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 A Christmas Carol Gangbang – Cheri Verset

Michael came back from his lunch break and checked his breath against the palm of his hand as he walked in the building. Satisfied the breath mint was doing its job, he took a deep breath and headed for the front desk.
Relax, he told himself.
You’re only about to risk total humiliation.

He fidgeted as he waited for the receptionist to look up. He’d been working at the Buffalo branch office for a month and the sight of Carol was the only thing that kept him from going insane. She was young and blond and absolutely gorgeous.

“Yes?” she asked, finally looking up.

“Oh, yes... hi.”

“Hey.”

“Uh...”

“Can I help you?”

“Well, I thought... I was wondering... Uh, what are you doing tonight?”

“Coming back here for the Christmas party, like everybody else.”

“Right, yes, of course. You see, I was wondering... I was hoping that maybe... I thought possibly we could go together.”

She smiled good-naturedly the way a kindergarten teacher did so after a child brought her a bad drawing. “That’s sweet, Mark.”

“Michael. My name is Michael.”

“I usually go to these things alone. Maybe some other time, okay?”

“Uh, yeah. Sure.”

He put on a brave face, smiled, and took his leave. Another reason to hate Buffalo.

* * *

By eight o’clock the party was in full swing. The employees were half drunk and the saxophone-heavy Darlene Love Christmas songs kept people dancing. Michael had moved from the cheap box wine to neat tequila. Human Resources Jason -- so-called to distinguish him from Accounting Jason -- slapped a hand on Michael’s shoulders.

“Is this a great party, or what?”

“Whatever.”

It would have been so much better with Carol on his arm. He’d been watching her for an hour from across the room. She wore a tight-fitting white dress and seemed to be having fun joking with the secretaries.

“Whatever? What are you talking about? We throw the best parties in Buffalo.”

“When I used to work for Google out West, we once had Bon Jovi play our Christmas party. There was a raffle every hour and first prize was a Jaguar. Excuse me if I’m not enthused about your cassette tape player and Costco liquor.”

“We actually went all out this year, so consider yourself lucky the CEO flew in from Pittsburgh to join our shindig.”

They both turned toward the 50-year-old across the room. Next to him was his silver-haired wife who spoke graciously to everyone. Suddenly, sales director Charlie went to speak in the man’s ear. Moments later, the two men joined the regional manager Dirk by the water cooler. They spoke in hushed tones before disappearing in the latter’s corner office.

“So much for the party,” Michael said. “Kind of defeats the purpose if they’re gonna talk business all night.”

His bad mood was compounded when he saw Carol leave the secretaries and join the men in the office. Michael was sincerely disappointed. Here was a beautiful woman, an underpaid receptionist at that, who was forced to work in the middle of a Christmas party.

He heard Jason talk about transforming leading-edge infomediaries or envisioneering integrated niches or some other meaningless bullshit. He wasn’t paying attention. All he wanted was to figure out a way to get closer to Carol. He’d never been so attracted to someone.

“And that’s when I told that Poughkeepsie douchebag that if he wants to utilize next-generation metrics he better come up with a proper way to disintermediate granular deliverables.” Jason stopped talking and looked at his colleague. “Earth to Michael, anybody copy?”

“What the hell are they doing in there? It’s two days to Christmas, everybody’s closed. They can’t possibly be doing business tonight.”

Michael noticed the other man smirk. “What?”

“I was gonna keep this as a surprise for later.”

“What?”

“This had to be cleared with Charlie, Dirk,
and
the CEO, you understand? This is kind of your Christmas bonus.”

“What the hell are you talking about, Jason?”

“You have to promise not to freak out. And, if for some reason you do, you have to promise to keep your mouth shut.”

“What...”

“Promise.”

Michael paused. He really didn’t understand anything but he was too curious to prolong the mystery any longer. “I promise.”

“Okay, follow me.”

Jason led the way to the corner office and stopped. He looked at the merrymaking crowd; no one was paying attention to him and his coworker. He knocked. They heard footsteps and the door was cracked open about an inch. Charlie’s eyes stared back at them.

“You’re early.”

“I have an eager friend.”

The sales director hesitated and finally opened the door completely to let the two young men in. He hurriedly closed the door behind him and locked it. The room was about 20 feet square. There was a mahogany desk on one side and the rest of the space was set up as a small lounging area with couches and armchairs.

Michael’s eyes widened in shock when he saw exactly what kind of work was being performed in this office. Carol was on her knees next to the desk and she had Dirk and the CEO’s dick in her hands.

“Mind if we join you?” Jason asked.

He didn’t wait for a reply. He quickly removed his jacket and loosened his tie. He walked to the threesome and on the way took out his limp cock through the fly. He stroked himself as he watched the receptionist take the CEO into her mouth, sucking him gently.

Charlie noticed Michael’s astonished expression. “It’s a time-honored tradition around here. That girl’s been doing that for the last five years. We call her Christmas Carol.”

“You pay her for that?”

“The way it started, five years ago we had this rep who didn’t want to come stag to the party so he hired a hooker. We all had too much booze, our wives were checking out kitten videos on YouTube, and things got wild. The girl got hot and we wound up having ourselves a little party or our own, if you know what I mean.”

“An orgy?”

“Well, technically an orgy has more than one chick. Anyway, Carol turned out to be a real nice girl and we gave her a permanent job. We’ve had a Christmas gangbang every year since. Like I said, it’s a tradition. For the last two years, the CEO has been flying in just for this. Awesome networking opportunity. Come and get in on this.”

He motioned for Michael to follow him and positioned himself next to the other guys, waiting to get stroked, sucked, and pleasured.

Michael took his time to join the others. His eyes were riveted to the scene before him. Carol sat on her haunches while sucking on Dirk’s crown. Her two hands were busy jacking off the two other men.

When Charlie got there, he got on his knees next to her. His hands went straight for her chest where he played with her slightly pendulous natural boobs which were hanging out of her dress. He kissed her shoulders while he continued massaging her.

“Lick my balls, will you, sweetheart?”

She turned to the CEO. “My pleasure, Mr. Foster.”

“Please, call me Grover.”

She lifted his cock and continued jerking him up and down as she nibbled on his nuts. Her tongue swirled around his scrotum, applying just the right amount of pressure to provide pleasure and yet avoiding pain.

Since Dirk wasn’t being taken care of anymore, he got on the floor next to Charlie and suckled her left breast. Michael thought it was a little weird to see two grown men sitting on the ground sucking on a girl’s tits in tandem.

Still, he found himself getting hard.

Carol suddenly looked at him and for moment he thought he saw her smile around his boss’s dick. This was encouragement enough and he began removing his clothes. For a split second he panicked at the thought of sporting an erection around other men. Hell, it had taken him years just to get changed at the public pool. But the scene was just too hot for inhibitions.

“Go lie down on the desk, sweetheart.”

The CEO helped her up and as soon as she was on her feet four hands got busy disrobing her. Before long she was completely naked. Michael gasped at her incredibly slender figure. She was breathtaking.

The receptionist went to the empty desk and, as ordered, lied back on the cool mahogany. Charlie headed directly between her legs. A part of him told him he should have let his boss get first dibs but this was a dog-eat-dog corporate world and pussy was a valuable commodity. He sat in the black leather swivel chair and went about eating that delicious cooze.

Carol was lying a little askew on the desk. This way she could easily fit one man on each side so she could masturbate them. Her head was hanging off the desk and Dirk saw that as an opportunity. He tilted her head back and when she opened her mouth he shoved his cock into it. He held her tightly and proceeded to boldly fuck her face.

It was rough but the tongue wiggling between her folds provided so much pleasure that she didn’t care. She moaned as the meat was stuffed down her throat and at the same time she never stopped tugging on the cocks in her hands.

“If you’re not gonna fuck her, Charlie, get outta the way.”

Not willing to let the opportunity pass him by, the sales director straightened up and scooted forward. He unceremoniously aimed his prick at the wet pussy and pushed it in.

Michael grew concerned when the girl’s moan got a little more high-pitched but he soon realized she was feeling nothing but pleasure. His own manhood was stiff and jealous of the other men. However, he was still too dazed to actively participate. He stroked himself absentmindedly.

“Jesus, her little cunt feels so good.”

Carol pulled on the two penises she was holding until their owners had no choice but to follow her hands. She led them until all three cocks were touching her mouth. Dirk got the message and stopped face-fucking her. For the next several minutes, she went about licking the three cock heads, going from one to the other without any discernible order.

She continued jerking them at the same time and sometimes their members touched each other by mistake. It gave her a secret thrill to see them get uncomfortable but being too chicken to do anything about it.

“Oh fuck, I’m gonna cum!”

Charlie stiffened and spewed deeply into the receptionist, continuing to thrust as he did so. Once his balls were empty, he pulled out of her.

“That was awesome. Thanks, doll. So who wants my sloppy seconds?”

“Shit, I’ll do it,” Jason announced.

He pulled away from her face and switched places with Charlie. He positioned himself at her entrance and rammed into her. He felt the warm jizz of his colleague immediately clinging to his shaft but he made abstraction of it. The snugness of her pussy trumped everything else. He placed her legs over his shoulders and got a nice rhythm going.

The CEO gazed at Michael. “Hey you, are you a fag?”

“No, sir.”

“Well, prove it then. Come and join us.”

“Yes, sir.”

Michael approached timidly. Carol let go of everyone else, lifted herself sideways, and dove for his rod. She wrapped her fingers around his girth and took him into her hot mouth. She made twisting motions while sucking on his flesh. He had never felt this good in his life.

“Oh,” Charlie exclaimed. “I think Carol has a new favorite!”

The guys laughed around him but Michael didn’t hear any of it. Watching the woman of his dreams blowing him -- no,
making love
to his cock -- was so overwhelming that everything else faded.

“You ready for my load?” Jason asked.

He didn’t wait for an answer. He doubled speeds and plowed through her swollen snatch. The sound of his balls slapping against her ass was ubiquitous in the room.

“Here it comes, get ready!”

And with that, he threw his head back while his dick erupted, shooting his thick jizz straight into her womb where it mixed with Charlie’s. He thrust slowly, milking the last drops out of himself and ultimately pulled out.

Carol felt herself filled with their man-juice and yet empty. It was always like this when a man pulled out of her. It was almost disappointing. But she had an idea.

She let go of the various penises and sat up. She quickly slid off the desk and placed her hand at her pussy. The five men were frozen and stared in both puzzlement and anticipation.

After a few seconds, everyone saw semen dripping out into her hand. Once she collected it all, she brought it up to her face, and looked at everyone to make sure she had their attention. She licked the gooey cream off her hand and smacked her lips in satisfaction.

“I want more.”

The CEO stepped forward. “I’m next.”

“Of course you are, Grover. But you know what? You’re all next. Together.”

Carol walked to the open space between the desk and the lounging area, bringing the CEO with her. She motioned for him to lie down on the carpet and he complied silently.

“Are we doing the turkey stuffing like last year?” Dirk asked.

“You betcha!”

“Awesome, but this year I get the ass.”

The receptionist straddled the CEO. The latter had a goofy smile on his face as she took hold of him and guided him into her scorching pussy. She sank down until he was wholly buried into her.

Right then, Dirk went behind the couple and right away he started to play with her rosebud, stretching her back hole until she was loose enough to accommodate his size. He spat on her butt, scooped up the saliva, and used this lubricant to finger her rapidly.

“Come on,” she urged the three others.

They came forward and when Charlie took the middle spot hoping to get blown, she pushed him sideways. She made a come-hither gesture to Michael. It was him she wanted to take into her mouth.

Michael stood with his feet by his boss’s head and forgot about the world around him when her soft mouth wrapped around his glans. Her tongue created just the right amount of friction and she bobbed on him languorously.

Her hands were busy stroking his two colleagues. Despite having ejaculated recently, they were both hard again. Jason’s hands were clasped behind his back while Charlie played with his own balls.

Carol closed her eyes when she felt Dirk enter her ass. Her ring glided smoothly along his cock and she already felt a profound heat starting to build in her belly. The man grabbed her hips and fucked her ass shamelessly.

She moaned around Michael’s dick. The feeling of being filled to the brim in every orifice was driving her wild. She moved her hips with abandon, impaling herself on the CEO and hoping everyone could cum at the same time, her included. To achieve her goal she accelerated all her movements: her mouth, her tongue, her hands, her hips.

“Slow down, Carol,” Michael ordered. “Slow down, I’m gonna cum.”

She did the opposite and went even faster. She looked up at him and braced herself for his sweet reward. His features hardened and she felt his cock grow in her mouth.

“Here it comes!”

Without further warning, he shot his seed down her throat. She swallowed hungrily, not wanting to miss a drop. She kept sucking him hoping there would be more, hoping she could cum already.

“My turn!” the CEO groaned below her.

Before she could react, she felt him spurt inside of her. His jets were weak and did nothing to trigger her own orgasm. She tried to continue fucking him but he grew soft almost instantly afterwards.

Going on in this position would quickly get unpleasant for both of them. Disappointed but ever the trooper, Carol moved forward until Dirk slipped out of her ass and then turned around. She sat back on her haunches and made a show of playing with her pussy.

Jason, Charlie and Dirk came closer while jacking themselves off. It was obvious this was the big finale and they were going to have to take care of themselves. No one cared. She was so hot, such a dirty little slut playing with herself like this, her fingers plunging into her sloppy pussy.

Dirk was the first one to reach the point of no return. He stiffened, aimed his shaft down, and sprayed her tits with his white cream. He stroked himself until there was nothing left to give.

“Yeah, who’s next? Who’s going to cum over my big tits?”

The site of another man ejaculating was more erotic than Charlie would’ve thought. His balls contracted and without notice he exploded onto the receptionist, giving her a pearl necklace.

As soon as he was done, Jason moved ahead. With one hand he tugged on his rod while the other played with his balls. He closed his eyes, thought about the amazing feeling of earlier as he fucked her already full cunt. All of a sudden, his jizz shot out like a geyser, landing on her face, glazing her skin like a porn star.

Carol looked at the five men who stared at her. As much as she wanted to have an orgasm herself, she just wasn’t close enough. She pulled her fingers out of her pussy and licked the juices off.

For long seconds nobody made any major movement. Carol lazily massaged the cum into the skin of her cheeks, her neck, and her breasts. Meanwhile, the men caught their breath while watching her, while jerking their deflating cocks. At last, the CEO exhaled loudly before clapping his hands together.

“Wooo, that was fun! Now I better go back to my wife before I’m gone long enough for her to nag me about it for the next two months.”

Everybody but Michael went to the pile of discarded clothes where they quickly got dressed. For this part, Michael just stared at the receptionist. Even with her disheveled hair and frosted face she was gorgeous.

After a moment, he reached for a box of tissues on the desk and handed it to her. She took it with a smile and proceeded to wipe off the spunk off her hands.

“It’s been fun, boys and girls,” Grover said before turning to the woman. “You, young lady, you were spectacular. I hope we can do it again soon.”

“Merry Christmas.”

The three dressed men headed out of the office. Michael extended a hand and helped Carol to her feet.

“Thanks.”

“No problem.”

“I’m just gonna go take a shower, okay?” She pointed to the regional manager’s private bathroom.

“Sure. I’ll see you by the water cooler.”

“Actually, you think you can wait for me here? I won’t be long.”

“Oh, okay, no problem.”

