, showing what seemed like her entire uterus sticking out, she let out a horrified cry.
She reached me as I was beginning to stand up straight, her hand sliding up my thigh.
Actually, I read the article about the safety of having sex with a prolapsed uterus after navigating the touchpad to another site—the National Institutes of Health.
"Good news," I informed you, "I really didn't hurt you."
Cue the giggles as she proclaimed, "I really didn't need you to tell me that, honey."
“Well, I must admit, it was also a first for me," I remarked with a smile.
Staying glued to that television image, we enjoyed our breakfast.
I enjoyed the amazing intimacy of doing simple housework naked with you when we finished. Then we did the dishes together.
I gently guided her back to her bed when we finished washing and drying the dishes, wiping down the table, putting the chairs neatly under the table, and hanging up the dishtowel.
She opened her legs, smiled, and I kissed her softly, letting my fingers go over her mound of pubic hair. She made faint humming noises.
It was now well into the day, and the drapes were thrown open, allowing the natural light to flood in and revealing details that had been obscured by the artificial lighting from the night before. I could make out the faint outline of stretch marks across her hips and belly, which served as a constant reminder of the five daughters she had given birth to. I felt captivated by the absence of body hair in the marks themselves and delicately ran my fingertips over them. Upon touching a small scar on the side of her belly, she said, "Appendix."
I was, like, checking her out, and she was totally enjoying it.
There was a tiny scar under her right breast that was quite deep; the thought of stuffing a quarter into it came to me out of nowhere, and as I touched it, a brief tightness went through her body; I knew I had hit a nerve.
"What? That's what I inquired about.
She explained, "I had a lump. Even though it's been nearly two decades, I was scared they would take my tit." Following a lumpectomy and the administration of some radiation, I have been completely healthy ever since.
When I knelt down and kissed that scar, she let out a quick gasp.
Following that, I placed her clitoris between her legs once more before lightly touching it with my fingertip.
I was not in the least surprised to see her wet.
Sitting on my heels, I bent down and started to examine her pussycat thoroughly.
The first thing that stood out about her was that gorgeous tangle of shiny hair. I guess it would be more appropriate to say that she has hair all over her body. A row of fluffy hair began in the space between her breasts and ended in a delta shape at her groin. She has extremely fine hair on her thighs and considerably coarser hair on her shins. Her toes and feet were covered in a sprinkling of hair.
With a careful touch, I split her labia, revealing the delicate pink inner lips of her pussycat, and caressed them.
"Can you push like you did last night?" I inquired.
I could feel the strain in her body as she shut her eyes. She got down on her knees and inhaled deeply. Her very pink and shiny cervix peeked out as her lips slightly parted as she pushed.
The picture of the prairie dog, or meerkat, vanishing down its hole resurfaced when she jerked in response to my touch.
Her voice quivered as she whispered, "Honey," on the phone. "I want to see."
"Huh?" Surprisingly, that one caught me off guard.
"Gimme my dressing mirror, darling. I want to see," she remarked while making a throaty giggle.
I said, "Oh," and walked across the corner to retrieve her dressing mirror, which was a tilting, freestanding mirror that was nearly full length. I tipped it so she could see it as I lowered it to the foot of the bed.
"Get me a couple of pillows from the other bedroom, baby," she instructed. I stealthily made my way to the other room and plundered the bed for its pillows. I positioned the pillows behind her head and back to get her into a semi-reclining position once she sat up. In order for her to see what was going on between her legs, I shifted the mirror.
"You know," she commented, "I never looked at myself like this before."
With a smirk on my face, I hopped back onto the bed, kneeling next to her while sitting on my heels, and proclaimed, "Now push."
Her cervix protruded from the tangle of pubic hair as I instructed.
"Oh my God," she whispered gently.
I whispered, "Relax," as I gently caressed the small fissure that served as the portal to her uterus and womb.
I delicately parted her lips with my fingertips, caressing the area surrounding the aperture.
I muttered, "Push," as quietly as I could.
She drew a long breath and grunted softly as she bore down, and I could feel the strain in her body all over again.
Her uterus gradually protruded before my eyes, glowing pink from the use of her own natural lubricant.
I encouraged her by using my right hand to gently touch the top and my left hand to support her underneath.
This time, when I said "push," she screamed violently as she lowered herself; I was grasping nearly all of her uterus. I felt the hard, muscular texture as I caressed it. As I leaned down to kiss her, I tasted and licked her.
Her eyes were large as I drew back to examine her face.
I leaned in for another kiss and said, "And it's beautiful." I continued, "This," as I gently squeezed it, "is the core of your womanness. Not your breasts, or your mouth, or your pussycat, or your pretty ass. This is your core, the very center of your femaleness."
Once more, bending over, I widened my mouth and inserted her cervix and uterine end into it. She was strong and chiseled; my tongue touched the small aperture, and I could feel her tremble, but she avoided looking at me. I sucked and nursed it, my head bobbing ever so slightly, and I thought, This must be the sensation a woman feels when she has a cock in her mouth.
The piece was enjoyable for me.
I buried my face between her lips and began to lick her clitoris with my tongue after she averted her gaze from my actions and returned inside.
Despite my inability to swallow quickly enough to keep up with her abrupt entrance, I continued to touch her clitoris in the intervals between coughs.
She prolapsed once more with a last thrust.
The exquisite rigidity of her uterus captured me as I held it in my hand and kissed and stroked it.
She felt it draw back into her body as she relaxed, and then, with a last quiver, her pussycat was back to normal.
"Make love to me," she commanded.
I sneaked inside while kissing her and grinning.
With a whisper, she cried out, "Oh my God, what have you done to me?"
In response to her words, "Remind me, you're more than a mother or a grandmother," I grinned and let out a kiss. It may be a great aunt or aunt, I added.
My entrance was calm and collected, in stark contrast to her chaotic peak, and I kept to my beat. I effortlessly absorbed her, becoming one with her. I was out of breath for a longer period of time than normal.
We shared a passionate kiss. No, I gently kissed her face, easing free of her grasp as I did so.
We lay down and enjoyed the afterglow of our love for a time, resting and rejuvenated.
"It's a week and a half before school starts," I informed him. "How about you warm up your credit card and we go to Salida for a while?"
Then she inquired, "Salida?" and "why Salida?"
"Two reasons," I stated.  "First, it's far enough away that we can protect your reputation. Second, it has a wonderful hot springs pool, and that's where I'd like to show you off."
Her body turned onto her side, and we locked gazes.
"You really want to, as you put it, 'show me off'?" he inquired.
So I smiled.
As I delicately brushed her hair away from her face, I whispered, "I am so excited to show everyone how fortunate I am."
Her sobs came on suddenly. She was crying softly, with clear snot flowing from her nostrils and tears trickling down her cheeks, but not wailing or yelling.
"What?" I inquired.
She reached up to poorly clean up the mess she had made as she coughed and giggled, showering me wetly before laughing and joking about her recent activities.
No one has ever expressed an interest in strutting their stuff before, she added in a husky voice, "Donnie."
I gave her a warm embrace and a smile. "We would go to a local nudist colony if I knew where it was," I commented, "so I could display your stunning physique."
"You know," she murmured, her gaze locked with mine. "I nearly believe you when you say it," she murmured, leaning in to plant a kiss on my cheek.
I drew her close and hugged her as she continued to kiss me. Her delicate mewing sound, which she made when excited, accompanied my hands caressing her back and ass.
I smirked at her as I drew her away from me, my fingers tangled in her hair, and I proclaimed, "Insatiable. Now let's shower and get on the road."
Her mat of pubic hair providing a unique sensation as she pressed her hips against me and whispered, "Please."
She got down on her knees and smiled after I helped her up.
"Insatiable," I responded, "scoot up and take my mouth."
As her eyes widened, a genuine grin spread across her face, and I briefly caught a glimpse of the beautiful adolescent bride she once was.
With her stunning pussy positioned just at my mouth, she crept forward before leaning back. She felt my hand on her back as I leaned in and said, "Push."
"Oh my," she grooaned, "and you accuse me of being ravenous."
I grinned at her, oblivious to her rounded belly, enlarged breasts, and mat of pubic hair.
"Push," I ordered once more.
I could feel the firmness of her cervix on my lips as she closed her eyes and smiled.
With my lips covering hers, I lowered her into my open mouth and started sucking.
She resumed her flow, breathing heavily but only sometimes gasping for air. I held her motionless by keeping my hands on her hips, stifling her need to rock them. I persisted in nursing her till she stiffened up out of nowhere, and the relief washed over me.
As she poured out her "thank you"s, she rolled off of me to catch her breath.
I whispered, "Give me your mouth now," as I tenderly kissed her and nuzzled her neck.
Almost comically, her eyes widened.
With a flush on her cheek, she whispered, "Donnie, I've never done that before."
"I am not a rapist. I won't force you. But I want your mouth," I whispered as I ran my fingers through her thick locks of hair.
After a lengthy five-count in which she locked eyes with mine, she licked her lips and began to wriggle around to fulfill my request.
As far as blow jobs are concerned, it was quite awful. She lacked any kind of technique. Basically, she was masturbating me as she bowed her head and circled my cock with her lips. Neither her tongue nor her hands were moving. Like I said, not great.
Still, the task was completed by her. She had me stand up straight before she made me cum.
The moment I started ejaculating, she pulled away, and I ended up cumming on her chin and lips.
She didn't do anything trivial, like wipe her face, and when she straightened up enough to meet my gaze, she was holding a curiously hanging white thread over her chin.
Her face beamed with joy.
"I feel so slutty," she exclaimed.
With a smile on my face, I extended my hand, gently caressed the thread of semen dangling from her chin, and gently traced its path to her lips.
I kissed her and added, "I've told you before that good sex is messy but never dirty."
Giggling, she let out a sound.
She guessed that it was due to different generations. "When I was growing up, 'cocksucker' was about the worst thing you could call a girl."
"Well," I commented with a grin, "your technique can use honing, but you're an official cocksucker now. Wanna go again?"
She responded with a grin, "You mentioned Salida."
"With a stop in Denver," I remarked before continuing.
Inquisitively, she glanced in my direction.
"I need to get the church bulletin out," replied the woman.
"Call someone and have them do it," I told myself.
After another lengthy period of staring into my eyes, she finally grinned and said, "Done."
Rising from her slumber, she seized her phone. A part of me was relieved that she didn't try to hide behind a sheet or something; that would have been inappropriate.
"Hey," she said, "I have to go out of town this weekend for something; would you mind distributing the bulletin and setting up the meeting board for me?"
Put it down.
"Yes, Diane," he responded, "all of the stuff's on the desk in the office."
Wait a bit longer.
I see what you're saying. "Yes, that pile" (with a grin). Yes. Yes. She pronounced, "You're a lifesaver, sweetheart; many thanks," before canceling the call, getting to her feet, reaching out a hand, and walking into the shower.
We were both quite content after the shower, which was sensuous but not sexual.
After we finished, I dampened her massive head of hair with a towel, and I grabbed her hand just as she reached for her hair dryer.
"Nope," replied I, "I want to see you all natural and curly."
"Jesus, do you think I'm some kind of teen?" she said while rolling her eyes and laughing slightly.
"No," replied I, "I think you're a mature woman who deserves to be shown off."
Asking, "What am I supposed to bring?" she inquired.
"Not much. Your new stuff, mostly. Definitely your new underwear. But remember," I told you, "we're going shopping in Denver."
"Stay put," I exclaimed.
I retrieved my largest shirt, a long-sleeved button-down with pencil stripes, from the other room and returned to give it to her.
"Here's your traveling dress," I informed you, "and you are allowed pants."
She grinned after her eyes widened.
"You really are going to show me off, aren't you?" replied the woman.
"Yep," I responded, "now get packed; we're burning daylight."
Personally, I spent no more than five minutes packing. I had bought some underwear and toiletries on my way out of Travis Air Force Base when I mustered out, and placed them into the carry-on. In my hanging bag, I had my other three shirts, shorts, socks, jeans, and one pair of pants.
After finishing, I hurried downstairs, threw my belongings into the trunk, and retreated to the kitchen. There, I retrieved my Chromebook and began searching for lodging options in Salida. I located a B&B on the outskirts of town. I began the reservation procedure after seeing the accompanying photographs of a stream in the house's backyard with the tagline "VERY PRIVATE." The thought of Aunt Emma strolling nude down to the stream to listen to its soothing sounds was too good to refuse. Despite my tardy arrival tonight, I managed to arrange everything for a week.
I moved over to the next floor to see how she was doing.
She was making progress, but she was spending too much time packing—as many women do. I asked for the credit card, and she looked almost preoccupied. As she worked her way through the drawer, she passed it to me.
I returned to the lower level, punched in the card number, and pushed "confirm." After five seconds, I received a confirmation message, which I dutifully printed off.
As I continued to follow links, I found myself searching for "sexy clothes" and, eventually, "clubwear" on Google.
I was on my way to the bedroom to get my new girlfriend going before long, with a list of six possible stores.
Surprisingly, she met me at the foot of the stairs with just one suitcase and a bag suspended from the ceiling.
Better yet, it appears fantastic! Shirt, shoes, and red pants that I had given her she was wearing. Her long locks cascaded in luscious spirals over her shoulders. There were noticeable lumps on the shirt from her nipples. I thought it would be polite of me to leave town before I insisted she stop at a convenience store to stock up on road food. It was my pleasure to show her.
After throwing the bags into the trunk, I asked, "Is there anything else you need me to attend to?"
"No, honey, let's depart so you can retrieve your insane aunt and strip her of the last vestige of modesty," she said with a scowl.
We bid each other farewell and set out on our journey without saying anything more.
