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The "First Person" series, Syndie Truelove explores sexuality from a very personal perspective. Syndie's goal is to not just tell the story, but to also pull you into it. To achieve that the stories are written from the first person perspective.

Syndie wants you to relax, read, and relate during another exploratory tale...


Hi! I'm your girlfriend and, let's face it, you are one lucky guy.


For weeks we've planned it and fantasized about it--and tonight's the night. I look in the mirror and admire myself in the sexy black lingerie before I struggle into the revealing dress that's a bit too tight and a bit too short.

Pulling on my high black boots with heels, I take one last look in the mirror. Yes, tonight is the night. I'm a hooker and you are the john that is supposed to pick me up. I walk out the door and head toward the bar where we're supposed to meet.



You get to the bar early because you don't want me to have to wait around this kind of place dressed like a "lady of the night". You order a beer, go over to sit down in a booth, watch the door, and wait.

A few minutes later, a lady walk up and asks, "Mind if I sit here?" You look her over. She's probably somebody's grandmother and you hate to be rude. But she's also had too much to drink.

You tell her you're waiting for a friend, but she slides into the booth beside you, leans close, and whispers in your ear, "I'll keep you company until they get here darling..."

Her hand begins rubbing the inside of your leg and you begin wondering how you can get rid of her...



I walk in the door of the bar and look around for you. On the way here I have been propositioned more times than I care to count. I guess I can do the hooker look pretty damn good after all, but I'm a bit concerned that I don't see you as I make my way to the bar.

Just trying to fit in, I order a beer and look around the room. Suddenly a laugh that's a little too loud catches my attention. I look toward the booth where the sound came from. It's just some drunk old lady wearing to much make-up and not enough cloths.

Then suddenly my stomach drops to the floor as I spot you sitting there beside her...



You see me walk in and notice that every guy in the place checks me out. You think I look so sexy and you just can't wait for what the evening will bring. You tell the lady beside you that you need to go to the bathroom.

She looks at you and says, "Damn beer comes out as fast as it goes in, doesn't it?" and laughs at her own joke. You see me look your way and you try to catch my eye with a smile.

The lady with you begins to rub your crotch and whispers, "Speaking of coming out and going in, how'd you like to go someplace private, pull that bulge out, and stick it into me?"

You watch as my expression hardens and I step up to the bar.

All you can think is that this evening isn't going at all like we'd planned...



I'll admit it. I'm pissed. We plan this for weeks and then you have the nerve to pick up some old slut as soon as you get to the damn bar. I'm angrily glaring into my beer and barely notice the guy who slips up to the bar and sets down beside me.

"Haven't seen you in here before," he says.

I look over at him. Damn men. All they think about is picking up anything they can fuck. Suddenly I have a thought. Two can play your fucking game.

I smile at the man beside me and put an arm around his shoulders.

"Never been here before, honey," I tell him in a husky voice.



The lady with you is rubbing your crotch and suggesting the two of you go back to her place. You notice that I have started talking to the guy standing beside me at the bar. This isn't going at all like you had hoped.

You watch as my new "friend" runs his hand down my back toward my ass.

You look at me and can't help but think how damn sexy I Iook. You wonder why this couldn't just work out like it we planned.



I am trying to pay attention to the guy beside me as he talks, but I can't help but steal quick glances your way. Several times I ask myself why don't you get rid of that old slut?

The man beside me just keeps on talking. Every once in a while I try to follow what he's saying, but it just doesn't make sense right now. I can feel him running a hand up and down my back, but suddenly his hand slips past the elastic waist of my skirt and he begins to rub my ass!

Fucking perverted bastard! I grab my beer, stand up, and storm away...



You see me walking towards the booth you are in. The look on my face scares you a bit as I approach. The lady with you somehow senses my presence and turns around. I glare at her and then I begin to lose it.

In a cold voice I tell her, "You're a fucking whore, you old hag..." And then I throw the rest of my beer in her face.

Sputtering, she lunges out of the booth and towards me before you can stop her. I wasn't ready for that and she knocks me down. She wants a fucking fight? I'll give her a fucking fight!

The two of us roll on the floor and around the bar there are yells of "Cat Fight!"

It doesn't take long for the crowd to gather around to watch.