She smiled at him, grabbed her clothes as well as her purse, and disappeared into the bathroom. Slowly getting dressed, Michael didn’t know what to think. On the one hand, he’d been absolutely flabbergasted by having discovered his coworker -- his goddamn CEO! -- involved in a gangbang. On the other hand, he’d finally been able to get up close and personal with the woman of his dreams.

He stuffed his shirt down his pants, zipped up, and put on his tie loosely. He didn’t bother wearing his jacket. He found his boss’s sideboard and poured two drinks from a crystal decanter. He brought them back to the lounging area and sank into a couch.

He heard the shower go off. Five minutes later Carol came out. She was fully dressed and had even managed to repair her hairdo. She joined him and sat next to him. She beamed when he handed her a glass.

“Sorry, no ice.”

They drank silently. It turned out to be brandy.

“Do you think less of me now because of what we did here?”

“What? No!”

“Then are you gonna ask me out again?”

“Depends.”

“On what?”

“On whether or not you’re gonna say yes this time.”

“Yes,” she said quickly. “I’ll say yes.”

“You don’t even know the specifics.”

“Doesn’t matter, the answer is yes anyway.”

She pressed her body against his and kissed him. Her lips were soft and moved deliberately. He kissed her back with mounting hunger and before long he couldn’t keep himself from stroking her soft neck. They took a break, set their drinks down, and smiled to each other. They resumed making out.

Carol turned around on the couch so she could face him. He kissed his way from her mouth to her ear, gently licking around the small diamond stud before sucking the earlobe into his mouth.

“Ahhh,” she purred, tilting her head back in appreciation.

She hiked her dress up and straddled him. Michael slid the straps off her shoulders before smooching her collarbone. He pushed the dress down until her magnificent braless tits hung free. He took one in each hand and massaged them as he continued kissing her.

“Suck them. Suck my nipples.”

He licked her naked flesh while purposely avoiding her nipples. They were hardening before his eyes. He kissed all around the areola and blew cold air over them.

“Suck on them, bite them.”

“Yeah? You really want me to? Do you want it enough to beg?”

“Yes, please, Mark.”

He looked up abruptly at her.

“I’m kidding, Michael. Just put my nipples into your mouth, please.”

He opened his mouth wide and took as much of her left boob as he could fit. He flicked his tongue around her nipple before sucking on it as hard as he could.

Carol closed her eyes and moaned as she felt him torment her areola. This -- combined with kissing -- was so intimate to her that she rarely allowed it. With Michael, however, it just seemed natural. She was surprised by the bond she was feeling with him at the moment.

He dropped one of his hands and hiked her dress further above her waist. He was about to pull her panties to the side when he realized she wasn’t wearing any.

“Going commando, are we?”

“Does it turn you on?”

“Yeah.”

“That was the idea.”

She kissed him hard, shoving her tongue down his throat. She had initially found him rather nerdy since he’d joined the company but the more time she spent with him the sexier she found him.

The wetter she got.

Michael turned his hand palm up and put it between her legs. He felt her heat from several inches away. He touched her tremendously supple labia. She was already moist. He wiggled between the creases until he found her entrance.

“Push it in,” he ordered. “Put it in me.”

He coated his finger with her juices and spread it all over her vulva. Next, he lifted his hand and teased her lips with his wet finger. They stared sultrily at each other and she captured the finger into her mouth. She closed her eyes, savoring the taste of her own nectar.

He pulled out of her mouth, sucked on her nipples some more, and inserted his digit inside her voracious pussy. It sank in easily.

“Yes.”

He fingered her without hurry, his eyes captivated by her face which was beginning to contort in pleasure. She was far from reaching her release but she was enjoying the ride.

With her eyes closed, she reached down and worked around Michael’s hand to undo his pants. She snaked his cock out and already she felt it stir. She locked her fingers around it and jerked him slowly. He grew in her hand and she loved knowing that she was responsible for that.

While he continued fingering her, he used his thumb to stimulate her clit. He did circles around the hard little nub which he timed with each thrust.

“That feels so good, Michael.”

“Yeah?”

“I love doing these gangbangs but I know the pleasure part is more about the guys than me. It’s cool, I understand it. But it gets me so worked up. Every year I finish the night in my bed with a vibrator.”

“But not this year.”

She shook her head, her eyes still blissfully shut. She stroked Michael’s cock faster. It was wide and long and hard now. She spread his pre-cum over the head with her thumb, making him flinch.

“I want you to fuck me, Michael. Put it in my wet cunt. Please, do it.”

He pulled out of her and promptly pushed down his pants and underwear. He scooted to the edge of the couch and Carol adjusted her straddling position.

“Ready?”

She nodded and descended on his shaft. She paused when he brushed the tip across her drenched folds but then continued when he lined it up at the mouth of her channel. She dropped onto him until she sat completely on his lap. She was filled by him, utterly stretched. It was intimate and so much better than her previous couplings.

Michael buried his face in her neck at the incredible feeling. It couldn’t have been more perfect if a choir of angels had been singing “Aaahhhh” behind them. He let her adjust to his girth and then grabbed her by the hips to guide her movements over him.

She ground against him for what seemed like forever. Pleasure was felt through every pore of their skin, they were lost in the glorious feeling. He was sucking on her nipples once again when her breathing accelerated.

“Oh God, I’m gonna cum.”

Hours of animalistic sex -- mostly foreplay as far as she was concerned -- had taken its toll. Her entire body began trembling as she reached the coveted plateau.

Michael was himself close. He went faster, lifting her up and at the same time thrusting into her. Yes, he was close, so close!

“I’m gonna cum too.”

He wrapped his arms around her when the orgasm finally traveled through her body. Her soaking pussy quivered around him while she jerked in ecstasy in his arms. She hadn’t cum like this since that threesome with her friend Marnie and her husband six months before.

The fact that he was the one to blame for the bestial onslaught of her release sent him over the edge. His aching balls gave in and he erupted deep inside of her. His buttery seed shot out vigorously, bathing her tunnel with more cum than he ever knew he could produce.

They rode the wave of intense joy together, their bodies seemingly melting into one another to become a single entity. When they regained their senses, they kissed for long minutes, enjoying the afterglow.

Michael looked up and nuzzled her chin playfully. His dick was shrinking quickly but he didn’t care, he was comfortable with having her body pressed against his. She smiled in response.

“You know, this was the best Christmas gangbang ever.”

“Because the CEO showed up?” he asked.

“Because you showed up.” She kissed him tenderly. “You’ll love my apartment. You can move your stuff in tomorrow, if you want. I can’t wait for you to meet my three kids.”

“Uh...” His eyes were as big as saucers and his heart beat faster.

“Relax, I’m kidding, Michael. I don’t have any kids.”

“I would’ve loved to meet them if you had.”

“Good to know.”

They kissed as the Christmas music stopped on the other side of the door. The office party was winding down. But for Michael and Carol, things were just beginning.
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 A Private Party – Polly J Adams

Author's note

Every week or so I get together with a small group of friends. We call it the Girls' Club.

Sometimes we meet in a bar, sometimes at one of our homes. The common themes are that we always share a few drinks, and we always tell each other stories. Intimate stories. The kind you only share with close friends.

But aren't those exactly the kind of stories you get a kick from sharing with others? Particularly sharing them with strangers.

The Girls' Club has given me special dispensation: as long as I change enough facts so that my friends can't be identified I am allowed to write these stories down. I'm allowed to share them with strangers. I'm allowed share them with you.

This is a story Mel told me recently. Some of the facts have been changed. But most of them haven't.


* * *

Often it's the quiet ones who surprise you the most.

Mel is quiet. She loves going out with the girls, but she's never the one making the most noise, or telling the loudest stories. She's never the life and soul of the party.

But when it comes to private parties, she can be very different, as she told me one evening at the Girls' Club.

*

Mel had only been married a few months. Her husband, Jack, was something in the city, the kind of guy who looked good in a suit but even better at the end of the day, with the jacket off, the tie loosened, the top button undone. When Mel first introduced him to the girls there was more than one muttering about how she could be so lucky and did they make any more like that?

One night recently, Mel decided to do something special for her new husband. The one thing she regretted about her wedding was that Jack had been called away on business at the last minute and so had missed out on a stag do. Tonight she would make it up for him.

When he got home from work that evening there was a drink waiting for him, a fire lit, the room illuminated by candles and lamps.

"Mmm," he said, "what you cooking?"

She took a handful of his neck-tie and kissed him, long and deep, then pushed him gently back onto the sofa. "We'll eat later," she said. "Maybe."

Music was playing low in the background, a playlist she had picked carefully. "I Touch Myself", "Like A Virgin", "Pour Some Sugar On Me"... She started to twist and turn to the music, loving the way his eyes followed, explored, devoured.

"You like?" Hands running down that black dress he loved, the one that clung to her figure in all the right places.

She turned, wiggled her hips, her backside at his eye level.

"So... what's all this about? Not that—"

She interrupted him with another kiss. "A party," she told him. "A private party."

His hands on her hips felt good.

She pulled his tie a bit looser, freed another button, whispered in his ear, "I love you."

The doorbell interrupted them, just as his hand was sliding up her bare thigh, inside her dress.

He pulled back, frustration clear on his face.

"I'll go," said Mel, turning with another teasing wiggle, showing him what he could have had.

*

The woman at the door wore a long leather coat buttoned up to the chin. Mel let her in, then turned and led her through to the front room where Jack waited.

Her husband looked from the visitor to Mel and back, an eyebrow raised.

The woman had long blonde hair with a slight wave to it. Her eyes were a piercing blue, her lips full, painted a glossy red. She smiled at the two of them.

In the background, the music switched to "You Can Leave Your Hat On".

"Meet Selena," said Mel, with a grin she couldn't resist. She sat with Jack on the sofa, a hand on his chest and her legs curled up on the seat. "Remember how disappointed you were that you never had a stag party?" she asked. "Well I thought that maybe we could do at least a part of it here. Selena's a friend of mine. She comes to the girls' club with Polly and the others. And when she's not doing that, she strips..."

With that, Selena started to move, slowly and sinuously to the music.

At the first chorus, she undid the top button of her coat, revealing a slender neck, and smooth, flawless skin.

Closer to the two of them now, she turned and arched her back, grinding her hips in wide circles.

Another button, more delicate flesh. Each undone button focused all attention on the skin revealed, and Mel found herself getting turned on. She hadn't expected to respond like this, or at least not so quickly. That made her wonder how Jack must feel about this performance. Just then, he glanced at her, as if guiltily remembering she was there. She smiled and kissed him on the cheek, and let her hand slide down to his flat belly.

Selena had half of her buttons undone now, and Mel found her attention flitting between her eyes and the exposed skin of the first swelling of her breasts.

She let her hand move down, teasingly over Jack's hip to his thigh. She could see that he was hard. Hard for another woman. She squeezed his leg, knowing that it would pull the fabric of his trousers down tighter across his erection.

"I..."

He was confused. He hadn't expected anything like this. He had no idea what was going to happen next, what was allowed and what might be out of bounds.

Mel stood, and joined the slow dance. She circled around Selena until she stood behind her, looking at Jack over her friend's shoulder. She put her hands on Selena's hips, and enjoyed the movement of her friend's arse grinding back against her.

Jack's erection was clearly visible from here, straining at his trousers.

Mel moved a hand up, slipped it inside Selena's coat, cupped a breast, and together they danced, spooning and grinding.

Just as "Sexual Healing" started to play, Mel undid another of Selena's buttons, then another, until there was only one left to go, and then that, too, was undone. Now Jack was getting tantalising glimpses of black lace bra, thong, suspenders and stockings, as Selena's coat hung loose and the two women continued to dance and grind.

All the time, Jack watched the two of them, his hands rested uncertainly on his thighs. Mel knew he wanted to stroke himself, but still he was reserved, uncertain.

She turned Selena and kissed those full, red lips, slid her hands inside the coat and eased it from her friend's body. When it fell to the floor, Jack gave an involuntary gasp, and out of the corner of her eye Mel saw now that he had one hand in his lap, rubbing.

She freed Selena's bra, let her full breasts spill out, dipped her head to tongue one of the nipples.

"You think a little lap dance?" Mel asked, grinning mischievously at her husband.

Selena moved to the sofa and Mel watched the movements of her arse and long legs as she walked. Suddenly, she felt disappointed. She wanted more. She wanted her mouth still to be on Selena's breast, her teeth working the hard nipple.

Selena stood before Jack, grinding her hips, hands running all over her own body, head thrown back.

Jack had taken his hand from his lap again. Mel hadn't expected him to be so shy. She went to stand by Selena as her friend leaned forward, hands either side of Jack's head on the back of the sofa, breasts swaying so close to his face.

Closer, a breast brushed against his cheek. Mel watched, suddenly intensely aware of how wet she was.

She took up the dance again, hands stroking herself, finding zipper, freeing the dress, letting it fall with a wiggle of the hips. She was wearing the same carefully chosen lingerie set that Selena had on.

She leaned forward, one knee on the sofa, and Selena turned her face, kissed her, a grinding of tongue and lips, and below them Jack groaned, his hand back on his cock.

"Is this how it goes?" asked Mel, breaking away from Selena's kiss. "On a stag do? There's always a stripper, right? Dancing in your face, making you hard and desperate. Is that it? So then... what next? Where does it go from here?"

She turned to Selena again and the two stood back, clear of the sofa.

Still, the music played, but suddenly they were motionless, eyes locked on each other. Then Mel raised a hand, pointed one long finger and put it to Selena's chin. Selena tipped her head back and Mel ran her finger down her friend's neck, drawing a straight line from chin to chest-bone, then down between her breasts, slowly, slowly, to her belly, and down.

It seemed to take forever, that long rake of the fingernail, but then Mel had her friend's pussy cupped in her hand. She could feel the softness, feel the wetness through the thong.

She started to rub, and Selena ground her hips against Mel's hand. She dipped her head to Selena's breasts again and took one nipple in her mouth, sucked and bit and licked, suddenly desperate, unable to contain herself any longer.

Then Selena took Mel's head in her hands, gently eased her away, kissed her on the lips, turned.

They kneeled either side of Jack on the sofa, hands moving across his shoulders, chest, hips, legs... everywhere but his cock. Mel kissed his hair above his ear, moved to his temple, his jaw, and then Selena was kissing him full on the mouth, then turning to kiss Mel, then kissing him again, tongues and lips of the three of them merging, clashing, tangling, pressing.

Now Jack started to relax, to realise that there were no rules. His hands moved, one arm curling around Mel's waist, pulling her to him, the other cupping one of Selena's breasts, the thumb flicking at her nipple.

Mel pulled at his shirt, freeing it from the waist of his trousers, just as Selena started to loosen his belt.

His trousers open, Selena pulled at them until they were around his knees, then returned to his black boxers, stretched tight by his towering erection.

She took him in one hand through the fabric and he gasped. His eyes found Mel's, as if uncertain again, and so she kissed him, her tongue deep in his mouth, sensing him getting more urgent in his response, sensing movement out of her sight.

When she pulled away, Jack's cock was deep in Selena's mouth and she was rocking her head from side to side.

Mel moved back so that Jack could look down, get the full visual.

And then she started to kiss his chest, his ribs, working her way down until she was licking at the base of his cock while Selena sucked at the head. She slid a hand up his thigh to his balls, but Selena was already there, so she pushed further round to the sensitive skin behind his balls, rubbing and stroking, her fingertips teasing his arsehole.