While in Limon, I stopped at a convenience store to fill up my petrol tank. My words came out as I topped off the gas tank: "Run in and get us some Cokes and some road food."
After a few seconds of wide eyes, which led me to believe she was about to refuse, she grinned a contented grin and went into the store. She walked with a spring in her step, and I loved how the gas station attendant across the street watched her enter the store before looking up at me and giving me the thumbs up.
I continued to fill the tank while grinning.
She was laughing, red in the face, and with bright, sparkling eyes as she left the store.
"If you want my mouth," she declared, "right here and right now, just say the word. God, Donnie, that's the most exciting thing I've ever done."
My face lit up with a smile as I remarked, "Later, but just so you know, yes, everyone was watching you."
Her eyes darted about, and she caught sight of the man at the next pump, staring back. Her sudden action of raising the shirt tail, revealing her scarlet leggings, and her thick hair cascading around them caught me off guard.
I hung it up and screwed the filler cap on after laughing and said, "Slut," because the gas pump had clicked off.
While in Denver, we visited two boutiques that I had selected for her to model clubwear; at each location, I offered my approval or disapproval. While she was trying on swimwear, I shopped for and bought the one that was just right for her.
A few minutes before I pulled into the Adult Gift Store, I made her wait in the car.
After that, it was a 2.5-hour drive to Salida along US 285, passing through some of the most picturesque parts of a stunning state.
As we approached the driveway of the grand mansion, darkness was drawing in. I rapped on the door, and the beloved grandma of the neighborhood came running over. Her small stature, luscious locks, endearing grin, and, dare I say it, plumpest fingers ever were her defining features. A small cottage on the property's backside was pointed out to us by her smiling face.
We were completely unfocused when we went inside, but the bed mysteriously disappeared.
I released the shirt's buttons and cuffs, allowing them to cascade to the floor in between us.
However, I refrained from taking off my pants. I felt she was too seductive in that pose to detract from the overall effect.
After removing my shirt, she knelt down. I undid my pants after she took my feet in turn onto her lap to remove my shoes and socks. Hard kisses from her as she grinned up at me.
To get her to look up at me, I twisted my fingers into her hair and pushed her head back.
Her natural state of nakedness was on full display as she opened her lips, caught her breath, and looked into her eyes.
"Are you ready for another first?" I inquired.
She grinned, licked her lips, and said the word "always."
I supported her as she stood by taking her hands in mine.
With a smile on my face, I told her, "Now remember, you can always say 'no.'"
She responded with a giggle, "David, I'm not going to say 'no' to you."
I assisted her in getting onto the bed after I lowered her pants.
I thought it was great how she posed so attractively. She sat with her head resting on her forearm, one leg slightly elevated, and one arm bent. Showing off that magnificent body hair in a very attractive pinup posture.
After responding, "Put that thought on hold," I took out my supply of marijuana from my carryon and rolled a joint. I grabbed an ashtray and set it down between us as I lit up the joint, took a drag, and then gave it to her.
Only three hits were allowed by me. This is an excellent kettle.
After setting the ashtray aside, I gave her a small white tablet and a glass of water.
I asked, "What's this?"
In my response, I said, "Do you trust me?"
Laughing, she swallowed the tablet, gargled with water, and then questioned, "What did I just take?"
"It's called ecstasy," I informed him, "and in about ten minutes, every one of your nerve endings will be more sensitive than it's ever been."
I proceeded to pop the small blue tablet shaped like a diamond.
"And this is Viagra," I informed myself, "a four-hour treat for both of us."
After that, I began foreplay by lying down next to her. Starting off, my kisses were gentle, and my hands were all over her, feeling her warm flesh and delighting in the sensations that came with the ecstasy as she responded to my every touch. That thick, luxuriant hair was a pleasure to feel.
She whispered, "Oh Jesus," as I ran my fingers up her belly, sliding my fingernails through her hair to the flesh.
Her nipple had hardened into a pebble by this point, and my fingers gripped it so tightly that she screamed.
I was also the object of her exploration. Her initial fears quickly dissipated as she playfully explored my hardening member, playingfully tugging and squeezing, softly raising and cupping my testicles, and exerting enough pressure to grunt.
I felt her becoming damp as I began to delicately brush my fingers through her thick, fine pussycat hair. I was on the hunt for that thick, sticky natural lubricant that smelled like her aroused womanscent. I brushed lightly through her hair, allowing her to feel the gentlest of touches as I refrained from going any farther.
She leaned in close and murmured, "You're teasing me," as she squeezed my sensitive area.
I said with a chuckle, "No, I'm getting you ready."
She was lying face down on the mattress, her face in the pillow, when I delicately rolled her over with my hand.
With her knees bent and separated and her rear end lifted, I guided her into the position I desired by placing my hands on her hips. I forced her to arch her back, further revealing her pussycat and underpants, by pressing my hand to her back.
I shifted to stand behind her, bringing my knees to rest between her calf muscles.
At that moment, her arousal level was high enough for the thick, transparent honey to saturate her dense mat of pubic hair; a slender strand of it dangled, slightly swaying, from the area where her hair had grown.
I grasped the thick, translucent thread at the tip of my right middle finger and spread her cheeks with my left thumb and forefinger.
Her tiny, puckered hole was encircled by a little circle of smooth, hairless flesh. At the periphery of that tiny circle, her thick and luxuriant body hair began.
After she felt my fingertip, she squealed and squeezed, and she eventually reached her first knuckle.
I stayed in that position, just within her anus, and used my left hand to delicately stroke the beautiful arch of her back.
To ease her into anal play, I proceeded at my own pace. I got two fingers fully embedded in her before the first hour was up, and I could feel her resistance as she sought more.
When she finally got what she wanted, I handed it to her. I inserted my member into her private area once, remaining still while sensing her natural lubricant around me. Then, I withdrew and penetrated her anally, gradually but persistently until my entire shaft was within her.
I cautiously withdrew, and then I returned with the same deliberate pace.
I maintained that pace, gradually increasing the force and velocity of my thrusts until she let out an orgasmic scream into the pillow.
I could feel the strong contractions of the anal sphincter and, further in, the rectal muscles pressing down on me. I realized her cervix had prolapsed during her orgasmic experience when I felt a solid sensation against my balls. I maintained that posture within her until she let go, and then the strain lifted.
I got back into my groove, and the Viagra was really helping.
Through this method, I was able to cause six orgasmic episodes in her, during which she felt a sudden tightening of her rectal muscles around my shaft's tip, a tautening of my base, and that delicious, firm pressure against my balls.
"Please, darling, please," she pleaded, her voice barely audible, "there must be an end to this."
I carefully withdrew back, curious to find the point where my actions had left her vulnerable.
I whispered, "Push," and then used my thumbs to open her some more.
As she moaned, I could make out her brilliant pink cervix and the reddened back of her rectal vault pressing against her anus.
I dove headfirst into researching prolapse after the first incident. It was something I was hoping to persuade her to do.
"Push," I ordered once more.
As her cervix and uterus protruded farther, she let out a grunt, and the redness of her rectum filled the space I was maintaining open.
While she gasped, I knelt down and sucked on her cervix, and then I licked the spot where she pushed into the anal entrance, beyond the relaxed sphincter.
With a gasp, she dug her nails into the mattress with her fingers.
After saying, "Hold that thought," I got out of bed and soaked a washcloth in hot water.
Making sure her uterus was clean, I delicately cleansed her where I had managed to smear some shit. It was my hope that no unusual infections would develop.
She seemed to be taking pleasure in what I was doing because she produced that humming sound low in her throat.
"Push," I whispered once more as my palm brushed against the firm, crimson muscle.
She let out a groan and asked, "My God, are you sure?"
"Push," I ordered once more.
I could sense the strain in her muscles as she drew in a long breath and moaned.
Out of nowhere, it appeared. I felt her tight, red, and somewhat feces-scented rectum in my right hand and her pink, firm, glossy, naturally lubricant-adorned uterus in my left. Without the aid of medical tools, I would never have been able to view more of her. I knelt down and planted a kiss on each of their cheeks.
By asking, "Are you okay?" I conveyed my concern.
"I am utterly confused," she exclaimed.
Her little wiggles and giggles caused the parts in my hands to mimic her every move.
"But I know I don't want this to end," replied the woman.
As a result, I became somewhat more forceful. At that moment, I was exerting pressure. Using force. I had no idea she would cum in such a way as I kept drawing her from outside her body.
Afterwards, large streams of nectar flowed down her vagina, around her now-exposed uterus, and eventually pooled beneath her.
Every time I continued to massage her delicately, she would twitch slightly, triggering yet another stream.
At last, she gave way, and I beheld in awe as her rectum and uterus nestled back inside her.
I began kissing her passionately as I embraced her, exclaiming my admiration for her beauty.
As she reached down and grabbed hold of my still-erect cock, she asked, "What about you?"
I kissed her once more while laughing.
For my part, I politely requested that they not be rushed. "I'm just letting you rest a bit."
She got out of bed with a giggle. Even though I couldn't help but notice that she was walking a bit strange, I enjoyed watching her enter the other room.
Just like I had, she returned with a damp washcloth and delicately cleaned the area in her behind where I had been.
Before adding, "Teach me the proper way to use my mouth."
To get me to open my jaw and take her middle finger, she pressed the tip of her finger on my lips and softly pushed.
Then I ringed it with my tongue and delivered the most powerful blow I had ever experienced, holding on to the finger until it triggered a gag response. I delicately peeled her finger away from my mouth as my saliva made her finger slippery and damp. Observing her eyes and being intrigued by the fact that her breath caught as I did it, I repeated the action multiple times.
Again, I pushed past my gag response with a forceful swallow, and then her fingertip slipped past the reflex and into my throat.
We looked at each other the whole time.
With my lips firmly clamped on her finger, I delicately withdrew her hand, releasing it with a barely audible pop.
She started kissing me passionately, her gorgeous grin taking me back to the teen bride.
This time, the blowout was just fantastic. She was really slow in her steps, but I couldn't complete because of the Viagra. She stimulated my desire to cum for quite some time, and I went farther than usual, but my body just couldn't manage the last jump.
At last, she gave up because she was simply too tired, gasping for air, and panting heavily. She had been sweating profusely from the exertion she had been through, and her lips were snot-slick where her nose ran. A beautiful kiss that was.
She dozed off for a little since she was exhausted. Yes, I also did.
In little time at all, though, she was rousing me and speaking to me once more.
She didn't back down this time; instead, she gulped down every last drop of me as she continued to suck and drink.
Next, we dozed off.
I awoke feeling revitalized and accomplished the feat of quietly getting out of bed to pee without disturbing her.
While she slept, I rested my head on my hand and observed her.
She slept for years, although she wasn't exactly a beauty when she slept. Her jaw was agape while she slept. God knows her nose had been running enough yesterday night, so I figured it was plugged. She was also drooling heavily, with a big puddle of mucus-laden saliva forming under her cheek. Her snoring was hardly audible.
I wanted to investigate if there were any coffee makers in the kitchen, so I sneaked out of bed when I became bored. And, praise be to God, it was.
I made coffee and tried to figure out how the Mr. Coffee machine worked in silence so as not to wake her.
The machine was perfectly functional, and the room was filled with the delightful scent of freshly brewed coffee.
Upon entering to assess the situation, I noticed that she was beginning to move about, so I joined her in bed. Her head popped up off the cushion as her eyes blinked open, and her palm instinctively went to her lip, where a strand of saliva dangled. Her lip drooped as she glanced down at her palm and emitted a sound that could be described as "ewwwwwwwww."
She was kissed and I chuckled.
Saying, "You're beautiful," I spoke up.
With a rolling of her eyes, she rolled away from me, got out of bed, and made her way to the restroom.
I walked beside her, kissed her as she peed, which made her laugh, cleaned her off, which made her laugh again, and then poured coffee as I guided her to the kitchen.
She held the cup in both hands like an Ambrosia bowl and said, "Bless you," as she inhaled the steam.
We sat there in friendly quiet, sipping coffee and occasionally looking into each other's eyes.
"Are you, at long last, prepared to be displayed?" I exclaimed.
"Honey," she commented, "I am as ready as I'll ever be for whatever you have in mind."
I smiled and responded, "I'll take that as a yes. So first we shower, then I pick out what you're wearing, and we go to breakfast."
"Does that sound good?" I asked after a little pause.
All she did was smile.
"I'm so nervous that I'm about to pee myself," she remarked with a laugh, then continued, "I was going to say I'm going to pee my pants, but I don't have any on."
I got to my feet and extended my hand, saying, "Come on then."
She smiled as she grasped my hand.
She asked if anyone wanted to kiss her first.
"Sure, pervert," I remarked as I dragged her to the bathroom for a shower.
I made a concerted effort to avoid making it sexual while we were in the shower. I did consider the possibility that I might have brought a monster into existence.
Once she was dried, I relished giving her a wild, loose ponytail before seating her down at the cottage's modest desk to apply her makeup. With makeup, I actually do rather well. I piled it on a bit thicker than she did this time. The foundation was subtle, but the blush and eye shadow—in a very brilliant blue to match her outfit—gave her a more risqué appearance. With the small points of the eyeliner applied to the outer corners of her eyes, her eyes took on an exotic quality, and her lashes were beautifully accentuated by the mascara. Her eyebrows were deepened, somewhat thickened, and arched dramatically by my hand. She appeared fantastic once I was through with her. Very lovely, albeit a little racy.
She screamed in terror as I gave her permission to look in the mirror.
She wanted to know if she would be "rented out" to someone.
As I drew her hair back to reveal even more of her face, I whispered, "You would command a fair price in certain marketplaces."
As she chuckled, she remarked, "I choose to take that as a compliment."