You finally see your chance to grab me and pull me away. The old bitch doesn't give up that easy and lunges toward us. Fortunately the bartender grabs her. He yells for someone to call the police.

You pull some money from your pocket and stuff it in his hands.

"Just a misunderstanding," you tell him and keep apologizing as you pull me towards the door...



The drive to the motel is quiet. Sure, you try to explain what happened, but I'm in no mood to listen as I glare straight ahead out the windshield. You suggest maybe we should call this off, but I'm stubborn sometimes and tell you it's okay. We are going to finish what we started even if you did get side tracked with that granny bitch.

We pull into the parking lot of a seedy motel, but you are worried about how things are going as you walk into the office. You tell the guy behind the counter that you and your wife want a room. He looks out the window at me. Making sure to give them a show, I've hiked my already short skirt up a bit higher. The tight dress leaves nothing to the imagination. I notice the clerk looking out the window of the office and in my direct. I give him a coy smile and then blow him a kiss.

As he hands you the key he winks and says, "You and your, ahhh, 'wife' enjoy yourselves..."



The room is cheap and not very clean. It's exactly the kind of place where a hooker and her john would meet. I walk to the bed and sit down, still mad as hell about everything.

I glare and in an angry voice tell you, "It's your show, honey. After all, you're the one paying..."



You are usually easy going ,but for some reason my words really piss you off. You are tired of my attitude. It wasn't your fault that some old lady came on to you in the bar. And you sure didn't see me shutting down the guy at the bar when he first started hitting on me.

You walk towards me, whip your cock out of your pants, push it toward my face.

"Suck it, whore," you order me.

I half-heartedly take the head of your prick in my mouth and being to suck it without any real enthusiasm. This only makes you angrier. You grab my head and force me to turn my eyes up towards yours.

"When I pay for a blow job, I expect a fuckin' blow job. You're going to earn your money on this one bitch!"

Suddenly you thrust forward, burying your cock deep down my throat...



I'm shocked by your words and the look in your eyes. I nearly gag as inch after inch of your hard cock slides through my lips and down my throat. I begin to work on your slab of meat. I lick and suck it. I gently fondle your balls.

The cheap room smells like mildew and disinfectant. The bed creaks under me every time I shift my weight. I hear you moan and feel your hand on the back of my head—you begin to fuck my mouth in earnest.

Suddenly the excitement hits me. This is so fucking nasty and I'm beginning to enjoy every minute of it! You are treating me like your cheap little whore now and that turns me on.



Admit it. I know how to give one hell of a blow job. That's part of what you love about me, isn't it?

And right now I am working my oral magic on your cock. You are tempted to just relax and blow your yummy load of cum down my hungry throat. But you're still pissed about my shitty attitude and you have some other things in store for me. Reluctantly you pull your cock from between my now hungry lips.

You walk over to a chair, sit down, and tell me, "Strip, bitch."



My mind is fuzzy. The excitement and the environment make it seem so surreal. It is more like a dream than reality. At first it was a game, but now it feels like I'm in a different world…

I stand up from the bed and walk towards you, swaying my hips and feeling your eyes following the motion. I get close to you, take your chin in my hands, lean forward, and kiss you long and hard.

Then I turn around. With you setting in the chair, my ass is almost exactly eye level for you. With a slow, deliberate motion I tug at my dress. My thumbs hook inside the elastic waist and with a wiggle of my ass the dress falls to the floor around my ankles.

I hear you let out a gasp of excitement and run my hands over my ass cheeks.

When I turn around, your eyes are vacant and staring. You are mesmerized by my body, clad only in my sexy black lingerie and my boots.

"Like it honey?", I ask.

You just dumbly nod your head yes. Now it is my turn to play a bit. I stand close and pull your head into my panty clad crotch. You can smell my arousal and see the damp spot on my panties that shows you just how excited I am.

"You know you want it baby. Give me all your money and it is yours", I tell you. You pull out your wallet and hand every dollar you have to me.

I set the money on the night stand and turn back to you.

"You poor pitiful man. You gotta pay for your sex," I taunt you. "But baby, you are getting the best that money can buy…"



You have got to have me. Nothing else matters right now.

You come out of the chair, push me back to the bed, and rip my panties off. You bury your face into my damp cunt. You lick and nibble at my fuzzy love tunnel. Yes baby, right there. Run your tongue over my clit like that again!