Selena moved her head down, around, until she was working at the base of Jack's dick too, and the two of them were kissing around his shaft. Moving together, they slid along his length, lingering so that their tongues and lips could work at the head of his cock, and then sliding back down again.

"I... I'm going to..."

Mel had already spotted the signs, the arching of Jack's back, the thrusting, the groans. She pulled away and took him in one hand and started to wank the full length of him, the tip of his cock sliding against Selena's parted lips. He was so hard and wet from their sucking!

She wanted to watch him come, wanted to see the look on his face. Her eyes kept flitting between his face and his hard, throbbing cock.

For a moment, she changed her movement and slid him side to side across Selena's lips, and then she resumed the hard wanking, and just as she did so he arched even more and he cried out and the first jet of come spat into Selena's mouth, almost immediately seeping out again, over her lips.

Another jet, and Selena worked it around her mouth with her tongue, and still he kept coming, as Mel wanked the length of his cock and his juices started to run back down his shaft. As the last spasm took him, Mel dipped her head and started to lick the come from him, and from Selena, and again they kissed around his cock, their faces shiny with his juices.

Then they pulled away and it was just the two of them, kissing each other's smeared faces clean, laughing and holding, and starting to press against each other and move and grind, and now Mel didn't care if this was how stag parties went or not, it was a private party, just her and Jack and Selena, and the evening was still young.
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 C is for Cock Ring – Malia Mallory

When I first saw it, I didn’t know what it was. Round and silver, she flipped it over in her hand. It was way too big for a finger and too small for a wrist. She held it out and urged me to take it. I grasped it in my hand; it felt smooth and cold to the touch.

"Put it on." I was confused and wondered if puzzlement showed on my face.

"Now." The word was said in a deceptive, even tone, but a hint of demand was present. I swallowed and turned the circlet in my fingers as I realized where it must go. She raised an eyebrow waiting, her annoyance started to show. This was only our second meeting, and I still felt some trepidation. It was almost completely obliterated by anticipation and excitement.

My cock was already hard as I unfastened my pants and pulled them down. My erection sprang free as I lowered my undershorts as well. I tentatively placed the ring at the tip, but it wasn’t going on. I was too swollen. Just the anticipation of seeing her again had made me half hard before I’d even gotten to the door.

"Looks like you’ll have to take care of that stiffy." Her lips curved into a satisfied smile. She’d
known. She’d known that I wouldn’t be able to put it on.

I began to stroke, slowly at first, gaining confidence as my hand slid over the velvety skin stretched tight over my hard cock. My eyes roamed her body taking in the flesh that spilled out of her corset, her shiny lips and commanding eyes. I smelled the exotic scent of her perfume in the air. I could feel her impatience but it didn’t inhibit me. If anything, it made me eager for what was to come next. What would she do? Would I get to touch her this time? I didn’t know where she’d be taking me. The unknown was both disconcerting and stimulating.

My cock jerked in my hand. Her gaze was locked on me, but rather than feel inhibited I felt proud. Did she like my cock? Would I ever feel her touch on it?

My hand pumped my cock, up and down, up and down. I’d been aroused with anticipation for so long, I knew it would be quick, and it was. As I came, my eyes lost focus on her magnificent cleavage, and I lost all sense of where I was for a moment. I caught my semen in my hand and was at a loss as to what to do with it. I wanted to ask but knew I should not speak until spoken to. I looked into her face for a clue, but her features were passive. She pointed to a box of tissues on the table and the problem was quickly solved.

Once the moment had passed, my prick lay limp against my thigh. I took the ring and flipped it over in my hand. I wasn't exactly sure how to proceed.

"Well? What are you waiting for? Put your testicles through first then the shaft."

I nodded and pushed my balls through the loop. The metal was cold against my skin. My erection hadn't completely subsided, and it was a little tricky getting the shaft through, but I was soft enough.

"Excellent, except for one tiny thing. I believe that cock ring would fit ever so much better if you had stiffer shaft."

Having only just ejaculated, I didn’t think I would be able to bring myself to arousal again so quickly, but I felt my cock twitch at the sound of her voice. I was already conditioned to respond to her commanding sensuality. She'd tapped into deep desires I hadn't even known I had.

I started to stroke again, and my cock was half hard within a few moments.

"I’m very disappointed."

My face flushed with embarrassment.

"You’re making me think you don’t find me attractive." Her voice held the hint of a question.

"Oh God no. That’s not true. What I wouldn’t do just to touch you . . .." I trailed off unable to articulate my feelings.

"You want to touch me?"

"Oh yes please! More than anything."

"I don’t think you deserve to touch me. Your obedience leaves a great deal to be desired." She had her hands on her hips, her toe tapping slightly.

"Oh, I’m sorry truly. I can do better. Please just tell me. Command me. I’ll do it."

"I believe I told you to put on my cock ring and admittedly you did do that. Yet, you don’t really seem to appreciate it. Such a fine, personal gift. I picked it out especially for you." She drew out her words slowly, carefully.

"Yes! Yes I do appreciate your thoughtfulness, Mistress." I stroked harder, faster, my cock finally coming to full erection.

Mistress Ven smiled at last. "Well, perhaps you can show proper appreciation . . . or not." Her face became hard again. I knew the implication. I’d forgotten the words. I was surprised she hadn’t called me on it earlier, but she was probably giving me some slack as this was new for me.

"Thank you, Mistress. Thank you for the cock ring. Thank you for allowing me to touch myself." I was contrite. I truly was. Had I really forgotten or had I subconsciously just wanted the punishment?

"That’s better. However, it was a bit tardy, don’t you think?"

It was now clear why she hadn’t provided any reminder. She’d wanted me to make mistakes. She’d wanted an excuse for correction.

"Mistress, I’m truly sorry. I forgot myself."

"Why yes, you did. Whatever shall we do about this?" Her question was clearly rhetorical and she began to pace around the room with a thoughtful expression. "Well? What would serve as a reminder for you?" She paused, pinning me with a penetrating gaze.

I broke out in a cold sweat. I suspected she had something in mind, but I had no idea what. I was simultaneously afraid and yet compelled to continue.

"I asked you a question. What . . . would . . . help . . . you . . . remember!" She bit off each word with emphasis. She seemed truly angry now.

"Mistress, it’s not for me to say. I’m sorry I didn’t show proper respect. I’ll try harder."

"Yes, I know that you will. Especially with a reminder."

My ass clenched. What would she use?

She crossed to a cabinet and opened the door. Hanging on the inside of the door were a variety of whips and canes. I cringed. Was I ready for that? Last time she’d just used a small paddle, and the application had done more than just sting. She turned toward me.

"What do you think?"

I was silent. I didn’t know what to think. Was this too far for me?

She selected two items, a small cane about two feet long and a cat o’ nine tails with knotted cords. She held them out toward me.

"Well?"

"Mistress, I’ll accept whatever you say."

She drew a deep breath, gathering her patience. "Which . . . one?"

They both looked quite formidable. I’d never been caned. It wasn’t too thick, less than the diameter of my thumb. I’d heard a caning could be pretty brutal, though this one wasn’t wet.

I swallowed hard. "Mistress . . ."

"You . . . must . . . choose." Her intonation offered no compromise.

"Mistress, the cat o’ nine tails."

She nodded and put the cane back.

"I think you can do better, no?" Her voice had softened.

I knew what she wanted. "Please Mistress, use the cat o’ nine tails on my ass." My voice quivered a bit, but despite my fear I found that I craved it. I looked down at my cock. It was rock hard and I could see fluid oozing from the tip.

She smiled. "That was ever so much better." She walked behind me and I felt her rub the cat o’ nine tails against my ass, caressing each cheek.

I shivered and my cock pulsed. Expectation and dread flowed through me.

She pressed the tip of the handle against the cleft of my ass and I flinched.

She laughed. "Don’t worry. That’s not for today." She circled around to my face, her heels clicked on the floor, and she gazed into my eyes. I couldn’t maintain eye contact and looked down. She placed her finger under my chin and lifted my gaze. "Don’t look so nervous. Isn’t this what you want? What you
need?"

She began to walk around me again. I swallowed and remained silent.

"Hmmm. I can see you need a great deal of instruction. Just when I think we're making progress you prove me wrong."

The knotted cords brushed against me as she circled.

She suddenly stopped with a slight stomp of her shoe. "I'm waiting." Her bright lips pursed and her eyes flashed.

I tried to stammer out a response. "Uh, please Mistress."

She raised an eyebrow.

I struggled to find the words. "Please Mistress. I need to be punished for my transgressions. Please use the cat o' nine tails on me."

"Better. But where? Here?" She dragged the cords over my cock and I flinched in response.

"My ass, Mistress. Please flog my ass." There was a quiver in my voice but no hesitation. I'd given myself over. I was going where she was taking me.

"Grab your ankles."

I leaned forward and wrapped my hands around my legs. I could feel the skin of my ass stretch tight, and I couldn't help but clench my muscles. Her heels clicked on the floor as she paced back and forth behind me. Occasionally she would brush the cords against my ass and I would quiver in response. The agony of waiting was becoming interminable. Why didn’t she just do it already?

Suddenly, I could wait no more. "Please Mistress. Please give me what I deserve. Make me sorry I didn't show you the proper respect. Please, I'm begging you."

As my words ended, I felt the first blow. I was stunned by the intensity. Pain streamed over my skin and I tried to hold back my cry. My skin continued to sting long after the blow. Then there was another. God, it hurt! Had I really asked for this? Yes, I had. And though I loathed it, I required it. My cock felt ready to burst. It was throbbing painfully, constricted at the base by the cock ring.

She gave me two more strokes and then I felt her hand on my ass, rubbing the flaming skin. Her touch sent me over the edge. The strong waves of my orgasm nearly knocked me off my feet. Never had I come so deeply, so intensely. My whole groin was infused with electric heat as my cock convulsed again and again while streams of come landed on the floor.

I felt her fingertip at my anus, and I had to lock my knees to keep from collapsing. I gasped for breath as my mind returned to reality.

"Did you enjoy that, my sweet?"

I nodded. "Yes Mistress. Thank you. Thank you so much."

"There is one tiny problem though." Her voice was not angry, but rather thoughtful.

"Uh, errr. I'm sorry Mistress?" I couldn't follow her.

"There seems to be a bit of a mess on the floor."

She was right. There was come on my thighs, but a few small pools were on the floor.

"I'm so sorry Mistress. I'll clean it up immediately."

"Mmmm. Do wipe yourself off. As for that," she pointed to the floor," perhaps we can come to an agreement."

I grabbed some tissue and wiped myself off wondering what she might mean.

"You did say you wanted to touch me didn't you?"

"Oh yes, Mistress. More than anything."

"Well perhaps if you tidy up your mess. I'll let you." She smiled seductively, her eyes indicating a plan that I wasn't quite aware of yet.

I took another tissue.

"Oh no. That isn't quite what I meant."

"I don't understand Mistress."

"If you clean up your mess,
yourself, I'll let you kiss my pussy."

The thought of touching her so intimately sent my mind racing. To touch her pussy, smell her, taste her wet juices, the thought overwhelmed me.

"Mistress, please. Tell me what you want me to do."

She moved to an armchair and sat down. She hooked a leg over each arm and spread her legs wide. I hadn't been able to see her pussy clearly before. It had been covered by the fabric of her outfit. It glistened, so beautiful. I wanted to see it more closely and moved toward her.

"Uh uh." She waved her finger at me. "You have something you need to do first." She pointed toward the floor. "You're lucky it was washed just this morning."

Then I understood. She wanted me to lick up my own come. I'd always had a bit of an aversion to it for no particular reason. I hesitated.

"Mmmmm. Disappointing." She put one leg down and I couldn't see the sweet slit between her legs any more.

I wanted it though. Did I want it bad enough? Barely a second passed before my mind screamed yes, and I was on my knees licking up my own come. I did it quickly, not really thinking about it. It was slick on my tongue and I swallowed without tasting. When I got back up I saw a pleased, satisfied look on her face. Her legs were spread again, and she fingered her clit. I shook; I wanted to touch her badly.

"Get a drink of water and then you may come here."

I scrambled for it quickly, downing half a glass. I kneeled before her, trembling in anticipation. I moved to touch her.

"Goodness, one would think you hadn't learned anything at all." She pointedly looked away.

"I'm sorry Mistress, so sorry. I'm . . . your pussy is so beautiful. I can't help myself."

"Put your cock ring on the table. Don't forget to wear it next time you come."

I carefully eased the ring off and placed it on the table.

She nodded toward me. "You know what you need to do."

"Please Mistress, may I touch you? Please, Mistress, let me kiss and lick your pussy. Please!"

"Since you ask so nicely, you may, but hands behind your back. Just use your mouth."

I kneeled between her legs and put my arms behind me. Tentatively, I leaned forward and touched the tip of my tongue to her clit. She sighed and relaxed. I boldly took her clit between my lips and began to suck. I felt a little quiver pass through her and felt honored that I was giving my Mistress pleasure.

I lifted my head. "Please Mistress, may I lick your sweet pussy?"

She smiled. "Yes, fuck me with your tongue."

I slid my mouth down to her wet hole and pressed inside. Her hand grabbed my hair, holding my head in place as she pressed against my mouth. I flicked my tongue around her opening and then thrust in and out. Without warning, I felt the cat o' nine tails come down on my lower back, the knots hitting my ass, and I jumped but didn't stop fucking her with my tongue. This was the trade-off, and it was worth it.
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 Confessions of a Sex Addict – Rachel Boleyn

I took a deep breath and tried to ignore the fluttering of my own heart. They were staring at me. All of their beady little eyes watching, waiting for me to confess all my dirty sins in one exhale so I could take the first step toward healing and recovery.

I felt ridiculous up there. Healing and recovery... what a crock of shit! Why was it so wrong to love love something that felt so right? Society was seriously messed up if they thought they could stop people from having sex with a twelve-step program and a heavy layer of guilt. God, I wanted nothing more in the world than to find the strength to walk out the door and never look back, but I couldn't do that.

My husband Kenny was counting on me to see this through, and after everything I'd done to him in the last five years, I couldn't let him down again.

I swallowed my pride and allowed the air that filled my lungs to deflate in one long sigh that fluttered the loose pieces of hair that dangled over my brow.

"Hi," I began, my voice cracking under the pressure of that one word. "My name is Lila and…"

And what? I was a slut? A whore? And I had a problem with sex? The absurdity of those words alone was almost enough to make me laugh.

"And I… I am… I guess I am a sex addict."

A chorus of greetings circulated the room, a combination of male and female voices, young and old, fat and thin, stunning and hideous. My inner-cynic wondered how in the hell someone as fat and dirty as the greasy guy taking up half of the second row could possibly be a sex addict, the power of his hungry gaze as he stared me down told me far more than I'd ever want to know about him.

"Welcome Lila." The group leader's name was Grace, and judging from the smug, yet peaceful look she wore, I couldn't imagine anyone like her had ever fallen, but Kenny had promised me that everyone in the group would be like me. "Do you feel comfortable telling us why you're here?"

I didn't feel comfortable with any of it, and as I surveyed the door again, my conscience battled the burning urge inside me to bolt into the night and never look back. "Uh…" I looked down at my hands, a mixture of shame and discomfort burning in my cheeks. "I guess I'm here to try and save my marriage."