"You should," I said, my lips brushing lightly across her forehead as I was careful not to ruin my carefully executed design.
My voice broke out as I sprang up and extended my hand to her. "Now, let's get dressed and grab something to eat. You're making me starve."
"Me?" she inquired.
"Yes," replied I, "you're making me use so much energy I have to refuel."
I took out the vibrant sapphire clothing we had purchased in Denver and gave it to her as she opened her luggage.
She gave it a quick look before putting it on, giving me the side eye as she moaned softly.
As I observed her getting dressed, I changed into a button-down shirt, shorts, and jeans.
Basically, that was about it. She had referred to the shorts as "short shorts" when trying them on, and the halter top was barely a bra. Undoubtedly, that was their case. Her navel was just below the beltline. However, the legs were so short that every slight bend caused her gluteal sulcus to protrude, as did the line where her ass met her thigh.
I also gave her a pair of brand-new sandals from the store; they had cork-like platforms and an angle that made her feet look like they were wearing a heel of around 2.5 inches. Her legs and gait were both improved as a result.
A whistle escaped my lips.
In this tourist town where being seen was the main attraction, a full-length mirror was mounted on the back of the closet door, which is almost a requirement. She walked over to examine it, engaging in that stereotypically feminine behavior—while laughing and glancing to see her rear end and behind.
Also reddening.
Saying, "I'm not sure if I can," she told Donnie.
I approached her, placed my naked, welcoming hands on her shoulders, and then moved her so that she was facing the mirror.
"I am many things," I declared, "but I am not a rapist. I won't force you, but I will say that you look absolutely stunning."
Yes, she accomplished it. I ran my fingers through the strands of her downy hair, which began to spread between her breasts and down her tummy, till they vanished beneath her shorts.
"Indeed," I murmured, my fingers now running through her thick underarm hair to its thinning spots on each side, "everyone will be staring. And I will be holding your hand, or my hand will be lightly touching the small of your back, and I will be proud to be possessive and show the world how beautiful my girl is."
By asking, "Am I your girl?" she made her position clear.
I remarked, "You are, and I want to show you off," as my hands ran down her arms, first feeling the fine, light hair on her upper arms and then the thicker, denser hair on her forearms.
I noticed her eyes become red as she watched my hands in the mirror.
"If you cry and mess up my work, breakfast will be delayed while I turn you over my knee," I informed you.
And it appeared as though that eased the stress.
With a mischievous grin, she spun around and planted a delicate kiss on my forehead, preserving the vibrant red lipstick.
"Okay, silly boy," said the woman, "put your hairy girlfriend on display."
Since our rental home was on the outskirts of town, we drove into town, parked, and set out to find breakfast.
We started walking after 10 because we slept late and took our time getting ready.
She drew my intense attention. She crouched down for the first few steps, clearly trying to blend in and be less apparent.
A few onlookers took notice as I smacked her behind, causing her to scream.
"Donnie," she said.
"Stop it," I exclaimed.
Standing in the middle of the pavement, I held both of her hands and said, "If you want to change into your granny outfit, just say the word, and we'll go back to the house. But please, stop acting embarrassed. You shouldn't be. You're beautiful."
An elderly man who seemed to be in his forties stopped what he was doing, delicately caressed her arm, and asked, "Is everything okay here, ma'am?" I immediately recognized him as a former or current military member.
A quarrel would ensue if she responded with a "no," according to his tone.
Taking a step back, she locked eyes with him.
"We're fine, my dear," she stated, "thank you for asking, but I'm just being silly and my boyfriend here," she added with a smile and a hand gesture, "just reminded me."
He glanced in both our directions before asking, "Are you sure?"
As she took hold of my arm in that possessive way women employ, she smiled—that charming smile that never gets old—and said, "We're fine, dear, but thank you again."
Noticing her nod, he furrowed his brow at me, uttered the words "Okay then," and continued walking away.
Looking directly into my eyes, she spoke these words: "I'm sorry, baby. Come on, show me off, and feed me."
On this occasion, she grasped my hand, and as we embarked on our journey down the street, I noticed a noticeable spring in her step. We passed by a restaurant named "Mary's Place" before we even arrived. There were no tables at all when we arrived, so we patiently waited to be seated.
During our coffee break, I whispered across the table, "If you'll look around the room slowly, not being obvious about it, you'll see the men looking at you and the women looking irritated. God, I love being with the sexiest girl in the room."
She took it a notch higher, yawning and stretching (intentionally or not, I can't tell), exposing her armpit hair in the process, and slowly turning her head on her neck to survey her surroundings.
"Donnie," she whispered, drawing near, "is it wrong that I'm loving this?"
With a chuckle, I put my hands over hers and simply whispered, "no."
Giggling, she let out a sound.
Both of us got hearty breakfasts—I had the "gravy bowl" and she had waffles, eggs, and sausage.
I couldn't help but smile as a man at a nearby table caught my attention and gave me a thumbs up while we were chatting casually throughout our meal. His lovely matron wife, who had black eyes and silver hair, glanced over her shoulder to see who he had waved to, then turned around to return the gesture.
"I think you just caused a domestic dispute," I informed you.
"What?" she exclaimed.
"Three tables away, behind you, the spouse finds you attractive, and she is furious," I pointed out.
She simply glanced around and then turned back, making no effort to hide her true intentions.
Cheek redness set in.
Her aroma wafted over me.
"I can smell you. When we stand up, is there going to be a dark wet spot between your legs?" I said, touching her hands again. “Yes,” she answered.
Would that be that terrible, she asked, "if there is?"
I scoffed and remarked, "You are such a slut."
With a smile, she added, "I am what you made me."
After finishing our brunch, we savored another cup of coffee.
"Are you prepared to explore downtown?" I inquired.
The time it takes me to use the restroom was her response.
We stood up and I escorted her to the restrooms, paused to relieve myself, and then proceeded to pay at the register. I made a fair tip.
Her stride was nothing short of flaunting as she approached me.
It was true that she had a black area in the space between her legs.
Certainly, everyone was staring at her.
Silently, I ran my fingers down her spine, took her hand, and we began window shopping as we walked out the door.
Which wasn't as much fun as you might assume. While I did take pleasure in strutting my stuff for her, I'd gone to so many tourist traps that I felt like I'd seen them all.
But at one modest boutique she found a vintage wicker picnic basket on a high shelf and proceeded to bring entertainment to the entire establishment by bringing it down.
What caught my attention was that she didn't only tell me to write it down.
No, she had to reach up and show off her hair under her arms and drag up her short shorts to reveal the thick line of hair that outlined her ass.
As soon as she gave me the basket, I remarked, "nice show."
When asked if she believed it would be enjoyable, she responded with a giggle.
"Slut," I whispered.
She yelled out, "Yours," and then giggled again.
She discovered a thick, picnic-appropriate checkered tablecloth and purchased the set along with a set of picnic cutlery.
"Now," she announced, "let's find a store. I want to take you on a picnic."
On the main street of town, we spotted a Safeway supermarket and decided to stop in.
Clearly, she had overcome her hesitation. While we browsed the aisles of the store, she pranced around, grabbing items from the shelves. Next, she approached the checkout clerk, a young woman with multiple visible tattoos, and struck up a discussion with her.
"Hey, would you mind if I asked you something, dear?" Aunt Emma inquired.
After a thorough examination, the checkout clerk finally responded, "sure."
"Is there someplace around here where I can take this beautiful young man for a naked picnic?" inquired the woman.
For an instant, the girl's eyes widened, but she quickly regained her composure.
They both let out giggles as she continued, "Wellllllllll, not that I ever did such a thing, you understand......"
Additionally, she provided a detailed set of instructions.
Emma looked across at me, placed her hands on my arm, and then asked, "got that, sweety?"
The checkout clerk nodded as I restated the instructions.
Saying, "I suppose I do," I continued.
"Liquor store," Emma remarked as we returned to the vehicle.
She remarked, "six-pack of Coors and pint of Jim Beam" while perusing the liquor store's selection, then made her way to the trunk to load up the picnic basket with supplies.
I returned to fulfill her order and it just took me five minutes.
She added, "Ice too," so I retrieved a bag of ice from her.
"Now," she added, beckoning us back to the car, "do as my new best friend Carla says."
Consequently, I resumed my journey along Highway 285 and began to seek out landmarks.
The weather was lovely, so I didn't mind taking this detour. After exiting the highway, I continued for another two miles on a dirt track that led me past a gate (which I was cautious to close behind me).
Exactly as the girl had said, it had materialized. It was a very stunning location. An iconic alpine sawtooth landscape, the Collegiate Peaks loomed over the horizon at an altitude of more than 14,000 feet. There was a rainbow of wildflowers in this small valley. A group of aspen trees rattled gently, and the wind whispered a gentler tune.
For a few minutes, we did nothing more than sit and look.
"Stay put," she said, stepping out of the vehicle.
I beheld as she undressed and tossed her garments into the trunk of the vehicle. As she gracefully carried the picnic basket, laid out the checkerboard tablecloth, and placed the little pillow inside, she resembled a beautiful woodland nymph.
I got out of the car, unsure of what to anticipate, because she returned to it and extended her hand. It finally clicked for me when she started to take the lead, which had not happened since we started dating.
The piece was enjoyable for me.
Slowly, carefully, kissing flesh as she exposed it, she undressed me. As she knelt down before me, she removed my shirt, shoes, socks, and socks from my feet. Then she removed my belt, zipper, jeans, and shorts, leaving me completely exposed.
After she escorted me to the cloth, she had me lie down on the blanket with a small cushion under my head.
She got a blindfold from, where exactly, I don't know, and she had me raise my head as she put it over my eyes.
I detected the delightful aroma of burning leaves as soon as I heard a match being struck.
As soon as the joint made contact with my lips, I could hear her hiss a hit.
I experienced a wonderful buzz after two more hits. This is some top-notch cannabis.
Upon feeling a chilly sensation on my lips, she inserted a piece of tart apple into my mouth as soon as I opened them.
As she served me spicy sausage, cheese, a glass of wine, or a wedge of citrus, I laid back, my sight taken away, and it was an incredible sensation.
In order to get my hand between her legs, she grasped it and guided it.
"What did you refer to it as?" she inquired, her tone toned down, "my 'core?'"
She made a noise, and as her firm cervix met my palm, I could feel the lovely warmth and slippery sensation.
I took a bite out of the apple as she whispered, "hold my core in your hand, baby," moaned once more, and more of herself came out. It was in my hands. It was little slippery, warm, hard, and moist. Upon my light pressure, she hissed "yessssssssss."
I gently squeezed and tugged on her, but I don't think that can be called masturbation. Even though I was terrified of hurting her, she seemed to be having a great time.
She came pouring her love nectar over my palm like a waterfall, and she never stopped feeding me. She let out a little wail, and another piece of cheese followed.
And I supported her by holding onto her, for fear that the weight would injure her if I let her.
She seemed to vanish as if by magic after a sudden gasp, and I could feel her retract.
At that moment, she was kissing my face wetly while making sharp, little gasps.
Her question was, "What have you done to me?" that she posed.
With a chuckle, I stated, "Just wanted to let you know that you're a woman."
A match went out, and the aroma of burning cannabis returned; the next thing I knew, I was hit by her hiss and felt the joint between my lips.
I was euphoric, not merely buzzing, after only a few hits.
Her lips gently caressing my ear while we sip our wine.
She said, "I want your mouth," and her unwavering confidence was another thing I appreciated.
I whispered, "I want you to have it," but my kiss vaporized as she retreated.
Her every step was audible, smelled, and felt by me. She leaned back, her womanscent intensifying as she lowered herself. I felt her weight as she settled onto me, her full lips covering my mouth and nose, and her weight holding me helpless. I could almost feel her movements as she moved around until her knees were beside my ribs. My arms were trapped between her thighs and calves.
I felt around for her cervix and discovered it as my tongue poked. As my tongue entered the small space in her center, she trembled.
What mattered to me was that I was unable to breathe. As she moved forward, her weight held me captive as her nectar wet my face, and I reached up to touch her, our fingers intertwined.
I began to freak out from a lack of oxygen, and she got me up just long enough to let me gasp for air before she put me back down.
Everything came to a halt. It was beyond anything I had ever imagined; I was both powerless and goddamn aroused.
She would let me take a few breaths while she rubbed her free-floating uterus over my face, grunting and prolapsed. After a while, she would collect it, her body control improving with time, and settle back onto my face.
As I caressed her cervix and savored her pleasure, I arrived unclothed, my semen gushing nearly to my chin before simply flowing and forming a hot puddle on my belly. I hardly noticed.
How long that went on for is anybody's guess. All motion had halted. Her pussy and my mouth were all that mattered to me. It didn't even matter if I ejaculated. I was satisfied just listening to the waves of her orgasm as she let go of her inhibitions.
Her final scream reverberated through the picturesque valley as she arrived, her composure slipping away. After the salty flavor of her nectar blended with the taste of urine, she let out another scream, this time it was "oh God, Donnie, I'm sorry."
She turned around and kissed me passionately, moving as swiftly as she could with our bodies intertwined.
"I'm sorry," she responded, "oh God, Donnie, I'm sorry."
With a belly chuckle, I drew her close and stroked her back to calm her.
"It's okay," I whispered as I planted a kiss on her forehead.
Until she calmed down, I held her, rubbed her, and spoke to her to help her relax.
After she composed herself, I spoke to her, "Emma, I told you that good sex—and the sex we just had was GREAT—is often messy but never dirty. Don't apologize. I like—" I paused to laugh before continuing, "no, I LOVED that you lost some of your control. It's GOOD that you let yourself do that." We continued our conversation.
"But," she began, but I kissed her to silence her.