You are acting like some kind of animal. Like your very existence depends on hungrily eating my pussy. And I am loving every minute of it…



Your tongues works with a steady rhythm. It's relentless and soon I can feel myself approaching an orgasm. My hands go to the back of your head, pressing your face into my crotch while my hips thrust upward against your tongue.

I explode into an orgasm. Oh shit baby, you know how to get me off. My pussy must be gushing by now!

And a few minutes later your tongue takes me over the brink a second time.

Oh honey that tongue of yours can work magic.



I'm not usually quiet when we make love, but the second orgasm is delivered with a moaning scream. My body writhes under you in some kind of erotic and uncontrollable fit.

And then you pull your tongue away. Oh baby, right then I need you so bad!

Now you are back in control though and tell me exactly what comes next

"Kneel for me. I'm going to fuck you doggy style, like the bitch you are..."



I want you inside me! Two orgasms brought some relief, but I need to be fucked!

I crawl into position on the bed and you step up behind me. I feel you slide in. Damn, my love hole is so fucking wet that all of that big wonderful cock of yours just goes in as one smooth motion.

I begin to rock back and forth, riding your shaft in quick, desperate strokes. Your hand suddenly slaps my upturned ass cheek. The sting hurts but I'm still feeling a bit feisty.

I let out a gasp and tell you, "Rough play costs extra..."



The fact that after your tongues attention and impaling me with your cock, I can still manage to sass off to you just pisses you off more and you spank my ass a couple of extra times.

Shit baby, you know just how to balance the pleasure with the pain. The sting of your hand just whips me into an even hotter frenzy.

I am riding you hard. I cum a third time and I would swear you are about to cum for me, but suddenly you pull out.

There is one more thing you want. And at this point, you aren't going to be stopped from taking it.



There is an incredible void when you pull out.  Damn, what the hell are you doing?

But then I feel your dick slide up my butt crack and press against my tightly puckered ass hole.

Oh dear gawd baby. I start to sass off again, "You want my ass, that costs extraaaagggggeee!"

Before I finish with the words you have pushed forward and buried your cock deep in my turd tunnel. Damn, it hurt at first, but you were in so fast. And since you are in already, I figure we both might as well enjoy it.



You look down and watch as my asshole suddenly gave way, letting your rock hard dick penetrate my bowels. It feels so good and so tight around you. You feel like the fucking stud you are right now, don't you?

"I'm going to get my money's worth," you grunt. "I'm going to fuck every hole you've got!"

Oh baby, that is just what I need!

It seems like only a few strokes and you know you are about to cum.



Oh yes baby, cum for me! Please fill my ass full of your creamy white cum!

I want it so bad and I have settled into a rhythm now. I want to milk you dry. I feel your desperate thrusts meeting my own as you slam that wonderful shaft of yours into my ass time after time.

I squeeze the muscles in my ass and I'm rewarded with a moan from you.

I squeeze again and you tell me, "Babe, I'm cumming…"

I feel your dick spasm in the depths of my dark tunnel. It seems like your cock twitches forever, pumping squirt after squirt of sticky goo into my butt. I wish you could just fill me forever, but you are spent now. Slowly your cock begins to go limp and pull from my well fucked, cum filled butt.



We've both showered and we're getting our cloths on ready to leave. I slip back into my dress and can't believe I was parading around in public earlier wearing such a skimpy thing. I turn around and see you watching me.


"You look incredible," you tell me. Damn straight I do! I'm one fucking hot lady and don't you ever forget it honey.

As we get ready to leave the room, I reach to the night stand and pick up the money I had demanded from you earlier. I count it. Then I count it again. What the fuck? I turn and glare at you.

"Thirteen dollars?," I shout. "Thirteen fucking dollars for the best piece of ass you've ever had?"

You look at the floor and mumble and apology. You try to explain. You had to pay off the bartender after the fight. The motel had cost more than you expected. I can tell you are uncomfortable and I'm secretly enjoying every minute of it, but I'll be damned if I'm going to let you off easy.

Standing by the door I look over my shoulder and warn you, "You had better be half as good as I was next week when you play the pretty gigolo pool boy…"

Then I turn and walk out to the car. You follow from the room wondering if I'm joking or not.

But something tells you that you probably should take me seriously.



I can't wait until we play again honey!
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