Grace nodded, and as I glanced into the sea of faces before me, I caught a few other knowing nods as well. It didn't give me much confidence, but I swallowed my pride and dove in.

"I've been cheating on him since before we were even married," I admitted. "And not just like once or twice, but all the time," I said. "On our wedding day, I had sex with all the groomsmen before we even said our vows, and at the reception I fucked my father-in-law in the… Can I say that? That I fucked someone?"

It was Grace's turn to blush a little, and I found myself wondering once again just how tainted someone like her could be. "Say whatever you need to say to make yourself comfortable, Lila."

A thin, embarrassed smile drew at the corners of my mouth, but quickly faded once I remembered they were all staring at me like a pack of starving wolves. "So anyway," I went on, "I had sex with my father-in-law at the wedding reception. I guess that's not exactly a good start to a marriage."

"We are not about judgment here, Lila," Grace told me. "We have all been there, and some of us are still there now, struggling to overcome our inner-demons."

"I didn't even know I had demons," I admitted. "I mean, sure, I've always loved sex. Even before I knew what it was, I used to masturbate almost nonstop because I couldn't get enough of that wonderful feeling whenever I came. The out-of-control sense of freedom and release, the carrying of that dirty little secret… It's always turned me on. Then I started having sex and once I started, I just wanted more and more and more, every day, all the time.

"And Kenny and I, that's my husband, Kenny," I explained. "Kenny and I have been together since we were in high school. We broke up off and on because I just wanted more, but he always forgave me and drew me back in because he said he couldn't live without me. He said once we were married and had kids, I would settle down, but it just didn't happen that way.

"I mean… no matter how hard I try, I can't stop. I wake up in the morning and tell myself that today is the day I'm going to do the right thing, but then I'll see someone in the grocery store that I just have to fuck and… and then it all just spirals out of control from there and I'm right back to where I started."

They were nodding again, almost half the people in the room silently agreeing with everything I said as if they'd been there. My gaze lingered on an older man in an impeccable grey suit, his piercing blue eyes meeting mine and almost answering the beast inside me with his own primordial howl of lust. In that moment all I could thing about was tearing that neat suit from his body like a rabid animal and feeding my need with his hot, naked flesh.

I cleared my throat and looked away, back down at my hands for a moment before going on. "I love my husband. He is my best friend. He's been there for me in times that would have torn any other man apart, but if I don't get this under control, he's going to leave me. He's going to take our kids and leave me, and I'll be left all alone."

It might have seemed small to someone else, but in the end that was my biggest fear: being alone. Not just being alone, but being without Kenny because I really did love him.

Grace was talking again. I couldn't really hear what she was saying because my head was spinning with that recurring realization that if I didn't do something to try and fix that part of me that was broken, I would lose everything I had. My husband, my children, my life… It was all I thought about as I made my way back to my seat and tried to force myself to listen to the other addicts confess their crimes.

I couldn't focus, as much as I tried. All I could think about was that flash of fantasy that burned inside me when I'd locked eyes with the gentleman in the grey suit. My imagination ran wild with thoughts of his hard mouth on mine, his soft moist tongue squeezing between my lips as his roaming hands frantically hiked my skirt up around my hips and yanked my panties aside to get at the warm, waiting prize between my thighs. I could almost feel his cock inside me, pushing through the aching folds of my cunt as he rushed upward to fill me until I cried and begged for sweet release from the hell and torment of holding back.

It had been six weeks since I'd been with a man, and that last man had been my husband. He'd been reluctant to give in then, swearing that he was only feeding the beast inside me that needed to be denied until it starved and finally died. I didn't think that was actually going to work. The beast was too strong, and while I'd been feeding it with dildo-induced orgasms and wild fantasy as often as I could find a moment alone, it wasn't enough. Besides, how would our marriage survive without intimacy?

I didn't know the answers, but I did know one thing. I needed cock. Big cock, small cock, fat cock, thin cock… it didn't matter. If I didn't get fucked and fast, I was going to explode and not in a way I would feel good about.

I was fidgeting in my seat, the metal chair squeaking under the bare skin on the backs of my thighs and the feet scraping across the floor enough to garner attention from the two women seated at the end of my aisle. They were both attractive enough, and as I imagined the grope of their hungry hands all over my body, their probing fingers and anxious mouths, chills of need pricked beneath my skin. I needed to get off.

I glanced toward the door at the back of the room and then the clock. There was no strict time limit on meetings, at least that's what they'd told us on the phone. Maybe I could skip out early, hook up with someone at the bar I'd seen two blocks up the street and get home before Kenny even knew the difference. I looked at the door again, and then I heard the rising chatter of the group reciting their mantra together as they yielded control of their desires to a higher power and asked for that power to grant them the strength to carry on another day.

And then they were breaking, mingling together near the refreshment table while I sat glued to my chair and tried to figure out what my next move should be. Would I have time to hit that bar on the way home, get off in the bathroom stall and soothe the writhing, screaming, hungry beast inside me? The itch in my blood was unbearable, and I was just about to break for the door when a deep, masculine voice reached out from my left.

"Cream and two sugars," he said. "I'm never wrong, but there's a first time for everything."

I glanced up and over my shoulder. The man in the grey suit stood beside my chair. He was holding two steaming Styrofoam cups in his hands, one of them extended toward me.

I reached out reluctantly, taking the cup of coffee from him. "Cream and two sugars," I nodded and lifted it to my lips. Bittersweet warmth touched my tastebuds, and while it wasn't exactly the tastiest cup of coffee I'd ever had, his unique gift to guess my preference intrigued me. "That's quite a talent you've got."

"I'm a people person," he said. "A salesman, actually. I make it my business to know what people need before they even know they need it. Unfortunately, I can't control the awfulness of this coffee, but hopefully the gesture was well received." He paused for a second and then held his hand out to me. "Frank," he said.

"Lila."

The warmth of his skin only seemed to intensify the buzz of electric hunger humming through my body, and though there had to be some strange psychological connection, the fact that he reminded me of my father-in-law made that connection feel stronger.

His smile was casually seductive, a grinning tiger hiding between the shadowy fronds in a dangerous jungle. I wondered, as I lifted my head to meet his gaze, just how accurate his gift really was. Could he sense how badly I needed to be fucked, or was I just in such bad shape that I was willing to read every sign as a possible come on.

"Grace nudged me in your direction, mentioned you might be looking for a sponsor."

"A sponsor," I nodded. "Right. I'm still so new to all of this. What exactly does a sponsor do?"

"Provide support in times of need, an ear when no one else seems to understand what you're going through, a shoulder…"

I took another tentative sip of the coffee in my cup, and my face must have shown just how bitter it tasted because Frank's smile widened and he stepped back to look over his shoulder at the clock on the wall. "Would you like to come sit down and have a cup of coffee with me? There's a little café about a block from here."

"I don't know." Internally, I wanted more than just coffee from Frank, but the nag of my conscience was still there under the surface. "It's getting late. I should probably head home."

Frank nodded slowly, the pink tip of his tongue slowly moistening his lower lip. "I understand. It isn't easy opening up on such a personal level. Coming here in the first place was probably one of the hardest things you've ever done. I'll tell you what," he began, reaching into the inner pocket of his suit jacket. "I'm going to give you my card, and after you've had a couple days to think about everything, give me a call and we can go have that coffee."

"Thank you." I took the card and just held it in my hand, fingertips rubbing the smooth cardstock, the raised surface of his name. I glanced down at the letters, FRANK HARDING. "I will think it over."

"Good," he nodded. "I hope to hear from you."

I didn't want him to walk away, but he did. I mean really, what was one recovering sex addict supposed to say to another? Especially one who'd obviously been in recovery long enough to be considered responsible sponsor material. I highly doubted asking him to fuck me would go over very well. I bent down to pick up my purse from the floor and stood up. I surveyed the room one last time, not sure I could ever let myself come back—even if it did mean saving my marriage. A part of me loved the thrill far too much to ever give it up.

I made my way unnoticed through the milling crowd and stepped out into the night air. The breeze cooled my flushed skin, rustling through my hair like a lover's hand. Walking toward the parking lot, the addict inside me wanted to rush back into the building and give in to Frank's request to have coffee. Maybe he wasn't a very good sponsor… maybe I could convince him to give me what I needed.

"It's a crock of shit." The sound of that voice startled me, and I almost dropped my purse in my haste to grab at my chest. "The whole group meeting thing. It's a waste of time."

The shadow who spoke leaned against my car, and though I couldn't make him out or tell if I recognized him from inside, when he stood to his full height, I noted that he was incredibly tall and lanky.

"Excuse me?"

"The meetings… they're a waste. I've been coming here for years and they've never done me a damn bit of good."

"Oh…" I took a tentative step toward the car, a part of me thrilled by the prospect of this stranger in the dark. "This is my first time."

"I know," he nodded. "Lila," he added. "Lila whose husband made her come here."

"I don't remember seeing you inside." I was just a few feet away from him, but he was still shrouded in shadows, the meager orange glow of the streetlight several cars down barely enough to illuminate his features.

"No one ever does," he said. "I kind of like it that way. It keeps me… honest."

"What's your name?"

"Does it matter?"

I was now standing just inches from the mysterious stranger and could almost make out his features. He had strong cheekbones and a long nose, straight black hair that rested on his shoulders. I watched him shrug it to his back as he stood up straighter and stepped away from the car.

"Let's go somewhere," he said.

An alarmed, guilt-laden voice nagged inside me, a voice I had only recently begun to listen to.

He reached out and grasped my hand tugging me closer while drawing himself into the light. A pair of stunning green eyes bore down into me, not just willing me to comply, but silently commanding my inner beast to answer the call of the wild.

"I shouldn't," I protested.

"But you will."

How could he possibly know that? Unless he was like me… someone who understood exactly what it felt like to need something so badly, only to be denied. Wordlessly, I followed him across the parking lot to his car, knowing that slipping into the passenger seat of a stranger's car was a dangerous move. He opened the door for me and waited until I was inside before closing it behind me. At least he was a gentleman stranger.

Behind the wheel, he didn't look at me as he backed out of the lot and turned left into the alley. He avoided several of the main streets in town, finally turning down a side street that led onto a back road. With no street lights shedding brilliance into the interior, he removed his hand from the gearshift and rested it on my bare thigh. His palm was warm, slightly moist with anxious sweat that heated my cool skin as he moved slowly upward and lifted my skirt as he went.

It was hard for him to drive with his hand reaching almost desperately between my thighs, so I reached across the space between us and quickly unbuckled his belt. I twisted open the button at the top of his jeans and felt his cock rise against my probing hand as I slid the zipper downward. He inhaled through clenched teeth as my cold hand wrapped around the stiff, warm shaft and began gently stroking him as he drove.

The interior of the car was cramped, otherwise I would have leaned over and sucked his cock to keep him wanting. Instead, I just kept stroking and hoping like hell he knew where he was going and had plans to get there fast. The soft green glow of the dashboard lights offered just enough illumination for me to watch his facial expressions, the excitement in his eyes growing, his mouth pinching tight than gasping wide open as he delighted in the constant pull and tug of my hand.

"Oh yeah," he muttered. "Stroke it fast. Stroke me hard."

Even with his zipper all the way down it was difficult to access his full length, which excited me more than mere words could ever express. He was definitely proportionate for a man as tall as he was. The crotch of my underwear was damp and sticky with need, and if he didn't pull over soon and fuck me, I was going to lose my mind.

His own need must have been more than he could take because when we were miles from what felt like civilization on some dusty dirt road, he jammed on the brakes and parked beside an old cemetery underneath a canopy of leafless trees. He didn't even bother zipping up his pants as he scrambled to get out of the car, and when I met him at the front bumper he gripped the back of my neck and swept me into a hungry, powerful kiss.

Soft, wet, warm… His tongue glided and stiffened against mine in a ritualistic dance so primal only animals could understand. His arms tightened against my back, long fingers sliding down my ass as he reached to grip the hem of my skirt. He hiked it up with an almost violent jerk and then nestled his forearms beneath my ass cheeks to lift me against his groin. Even through my panties, I could feel his stiff cock rising to meet me, pleading to tear beyond the thin, moist layer of cotton separating our bodies.

He laid me back against the hood of the car, hot metal warming my skin against the chill of the night air, and then he positioned himself between my legs. Eager fingers wrapped beneath the elastic at the sides of my panties and in one swift pull, he brought them down to my knees and slid one leg out, leaving them dangling on my ankle. Lifting my legs up around his hips, he hiked me across the hood and then bore down on me so hard I felt the air rush from my lungs in an almost painful gasp.

Probing the bulging head of his cock around my slippery hole, I inched closer, softly pleading, "Fuck me."

"Yeah," he growled, stuffing himself through my layers and into the soft folds of my hungry, dripping pussy. "Yeah, you're so wet." Grinding down hard, he stretched me wide open as he sheathed his massive cock balls-deep inside me.

I cried out in bliss, lifting my hips up to take him in as deep as he could go. God, he felt amazing, sliding in and pulling out, his heavy balls slapping just above my ass with every eager thrust. I was dripping, my juices coating his sack and splashing in cold drops against my skin each time he battered into me.

All of the fear and anxiety that had built up over the last few months was suddenly gone, and for that fleeting moment I felt alive again. Bucking up to meet his thrusts, I was myself again, the woman I had always been, that deep inside I knew I always wanted to be. In that moment I didn't care if what I was wrong, if I was breaking my promise to my husband, forsaking everything I'd sworn to try in order to save our marriage. That stranger's dick felt so good inside me, stroking through my tightly squeezed muscles, and if he could just pick up the pace and fuck me a little faster, it wouldn't take me long at all to get off.

"Fuck me harder," I pleaded. "Faster."

He drew back fast and hammered down hard, my ass bouncing off the hood of his car with the force of his every push. Underneath my blouse I could feel my nipples hardening on account of the cold and the thrill of what I was doing. I knew nothing about this man, not even his name. He could have been some psycho serial killer for all I knew, but that only seemed to thrill me even more.

"You like that, you dirty little whore?" he grunted, pounding down deep and thrusting upward before drawing his hips back and punching in again. "You like to get fucked."

"I love to get fucked!" I cried.

His chest crushed down on mine and the sandpaper scrape of his chin against my cheek sent shuddering chills through my body. "I'm gonna fuck your ass until you scream."

"Yes! Fuck my ass! Fuck my ass hard."

He slid out of me and grabbed me by the shirt, maneuvering me in a quick, violent turn so I was face down on the hood of the car. He hiked my ass up higher and as soon as I felt the curious poke of his head edging toward my asshole, I clenched in eager anticipation. He was dripping wet with my juices, but he still spit onto his fingers and smeared them around my hole for extra lubrication. It had been ages since I'd had my ass reamed, and once he began pushing his way into that tight cavern, my strangled cries of excitement caught in my throat.

He worked in slow, each tiny push increasing my bliss. I couldn't even remember the last time I'd had a cock that huge in my ass, but it felt good. Easing every stroke through until I loosened up enough for him to really fuck me, I gripped the hood just under the windshield wipers and held on tight while he piston-hammered in and out. Cheek pressed against the cold metal, frigid air rushed against my skin, but neither of them was enough to cool the fire burning inside me. Every time he was full-hilt, he groaned as I bounced my cheeks hard into his hips, and then drew back again for another grand slam.