"No buts," I responded, "I enjoyed everything we just did. ALL of it."
"Donnie, I," she began to say, but I interrupted her once more.
"Emma, stop it," I informed her, "you peed a little, and I tasted it. It's not the end of the world."
I gave her a kiss and a smile.
"It was sort of enjoyable," I chimed in.
In the brilliant daylight, she removed my blindfold, and I closed my eyes.
"My God," she exclaimed as she planted a kiss on my lips.
I blinked rapidly for a few seconds to allow my eyes to adjust while she continued to feed me bits of bread, cheese, and apples.
I rolled to my feet after adjusting my eyes and feeling confident in my footing.
Assisting her to her feet, I extended my hand. She raised an eyebrow at me as if inquiring, but she remained silent.
We strolled hand-in-hand for approximately ten steps downhill before I halted after determining which direction the earth sloped.
She turned to face me as I placed my hands on her shoulders.
"Feet apart," I explained. Her eyebrows rose in confusion as she raised her eyes to meet mine, but she shifted her feet so they were little wider than shoulder width apart.
I said, "Squat down," and she widened her eyes.
"Donnie?" she inquired, her voice betraying her confusion.
By asking, "Do you trust me?" I pushed the question forward.
With a low-pitched giggle, she whispered, "I trust you."
I grinned and responded, "well then, squat."
She knelt down and crouched.
As I crept closer, her knees touched my ribs and I dropped on my knees in front of her.
As I delicately brushed against her labia, I lowered my hand and ran my fingers through her dense pubic hair.
Upon realizing what was about to happen, her eyes grew wide.
"Pee for me," I whispered in a tone that was as soft and subdued as possible.
She said, "Donnieyyyy," her voice lingering on the final vowel.
"Sometimes messy, never dirty," I replied, running my fingers between her legs, "I don't want you to EVER feel bad about anything we do. So pee for me," I ended.
For what seemed like an eternity, we remained in that position, our gazes locked, my fingers delicately caressing hers, the soft sounds of the alpine meadow filling our ears, and the aroma of wildflowers mingling with her sex filling our noses.
I could tell she had learnt a valuable lesson the moment I felt the first droplets.
She began to pee in earnest, and I reached under with both hands to wash my hands in her urine while it made that beautiful hissing sound a woman makes. The sensation of water splashing onto her feet and ankles sent shivers down my spine as I felt it on my thighs.
Upon her completion, I embraced her gaze with a smile and gently removed my moist middle finger from my mouth, pressing my lips firmly on it until it sprang out.
She grasped my hand and mimicked my lip movement, despite her large eyes.
I whispered, "Never dirty," as I leaned in for a kiss.
She whispered, "Oh God, Donnie," but soon her expression changed to one of genuine surprise.
She snatched my dick from under me.
"Your turn," she remarked, and I grinned.
As she repeatedly yelled out, "pee for me," she held my member in one hand and gently stroked it, practically patting it.
While she relished the opportunity, I struggled to control my bladder.
After she showed you hers, she challenged you to display hers as well. "Come on, honey," she said, jumping into the game. Yours truly, darling.
As she prodded me forward, she leaned forward and breathed somewhat laboriously.
Her impending cum was my first concern when the first drips began to fall.
She said, "That's right, baby," her voice carrying an air of little fear.
She spritzed her pubic hair with the stream as she chuckled and proclaimed, "nothing is dirty" as I began seriously.
After I finished, she made sure to shake the last few drops with care.
Tell me what you've done to me.Her question was rhetorical.
I smirked and spoke the words, "opened a new world."
We returned to the blanket side by side, and this time I leaned down and kissed her between the legs as we stood.
I remarked, "You smell like piss," and she giggled in response.
"Eat me," she commanded.
Following that, I did.
It was thick and extremely salty, more like snot than her natural lubricant; when she arrived, it changed again; it smelled and tasted like piss, but also like womanscent and that lovely urgent womanneed I came to adore. I sucked and drank greedily.
So long as she remained in that posture, I continued to satisfy her desires until she rolled over and moaned, "enough, baby, please."
We both slept in that position, exposed to the sun and content, until I awoke as the temperature dropped.
I felt a chill as I awoke, so I rolled over and gave her a wake-up kiss.
As her eyes blinked open, a smile spread across her face.
To her, I whispered, "I love you," and she returned the kiss.
With her arms encircling my neck, she firmly returned my kiss.
"I am grateful," she murmured.
It made me laugh, so I inquired, "for what?""
"For all of this, honey," she commented, "for taking a boring church secretary and turning her into a, well, I'm not sure what I am anymore."
I rolled away just in time for her to catch me after I kissed her and laughed frantically.
For bringing to your attention the fact that you are a stunning lady who is full of life and love and who deserves all the joy I can provide you?As I helped her to her feet, I inquired.
With an air of seriousness, she exclaimed, "No, David, for allowing me to do this without feeling guilty," before slowly turning around and spreading her arms.
"God, you're beautiful," I commented, "but we need to get moving before I freeze."
In the chilly air, she felt firm little buttons on her nipples, which caused her to giggle.
Well, I guess you're correct," she remarked softly.
I said, "Annnddd, we need to shower before dinner," while laughing. We have a mutual unpleasant odor.
A large belly laugh from her at that moment, resonating over the valley.
She swiveled around and began to collect the picnic necessities, striking what seemed like a fairly intentional position.
"Great ass," I yelled out as I gathered my belongings.
Squirming it, she let out a giggle.
We gathered our belongings, got dressed, and set out for the cottage.
As a game, we swam in the shower together, laughing and washing each other.
After making sure she was dry, I redid her hair and cosmetics before helping her choose an outfit for supper.
I stepped back to observe the transformation that had taken place in just a few days as I presented to her the two pieces that would comprise her evening attire. Without hesitation, she accepted the top, which was more akin to a bib than a blouse, and which consisted of a vibrant yellow panel extending from a wide collar with two buttons down the back to a material strap at the bottom, with an additional strap that would be tied under her arms.
From the front, her modesty was on full display as she was covered from neck to waist. But from the back, her only clothing was a collar and two narrow straps tied with bows—one between her shoulder blades and one at the point where the hairline began to spread along her spine. It was a lovely look for her.
I passed her the wrap-around skirt, which was modest in design and fell to her mid-calf. As she turned, the skirt flared, revealing nothing beneath.
"You are absolutely GORGEOUS," I whispered, resting my hands on her shoulders to avoid smudging her makeup or hair.
We stopped at a roadhouse on the outskirts of town that had a billboard advertising "LIVE MUSIC EVERY NIGHT," so I brought her there.
"Now listen," I said, firmly taking her hands in mine as we stepped out of the vehicle. I can almost guarantee that someone will ask you to dance, and when they do, you'll gladly accept and go on to flirt, dance, and have a good time. Smiled at her, I said, "enjoy yourself, but just remember who's taking you home, to quote the old song." I added that if his hands start to wander, she shouldn't do something foolish like yell at him or yank away.
"David," she said, her eyes betraying the mystery within.
"Emma," I taunted while refusing to let go of her hands, "I brought you here to showcase your abilities. I hope you had a good time. Get nude with me when we go home, and do all the things you avoided when you were younger.
Her response was an exasperated "I'll try." accompanied by rolling eyes.
I chuckled and remarked, "You'll go and have a great time the first time they ask you, you slut."
In what would turn out to be a routine conversation between us, she responded with a giggle.
What you created in me, she remarked.
Taking her hand, I guided her inside.
We got there at about 7:00, which was early, so there were plenty of empty tables.
Dinner was bar fare. My "slopper" was a half-pound burger with green chili on top, topped with French fries and a spear of pickles. Emma's "Randy's Special" was a double cheeseburger with all the fixings.
We split the beer pitcher between us.
I thought the guitarist sounded very decent as he ran a few chords tuning up on a Les Paul and a Marshall stack; the venue had been gradually filled up and the band began to warm up just before 8:00.
I got to my feet and extended my hand as they began to play a gentle, rhythmic song that I couldn't place.
I thought it was cool that we were the first ones out on the floor and that the males could watch us dance.
I lead her into what I thought was a respectable jive as the band dove headfirst into Blake Shelton's "Cotton Pickin' Time," a very fast song indeed. It was as I whirled her away and the skirt flared, which I loved, that I heard a couple of whistles from the audience.
Back at the table, we sat. She was a bit out of breath and hot. We sat through a song and when the band started playing a passable cover of "Unchained Melody," the frontman doing a passable tribute to Bill Medley, I liked it when a man in his 40s, who was younger than Emma but older than me, asked her to dance.
After giving me a little "deer in the headlights" expression, she eventually lifted her head, grinned, and replied, "of course."
I glanced around as they got off and saw two ladies sitting at a table. At first, I thought they may be lesbians, but I didn't get the feeling. More likely, I thought, they were just old friends out for a girls' night out.
Assuming she wasn't asked as much, I stood up and went over to the table to offer the short, chubby one my hand.
As I extended my hand, she appeared shocked, then turned to her friend, giggled, and stood up, all as they watched me approach.
She was a real dolly. Standing at just over five feet and weighing just over two hundred pounds, she was adorable with a round face, a crown of grey hair, and bright dark eyes. Just like some short fat women, she had enormous breasts. Had I noticed them sooner, my decision would have been easier. I am, after all, a boob man.
After the dance, I escorted my little dumpling—let's call her Linda—back to her table. There, I was introduced to Marie, her friend, and I returned to her table to find it empty, which did not surprise me in the least.
I turned around and saw Emma, this time held by a very young man. I couldn't help but think he must have used a false ID to be served here.
While I danced with Linda a couple more times, she danced with a dozen different men that night.
I informed Linda, "I always like to dance with the second prettiest girl in the room," as we proceeded into a decent box step to an unfamiliar number.
Is it the only one?She leaned back just enough to look me in the eyes while asking, her laughter barely muted.
Saying, "I brought the prettiest," brought a grin to her face.
Is your memory good?Her question was rhetorical.
"Very good," I remarked.
Consequently, she recited a number with ten digits.
I found that hilarious and repeated it to her.
"If you're coming to Denver and interested, well, call me," replied the woman.
As I drew her near, my hand caressed her back freely, the phrase "Russian hands and Roman fingers" (from high school, I believe) rushing through my head as I felt the rolls protruding from the spot where her snug bra had sliced through her suppleness.
I could smell Emma from five paces away when I walked back this time; she was at the table.
"Please, lay me down to sleep, my darling," she pleaded. Oh my, I desire you at this very moment.
As she rose up, I noticed that the top back strap was unfastened, and I couldn't help but wonder who among her dance partners had loosened the bow. I offered her my hand and smiled.
I refrained from trying to strike up a discussion or anything because she remained silent the whole way back to the cottage.
I grabbed her hands in mine and said, "I'll take care of it." Her shaky fingers began to nibble on my buttons, and I feared she may rip one off.
In order to undo her top's last knots, I removed my shirt and wrapped my arm around her.
With a chuckle, I inquired, "And who took the string from your bow?""
Flemishness coursed through her body.
Reassure me, she pleaded.
Um, no. I reminded her, "I told you to have fun, and you obviously remembered who was taking you home."
She slapped Tim's face, but not too hard, and chuckled, saying, "it was Tim, that very young boy."
Smiling, I looked about.
"I told you," I informed you, "you'd be a hit, and you were."
She sported just her heels now that I had taken her skirt down, and she rocked it.
I gathered her close and asked, "Are you prepared for our next lesson?"
She said, "there's more?" while giggly.
With a "ohhhhhhhhh yeah," I spoke the words.
Saying, "You know I am," she continued.
Consequently, I removed my shoes and socks, took her hand, and guided her to the restroom, where we both used the restroom facilities (to pee and brush our teeth).
Our kiss was more of a necking motion, but we were back in bed and kissing like teens. As we caressed one another, we murmured "I love you" and kissed. She had gorgeous body hair, and I enjoyed playing with it by sucking her nipple, armpit, and thick forearm hair.
"So," she inquired, "how long are you going to make me wait for my lesson."
Inquiring, "Don't you trust me?" I probed further.
In response, she spread her legs wide, leaned back, and spoke the words, "have your way with me."
With a low laugh, I remarked, "Good idea, incorrect position, but hold that thought."
I got out of bed and reached inside my carry-on for the tube of Vaseline that I had brought specifically for this "lesson."
I planted a kiss on her lips before delicately placing her on her belly.
"Woof woof," she uttered in an experimental tone.
"Not quite," I responded. I guided her body in the direction I desired with my hands. By gently but forcefully pressing down, I brought her knees apart and pushed her forward till her ass was up, at which point her back arched suddenly and her breasts were firmly on the sheets.
With her thick hairline along her gluteal sulcus on full view, I couldn't help but notice how exquisitely it framed her lovely round ass globes. Before I moved over the spherical part, I started kissing it along that line of dense hair.
When I spread out my hands and placed them flat on her cheeks, I was rather taken aback by what I witnessed. I had rinsed it in the shower, but I hadn't given it a proper examination until now.
At the very base of the small hole was a small skin tag, and all around it was a flawless circle of skin. Then, in contrast to the rest of her smooth hair, there appeared a circular area of thick, coarse hair. The rest of her silky, naturally occurring hair laid flat on her skin outside of that circle.
In response to my bending over and licking, she drew a long breath and mumbled, "David."
Taking a moment out of my busy schedule, I managed to utter, "I'm not a rapist. You can say 'no' if you want."
Then she mumbled something like, "I'm ready for whatever you want."
I grinned to myself and resumed caressing her posterior. I wished for her a successful first attempt.
I delicately opened her small gateway with my fingertips and then probed with my tongue, taking pleasure in her stiff body and gentle humming sound.