I didn't think about the sex addicts group, or my promise to try to work through whatever sexual issues I obviously had, but I did think about my husband. Fleeting flashes of his sad brown eyes surfaced in my mind, spurring on soft pulses of guilt that should have stopped me. Instead, they only seemed to excite me more, as if knowing what I was getting away with was almost enough in itself to make me cum.

Reaching his hand around my hip, his long fingers began to skillfully tickle and stroke my clit. I bucked under his teasing, the overwhelming exciting building in my stomach and promises to explode like Fourth of July fireworks through my entire body.

"Right there," I pleaded. "Oh yeah, right there."

Diving fingers rivaled the punching strokes of his dick in my ass and his brushing thumb danced deliciously across my swollen clit. When the hot waves of rippling release began to tremble through me, he picked up his pace, driving home every orgasm with jackhammer power and precision.

"I'm cumming," he told me, his body growing stiff with the onset of release. In tiny, jerking spasms, he pulled out of my ass and drew his hand around to stroke himself until a hot, gushing flood of cum spurted from his swollen, purple head. He painted my bare ass and thighs with his seed, jerking and slapping himself until the last long jet of cum sprayed onto my skin.

For a moment he just stood behind me catching his breath, his spent cock still half-hard in his hand. I laid there on the hood, enjoying the slow chills of receding pleasure as they danced against my skin. Soon, the guilt would come, but for the moment I felt incredible. So alive, a slow-burning brush fire on the cusp of flickering out, but for the moment all that mattered was that fire.

I was never going to get over whatever it was the drove me to do the things I did, not when the feeling was that intense. Not when the mere thought of some stranger's hands all over my body sent me into near orgasm.

We drove back to the parking lot in silence, and while I ticked through my own tape of guilt, I only wondered for a fleeting second what he was thinking about. Did he have a wife at home who would never understand what he had done, or the need that forced him to seek out the touch of someone, anyone looking to get off? I didn't thank him or say goodnight as I stepped out of his car and glanced around the parking lot. There was only one car besides my own, and for a moment I was relieved that it wasn't my husband come to find out what was taking me so long to get home.

He pulled away almost as soon as I'd shut the door, and I walked on shaking legs toward my waiting car. I heard the metallic clang of a door banging shut and glanced up across the street just in time to see someone coming out of the community building. Frank Harding met my gaze, and for a fleeting second I swore he knew. Before he could stalk across the parking lot with a full-helping of judgment, I ducked into my car, started it and sped out of the parking lot like a bat out of hell.

The dashboard clock blared ten o'clock and my imagination was suddenly teaming with fear that Kenny was at home pacing the floors and tallying up every wrong I'd ever done so he could toss it in my face the minute I walked through the door.

But when I ducked quietly into the house, I saw him snoozing on the couch, the quiet television playing some documentary. He barely lifted his head to smile at me, gesturing with one hand to our sleeping two-year-old son on his chest.

"A little help, maybe?"

I nodded and tip-toed into the living room, scooping up the baby and hugging him to my chest as I carried him back the hallway and put him into his crib. After laying a kiss on his forehead, I tucked the blanket in around him and walked slowly out to face the music that surely awaited me. I lingered at the end of the hallway, not wanting to get too close for fear he'd smell my sin.

"How'd it go?" he raised a hopeful eyebrow, those brown eyes I'd imagined judging me soft with loving concern.

I didn't deserve him, and I knew it, but I couldn't let go. I couldn't be without him. "It went okay," I said, nodding slowly. "It was a little weird, I guess… but it was okay."

"Yeah?"

I nodded again. "Yeah."

"So, you think you'll go back?"

I thought about Frank Harding, not sure I could face a veteran abstainer knowing that he knew what I'd done, but Kenny looked so gentle, so filled with hope that the least I could for the moment was lie. I'd figure it all out in the shower, or in the morning after I'd had a chance to sleep on it.

"Sure," I said. "I'll go back."

"Good." He almost seemed relieved, as if he'd expected the worst. If he only knew, I thought…

"I'm gonna go take a shower," I told him. "That place felt so dirty."

"Okay." He smiled, actually smiled, and the guilt I wouldn't let myself feel while I was getting ass-fucked on the hood of the car came rushing through me.

But just like that I walked away. Locked behind the safety of the bathroom door, I stripped out of my clothes and for a moment I thought about burning them. I knew it wouldn't make a difference. It wouldn't burn away what I had done.

As I ducked beneath the steaming hot beads, I rested my face against the tiled wall of the shower and let my sins wash down the drain. I didn't know if I could really go back to that place, face those people or even potentially run into the stranger I'd had sex with less than half an hour earlier.

I had a lot to think about, a lot to process, and most of it had to do with how much of myself I was willing to give up for the sake of recovery.


Deflowering Debbie – Gia Blue

I’m leaving for college in two days. Half way across the country, I’ll be partying it up with
college
guys. Guys who don’t know me as Tony’s kid sister and totally off limits.

Guys who may actually want to fuck me.

Then again, the boys in this back woods town probably want me, they just don’t want a beating from my brother.

But damn. All of my other friends have done it. And even if they hated it the first time, they said it totally got better. Like, a lot.

Hell, Amber and Jenny even told me that one of my Dad’s friends took care of their virginity for them and he was
awesome
in bed.

He’s, like, the town deflower-er or something.

And, I figure he could hold his own against Tony if my brother ever found out.

So, yeah.

I’m standing outside his house, peering through the window in the back door and trying to see through the darkness. I already snagged the key from the hide-a-key shaped like a rock. Now, the only thing holding me back is nerves.

I’m going to have sex with Mr. Walker.

As soon as I work up the nerve to break-ish into his house.

The lights downstairs are all out, like he’s headed to bed already, but my friends said he usually takes a shower at nine. I glance at my watch and see that it’s quarter till and I’m hoping he’s already naked. It’ll make the whole seduction thing a lot easier. Either he gets hard at the sight of me, or he doesn’t. It’s a pretty straightforward way to see if he’s interested.

I slide the key into the lock and twist, breathe a sigh of relief when it opens for me. I tip-toe inside and push the door closed with a soft click, careful not to make too much noise. A quick flick of the deadbolt and it’s locked again, keeping everyone else out.

All right. I can do this.

I can hear the soft thump of someone upstairs walking around and I figure I ought to hurry. It’s been a while since I’ve been in Mr. Walker’s house since he usually visits ours, but I know the stairs are toward the front so I head that way, quiet as a mouse.

In moments I’m climbing the carpeted stairs, light on my feet while I work my way toward his room. The steps open up to a hallway and I head toward the door that’s spilling light into the darkness.

The sound of a shower, tiny droplets of water bouncing off tile, reaches my ears and I pad toward the room, eyes wide and watching for Mr. Walker. Peeking into the room, the coast looks clear and I head in, eyes peeled for the hotness that is my Dad’s friend.

He’s, like, uber hot. Kinda old, but totally smoke-worthy.

He’s tall, taller than me and I’m five-six so I figure he’s close to six feet. And all muscle. His shoulders are broad and covered in deeply tanned skin and his chest is sprinkled with salt-n-pepper hair. His hair is a nice dark brown, almost black, while his eyes are a bright blue.

God, did I mention hot?

Like, fuck me all night long, love you long time, kind of hotness. Even if I don’t know what it means to be done for hours at a time, I imagine it’d be pretty fucking awesome if it was Mr. Walker.

Seriously.

The soft clink of glass against glass reaches my ears and I turn my attention to the bathroom, see the reflection of Mr. Walker in the mirror.

Score! He’s nekkid!

I planned this entire thing super well, so all I have to do is slip off my flip-flops and unbutton the men’s dress shirt I’m wearing. I’m not wearing anything under the white shirt, so within moments, I’m near nude and ready to go.

Taking one last deep breath, I close the distance to the half-closed bathroom door and nudge it open, making sure that the two halves of the dress shirt are open enough to show that I’m not wearing anything underneath.

In an instant blue eyes are pinning me in place. Of course, they go really, really wide, too. “Debbie?” He takes a half step toward me and I almost frown, disappointed to see that he’s only shirtless, worn jeans are unbuttoned and barely clinging to his hips and there’s no way he’s wearing boxers. Even if he is clothed, it’s still easy access. “De- Wha- You-”

My friends never mentioned stuttering when they’d shown up.

Huh.

But, since he can’t find his tongue, I get to stare a bit longer, focus on the happy trail that goes down his flat abs and then mingles with the thatch of hair around his cock. It’s not like it’s big and bushy or anything, but I can see the hint of pubes peeking out at me.

I wish I could see more of him though. Gotta work on that.

I smile wide and then pull my arms behind my back, twine my fingers so that the move opens up my shirt just a bit more. “Hi, Mr. Walker.” I lick my lower lip and take a step closer. I don’t miss the way his attention strays to my pussy, lingers on my breasts. “I was talking to Amber and Jenny the other day.”

He swallows hard, his Adam’s apple bobbing along his neck. “Yeah.” His voice is a croak and I’m wondering if maybe my friends were lying. They said he was seriously into it.

“And they told me you helped them with getting rid of a tiny little problem.” I release my hands and bring one forward, hold my thumb and forefinger about an inch apart. “Itty bitty, really.”

I take another step forward, but this time he backs away. “Amber, I don’t-”

I stick out my lower lip, pouting. “You don’t what? Fuck my friends until they’re crying it’s so good? Shove that big dick in their pussies?” He’s still backing away, almost to the opposite wall, so I just hop onto the granite counter, the cool stone surface against my bare ass sends a shudder up my spine. “You don’t ‘deflower’ girls?” He curses. It could have been shit. Maybe fuck. Not that I care. I care about what’s between his legs. I lean back on my hands, shirt falling open completely and I spread my legs, let him see what I’ve been hiding.

His focus goes right to my pussy, my shaved mound and plump, red lower lips. I’ve been growing wetter by the second, nips hard, clit aching and pussy ready for...something. I’ve never actually had anything up there, but I can’t wait.

Hard core.

Another one of those swallows, one that reveals he’s nervous. From what I’ve heard, he has no reason to be. Truly.

“Debbie...” His focus goes from my pussy to my face and then back down again. “Debbie, are you really sure? I know you’re legal, but...”

I bring one hand forward and slide a single finger between my breasts, down my stomach and then between my pussy lips, drop my head back on a moan when it glides over my aroused nub. “Fuck, Mr. Walker.” I rub the bundle of nerves, up and down, my juices giving me more than enough lube. I’m so fucking wet, I’m sure I’ll leave a wet spot on the counter. “I don’t want to leave town a virgin.” I circle the bit of flesh, round and round. My nipples are growing harder by the second and my pussy is tightening, aching and spasming. “Don’t you want me, Mr. Walker?” I stare right in his eyes. “Don’t you want to put your cock in my teen pussy?”

I let my finger slip down to my needy hole, trace the edge and let the shudder of pleasure wash through.

“Oh, fuck yeah.” A glance at his crotch and I can see the growing bulge, his dick fighting against the jeans. “I want in that cunt.” Another shiver, pussy contracting and practically sucking my finger in. He approaches, jeans still perilously close to falling off, and drops to his knees, brushes my hand aside. “But first, I want to taste you.” Mr. Walker leans forward, mouth an inch from my heat. “No going back now, Debbie. I’m going to taste you and then I’m going to fuck you. And then I’ll probably do it again.” He brings his hands to my knees, skims my legs and then grips my inner thighs and forces them further apart. “I’m not going to be gentle and loving.”

His attention flicks to my face and I figure he’s waiting for some sort of response. “I don’t want gentle, Mr. Walker. I want good. Amber and Jenny said you blew their minds. Now I want you to blow mine.”

He leans forward then, mouth open, and I figure he’s going to lick me. Fuck yeah. No guy has ever gone this far. I’m watching, wanting to catch every moment and commit it to memory.

Except, Mr. Walker doesn’t taste my pussy, no, he grabs one of the lips between his teeth and tugs, a sharp pain dancing through me. “What?”

He releases me a moment and then gives the other lip the same treatment. I jerk and shift, closer or farther away, I don’t know. It’s just... He does it again, biting me in different places, higher along my slit, then lower. Bite, bite, bite. But then, it blossoms into pleasure, this pain mingling with my arousal and now I’m rocking forward toward his mouth, aching for the next nip, the next contact. “Oh, fuck, Mr. Walker. Bite me. Give it to me.”

He pauses, thumbs skimming my outer lips for a moment before he separates them. “Pretty pink pussy. And all mine.”

This time, he licks me. From the top of my slit to my hole, his tongue dives between my heated flesh and strokes all of my nerve endings at once. He travels up and down, over and again, before centering on my clit. Fuck yeah. Even I know that the clit is where it’s at.

I lean back against the mirror and free up my hands to knot in his hair, the soft curls feel silky against my palm, but I’m more concerned about how the locks can be used to guide him. I fist his hair, rock my hips, press closer and tug on him.

Oh damn, he moans, buries his face further between my legs, tongue doing evil, wicked and wonderful things to my pussy. “Yes, oh God, yes Mr. Walker. Eat my pussy.” I remember now that Amber and Jenny said he liked dirty talk, too. Liked telling them how bad they were. And fuck if that isn’t one of the big things that has been a feature in all of my fantasies. “I’m such a bad girl, Mr. Walker. Lick your dirty slut.”

A whispered “oh, fuck” flitters up to me a moment before a thick finger is shoved into my cunt, spreading me just a little. It’s...oh, god...it’s strange and somehow feels good at the same time. It’s weird, but I don’t want it to stop. Never ever stop.

“Oh, that feels...” He wiggles his digit and my back bows, pleasure snagging away my control. “Mr. Walker!”

Because...because I can’t do anything right now. What he’s doing feels beyond good. My orgasm is really, really close, but it’s bigger than what I can normally give myself. It’s fucking huge. I snatch away one of my hands from his head and grab my boob, knead my breast and tug on my nipple, the sensation going straight to my clit.

He’s still lapping at the nub, circling round and round, while he works his finger in and out of my cunt. Gah, he’s fucking me. With his finger. Oh, fuck, he’s finger fucking my pussy.

“Fuck me, Mr. Walker. That feels so good. Don’t stop. Make me come.” I rock my hips in time with his thrusts, meet his movements, and then he shoves another finger in, filling me up even more. I squeak at the invasion, a pinch of pain accompanying his presence. “Oh, that kind of hurts.” He slows and I panic, worried that he’ll call a halt. “No! Don’t stop. Please, I want you to fuck me so hard, Mr. Walker.”

His eyes meet mine for a moment and then he picks up the pace, those fingers shoving in and out of my cunt, stroking that fun spot inside and his tongue is working over my clit like a mad man. Oh, fuck, it’s coming. I’m coming, whatever.

The tiny spasms that have been traveling through me are intensifying, growing with each passing second, taking over my muscles until I’m tense, toes curled, waiting...

I’m back to rocking against him, increasing the force of each thrust, rubbing and working toward my orgasm. I bring my other hand to my tit and now I’m tugging on both nipples, pussy getting worked over. This is so fucking better than masturbating alone.

Oh fuck.

He sucks on my clit, nips it with his teeth and then goes back to flicking it with his tongue. “Oh, fuck! Mr. Walker, it’s so good. Wanna come so bad.”

He increases his pace, fingers and tongue moving faster, giving me more. I can feel the pleasure gathering strength, pussy tightening around his pistoning fingers, twitches and tremors slithering through me, and I can’t stop, can’t breathe, can’t do anything until...