I retrieved the tube of Vaseline, applied a healthy dollop to the tip of my middle finger, and penetrated her anally for the first time. Her lovely hair was already damp from saliva. My initial cautious probe only reached my first knuckle, so I merely held it there. A harsh breath was drawn out by her.
I kissed her again and held my finger in that spot till I could feel her release her tension.
I applied another layer of Vaseline and explored further; this time, she remained calm.
I started softly stretching her with my fingers while I worked the lubrication around for the fourth time.
When I was inside of her, I gently and cautiously took her anally and then inquired as to her well-being.
"Oh God," remarked the woman, "who knew there could be such a DELICIOUSLY full feeling."
Thus, I persisted, maintaining a relaxed cadence, moving at a leisurely pace, and sensing her response at this point.
Now her hips were swaying, her breath quickening, and her womanscent was powerful. As she moved, I put my hands on her hips to boost her confidence.
Upon her arrival, I could feel her tighten her grip on me. I took advantage of our power dynamic by placing my palm flat between her shoulder blades and pushed down, making it impossible for her to raise herself.
I maintained my rhythm and sensed her cum once more; but, this time there was an abrupt, intense pressure on my dick's head while I was engaged in her.
Following this came waves three and four of orgasm, during which she cried out in a sound that is best described as "unghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh."
While my hands played in her ass hair, I remained motionless, allowing her to complete that time.
My palms shifted to her hips, and I held her there, refusing to let go. I gave her a tiny squeeze as soon as I sensed her muscles relaxing, and she moaned slightly.
Saying, "Now squeeze, baby," I spoke up.
The strong sphincter muscles squeezed against me, and it was nearly painful.
"Now just push," I instructed.
Cry out "DAVID!" she exclaimed.
I yelled out "PUSH!" and smacked her behind so forcefully that she let out a cry.
"JESUS!" she screamed, and I could feel the tension in her body.
Her rectal vault's firm muscles were attempting to force me out of her.
I exclaimed, "SQUEEZE!" while speaking.
Squeezing me, which was becoming nearly painful, she moaned and pressed down.
I pushed her forward on the bed by thrusting.
My willpower crumbled as I sensed her cum once more.
I thought I was leaving matching little circular marks as my fingers drove into her hips with enough force to make her scream.
She let out a lengthy, inaudible scream into the pillow, her vowel sounding like "aaaaahhhhhhhaaaaaaaaiiiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeeeeEEEEEEEEEEEEEE."
Plus, she pushed me aside. My bladder was abruptly emptied by a sudden, powerful spasm, and then by her poop. Not a large defecation, just a little, feminine turd. Out of nowhere, she returned, this time yelling and pressing.
She yanked me out with such force that my ejaculation left a trail of semen up her back and splattered across her ass hair with my third pump.
What I was witnessing captivated me. There was dark red muscle showing where she was opening up, and her asshole was bulging.
She squirted with a final yell.
No, let me rephrase that statement; it fails to adequately describe what transpired.
She sent forth a last scream before spraying. She sprayed her thin, white discharge up my chest and into my face. I detected a little salty, greasy, and faintly urine-flavored aftertaste in her secretions.
Her anal prolapsed as well. Several inches in diameter and three or four inches in length, a dome-shaped protrusion of hard red muscle protruded.
Simultaneously, she had expelled her cervix and uterus in a series of powerful muscular contractions that mimicked the last push of labor.
She screamed again, her body twitched, and everything slid back inside as soon as I touched that hard dome at her asshole—I couldn't help but touch.
She let out a groan and fell to the floor, exclaiming, "Oh, Jesus."
She gasped and whispered, "Oh, Jesus," as my weight pressed down on her.
Now her voice was clear as she said the words "Oh JESUS" once more.
As another wave crashed against her, she let out a low moan.
I inquired, "Are you okay?" out of genuine concern. Anything like that has never been seen by me before.
In response, she remained motionless, making a series of little "hunh" noises as she gasped for air.
I leaned back to relieve some of the strain on her and asked again, "Are you okay?"
"Y-y-y," the gasp voice said, "yes."
After saying, "Stay still," I rolled off the bed and walked into the bathroom to flush the warm, firm turd that had been lying on the bed.
After that, I crept back up onto the bed, climbed between her legs, placed my palms on her cheeks, and started licking her clean while laughing at the wet line where she had sprayed.
I love this unique form of connection that follows anal sex. There was no flavor and the aroma was neutral, earthy. To be sure, he made a sound as he essentially squealed, "DAVID!"
I spared no effort. She was more disorganized than any lady I'd worked with before due to her loss of self-control, but it only added to the experience. Words like "oh God," "oh Jesus," and even a plain old "DONNIE!" came out of her mouth as she moaned.
However, as I continued to clean her, her voice began to change. After beginning as an implored "Oh God," the tone shifted to one of encouragement with the addition of the word "ohhhhhhh God."
I was very deliberate as I cleaned her dense circle of hair and, of course, her little anus rosebud. I probed her gently with my tongue, coaxing forth a little hum from her.
Once I was sure she was clean enough, I crept over to her and started combing her hair.
"Oh my," she groaned in a half-hearted tone, "I'm sorry, baby," and I brushed a few stray hairs from her face while laughing.
"For what?" I inquired.
She widened her eyes and mouthed, "Donnie, I," before pausing to find the right word. "I pooped," she finally murmured.
"And?" I inquired.
"And?" she inquired once again.
I remarked with a grin, "How many times do have to tell you, good sex, and what we just did was far beyond just GOOD sex, is often messy but never dirty."
She began to say, "But," but I quickly put my finger to her mouth to stop her.
"No buts," I responded, "no apologies necessary. Hell," I thought to myself, "I take it as a compliment that I got you going like that."
I lashed my hands behind my back and slid over when she remained silent.
In an effort to come across as overly formal, I began by saying, "The traditional way to clean your partner after anal sex is with your mouth and tongue."
I waited for emphasis.
"But since this is your first time I'll accept a washcloth," I wrapped up.
She licked her lips into a predatory grin, slid onto her side, and rested her chin on her palm.
With her tongue exploring and purposefully stroking the inside of my lips, she kissed me.
Resuming her signature 69 position, she moved around, crossed her leg over mine, and flashed the smile once more. She inserted her tongue and began to lick and sucking as she lowered her pussy onto my mouth, lavishing me with her love nectar.
When I felt her cervix pressing hard against my lips and a tightness in her body, I sucked softly and wasn't shocked.
Sucking on her core made me feel surprisingly hard again.
Time stood still once more. We had oral intercourse, but I don't remember how long it lasted. Just a few minutes after ejaculating, she started flowing, and I could feel her thick honey running down my cheeks. She was dragging me along like I never thought possible.
I sipped her pleasure like the finest sweet southern tea on Earth because her climaxes were like waves, not the harsh orgasm and squirting, but rather delicate waves that flowed.
Upon my arrival, I experienced a peculiar blend of joy and agony. While my body experienced an unprecedented level of satisfaction, I swear I could feel the cramping of my prostate.
She let go of me at that point, and for a few more minutes she delicately licked my pubic hair, purportedly to clean me, but more importantly to share this intimate time with me. By that point, I had stopped giving any thought at all.
Once again, she turned around and snuggled up against me, our lips meeting while the subtle aroma of dirt reminded me that I had been more than a little unruly.
After our tender kisses, she whispered, "thank you, David."
Gesturing toward her hips, I whispered, "Thank you, Emma."
We had slogged through the day.
I can't say for sure who nodded off first.
I awoke due to the slight vibrations in the bed. It was still dark, and the hour was a mystery to me.
Because I assumed she was sobbing, I slid onto my side and placed my arm across her abdomen. When I questioned, "Are you all right?"
Then it hit me: she was actually laughing, not crying.
My chin rested on my hand as I questioned, "What on earth is funny?"
As she began to say, "Oh, honey," she was suddenly overcome with laughter.
I used to read romance novels and that was one of the stock images. "Oh, sweetie," she managed to say once she regained her composure.
In response to my question, she began laughing uncontrollably once more.
Laughter ensued from the giggling.
We lay there, giggling like we were on a serious bender, and it was infectious.
At last I corralled myself and sat on her public mound, hands on her shoulders, straddling her.
I responded with a chuckle, "Okay," before adding, "spill it."
"Oh, honey," said the woman, "I used to read romance novels and those things are pretty much written on a template. There is a group of stock images. You know, 'heaving breasts,' 'his turgid member,' stuff like that. Well, one of the images that would crop up would run something like, 'with her climax she felt as though she had been turned inside out."
It was her second breakup.
I withdrew from the situation until she needed me.
She was able to recover control at last.
With a smile on her face, she said, "I've been turned inside out."
She spoke out while I remained silent, asking, "Don't you understand, Donnie? You've held part of me in your hand that should be inside. And God help me, I loved it, I want more of it."
I gently placed my hand between her legs.
"If you'd like, you can push," I added.
As she pushed, I could feel her cervix's strong muscle brush across my palm.
I wanted to know, so I asked, "What doesn it feel like?"
She chuckled once more.
"I'm not sure I can describe it to a man," remarked the woman.
I answered, "Well, I've got one of these," as I moved my palm to the point where my middle finger touched the rosebud of her anus.
At that, she chuckled. "Yes, we all do," said the woman, "and if you want to feel, or see, that again then I'll want an enema first. God, that was embarrassing. But, okay. That feels like I have to go, you know, like I've been squeezing to hold everything in. At the same time, it's a wonderfully full feeling and, of course, there's the stretching that's involved."
Asking, "But this is strictly for women?" I softly squeezed her outer areas with my thumb and fingers, causing her to moan slightly.
"Yes, baby," she responded, "I don't know how to begin to describe that to a man."
"Push," I whispered once again, "I'll hold your core while we sleep."
She pushed with a grunt, and I was cradling her once again, my embrace a source of strength and warmth that mirrored her femininity. As I planted a passionate kiss on her lips, I whispered, "I love you."
"I love you" was the response she muttered.
I gave up to the sensation of her slowly coming back inside as she relaxed.
We went back to sleep together while I gently kissed her.
As soon as she got out of bed, I was awake.
It was bright enough for me to see her enter the restroom, and I couldn't help but stare at her stunning behind. Her flowing locks resembled a halo. Wow, she was stunning.
As soon as she reentered the bedroom, she climbed onto the bed and positioned herself on top of me. Her hands curled up on either side of my head, and her arms extended to support me. She smiled and gazed down at me, then used her hips to absorb my erection into her own body.
"My goodness, I love you," she whispered as she took a seat, embracing my distance.
"And I love you," I murmured, reclining to provide her the clear object of her desire.
"Marry me," she commanded.
A laugh escaped me.
"I'm serious," she declared, "Marry me. You've ruined me for anyone else."
After another round of laughter, I stated, "Ask me again when I'm not completely absorbed in you."
With a wide grin on her face, she began to vigorously move her hips, accelerating her rhythm, preparing for her peak performance.
She gasped for breath as she spoke the words "fair enough," and then she poured her nectar down my ass while wetting my balls.
Still gasping for air from the effort of her recent actions, she uttered the words, "Thank you," with a hint of exhaustion.
"I believe we should remain in this position throughout the day," I remarked, running my fingers through her hair and stroking the roundness of her posterior.
"At some point, you'll have to go potty," she added with a grin.
I couldn't help but burst into laughter and escape.
She made a lovely pout.
I lifted her off my chest and planted a passionate kiss on her lips. "Now, come with me to the shower when you're able to walk again. We'll clean up and go swimming in the hot springs. I'm going to show you off today."
After deftly evading her grasp, I made my way to the restroom.
She joined me in the shower as soon as I soaked my hands and hair.
After exclaiming, "You are SUCH a meany," she let out a squeal in response to my action of squirting water from my mouth into her face.
We bathed and dried off one another. We proceeded to dry afterwards.
As soon as I dried her thoroughly, I kissed her and muttered, "I could get used to this."
Smiling, she replied, "me too."
I escorted her to the identical eatery for our morning meal. This time around, I had her dressed entirely in white, complete with a halter top, short shorts, and those identical platform shoes. I felt a sense of pride being by her side as she mimicked my expressions.
She chortled as she dove into her breakfast bowl, which appeared to be a mixture of six eggs, hash browns, sausage, cheese, and a splattering of white gravy. "This is about three times what I would normally eat, you know," she said, "all of the energy you have me using keeps me absolutely famished."
After we finished our breakfast, we headed to Salida's most popular attraction—the hot springs pool.
She accepted the rolled towel as my gift, and I told her, "I got you a new suit and it's rolled in this."
I changed into the loose swimsuit I had purchased many years ago while stationed in Japan and made my way to the pool after using the men's locker.
The pool looked like it had sprung straight out of a CCC or WPA project during the Great Depression. Its outside was clad with massive stones, matching the rest of the building's native stone construction. It was a large structure, and the temperature outside the locker room was around 95 degrees, with the pool water reaching 100 degrees and the humidity at 100 percent. Instantly, my perspiration began to rise.
I began to make my way to the pool after setting my towel on a chair along the edge.
The water was as hot as any bath you've ever taken.
I stepped in until the water reached my chin, and the soothing effects of the hot, mineral-rich water didn't take long to kick in.
I couldn't help but burst out laughing as she left. Using it as a sarong, she tucked the large bath towel above her breasts and draped it over her thighs, covering her to a certain extent.
My call, "Hardly a beach bunny look," prompted her to survey her surroundings before she finally noticed me.
The acoustics were a little overwhelming, as is typical of indoor pools. With a dozen or so other people in the pool, it seemed like everyone's noise, no matter how small, was magnified.
My gesture was a simple "over there," indicating the chair where I had laid out my towel.
Arriving at that seat, she spun around to greet me with a smile before taking the towel out of its packaging.
I found the smallest buttfloss bikini—a little black triangle that just covered her pussy—and I chose it. There was absolutely zero chance that it would conceal her abundant pubic hair. Likewise, her nipples were barely concealed by the two black triangles. A fine black thread bound it all together.
As she made her way to the pool's shallow end to join me, I noticed the abrupt silence. The piece was enjoyable for me.
As her locks cascaded behind her and floated on the lake, she was stunning. As she relaxed, my touch was delicate on her back, allowing her to float like a mermaid. Or perhaps a merotter, considering her abundant body hair. I told her that, and she laughed so hard that she sank to the floor and sprung up gasping for air.
Embracing me, she planted a kiss on my neck.
Her question was, "Am I, really?" made by her.
To which he said, "What's that?".
"Do you truly believe I am attractive?" she inquired.
"Yes," I responded plainly.
I simply hugged her as she started crying all over again.
I held her in that position until she let out a sob.
We took it easy for the remainder of the day and explored the region. A modest roadhouse in Buena Vista served us dinner as we watched her dance with a group of young cowboys and listened to another live band. While playing pool, I discovered another adorable dumpling to dance with occasionally and took pleasure in seeing how much she enjoyed being the center of attention.
I noticed that Emma was having a hard time breaking away from the young cowboy she had been dancing with right after we finished playing pool. She tried to pull away, but he refused to let go. After observing for a bit, I decided I needed to step in when he drew her close and attempted to kiss her despite her clearly resisting gestures with her hands placed between them.
As a result, I approached them and delicately stroked her arm. I whispered, "Come on, let's go sit."
I was shoved aside by the cowboy, who had clearly consumed an excessive amount of alcohol.
It has a name in Korean, Chinese, and Japanese, all of which I was familiar with from my education. This is known as a sidekick in American freestyle.
There are four separate components to the kick, as there are to all kicks in formal eastern martial arts, but when executed correctly, they become one. Throughout my stay in Japan and in the towns where I was stationed, I had spent a considerable amount of time in dojos.
First step: knee bent at a right angle, foot "bladed," and toes pointed upward.
The second part is the strike, when your heel—a big, heavy bone—strikes the ground and your other foot turns to carry your weight.
Thirdly, with the leg raised to a 90-degree angle, retract.
For the fourth section, return to fighting posture with your foot flat on the ground.
"You are issued a warning," I stated in a kind, low voice. I thought, "let her go." I was sure of myself and had good reason to be.
He demanded to know, "Or what?" with an air of contempt. He was somewhat taller than me, but not by much, and his movements indicated that he was a fighter. All that work in the dojos would have been for naught if I couldn't manage just one guy.
"Or I'll count to three and knock you out," I whispered, our gazes locked.
It would be wise to begin tallying, he advised.
Naturally, I cheated.
"One."
"Two," it was a substantial hit. The aim would have been approximately six inches behind his kneecap if my anxiety levels had been higher; he would have required multiple operations and, at the very least, walked forever with the use of a cane. Tragically, my heel struck the center of his quadriceps—that massive muscle on top of his thigh—and sent him sprawling to one knee, leaving him in excruciating pain and temporarily incapacitated. They believe you should know the sensation, and I had acquired that knowledge in Japan.
My words were, "Let it go," as I clasped Emma's hand.
"We should probably leave," I remarked. From what I could see, he likely had some allies in the building, and since I am no Jack Reacher, I was prepared to lose if things escalated.
Two blocks away was when she yelled out, "pull over."
I stopped because I was afraid she could get sick.
With her fingers occupied with my belt, button, and zipper, she undid her seat belt and sprawled across the front seat.
When she put me in her mouth, she warned me to drive cautiously.
The blow job was top-notch. Oh, no, that's not entirely correct because she left me hanging. Since the altercation, I've been on edge. No matter how much experience you have or how many belt colors you have, you will always feel that surge of excitement. I was really nervous because it was my first real fight outside of a dojo or tournament.
To her, though, it seemed to be the polar opposite. She kept me on edge for the whole thirty minutes or so of the drive home, to the point where I was unable to do anything, let alone drive. She would pause for a moment, allowing me to unwind, before continuing to push me to my limits. I felt like my prostate was about to explode, and my balls were bloated to boot.
I maintained complete focus on the road, kept both hands on the wheel, and drove exactly at the 55 mph speed limit.
While on the surface it was excruciating pain, on a deeper level it was exquisite bliss. I could never have imagined a more potent aphrodisiac than the postponement of the last surge of ejaculation.
Her aroma was so overpowering that I was amazed I didn't need to use the defrosters. Additionally, there was a subtle, novel aroma beneath the "ordinary" aroma of a woman's desire. It eluded my recognition.
She dismounted the car, stepped out, and disappeared inside the home as we arrived, leaving me to gather my belongings.
After gathering my belongings to a reasonable degree, I stepped inside. Kneeling in the center of the front room, she drew her finger to call out to me.
Expecting her to finish me, I went, walking a bit awkwardly due to my extremely swollen balls.
She demanded, "Give me your left hand, David." instead.
Due to this, I extended my hand.
Looking up at me, she grinned, and her eyes filled with joy.
Her words were, "Marry me," and she placed the engagement ring, which she still wore, on the ring finger of my left hand. It wouldn't move past the second knuckle on my left hand's second bone of the ring finger.
I started to say, "Emma," but she cut me off.
"David, you've opened a new world to me. You've ruined me for anyone else. YOU FOUGHT FOR ME! Now make me an honest woman," exclaimed the woman.
An uncontrollable giggle slipped out of my mouth.
Still cradling my eyes, she muttered, "It's NOT funny." Tears were streaming down her face and nose.
"An honest woman," I remarked while laughing.
"YES, GODDAM it," she responded, "we're of different generations David. I WANT the paper."
"Are you sure?" I inquired.
"Say you're going to marry me, even if you lie if you want to," she added, a tiny smile slipping her lips as she spoke through her tears.
So that we were facing each other, I knelt down.
"Emma, ask the question properly then," I commanded, my hands resting gently on her cheeks.
Now she was sobbing uncontrollably. With her jaw agape, her nose flowing, and snot dangling down her chin, she was visibly distressed.
She clenched her jaw and inhaled deeply, the way one does when trying to rein in a sob.
After a couple more long breaths, she came to her senses and met my gaze.
"David Morgan," she proclaimed in an incredibly solemn and unexpectedly audible voice, "my heart, body, and soul are yours. Will you marry me?"
Even I couldn't help but notice that my own eyes were watering.
I locked eyes with her for a brief moment, but my words were already planned.
I spoke the word "yes," and she immediately fell into me, her sobs intensifying to the point where I could feel her tears, snot, and drool seeping into my shirt in an instant.
She was crying, and I was too.
Everything came to a halt. How long we stayed there, on our knees, hugging each other, weeping like lost souls or maybe happy souls crying tears of joy is something I don't fully understand.
Eventually, she broke down in tears and turned to stare at me, as is her wont. She was a complete disaster, and I can only fathom how much of a disaster I must have been. Her cheeks were smudged with mascara, her makeup in a haphazard state. Clear mucus was streaming across her lips and dangling from her chin as she had a runny nose. Her top and lower lips were joined by thick, mucus-laden saliva when she opened her mouth. She had puffy nose and inflamed eyes.
I kissed her passionately, my lips sliding a little bit at first because hers were so smooth, because she was fucking gorgeous.
Like two teenagers making out for the very first time, time stood still as we kissed, our need palpable.
At last, she reached across the table and shoved me aside just enough to look me in the eyes.
She snickered as she used her hand to break the string of saliva and mucous that had joined our mouths.
"Stand up, baby," urged the woman, "let me finish what I started."
To which she responded with a smile, "or, we could just go to bed."
"No, baby," she declared, "this is the scene I had in my mind if you said 'yes,' so please, stand up."
She undid my belt, unbuttoned my jeans, and unzipped me without showing any signs of trembling, which caught me off guard.
She delicately placed each of my feet on her lap, removing my shoes and socks before removing my jeans and boxers.
As she put me in her lips, she lowered her head to meet mine.
She smiled and had me on the edge of my seat again in about three seconds.
With a pull, she yelled out, "say it."
My response was a simple "yes."
Just as I was about to glance up, she lifted me a little higher and then let go.
"Proclaim your intention to wed me," she implores.
"I will marry you," I responded, my voice increasingly strained with desperation.
She really upped the ante, and I felt like giving up at this point, but she pulled it off one again.
"Say you'll marry me tomorrow," she implores.
I paused.
"Say it, David," she said, her gaze locked with mine.
So I spoke it, and it was sincere.
As soon as tomorrow comes, I will propose to you.
As she lowered me into her mouth, she broke down into tears once again. The second aroma I'd detected in the car was now more prominent, and I understood it was her body's way of coping with the realization that she had been claimed—that she would now be mine, officially, in front of everyone.
At that point, she had finished me.
It surpassed my wildest expectations. Despite my enlarged prostate, I'm just a man. As my body tries to impregnate a female, my ejaculation consists of one strong contraction followed by three or four smaller squeezes.
The first pump this time was fifteen seconds long. Like, I was really going to pee. She had me in her arms and was directing me like a hose as my sperm drenched her hair, face, and halter top. The force and duration of the second contraction were comparable. All three were identical, as were numbers four and five. At the end, she leaned forward, put the tip of my already-softening dick in her lips, and delicately sucked the remaining droplets.
The word "Jesus" from my lips in a hiss.
Standing up, she kissed me while a come ran down her cheeks.
"Now, baby, take your bride-to-be to bed. I want to look my best for you tomorrow," she commented.
The halter top dropped to the floor with a damp plop when I stood up and unfastened it. The shorts were zipped down after that.
She had an overpowering aroma.
I lowered the bed, assisted her in getting in, and then climbed up next to her.
Asking, "What about you?" as my fingers reached her clitoris, She questioned.
She made a funny face and tried to hide her pussy by pushing my fingers down.
"Just hold it, honey," pleaded the woman, "I can barely keep my eyes open."
In the midst of her gentle grunting and smiling, she held my gaze while her cervix and uterus protruded into my palm.
With a soft murmur, "I love you," she went into a deep slumber.
I could feel her retracting inside her body as she began to relax, but I maintained my hold by squeezing the narrow top, where she was fully prolapsed.
There was less of a need to recede once she was sound asleep, breathing deeply and regularly and snoring a gentle purr.
Just as I was about to nod asleep, I grasped.
She was still in my grasp when I awoke.
Her soft purr was a snore.
As I gazed upon her peaceful slumber, visions of our future became tangible.
The truth is that I discovered I was in love, and it came as a complete shock to me. To put it simply, I am at a loss for words. That was definitely not in my plans. Still, it was there. As I awoke, I felt the weight of a pregnant woman's womb on my hand and knew I was in love with her. She was nearly three times my age. I was head over heels for her, not only for her.
I pondered our future together while I listened to her snore and watched her sleep.
I believe I realized that part of it was her innocence, despite the fact that she had given birth to two girls. A lot of what we did was completely novel to her. It was like if I were to marry an unmarried woman.
In her dreams, she looked quite lovely. Ages were melted away as one relaxed. Even while I couldn't image her as the stunning adolescent bride, I could picture her as a lovely mother in her thirties, enjoying a basketball game or gymnastics competition with her girls.
I could see her eyes dart under her lids as she jerked slightly. Her dreams piqued my curiosity. I imagined myself to be a part of them.
I suppose her dream was a positive one. I detected the initial, faint aroma of womanscent and witnessed her nipples harden and areolas tighten. Still, all I could do was hold her womb and watch her slumber.
The dream's development was intriguing to see. As the aroma intensified, her breathing quickened. She became hot, damp, and slippery wherever my hand was.
As I tenderly massaged her core, I took pleasure in feeling her breath catch as she dozed off and fantasized.
As I delicately caressed her, she began to flow, leaving a soft, moist sensation on my hand.
As I pondered whether I could cause her to have an orgasmic experience before she woke up, a smile began to develop across my face.
Yet I was unable to.
She grinned as her eyes blinked open.
She stretched out like a cat and parted her legs even more as she whispered, "Good morning, baby. What a delightful way to wake up."
As I kissed her, I pulled, squeezed, and carried her along with my hand, as if masturbating.
She clearly relished my company as she relaxed.
I won't hold you to it, my darling," she added in a way that was almost conversational.
As soon as I laid eyes on her, I froze. Questioning, "Won't you hold me to what?" I inquired.
"Oh honey, it was sweet of you, but you don't have to marry me," remarked the woman.
At that moment, I got out of bed and let her go. She grasped my bewildered hand as I extended it to her.
Upon bringing her to a sitting posture, I made the startling discovery that her womb remained external to her body.
After that, I got down on one knee—you know, the one that all the moviegoers know—and took her hands in mine.
"Emma Rose," I whispered, my voice barely audible as I locked eyes with hers, "you have my undying love. Will you take my body? Will you be my husband?"
It was intriguing to see her reaction.
Her uterus retreated within her body like a prairie dog into its burrow, and her eyes watered and her nose ran.
Holding her gaze and her hands, I remained silent.
"You don't have to," she remarked to David, her voice slightly animated.
Holding her gaze and her hands, I remained silent.
Her widened eyes spoke the words, "Oh my God."
Out of nowhere, she began to weep with a high pitched squeal.
I remained silent. At that moment, I remained rigid. Her eyes and hands were the only things I held.
That storm lasted for an unknown amount of time. Until she was completely deranged. Her chin was saturated with snot, and tears were falling onto her lap. She was dripping a viscous, mucus-laden saliva with her lips slightly open.