“Mr. Walker! I’m com-” The last of the word is cut off by my scream, back arched, eyes squeezed shut, I yell while I come, ecstasy pouring through me like a tsunami, stealing any control away. I jerk and tremble while he keeps finger fucking me. Just his fingers cause right now, he’s smiling at me, face shining and slick from my juices.

“That’s it, dirty little slut, come for me and then I’m going to fuck that tight cunt.” His voices is deep, growly.

“Yes, yes, yes...” In and out. He’s still moving, giving me what I need to come again and again. It’s like it won’t stop, just keeps dumping pleasure into my veins and pumping through my body.

And now, I can’t wait until his dick is in my pussy.

Can’t.

Fucking.

Wait.

“Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me...” I’m trembling, bliss still consuming me, but I want to feel the stretch of his cock.

Mr. Walker rolls to his feet and then slowly, oh so slowly, slips his fingers out of my hole and brings them to his mouth. He laps at the digits, attention entirely on me while he cleans them. “Mmm...best tasting pussy I’ve ever had. Such a dirty girl to have such a nice little cunt. Don’t you think?”

I nod, unable to speak.

“I think we should make it as dirty as you.”

“Oh, yes, Mr. Walker. I am a very dirty girl.” A tiny shudder wracks my body. “Very dirty.”

While I watch, he slips his hands beneath the waist of his jeans and nudges them until they pool at his feet. A quick flick and he’s completely nude before me.

And his dick is huge. Oh shit.

He’s long and thick, the head an angry, aroused red with droplets of pre-cum gathering on the tip. I lick my lips, wondering what he tastes like. Hell, I’ve never done that either.

But later.

After he fucks me.

A few times.

Mr. Walker grasps his shaft at the base and strokes himself, up and down his length. It looks like it gets even bigger, harder, if that’s possible. Oh shit.

“You ready to get dirty, slut?”

“Oh, yes, Mr. Walker.”

“Beg.”

I open my eyes wide. “What?”

“Beg for my cock. Beg me to put it in your tight pussy.”

This man is hitting all of my buttons. I’ve only ever read about this kind of stuff, the dirty talk and whatnot, but I loved every word. “Please, Mr. Walker. Please fuck me. Fuck my cunt and cum in my pussy. I’m on the pill and I want your cum in me. Cover me in it. Cum in your dirty slut.” I open my legs wider, show him my creaming hole. “Please stick your dick in me.”

He steps closer, hand still gripping his shaft at the base, and positions the head at my entrance, circles it round and round. “This what you want? Want this dick in your hole?”

I nod, rock my hips and try to force him in. “Please?”

“Keep those green eyes one me, Debbie. Watch me while I take this pussy.”

I do as he asks, attention entirely on him, his bright blue eyes, the pleasurable agony as he teases my sensitive cunt. He quits teasing and stills for a moment, the tip poised at my opening and then he eases the first bit into my pussy, stretches and spreads me, spears me on his fat cock.

“Oh, God! Mr. Walker!” It hurts and feels good at the same time and I feel like I’m about split wide open. I squirm, ease away, push forward, wiggle to escape the pinching pain as he enters my cunt. “Mr. Walker, it hurts...”

I don’t know how much of him I’ve taken, but I there can’t be much more. It’s like I have a foot of cock in my pussy.

He strokes my arms, hands skimming my skin. “Shh, sweetheart. It’s going to get so much better. Easy, baby.” A little more of his cock slides inside and I whimper, shift. “Want me to stop?”

One of his hands slips between my legs, flicks my clit and I moan, wiggle for an entirely different reason. “Oh.” He does it again, harder this time, flexes his hips while toying with the nub. “Ohh...” I purr, back in this again. “No, don’t stop, Mr. Walker. It hurts, but that feels so good.”

A smile splits his lips, full of male, cocky, satisfaction. “Maybe you like having a cock in your cunt?”

I nod, because now that the initial stretching pain is gone, my pussy is in heaven. “Oh, yes, Mr. Walker. I want you dick in my pussy. Fuck me, please?” I nibble my lower lip and he presses my clit. “Please, Mr. Walker, please!”

I’m begging, but I don’t care. I want whatever he’ll show me.

He goes back to filling me, giving me shallow thrusts, in and out, more and more of his dick spreading me wide. He’s huffing and puffing, sweat beading his brow, while he tries to give me what I want.

God, do I want.

It feels like hours, but it can’t be more than seconds later, his balls are resting against my ass, dick fully inside me.

“Oh, fuck, baby. Your cunt is so tight. The perfect pussy.” He retreats a bit and then shoves forward again, forcing a shudder down my spine. Shit, his cock is touching those places his fingers had been toying with, making my arousal flare bright once again.

He does it again, out and then back in. At first, it’s in tiny increments, small shifts of his hips and before long, I’m aching for more.

Much more.

“Mr. Walker, it feels so good, makes me so hot.” He’s rubbing my clit in tiny circles, round and round, forcing my pussy to clench and tighten around him in response. “Will you make me come, Mr. Walker? I want it so bad.” I’m breathless, moving in time with him, pinching my nipples and tugging on my breasts, savoring the bit of pain.

“Yeah? Want to come on my dick?” He pulls out and slams forward, yanking a gasp from within my chest. “The dirty slut wants to come?”

I’m breathing hard, working to meet his thrusts. “Oh, yes, Mr. Walker. Your dirty whore wants to come all over you.” The head of his prick strokes that sweet spot inside me and I gasp and moan, eyes drifting closed for a moment. “Harder. Please, harder. Feels so good.”

He withdraws and then shoves his way back into my cunt once again. “Harder? You want more, little virgin slut? Want me to tear this cunt up?”

Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck...He does it again, out and then a slam home, whole body shaking with the force. “Yes, please, yes.” Mr. Walker puts one arm around my waist and the other beneath my ass and hoists me from the counter. I squeak and wrap my legs around him, shudder at the sensation of him sinking into me even deeper. “God, don’t stop. Fuck me, Mr. Walker.”

“Oh, I’m going to, baby. This dirty slut is going to get fucked just like she wants.” I cling to him while he walks, just a handful of steps before he lowers me to the bed, the soft comforter beneath my back while he looms over me. “Ready, baby?”

I can do nothing but nod. By the time he’s got the words out, his hips are moving. He starts slow at first, one hand on my hip and the other gripping my shoulder. My pussy is at the perfect level for him now and it’s only moments before he picks up the pace.

Oh, shit.

The nice and slow morphs into a hard hammering of his cock in and out of my pussy, slam, slam, slam. The only sound in the room is the echo of flesh meeting flesh, over and over again, our breathing mingling in here and there.

“Fuck, yes, fuck me, Mr. Walker. Fuck my pussy.” I use my legs around his waist to pull him against me. Harder and harder with every thrust. His pelvis is hitting me at just the right spot, making my clit sing in response. “Give it to me. Harder. Want it.”

“Take that cock. Little slut. Getting fucked with this fat dick.” His grip is hurting me, but it doesn’t compare to the pleasure I’m feeling. He’s breathing heavy, the slap, slap, slap of our bodies going on and on.

My pussy is on fire. Good and bad and somewhere in between, clit a happy little camper and I know I’m screaming, or talking, fuck, I might not even be speaking English, but it all feels so good.

“Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me...”

“Naughty whore. Stuff you with that cock.”

“Give it to me. Harder. Do it.”

He simply growls in response, picks up his pace, balls slapping against my ass and pleasure is gathering through me. My whole damn body is like an electrical outlet, powered and ready to go, ready to fucking explode. “Mr. Walker, feels so good, love this dick. Fuck me with that fat cock. Stuff me with it.”

“Yeah, yeah, yeah...” His face is a mottled red, sweat covering his brow while he pistons in and out of my pussy. “Fucking going to come in this cunt.”

A shudder takes over my whole body, dancing through me from head to toe and I can’t hold back my moan of pleasure, the waves of ecstasy that follows just behind the movements. “Want your come in my pussy.”

Cause I do, want him to paint me inside out, fill me to overflowing with his load. Just the idea has me on edge, cunt milking his cock, rhythmically clenching around his dick, over and over again, more and more. The pleasure is growing along my spine, slithering through me like a snake until I’m a big ball of ecstasy that’s growing larger and larger.

“Gonna...”

“Fuck yeah, come on this dick, slut.”

I reach up and pinch my nipples, back bowed, mouth hanging open as I run toward the edge and then...leap, orgasm crashing over me in wave after wave of sensation. Muscles I didn’t know I had are spasming, tightening in rhythm, squeezing bit after bit of pleasure from my body. I’m screaming, I’m yelling, I’m coming harder and harder, longer and longer and Mr. Walker keeps pistoning in and out of my pussy.

Harder.

And harder.

And harder.

“Fuck, Mr. Walker, come in my pussy. Fill my cunt.”

He groans, gives me more, more, more and then the thrusts become jerky. Once, twice, three times and he pushes deep, my name on his lips as his cock seems to grow larger inside me. It flexes and then spurt after spurt of his cum fills me, pumping into my still spasming cunt.

“Fuck, yeah. Fucking,” he rocks against me, as if trying to get deeper, “perfect cunt.”

I moan and lay limp, exhausted and more than sated.

He thrusts against me once more, his own body jerking and twitching along with mine, before he finally slumps forward, head against my shoulder.

I stroke his back and find that sweat is coating his skin. “You okay Mr. Walker?” I mean, he is as old as my Dad.

He just chuckles and I shiver, his cock still making my pussy tingle and I can feel some of his cum seeping from my cunt. “More than okay. Fan-fucking-tastic. You have the most perfect pussy. Those guys at college better take care of it.”

I think about it for a moment. He really is an amazing fuck. “Well, if they don’t, maybe you can come and visit.”

After all, it’s Fell Utilitarian College, if they didn’t want us to fuck, the acronym wouldn’t be F.U.C.
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 Diary of a Nympho: Special Delivery – Kelly Haven

Dear Diary,

Today started out like crap. I woke up feeling all bleh, so I told my step dad and he said I could stay home from school. He’s pretty cool like that, I guess. I dunno, I kind of think that when you're 18, you can do whatever the hell you want. By around mid-morning, though, I started feeling better, so I had some toast and bacon. I looked around, realized that everyone was gone to work, and screamed because I had the entire house to myself.

We live in a really big place. It’s not like, a mansion or anything, but close. There’s five rooms, a basement, an attic, a ginormous living room, and three bathrooms. How’s that for fancy? With it being all empty, I could do whatever I wanted. Unfortunately since it was just a sick day, that meant all my boy toys were at school, though. Oh no! That was okay, though. I could amuse myself in other ways. The stash of porn that my brother has isn’t too bad. I’ve seen almost all of it, but it never gets old. It never fails to turn me on, and make me touch myself. I figured I’d sneak some of it into my room and masturbate for a while. I got a new dildo that I was dying to try, and with everyone gone, it was the perfect time to shove it in my dripping wet pussy.

While I was in the kitchen, I saw a note on the fridge, written by my mother. It said something about a delivery today. I suppose my step dad was supposed to stay home to get it, but since I was all sicky, he figured I’d get it. Nice of him to tell me, huh? Ah well, I guessed that I still had some time to sneak in a quick session of fun before it showed up.

I went into my brother’s room and grabbed the bag from under his bed that had all his porn in it. I unzipped it and out spilled some magazines. Not my thing. I like to be visually turned on. Although a girl on one of the covers was super hot, so I took it, along with two videos to fuck to. I closed the bag, put it back, and shaked my little ass into my room. I had to leave the door open, though, so I could hear the door when my mom’s package came.

I slipped the video into the VCR and hit play. From there I laid back on the bed and started touching myself through the fabric of my pajamas. I have these cute pink stretchy pants that I use. They’re not only comfortable, but they show off my ass real good. Rubbing my pussy that way feels so good, and gets me wet super fast. Especially when there’s a movie on. They guy on the TV already had his cock out and was rubbing it to get it bigger. Then in walked this busty blonde and immediately she got down on her knees and started sucking him off. Nice! She was doing it real good, too. Lots of saliva running down the shaft, good use of the tongue, a little titty fucking here and there. She was a real pro.

I slipped my hand down my pajama pants and started rubbing my clit. I gave a soft moan, and slid a finger into my pussy. It was sooo wet. My other hand slid up my red spaghetti strap top and I started playing with my nipples. Mmmm...I like that kind of stuff. The couple on TV was now fucking, hard, and it was really turning me on. He was doing her up the ass, and while I’ve yet to try that, I know that one day I’m sure to have a cock in there just like her. I worked my finger in and out faster and faster, while massaging my clit with my thumb. I could feel my juices running down the inside of my thigh. I took my hand out to taste them on my fingers. Yummy. It was time for a dildo!

Then the fucking doorbell rang. Shit. Can you believe that? It figures. Just when I’m about to go all raunchy, take my pants off, bend over and give myself a good screw, I get interrupted.

I composed myself as best I could, and ran down the stairs. I was still horny as hell when I opened the door...and hello! Wouldn’t you know it; the delivery guy was a dream. He was taller than me, with muscles bulging out of his short sleeve uniform shirt, and his calves were big and strong. He had on shorts so I got a good look at them. What a hunk! Now I just had to figure out how to get him inside.

I looked at him and waited for him to say something, but he was just standing there, staring at my tits. Good, I thought. Now that he was interested I knew he was mine.

“Hi,” I said. “Do you want to come in?”

He stumbled for a moment. Getting his thoughts together, or something. It must not be often that a pretty girl opens the door. He’s probably used to seeing ugly old housewives all day long.

“Yeah, sure,” he said.

I stepped back from the door and let him into the house, closing it behind him and locking it. I don’t think he noticed that part. He was looking at his gizmo that he had with him and scanning my mom’s package, while I was scanning his through his shorts. I wanted him to notice me looking at him, so I kept staring, imagining his big, thick cock in my pussy. My fingers running through that dirty blonde hair of his while he fucked the shit out of me. He looked at me, looked at his dick, and smiled.

“You like what you see?” he asked.

My heart started racing. Interesting. This obviously wasn’t his first encounter with a customer.

“I do,” I said. I got in real close to him and stood up on my tiptoes and kissed him on the cheek, wrapping my arms around his neck. He bent down to put the package on the floor, and then he started grabbing my ass.

We started kissing. Hard. Our tongues searched around one another as his strong grip massaged my bottom. It felt so good. And his hands were so big, oh my! He pushed me away from him so he could get a good look at me. I spread my arms. “Tah-dah!” I said. He laughed and we kissed again. He slid a hand up my shirt and started rubbing my tits. He pinched my already hard nipples between his fingers, and bent down to lick them. He took one of them in his mouth and suckled on it ever so softly. That’s one of the best feelings ever, let me tell you. I cried out, running my hands through his hair while he did that just like I had imagined. His tongue flicked back and forth over my nipple, sending a shiver down my spine. His other hand traced the inside of my thigh, and was slowly inching its way up toward my pussy.

I stopped him, and the look of disappointment on his face made me laugh. I thought that he thought I was laughing at him, because he bent down to scoop up the package. Nothing could have been further from the truth, and to prove it, I pulled down the front of my pink pajama pants with my thumb and let him see my shaved pussy. He went in to lick it, but I teased him, backing away until he was on all fours, begging like a dog to taste me in his mouth.

“Not here,” I said.

He stood up and I led him by the hand into the living room and sat him on the couch. I sat down beside him and began unbuckling his belt. He helped with that, and before I knew it, his brown shorts were around his ankles and his cock was swaying back and forth in the open air. It was big. Bigger than I expected, anyway. Usually guys with big muscles have small dicks, but not him. I gripped it in my hand and began stroking it. It was smooth. I positioned my lips over top of it and let a bit of my spit drip down onto the head, getting it nice and wet. It glistened in the light as I stroked it some more, getting it lubed up with my saliva.

“You wanna suck my cock?” he asked.

Damn, this guy was a talker. Fine by me, diary.

I didn’t say anything. Instead I just took him in my mouth and started sucking on his massive dick. It wouldn’t go too far back in my throat, it was so big. Usually I can deep throat like a pro, but not this time. I took it out, put his balls in my mouth, and worked on them for a bit instead.

“Suck that big dick,” he said. That kind of shit turns me on. I love the dirty talk.

I put his head back in my mouth, and then he placed his hands on the back of my head and started shoving it deeper into my mouth. Forcing it in. I cried out, and started gagging on his dick. My spit spilled out the sides of my mouth and ran down his cock and onto his balls. That was a first, and I liked it. I took it out of my mouth and looked at him with spit dripping down my chin, too. So hot. I positioned myself on the couch so that my knees were right beside him, and my ass was up in the air. Then I bent back over his throbbing dick and put it back in my mouth. Working the shaft with my hand while I did my best to keep up with him working his hips up and down. He was face fucking me sooo good. It was intense.

The next thing I know, one of his hands is pulling down the back of tight pink pajama bottoms. I felt the cool air against my ass, and began rubbing my pussy from behind. It was still so wet from the brief masturbation session I was having in my room when he showed up. His finger slid into me with ease. He worked it in and out while I worked his cock in and out of my mouth.

“God that feels good,” he said.

I moaned as he slid a second finger into me. Stretching out my pussy in preparation for his nice thick cock to slide into me.

I stopped sucking on him and stood up, taking off my top, while he unbuttoned his. My pants were next. He kept his boots on. I love it when that happens.

“You wanna fuck me now?” I teased.

“I want to fuck you so hard, baby,” he said.

God, I couldn’t wait to have this stud inside of me.

I got back on the couch and spread my legs as far as they would go, exposing all of my shaved cunt for him to see. Instead of shoving himself into me, though, he got down on his knees and started eating me out. Yes! What a dream come true.

He got his face in real deep, sticking his tongue inside of me. It must have tasted like bubble gum, because he went on like that for a good ten minutes. I came once. Not hard or anything, but enough to keep my pussy slick for him. He nibbled on my clit, sucked on it, too, and just made me feel so good. His hands reached up and caressed by titties while he worked on my pussy with his hot mouth.

“Fuck me,” I finally said. “Oh God, fuck me please.”

He looked up at me. My pussy juice was glistening on his chin as he smiled.

He stood up, and I grabbed hold of my pussy lips to spread them nice and wide for his dick. He spit on his hand, and massaged it over his cock. He must have known he would have a hard time getting it in me unless it was lubed up. He crouched down and began inching it inside me. I cried out.

“God you are so fucking tight,” he said.

“Yeah, you like that tight pussy,” I moaned.

“Fuck yeah.”

As it entered me, I looked down to see it only halfway in. It hurt a little bit, but not enough for me to want to stop fucking him. I closed my eyes and waited for him to get all of his dick inside my tight, pink, pussy. When he finally did, he held it there for a moment, letting both of us experience the pleasure. I’m sure it felt good against his head, which I would feel throbbing inside of me. I was surprised that he didn’t cum right then and there. Just whip it out and spooge all over my body. Nope, he was a champ.

As he began moving it in and out of me, I felt my pussy lips slide against his shaft. It felt so good that I almost came again, but I held back. After a minute or two of us moaning together, he started getting rough. He grabbed hold of my hips and began thrusting his cock inside of me nice and hard. He’d pull it out slow, then wham! Just jam it back in me as far as it would go.

“You like that big dick?” he asked.

“God I love it. Fuck me with that big cock,” I said.

I wasn’t lying, either. I did love it. He was such a...man. He released his grip on my hips and rubbed my tits. Grabbing and pulling at them, not too hard though. Hunger raged in his eyes as he smiled at me. I looked down to see his dick covered in my juicy cream. That’s what happens when you get fucked real good.

He pulled out of me all the way and I took the opportunity to change positions. I got up on the couch and stuck my ass into the air, swaying it back and forth like a flower. He licked his hand and worked some more spit over his dick, then he guided it into me. God it felt good. It always goes in deeper when you take it from behind. I didn’t think that was possible after getting fucked missionary style by him, but it happened. He spanked me a little, which felt great, and I pictured my ass cheeks getting red at his slaps. He grabbed my hips again and thrust his dick into my pussy harder, and harder, and harder. My ass slapped up against him, clapping against his skin. I screamed with delight as he fucked me. He reached around and took hold of my tits again, pinching my nipples. A little hard, but I could handle it.

I felt drops of his sweat dripping down onto my back. My own hair was soaked by now, and he took hold of it, bucking me like a fucking bronco. I tried to look down and see his dick going in and out of me, but all I got sight of was balls slapping against my clit. I reached down between my legs and cupped them in my hands. Rubbing them gently.

“Oh fuck,” he cried out. I guess he liked it.

His scrotum got tighter in my hands the more I massaged it. By this time my face was buried against the couch cushions. His dick went harder, faster, harder, faster. In and out of my tight pussy. I think I must have come twice. I could see a wet spot on the couch. Oops. Hopefully it would dry before my parents got home, I thought.

I managed to lean back with his dick inside me, and he wrapped an arm around my throat. Not choking me or anything, just holding me up with he shoved his dick in and out of me.

“You feel so fucking good,” he said.

“Yeah? You wanna cum for me?” I asked.

“Yeah. I wanna cum all over you.”

“Cum on my tits,” I said.

He fucked me from behind for a little while longer, getting as much of my tight cunt as he could.

“Oh God,” he cried out.

I knew what that meant. He pulled out of me and I quickly jumped onto my back. I reached up and grabbed hold of his cock, feeling it in my hands. It was so fucking hard. God! I worked the shaft, watching his face. I love seeing a guys expression when he cums. I got up on my elbows and started sucking on it, tasting myself on his head while stroking him up and down.

“I’m gonna cum,” he screamed out.

I pushed his dick down so it was aimed at my titties, and felt his hot, warm cum shoot out all over them. There was so much of it! His cock pulsated in my hand as I continued to stroke it while he came. Some of it got on my fingers, but that was okay. I licked them off, tasting his sauce in my mouth. He laughed, watching his cum disappear down my throat. Then I rubbed it into my skin. My tits gleamed in the lights as his cum spread out all over them. He began to soften up, so I took one last gulp, sucking what was left out of him and letting it drip down my throat. I just wanted more, but sadly, there was none. Oh well!

 


When we were done, he put back on his clothes, and went back to the doorway and picked up the package that was on the floor. “Sign here,” he said, holding out a pen to me.

I laughed, still standing there naked. His cum was running down my chest still, and there was a bit of it on my chin. I scooped it up with a finger and ate it. He shivered with pleasure at seeing that, and smiled.

“See you later,” I said.

“Bye.”

I never even knew his name.

So needless to say, diary, what started out as a crappy day turned into a major fuckfest for me. After I got through with him, I took a shower and laid on my bed for an hour. Then I finished off the masturbation session I had started earlier with my brothers porn.

I’ll probably never, ever, see the delivery guy again, but that's okay. I’m sure he’ll have fond memories of me until the day he dies.

Until next time, diary...

K.
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 Frozen Delight – Saffron Sands

Tessa slammed the desk drawer shut and locked it. It was time to head home. She stuffed some paperwork into her briefcase and snapped it shut as she headed to the door. “Looks like pizza and another night alone.” thought Tessa to herself as she made her way to the elevator.

Tessa enjoyed being busy with her career at the offices of Illusions, a major advertising firm, but it left her with little time for dating or relationships. She proudly embraced her Type A personality and enjoyed being competitive and always on the go, not being daunted by other women who seemed compelled to tell her it was time to settle down and start a family.

Tessa wasn’t the type to give up everything for someone else and had no desire for complicated relationships, she did however love sex and not getting any disturbed her, especially in the recent months. Her vibrator and imagination weren’t exactly failing her but not exactly satisfying her either. It got the job done and the tension was relieved but she needed more. Lately she craved a man and she craved a cock.

Tessa began brainstorming ways of getting laid without having to hire someone as she drove home. She considered the possibility of seducing an intern at work but she knew it was unwise to mix business and pleasure; it would only lead to unnecessary drama. She had no time or desire to search for a man online. Too many games to play and you never really knew what you were getting until you met in person. Mr. blonde hair, blue eyes that works out at the gym everyday could end up being Mr. light brown hair, blue contacts and works at the gym but never touches the equipment. As she pulled into the driveway, there sat the large orange truck of her Healthy Frozen Meals delivery guy. “What was his name?” she thought to herself as she parked the car.

Shane got out of the truck and made his rounds from freezer door to freezer door on the large truck gathering Tessa’s order. Tessa had been a loyal customer for over a year now, and she generally ordered the same items which made his job easier. The regular single serve, low calorie meals and frozen fruits seemed to be what she thrived on.

Shane wasn’t sure why she stuck to the low calorie meals because she sure didn’t need to worry about her figure. He scanned her sexy, toned legs sticking out of her slightly above the knee pencil skirt. He couldn’t resist a woman in a business skirt, black hose and black power heels. He immediately thought of bending her over a desk, pushing up her skirt to reveal a tight ass without panties and black garters to hold up those sexy thigh high stockings. He tried to shake the image as he felt a pang of desire in his pants. He didn’t want to scare Tessa off by delivering her food with a raging hard on and coming off as some sort of weirdo sexual predator.

“Hello.” Tessa smiled and opened the door for Shane as he carried in her delivery. She was relieved to see that he was wearing his name tag. He walked in the front door and then waited for Tessa to show him to the dining room. As he followed her, he could hardly resist staring at her ass as he walked behind her. Shane set Tessa’s order on the dining room table.

“So how have you been?’ Tessa asked Shane looking him over. As she casually scanned his muscular arms, broad chest and handsome face, she couldn’t help but smile as she realized what a good looking man he was.

Normally she would see Shane once a month face to face. When Tessa isn’t home on delivery days, he has a key to her garage and just leaves the orders in the freezer, her credit card is charged and their business is complete.

“Fine. Just fine. And you?” Shane responded. He looked forward to their meetings once a month, but tried not to seem overly interested in this beautiful woman. She appeared out of his league in his mind, but today he had noticed her checking him out and this gave him hope but, he didn’t want to read anything into it and make a fool of himself.

“Sit down for a moment, Shane.”

A little taken aback but pleased, Shane sat at the dining table beside Tessa. “Sure. I have some time before my next delivery.”

Tessa observed Shane’s face, his smile, his brown eyes and his strong jawline. She inhaled his musky cologne and it went straight to her head, making her a little dizzy. She stared deep into his eyes as they discussed the weather and some of the foods that would be coming available in the next month, all the while Tessa was imagining what Shane would be like in the sack. Vivid flashes raced through her mind of him removing her clothes, cupping her breasts, and kissing her roughly as he sat across from her.

“Well, I better get going.” Shane said and slowly stood up.

A shiver ran through her body as she noticed the bulge in Shane’s pants. A sudden urge to pounce him then and there hit Tessa. She longed to throw him to the floor and have her way with him.

“Yes, I am sure others are waiting for you. Nice seeing you again and thanks for the goodies.” Tessa stood up and walked Shane to the door. Unable to resist she reached out and lightly touched his arm. “Thanks again. See you next time.”

Shane left but the scent of his cologne remained in the air. Tessa inhaled the intoxicating fragrance deeply, put the food in the freezer and went to get her shower.

Tessa undressed slowly, watching as she removed her clothes in the full length mirror. She admired her flat tummy and firm breasts, turning and admiring her ass. She let down her long brown hair and stepped into the shower. She couldn’t stop thinking of Shane as she poured soap into her palm and lathered up her body. The warm stream of water flowed over her as she imagined his hands caressing her, his lips kissing her flesh. She closed her eyes and moaned as she ran her soapy hands over her breasts slowly going over her erect nipples, down her stomach, and pausing at her brown trimmed pubes. She ran a hand over her mound and softly over her clit. A shiver ran throughout her body and she knew she wouldn’t be able to resist a good buffin’ of the muffin.

Tessa unhooked the handheld shower head and sat in the tub. She spread her long legs, bracing them on the edge of the bathtub and ran the stream of water across her pussy, a soft whimper falling from her lips. Her pussy ached and throbbed, begging to be touched. She thought of Shane, his hands fondling her breasts his cock between her legs. She moaned as the warm water ran over her sensitive clitoris. Her vulva puffy with desire and her vaginal muscles twitching, she slipped a finger inside and moaned a little louder. She eagerly slipped in another finger and slid them in and out of her slick hole. Tessa turned the nozzle to the massage setting and the water pulsed rapidly and forcefully now. The steady rhythm tapped on her clit, tapping out a wave of pleasure. She pinched a nipple, rolling it roughly between her thumb and fingers, bit her lip and rode the wave over the edge. She squealed loudly as she came, arching her back as she stiffened and then shuddered, a bit surprised at the intensity that she got from her imaginings of Shane. She found it odd that she had never considered him in a sexual fantasy before today, and smiled thinking of how she could hardly wait to see him again.

Shane thought of Tessa for the remainder of the day. He often found it difficult to focus on his other customers, and he found it nearly impossible to get images of Tessa’s little office skirt and those sexy black stocking legs out of his mind. He smiled as visions of her legs wrapped around his neck danced through his head. He imagined the warmth and musky scent that would come off her as he slowly kissed the sensitive flesh on the inside of her thighs on his drive home.

At long last he was home after a long hot day of deliveries and he anxiously hit the shower, eager to get the days grime off him. As he soaped up his mind continued to focus on the lovely brunette and all of her wonderful curves. He closed his eyes and ran a soapy hand over his cock. He imagined Tessa’s full, red lips wrapped around the head of his dick. She lightly sucked it like a lollipop as she fondled his balls with her hand. Shane moaned and squeezed his cock a little tighter at the image. Gently his imaginary Tessa caressed his balls, slowly taking more of him in her mouth until she had it all. As he imagined his cock sliding in and out of her mouth he nearly came, but stopped himself. In his mind’s eye, he pulled Tessa up from her knees and turned her around to face the shower wall. Her skin glistened in the steamy shower as the water ran down her beautiful body and she placed her hands on the tiles as if bracing for a police search. He gripped her slender waist and pulled her tight little ass toward him. With one hand firmly holding her hip he used the other to press the top of her shoulders, bending her over a little more. He easily slipped into her hot, wet pussy. She was like velvet on his cock and her cunt muscles tightened around his rod eagerly gripping every inch. She made a soft purring sound and pushed her ass toward him, greeting each of his thrusts with one of her own. He held her tighter and pumped faster and faster till he shot his load, deep inside her.

Shane grunted and placed a hand on the shower wall for support as he came. He jerked his penis one last time slowly running a tightened hand over the head. One last squirt of cum spurted out and he shuddered as the sensations traveled through his body. “Damn!” he whispered to himself. He hadn’t cum like that in ages while masturbating. Tessa had him that worked up. He couldn’t wait to see her again.