I remained silent. At that moment, I remained rigid. Her eyes and hands were the only things I held.
"You mean it," she finally managed to say.
Just like she had stated the night before, "You have ruined me for any other woman." I echoed her words, saying, "You have my heart. You have my soul. Accept my body. Marry me."
"Yes," she finally said after much deliberation, "yes," she repeated as she hopped down from the bed and kneeled down so that our knees met and our eyes met, "YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS," she flung her arms around me, kissed me, and then embraced me with our cheeks touching.
As she kissed me once more, she muttered, "yes," and then repeated the word.
At that moment, she stood up while clutching my hands, and I did the same.
I assumed the missionary posture on the bed to get a better look at her face.
We made love on the morning of our wedding day, and she must have said, "yes," a hundred times while going through a dozen orgasms.
As her uterus and my erection battled for vaginal space, I could feel a fantastic pressure.
Our passionate embraces lingered. Rather of being intense and forceful, it was gentle and slow. And she continued to say "yes" almost in a chanting fashion.
Once the pressure in her vagina became intolerable, my ability to exert control over her diminished. Instead of the usual abrupt constriction, my ejaculation was soft and flowing, filling her.
While we lay there, enjoying the afterglow, I continued kissing her face, tasting the salt from her tears and snot. She kept whispering "yes" over and over.
She cried a little bit and I hissed as I slipped out, but it didn't stop us from kissing and our "yeses."
I got tired of rolling around on her, so I rolled off and kept near so we could continue kissing on a cushion.
We lay in the afterglow for an unknown amount of time. Just long enough for us to both resume our regular breathing patterns.
At least long enough for us to begin exchanging "I love you" statements.
At last she let out a giggle and got up from the bed, making her way to the restroom. Seeing her leave was entertaining.
I walked to the bathroom to wipe her down and kiss her, turned on the hot water in the shower, and then we got in together, holding hands.
We took a shower, and I shaved—something I had done very infrequently since leaving the Air Force—.
As I shaved, she slid behind me, smiling and keeping an eye on my shoulder. Will you be attractive on your wedding day? she inquired.
The answer was "yes," I clarified.
While she sat in front of the mirror, I began styling her hair after I rinsed off any excess cream from my face. I combed, fluffed, and blow-dried it until hair was a huge tangle that dangled heavily from her back. I was happy to see that she was applying it moderately, unlike the "Yeah, I'm a bit of a slut" expression she had been sporting for the past two days, while I watched her do her face.
She brought the most understated dress, so I chose it for her wedding. Little white dots were scattered across a dark blue print. Just below her knees, the dress rested. The only "sexy" part was that it didn't have sleeves, so her shoulders were exposed and her abundant body hair could show. A garter belt, underwear, hose, and bra were all spread out. I thought our wedding day ought to be rather traditional. Plus, her bust and waistline looked fantastic in the strapless bra.
I even did something I normally enjoyed—turned on the TV—to catch the news instead of staring at her clothing. Upon arriving at the courts, I reasoned that she shouldn't be reeking of sex.
A quick Google search for "where does one get a marriage license in Colorado" revealed that we would have to visit the office of the Clerk and Recorder.
I said, "Are you ready?" once she had put on her entire outfit, including her matching black shoes.
She got to her feet and re-grabbed my hands.
"David, are you absolutely sure?" she inquired.
Emma, I wanted to know whether you were sure.
The tone was disrupted when she let out a giggle.
The answer was "yes," she assured.
The answer was "yes," I clarified.
We made our way to the car holding hands and then went downtown to eat at that same spot.
It made me proud all over again because she sketched identical looks.
We went to the County Courthouse after breakfast, located the Clerk's office, and spent ten minutes laughing together while filling out the license paperwork and returning it to her.
"Is there a judge available to marry us?" I put forward.
She then inquired as to whether or not the license had been signed.
"Ummmm, yeah," I responded.
With a smirk, she declared, "then you're married as soon as I file this."
I suppose I appeared foolish. I felt like a complete idiot.
She remarked with a grin, "Colorado's pretty loose on these things but if you want a judge to read the words, hang on."
Saying, "I'd appreciate it," I moved on.
I was barely able to make out her words as she pressed a button on her phone.
Her head shook in protest when I watched her nod.
Another button was punched by her.
Plus one more.
She turned to me on the fourth, gave me a thumbs up sign, continued talking on the phone, then handed me a sticky note with some notes on it.
"You're in luck," remarked the judge, "Judge Stevens has a light load today. Go up to room 403 and he's expecting you."
I uttered the words "thank you," and Emma echoed them, adding, "thank you SO much" beside me.
Together, we rode the elevator to room 403. The courthouse was your run-of-the-mill affair, complete with wooden benches, an aisle leading to a fenced-in section, and an elevated bench. We cautiously entered the room, yelling a barely audible "hello."
A man with a striking appearance emerged from the rear entrance as the door swung open.
"You must be Mr. Morgan and Ms. Rose," he commented.
"Yes, we are," I responded.
"Henry Stevens," he announced as he crossed himself and extended a free hand.
He turned to face us after taking a step back.
"So you want to get married," he commented, "is that it?"
We muttered, "It is," before bursting into laughter.
At that moment, he became grave.
"Now you realize that the license is good for 35 days," he commented, "so there's no hurry."
In a cheerful tone, I explained, "Oh, there's a hurry, all right. She insists I make her an honest woman."
He offered a weak smile and inquired, "So, would you like a judge to preside over the ceremony, is that correct?"
"Yes," we both agreed.
His next question was, "Would you like an eyewitness?"
"Definitely," Emma responded.
Sussan, please come inside the courtroom. He then whistled really loudly and chuckled.
With a smile on her face, a slim, attractive woman entered the room.
His response was, "Sure, then, come over here."
At the head of the room, directly beneath the tall bench, he escorted us. As he smiled and reached into his jacket pocket, he removed a small booklet.
The ceremony was short and sweet. Emma and I both said "I do" at the right times.
She simply flushed and said, "I'll get his ring later." I then returned her engagement ring to her finger in the proper spot.
I can't get the last line out of my head. Finally, in our vows, we each spoke the words "I plight my troth," completely oblivious to their potential significance.
After he and the woman known as Sussan signed, we all shook hands and departed as husband and wife.
The fact that Emma was sobbing did not shock me. That I was caught completely off guard.
We went sightseeing all day. After passing through a series of little villages, including Poncha Springs and Maysville, we stopped for lunch at the Monarch Ski resort, where we took in views of the surrounding mountain and discussed the possibility of a winter ski trip.
As the sun had already set when we reached Gunnison, we continued our meandering along Highway 50. We went to another modest roadhouse for some food, drinks, and dancing. We were flooded with people requesting a "wedding dance," largely young males for her and mostly, well, let's say, "mature" women for me. The waitress informed the house that we were newlyweds when I inquired, in jest, if there was a special on wedding days. I had a blast.
Further, a struggle was unnecessary.
The Gunnison Inn, a somewhat ordinary motel in a picturesque location, was the one we settled on. A tiny brook could be seen from the balcony.
Because this trip wasn't well-planned, we didn't have any luggage. I hoisted her over the threshold and proceeded to strip her the moment her feet touched the floor again. And she, too, was gasping for air. I was also gasping for air, you know. What a day it had been.
With shaky hands and her seven-hook strapless bra, I struggled to fasten it. She did something I had never seen before—pushed me away—while laughing. With a firm grip on the bra's top, where the thick wires were fastened, she yanked it vigorously. The cups were in the back, and she could do the hooks in the front, with just two more jerks. Laughing, she explained, "I had to dress and undress myself for a long time, honey."
As the newlywed stood in that hotel room, I took care of the nylons, shoes, garter belt, and underwear. When she undressed, I buried my face in her thick pubic hair, discovered her clitoris with my tongue, and made her cum for the first time.
With my hands on her ass, I supported her as she flexed her knees in excitement, and the taste of salty, greasy love honey flooded my mouth as I induced a shaking orgasm.
She sort of whimpered, "Oh Jesus," as she yanked me away with her fingers in my hair. She mustered up the courage to say, "Enough, baby, please," using that same high-pitched voice.
She began hitting me as soon as she regained consciousness.
Truthfully, I'm relieved there weren't any video cameras because it was quite uncomfortable. We were inseparable, unable to control our passionate kisses. After she removed my socks and shoes, she went on to my khakis and underwear.
After we finished, she got down on her knees and began to make love to my erection. She refrained from putting it directly into her mouth. She gently kissed it and ran her fingers over it, her cheeks, forehead, and eyelashes. I couldn't tell if she was speaking to my cock or me when she said "I love you," and it didn't matter to me.
Her hands tickled my back like spiders and her tongue probed my mouth like a warm, wet probe as she stood over me and kissed me, a long, very long, lingering kiss.
She said, "Hold that thought," before vanishing into the restroom, her laughter carrying over. The door being shut by her caught me off guard. Our level of modesty had been beyond my expectations. The day of her wedding was passed, though, so I made no fuss.
I surveyed my surroundings. The view is sparse. It was plain old ordinary. Two nightstands—one with a light and the other with a radio/clock—along with a king-size bed, a compact desk, and a chest of drawers housing a large flat-screen television. A neutral-colored wallpaper adorned the walls, the artwork belonged to one of those "Starving Artists" shows—commercially good—and the carpet had a convoluted pattern—perfect for hiding stains.
She emerged from the restroom as soon as I heard a click, and I had finished my circuit.
"Go pee," replied the woman, "I don't want any interruptions."
I obeyed with a chuckle.
I walked out of the restroom to see her talking on the phone.
"Who are you trying to reach?" I inquired, gently caressing her neck.
A giggling woman hung up the receiver. "Hold on to your towel, darling," she whispered, "because they're sending up some toothbrushes and toothpaste. I'll meet you on the balcony," she continued, opening the sliding door to the balcony before vanishing behind the curtain.
Consequently, I snatched a towel and adjusted the radio to a low-volume soft rock channel.
The hotel was prompt, and the discreet knock on the door arrived within a few minutes. After stealing $5 from my bride's purse, I gratefully accepted the small gift and said, "Thank you very much."
"Breakfast starts at seven," the young man remarked before he departed.
A very alluring position was formed by my spouse on the balcony. She was clearly showing her husband her ass and pussy as she stood three feet away from the rail, with her hands resting on the rail and her feet slightly wider than shoulder width apart.
With my hands on her hips, I stepped behind her and gently brushed my erection against her ass, eliciting a chuckle from her.
As I ran my fingers over her labia, she snatched my hand and dragged it down her arm.
As she pressed her cervix and uterus out into my hand, I could feel the tightness in her muscles and heard her take a big breath. She held me there until I felt her release the tension in her body.
"Oh my," I whispered as I tenderly squeezed.
She waited for me to raise my hand before saying, "Wait." I then covered it and held it against her ass.
At this point, she was groaning and straining, and I could feel her anus expand and, gradually, the other firm muscle, her rectum.
Her breath was coming out in small gasps as she declared, "alright, now look and see everything of your bride you'll ever see unless you use surgical instruments."
I decided to take a step back and observe.
The term "prolapse" is so harsh and unsuitable for what I was witnessing.
I could make out what she was showing me even if the light wasn't particularly strong.
Plus, it looked stunning.
She was so excited that her uterus hung like a gigantic pear—very pink and sparkly. A column with a spherical apex, her rectum was black and nearly red.
I wanted to shield her from harm since she appeared so exposed.
She proceeded to push out her uterus, bring it back, and giggle as I observed her. Then she drew back her rectum.
Her expression changed to that of a child whose card trick had just succeeded in fooling an adult.
She mentioned that she had been practicing.
I rubbed my belly and remarked, "it shows."
"You like?" she inquired, her expression slightly melancholic.
"Oh honey," I responded, "I love all of you but yes, I LOVE your new tricks."
Embracing me, she planted a kiss on my lips.
"Sweetheart, put your kinky bride to bed," was her advice.
Our initial encounter was one of sensitive, gentle intimacy. According to the timer, it took exactly ten minutes, and by the time I was through, I was completely exhausted. Also, she was.
We lay on a pillow together, whispering "I love you," and kissing with every little motion until I became hard again.
The second attempt was far more challenging. Her cumming was so intense that it interrupted my concentration as I attempted to cum for the second time in a few minutes. She didn't exert her usual amount of pressure on me, so I assume she was exhausted before long.
It was the genuine "agony/ecstasy" you read about when I arrived. Ejaculation was a painful ordeal that required me to strain and grunt in addition to the wonderful pleasure it brings.
Almost instantly, I dozed off.
I felt her lips on mine, making me erect, during our third time making love on our wedding night. I brought her around so we could make oral love together, using my hands as a guide.
For the first time, we were both content, and our relationship endured. My semen and her nectar had powerful aphrodisiac effects due to their combined flavors and aromas, but there is a limit to how much a body can recover. Since she was a woman, she came more easily than I was, and I savored every moment of her pleasure. I probed her cervix gently with my tongue as she pushed, causing her to gasp and take a quick breath, and I licked and caressed her uterus with my cheeks.
Despite my best efforts, she persisted in sucking every last drop out of me, and I knew going in that there were only a few drops.
We resumed our habit of sharing a pillow, kissing, dozing, and sleeping as she wriggled around.
I woke up a desperate need to pee for the fourth time.
I sat, hoping I could be quiet and not wake her, and then washed my teeth with the new toothbrush.
She was still sleeping when I slipped back into bed, moved a pillow, and latched onto her nipple.
I felt her wake with the change in her breathing and then the way her hand started stroking my hair. Then she giggled and rolled away, her nipple breaking loose with an audible little pop.
"Gotta pee," she remarked, giggling, going very lightly, almost skipping, to the restroom.
"Well," I replied when she got back into bed, "did you wipe."
She chuckled and added, "of course not, that's your job now, my husband."
I laughed and squirmed my way down her body to find the thick mat of her pubic hair with my mouth.
I could taste that she hadn't lied, and so I licked her clean.
"Is it wrong," I replied, rising myself to look at her over the swell of her breasts, "that I kind of like doing this?"
She grinned and added, "Now what did you teach me, my husband? Good sex is often messy but NEVER dirty."
I smiled and bent and covered her pussy with my mouth, licking and sucking, tasting her nectar mostly, salty and oily and warm and thick, with the slightest undertaste of urine.
I brought her to orgasm like that, almost nursing at her pussy and when I felt her push I began nursing at her cervix.
She came explosively that time, filling my mouth with her release.
I drank greedily.
Then I crawled up and entered her, loose and slick, and set up my rhythm.
I didn't think I would make it this time. I was almost exhausted, straining with each thrust, sweat pouring off of me when I finally squeezed out a couple of drops and collapsed on her.
"Okay," I panted, "if you want more all you get is fingers. I'm spent."
She giggled and said, "do I satisfy you, my husband?"
I kissed her, hard.
"You satisfy me, my bride, more than I ever imagined possible," I managed before collapsing onto her.
We rested like that for a while until she said "get off, honey, I can't breathe."
Following that, I did.
We laid like that for a few minutes before she said, softly, "let's shower honey, and get something to eat before I turn cannibal, I'm STARVED," and she nipped at my armpit making me yelp.
I laughed and rolled away.
"UP WENCH!" I said in my best imperious voice.
"As you wish, my husband," she said, eyes downcast in her best submissive voice.
We were both giggling as I started the water running to get it hot.
I was too spent to get hard, but we made our first shower as a married couple a celebration. We were VERY clean when we finished and then dried each other.
We packed, laughing, tossing the cheap motel-issue toothbrushes into her purse.
"Souvenir," she said and I smiled.
And that is how we started our first day as a married couple, making love, showering, and eating breakfast in the dining room of a motel in Gunnison, Colorado.
We spent the last two days of our extended weekend-turned-honeymoon in and around Salida. I showed her off at our "regular" restaurant and the hot springs pool each day and we found interesting places to see, and in which to make love. We returned to that beautiful valley for a picnic, we followed a little county road until it just petered out and then walked a few hundred more yards to make love while admiring the view. We fucked, as opposed to making love, doggie fashion in an aspen grove with her barking and howling like a bitch wolf in heat and me with both hands wrapped in her hair, holding her head bent back, telling her she was a good dog. That night she rode me, cowgirl style, and called me Silver, crying out "Hi Ho Silver, AWAY!" We slept and woke and made love and slept and woke and made love.
It was a delightful couple of days.
But, as they will, they came to an end. As we loaded up to head home she said she wanted to take highway 50 along the Arkansas River. We followed the canyon and then out onto the plains east of Canon City, through Pueblo West and to Pueblo.
She surprised me by saying "pull over here." She was pointing at the sign, and you've seen them along Interstate highways. It was a plain yellow rectangle with red letters - Adult Toys and Gifts.
So I pulled in, like a good husband.
She surprised me again by saying, with one of those feral grins she showed from time to time, "You wait right here, honey. It's a surprise."
She was giggling and walking with that odd light, almost skipping step.
I found an oldies station on the radio and sat back to wait.
It was the best part of half an hour before she came out. I had to chuckle. The small bag she carried was plain brown paper making me think of the line I had read once when, I think it was when Playboy magazine was young in the early 1950s it was delivered to subscribers in a "plain brown wrapper."
"So," I said, opening the door for her, "whadja get?"
She giggled and said, "nuh-uh. A wedding present but for later."
We made one more stop, this time in Limon, where we stopped at a jewelry store where she bought me a wedding ring, a simple gold band.
At the house I carried her across the threshold, making her giggle.
We went to a local restaurant for dinner, her looking pretty modest except that I insisted she wear one of her new sleeveless blouses.
I'm not sure if the looks we drew were for her new look or for the rings we wore.
Or maybe for the way we were hanging on each other, always touching, clearly in love.
Back home we watched the TV, Fox News, and then some silly sitcom before going to bed.
The next morning we padded, naked, down to the kitchen where she made coffee and breakfast. I enjoyed watching her cook, naked, dressed on in an apron ("bacon pops" she had told me, putting it on).
Breakfast done, I could tell she had something going on. She was so excited she looked like a child needing to go to the bathroom. She walked me into the living room, turned on the television, brought me a fresh cup of coffee, and said, "stay."
I watched the news, grumbling, and chuckling in turns, as ten minutes or so passed.
"Well," she said.
I turned and looked.
And stared.
She giggled and did a slow turn.
And I just stared.
She was pregnant.
Well, obviously she wasn't pregnant, but she LOOKED pregnant. Not hugely, ready-for-the-water-to-break pregnant, but a clean six months pregnant with a very distinct rounding of her belly.
"Well," she said again, "do you like?"
I got up and closed the distance between us and took her in my arms, enjoying the feeling of her round belly against me, and kissed her.
"You're are GORGEOUS!" I said, "but, well, how?"
She giggled and took my hand, leading me to bed.
Couldn't look away. Her center of gravity was slightly different, making her walk a little different as well.
The piece was enjoyable for me.
I just couldn't keep my hands off the swell of her belly.
At the bed she was giggling as she crawled in.
"I take it you like," she said, laying back.
I chuckled gently.
"I love," I said, kissing her, running my hand over the roundness of her belly, "but how?"
She giggled and pushed.
There was a pink tube coming out of her uterus through her cervix. Her uterus was distended.
She reached over into the little drawer on the bedstand and pulled out a little pink bulb, looking for all the world like the bulb on the thing, the sphygmomanometer if you want the real name, a doctor uses to check your blood pressure. It hooked to the pink tube with a little twist coupler.
Then she did that thing she does to, well, "retract" is as good a word as any, but it was swollen and didn't want to fit.
She giggled and said, "help me, honey."
So I pushed, very gently, loving the way she stretched. When the larger part of the pear shape was inside the rest suddenly slipped back in.
She breathed a sign of relief.
"It ain't childbirth," she said, "but it IS a bit of work."
We spent the rest of the morning in bed, playing with her new toy, my wedding present.
I'd squeeze the bulb a few times and then she'd say, "let me rest honey, let things stretch."
And I'd kiss her and tell her how damn beautiful she was and caress the growing swell of her belly and play with her tits.
"If you're going to be pregnant, then these should be producing too," I said at one point, playing with her nipples.
She giggled and said, "I had that thought myself."
"Soooo," I said, my fingertip tracing the circle of hair around her areola, a hard little cone the way I was playing with it, "How about you make that my other wedding present?"
She giggled and said, "I always knew you had mommy issues."
I gave the squeeze bulb a few pumps making her groan a little.
By then she looked to be hugely pregnant. If you had seen her in the store you'd have expected her water to break. She looked absolutely lovely.
We made love then, missionary position. I loved the feeling of the roundness of her belly against mine, When with her on top and I loved the look of her that way.
She was cumming in waves, as she does when she REALLY gets going, and we were both soaked.
It was a good first morning of wedded bliss.
And bliss it was. She was creative and enjoyed exploring.
One Friday afternoon when I came home, I was back in school by then, I noticed, hell, I couldn't help but notice, one of our kitchen chairs sitting in the middle of the front room.
She was smiling in the doorway to the kitchen and brought me a beer, led me to that chair, and had me sit. She put away my books carefully and then came to me in the chair.
"Honey, she said, and got to her knees before me, her chin on my knee, looking up at me, "I have a secret fantasy, I guess the word is 'naughty' fantasy. But if you think ts too kinky I'll understand."
I grinned, thinking I had at least an inkling of what was coming.
"I'm not going to start saying 'no' to you at this point," I said.
She smiled and crawled up to lay across my lap.
"It's not really a spanking if it doesn't hurt and I don't cry," she said.
I smiled and rubbed the roundness of her ass.
"Have you been a naughty girl?That's what I inquired.
"No," she said, "this is just because I want it."
I remembered the story about how to boil a frog (you put him in a pan of cold water and turn on the heat. Before he realized it, he'll be too cooked to get out) and so I started slowly. I caressed her ass, tickling, playing with the delta of hair that spread across her tailbone.
When I raised my hand I could feel her tense, see the big muscles I was caressing bunch up. So I waited.
When she relaxed I laid the first stroke, not even a slap, more like a pat, but when I touched her she flinched. Anticipation is a wonderful thing.
That first spanking lasted over an hour. I would caress and lift my hand and wait and then strike, each stroke just a tiny bit harder than the last, alternating cheeks.
I could tell she liked what I was doing. Her womanscent was soon strong, even before the first tears.
And I was liking it too. I liked the feel of her ass under my hand. I liked the sting in my palm as I struck. I liked the way she flinched with each stroke and after about the 25th, when each stroke was a loud SMACK, the way she would writhe as I caressed.
She was crying by then and with each stroke, her back would arch and she would shudder.
She came on stroke 67, her release pouring out of her, spattering onto the floor and making a milky puddle. She came again on stroke 72 and again at 87 when she said, "stop, please, baby, stop."
So I stopped and caressed while she sobbed.
When the tears stopped she rolled off my lap and onto her knees, her hand almost tearing at my belt and zipper in her rush to get at me.
"Thank you," she said, her eyes still red and swollen as she took me into her mouth, "thank you."
As blowjobs go, it was world-class. She made it linger, taking me to the edge, allowing me to relax, and then taking me to a slightly higher plateau. When I finished it was explosive, and her face was absolutely covered with a mask of semen.
She smiled and said, "thank you," again.
Two days later I was the one who put the chair in the middle of the floor. She had been at one of her meetings, something to do with the church, of course, so she was dressed in one of her "modest dresses," sleeveless but otherwise quite modest. I greeted her, naked, with a screwdriver and a kiss.
She looked around the room, saw the chair, and me naked, and raised one eyebrow, that thing she can do that I am not genetically equipped to do.
"I want to know, too," I said, leading her to the chair.
She smiled and said, "pervert."
I grinned as she sat, and laid across her lap.
"If it doesn't hurt," I said, mimicking what she had said before, "and I don't cry it's not truly a spanking.
She started caressing and tickling my ass, her fingertips drawing forth goosebumps that I could feel.
When she lifted her hand I understood her reaction, I was absolutely incapable of not clenching those muscles.
When I tired, and relaxed, I was just as incapable of not flinching when the touched me, barely a pat, the first time.
I was hard almost instantly.
"What a good boy," she was saying, almost crooning, as she was caressing my ass again.
The lift.
The clench.
Relax.
Smack.
And I understood why it was important for her to submit to this. To trust but also to give up control. This was an intimacy beyond sex.
She didn't count so I'm not sure how long it took. I know I was crying, my ass was on fire, my nose was running and I could see the puddle of snot and drool on the floor under my face. With each stroke my body would writhe and I was helpless to stop it.
But I had no desire to make her stop.
When I came it was an odd combination. There was no hard muscular contraction shooting a jet of semen, but I was flowing so freely, I could feel a little ache deep in my belly that I thought must be my prostate.
Mostly, though, it was that pure white blast of ecstasy blowing the pain away that made me realize how easily I could get addicted to this.
So spankings became part of our lovemaking. Not often, maybe three or four times a year. We talked about it, as we talked about everything, and agreed that we could get addicted too easily.
Epilogue
Emma and I have been married for 10 years now. She is coming up on three quarters of a century, and I'm well into my fourth decade. Her hair is that wonderful silver-grey many women aspire to but few achieve. She has been untouched by steel, scissors, or a razor since I came into her life, and that great mane hangs halfway down her back now when it is free.
The community has embraced us as a couple. Our first time at church was unpleasant, but she resumed her obligations and I attended with her on Sundays although I still think it's all hokum.
The first time her daughters, my cousins, came to town for a school reunion, they both lost it. It was a normal shoutfest. Monica, still blonde and gorgeous at 40-something accused me of taking advantage of her mom in the loudest terms. Bevvie, short, thick, not unattractive (sometimes the double negative is required) called me a bastard and accused me of, well, of being a nasty guy. One of them, I forget which, actually threatened to call the police and charge me with elder abuse at which Emma finally exploded making me giggle and, in the end, making us all laugh.
We weathered their storm, holding hands, and before that VERY uncomfortable four-day weekend was over we had reached, if not agreement and loving family status, at least acceptance.
Emma had to take a combination of hormones and vitamins and I don't know what all, to be honest, to induce lactation. Well, along with pumping every couple of hours, something I enjoyed helping with. It worked and some weekends I live on her milk and I think she enjoys that almost as much as I do.
While she was inducing her body assumed it was pregnant and I would hold her hair back during her morning sickness, and she was spectacularly sick, something I felt to be a particular intimacy.
From my vantage point, one advantage of the medicine cocktail she used to stimulate also appeared to stimulate hair growth on her body, which was a side effect. Even though her magnificent body hair is longer, silkier, and thicker than before, I adore seeing her nude. When we get a day off, I'll spend most of it brushing her body with a gentle hairbrush because I adore grooming her so much. Her gorgeous dark tan body hair color has not faded. The silver strands of her hair are completely obscured.
Even now, we manage to visit Salida on occasion. I adore seeing her expressions as she steps into the pool after being pumped up to seem nine months pregnant.
I am a history professor at the junior college in my hometown (well, actually, I'm two towns over) after finishing college and getting my master's degree in the subject. It's the same old her—the church secretary.
And my love for my bride is unwavering—mad, idiotic, head over heels.
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