For over a week now Tessa thought of Shane during the day and had dreams of him just about every night. She dreamt of his hands roaming her body, his mouth slowly kissing her breasts, his cock, rock hard and thrusting deep inside her. She would wake up occasionally, out of breath and swear she could smell his cologne in her bedroom.

Tessa knew she couldn’t wait a month to see him. She would make sure she was home on his delivery to her this week. But in the meantime her vibrator would have to be a good substitute.

She flicked on the lamp by her bed and opened the top drawer of her nightstand. There it was, Old Faithful. She pushed a little button and the little clitoral stimulating nubs vibrated. Tessa turned it up another notch and her clitoris twitched with anticipation.

Tessa tossed the sheets to the foot of the bed and slipped her panties off. She grabbed her lubricant and squirted more than enough onto her palm. Tessa liked it extra slick so she liberally rubbed the gel all over the vibrator, stroking the shaft softly, she licked her lips and ran the six inches of vibrating glory over her clit and labia. Tessa pulled her knees up and dropped her legs wide open, sliding her fingers down her mound to hold her puffy lips apart. Her clit stood at attention as she rolled the sex toy over and around it. She teased herself by drawing little circles and applying a bit of pressure here and there with the tip of the vibrator. She chewed her lip and squirmed at each stroke she gave to herself. Her legs trembled as she finally slipped the phallus shaped toy deep in her vagina, squealing as the clit stimulator touched her sensitive little button. She held the vibrator firmly inside her and wiggled her hips fucking the delightful piece of silicone and running her clit over the briskly vibrating tips. Tessa pressed the next setting on her bedroom buddy and forced her legs to stay wide open drawing out the pleasure she gave to herself. Her brow creased, her teeth gnashed together, and her breathing came in quick little bursts. Her toes curled and her thighs shook as the warm feeling centered in her clit and slowly spread through her pussy and ass cheeks, when suddenly the lightning struck and a bolt of ecstasy encompassed her entire body. Tessa let out a low throaty growl as she began to cum. Her knees closed together, panting as she held the vibrator deep insider her until the climax subsided. She turned off the battery operated toy and slid it out of her quivering pussy. She tossed the silicone aside and snuggled with her body pillow. Her urges satisfied for the night, she easily fell back to sleep with a smile on her face.

At last the delivery that Shane longed to make was here. It had been a long two weeks since the last time he saw his favorite customer. He didn’t really expect to see Tessa this time around but he could hope.

He pulled in front of Tessa’s house and noticed her car was parked in the driveway. Shane’s heart skipped a beat and he swallowed hard at the thought of seeing her in one of her usual tight little skirts. He parked the truck and sat there with his hands firmly on the steering wheel trying to make his erection go down.

Finally, with his erection somewhat under control, Shane got out of the truck and gathered Tessa’s order.

Tessa’s heart raced when she heard Shane’s truck pull up in front of her house. She couldn’t believe she had made it home in time. Tessa had made sure to get out of work early and raced through the traffic to be home before he arrived and had made it just in a nick of time.

She peeked out the window at the large orange truck. She was still in her work clothes but at least she was wearing one of her sexier skirts and garters.

Shane knocked on the door and Tessa waited, not wanting to appear too anxious. He knocked again and she casually opened the door.

Shane’s jaw about hit the floor when he saw Tessa, standing in the doorway, a white silky blouse with tiny buttons struggling to contain her breasts and a form hugging pinstripe skirt. She also had on the black sheer stockings that drove him wild and a lovely pair of black high heels.

“Hello Shane.” Tessa motioned with her hand for him to enter, “Nice to see you again.”

“Hello. Nice seeing you too.” Shane tried to cover the nervousness in his voice but Tessa heard the quiver in his words and it excited her that he was anxious around her.

Tessa smiled, closed the door and led Shane to the dining room table where he sat her order.

“Have a seat?” Tessa asked as she sat at the table.

“Yeah, I can stay for a while. You’re my last delivery today.” Shane was pleased she had asked him to stay and chat again. He couldn’t help but look at her cleavage trying to break out of her blouse. The thin material showed the mounds of flesh overflowing from her bra He thought of running his cock between her breasts and immediately began to stiffen.

Tessa noticed him eyeing her breasts and leaned over a bit allowing more of her bosom to be seen. Shane bit his lip and moved in his seat in an attempt to make room in his pants for his growing cock. There was a line of sweat across his upper lip as he struggled to stop looking at the beautiful breasts before him.

Tessa had had enough of the games so she reached over and placed a hand on Shane’s knee. He practically fell out of his seat at her touch. She smiled “Is this ok?” she asked as she ran her hand up his leg.

“Yeah, it’s fine.” He managed to stammer out and he sat up straight in his chair.

Tessa looked the handsome delivery man right in the eyes as she ran her hand further up his thigh and to his crotch where she was greeted by a rock hard cock. She licked her red colored lips and let out an audible moan. Shane’s cock twitched at her touch and struggled against the material.

Tessa stood up, took Shane by the hand and pulled him to his feet. Once face to face she pulled him to her and kissed his mouth, softly at first but progressively harder as the taste of him drove her wild. Shane held her tight and matched her passion with his own. They breathed heavily and in rhythm as their lips and tongues mingled.

Tessa broke the kiss and went down to her knees. Her pussy pulsating as she slowly unhooked Shane’s pants. She dropped them, then his boxers to his feet releasing his engorged cock. She held her prize in her hand and admired it as Shane looked down at her and mumbled something to God.

Softly she licked the head and ran her tongue around the tip, lingering at the little hole dripping pre-cum. She held his balls in her right hand and licked the underside of his cock from base to tip before slowly slipping his penis into her mouth and leisurely bobbing her head over his manhood.

Shane moaned and held her firmly by the bun in her hair, guiding her rhythm. He looked down and watched as Tessa swallowed him whole again and again. She looked up at him with lust in her eyes, her face flushed with excitement. The sucking and slurping noises drove him mad as tried not to shove his cock down her throat.

Tessa moaned as she sucked Shane’s dick, becoming even more turned on as her saliva ran down her chin, over her hand and onto his balls. She gently caressed his testicles with her other hand and greedily sucked his cock, occasionally taking him out of her mouth to run her velvety tongue over the head, carefully tracing it’s shape.

To avoid cumming, Shane removed his dick from her mouth and pulled Tessa to her feet. He kissed her red lips, and stepped back to remove his clothes. Tessa watched as he revealed his muscular chest to her, anxious to have his flesh against hers. Shane, completely naked, reached out and unbuttoned her blouse. He slipped it off of Tessa and unhooked her bra, sighing as her breasts spilled out. He firmly turned her around and pushed her shoulders, bending her over the table.

Tessa put her hands on the table for support as Shane ran his hands down her back and over her ass. He unzipped her skirt and slowly slid it over her butt cheeks revealing her little black thong and garter. He slid the skirt to her feet and helped her step out of it. He kissed her legs all the way up to her ass; his warm breath sending chills through her body on his way back up. Shane slowly caressed her as she kept her hands on the table ass aimed at his cock. He gave her a little nudge and she lay flat on the table. The cool wood sending goose bumps over her flushed skin.

Shane’s hands slid over the wonderful curve of her ass and he slipped his finger under her thong, pulling at it causing it to rub her swollen clit. She waved her behind in the air and he gave it a little smack. She squealed and he swatted her again, this time a little harder. Her flesh jiggled at the impact and her butt cheek became rosy. Shane rubbed it with his palm then without notice smacked it again. Tessa cooed and wiggled. “Again.” She said in a raspy voice. Shane ran his hand around her ass and up her back then back to her butt and whack! He bent over and kissed the handprint he had left on her bottom and then ripped the small piece of material that was her thong. Tessa jumped a little when she heard the material rip but didn’t stand up. She stayed bent over the dining table and waited for what would happen next.

Shane couldn’t believe what was happening. You read about this stuff in adult magazines but you don’t ever think it will actually happen to you and here a gorgeous customer was waving her bare rear end, tauntingly at him asking to be spanked.

He smacked Tessa’s heart shaped ass again then ran his hand over her cheeks squeezing them and then sliding a hand between her legs. Her pussy was beyond wet, it ran down her thighs as he spread her juices around her cunt and up to her ass crack. He tickled her little asshole with a moistened thumb as he looked her over, messy hair, flushed face, tiny waist and that luscious ass.

Shane ran his cock between her legs to get it wet then slid the tip in her dripping hole while holding her ass firmly so she couldn’t take more of him inside her than he allowed. He teased her pulsating pussy with the tip of his cock. The heat of her juices drove him wild and he needed to have more. He held her waist firmly and gradually slid his cock into her. He moaned and held her tight, taking in all the velvety smoothness of her cunt’s walls. It was just as hot as he had imagined.

Tessa thought she would pass out as Shane’s cock slid into her. The pleasure was beyond anything she had felt before. Her legs were weak with pleasure and she was thankful to have the table there supporting her. “Fuck me.” she chanted, “Fuck me.” Tessa groaned as Shane’s thick cock glided rapidly in and out, his balls tapping her clit with each stroke, little sparks of pleasure with each thrust coursed through her body. Her skin felt alive, every inch of her in sensory overload as Shane pounded away at her pussy when suddenly he stopped and pulled out.

Tessa heard the crumple of plastic and then felt the shock of something cold dripping on her hot flesh. She squealed and shivers ran over her as Shane held a bag of frozen blueberries over her behind and watched as the condensation dripped on her ass and ran down her cheeks.

He spun Tessa around and lifted her to the table. She lay back and he was inside her once again. He held the bag in both hands making them cold, teasingly dripping the cold water on her stomach and chest. She writhed as the cool droplets hit and then ran down her curves.

With chilled hands he grasped handfuls of her breasts firmly in both hands and rammed her pussy. She shuddered and lifted her legs, resting them on his shoulders. Her hands on his forearms, Tessa clung to him as he grunted and slammed into her over and over. Her pussy clenched around his cock, getting tighter as the waves of pleasure swept over her.

Shane growled watching Tessa’s breasts bounce like a jelly mold as he pounded into her. He came hard as Tessa’s pussy contractions milked the cum out of his cock. She let out a high pitched squeal as her orgasm took control of her. She felt his load deep inside of her sensitive pussy. Shane rammed her one more time and then collapsed on her sweaty breasts. She sighed as she came down from the best fuck she had in ages, holding her delivery man to her bosom as his dick twitched inside her.

With what little breath she had left Tessa whispered in Shane’s ear, “See you in two weeks.”
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 Past Perfect – Alessia Brio

The ease with which Jacqueline Manceaux breezed through life provided a perpetual source of annoyance for Denise. She shone like the sun, even in her darkest hours, and to be fair, she had more than her fair share of them. Denise strove not to take any sort of snide comfort in the misfortune that often befell Jacquí, as she was affectionately called by the hordes of her closest friends.

In contrast, Denise felt like an ogre in Jacquí's company. On those rare days when she felt well above average on the attractiveness scale, Jacquí would arrive at the office in a sleek and stylish new designer suit and steal what little attention Denise hoped to garner. The leggy blonde epitomized sexy and had enough smarts not to need good looks to succeed in the business world. To add insult to injury, she had the nerve to be one of the nicest people Denise had ever met. No one, not even Mother Teresa, deserved to be that close to perfection.

Jacquí strolled past her office carrying her typical bagel and coffee. She lifted the foam cup in a
g'morning
salutation and gave a megawatt smile that might as well have been nails on a chalkboard for its impact on Denise's mood. Even at eight forty-five on a Monday, the woman looked like a taller version of Heather Locklear in a power suit. Prettier, too, with all the beauty and none of the harder edges. The glass walls allowed Denise to follow her progress down the hall.

Denise hated the fact that she spent so much time trying to find fault with Mademoiselle Manceaux, some chink in the "charmor" that would enable her to legitimately despise the bitch. Maybe she abused small animals or kicked homeless people as they slept on the street. One could only hope. Shaking herself from the vortex of her thoughts, Denise returned her attention to the day's schedule.

Few people wanted to look at real estate during the morning hours on weekdays, so Denise used the time at her desk to return phone calls, schedule building inspections, challenge property tax assessments, and scour the newspapers online for
For Sale By Owner
ads. Her commissions didn't suck, but they could be better. Denise longed to have the finesse other agents used to reel in the reluctant do-it-yourselfers. Jacquí, unsurprisingly, led the firm in signing FSBOs. She also bagged more than a fair share of the sweet multi-million dollar estate listings.

The busywork made the morning pass quickly, and Denise's stomach reminded her that she'd skipped breakfast. She tidied her desk, signed off her computer, and retrieved her purse from the bottom desk drawer, intending to grab a soup-and-salad special in the building's basement cafeteria.

"You look nice today," a dulcet voice called from the doorway accompanied by a light one-knuckle knock. Even Jacquí's vocal cords evoked envy. When Denise looked up, she continued, "Well, you always look
nice, but I especially like you in green. Brings out your eyes. Um, sorry to interrupt, but can I talk to you for a minute? It won't take long."

In spite of herself, Denise beamed. To be first complimented, then wanted—for whatever reason—by this ultra-smooth, ultra-savvy woman made her ego momentarily swell with pride. It didn't take long, however, for the inner cynic to squelch that elation.

"I'm on my way to lunch." She enjoyed the flash of disappointment on Jacquí's face. Unable to maintain the brusque dismissal, Denise capitulated, "But you're welcome to join me. I'm just going downstairs for a quickie. I have to show an apartment at one on the other side of the city."

Jacquí grinned. "Let me grab my purse. Be right back." With that, she scurried down the hall as fast as her butter-cream Prada pumps would carry her. Denise forced herself not to admire the retreat.

Before she could count to twenty, Jacquí returned with her matching butter-cream Prada handbag. Denise tucked her Coach knock-off under her arm. She felt good about the purchase when she impulsively dropped forty dollars on it last weekend. Now she just felt like as much of an imposter as her bag. Without matching faux-Coach shoes, she even failed as a competent fraud. The urge to compete was strong, but Denise knew that she could spend every spare moment at the gym and every spare dollar on clothes and still not even come close to stealing Jacquí's thunder.

To deflect attention from her perceived physical flaws, Denise strove to make herself indispensable in every other endeavor. That urge to overcompensate made her angry. Her envy angered her further. It wasn't as if Denise lacked either beauty or brains. She knew she could hold her own in most circles, even around much younger women, but Jacquí made her feel like a mutt.

They shared idle chit-chat in the elevator and as they wove through the lunch line. More than once, Denise wondered what was up. Jacquí declined several invitations to join other groups, opting instead for a small two-person table against the far wall. Once seated, she decided to cut to the chase, as Jacquí seemed reluctant.

"So, what did you want me for?" she asked, mentally kicking herself for phrasing the question in that way.

Jacquí raised a perfectly-plucked eyebrow but didn't otherwise react to the unintentional innuendo. "You know I just moved into a new place, right? The Garden Towers on sixty-fifth?" She paused to allow Denise time to nod in recognition of the exclusive luxury condos. "Well, I'm having a little dinner slash housewarming party on Friday night—just a dozen or so friends. Nothing fancy or anything, just come-as-you-are. And, well, I was hoping you'd come… as you are, of course. Do you have other plans?"

Denise attempted to decide if microwave popcorn and a stack of rented DVDs qualified as
other plans
and concluded that, yes, it did. She must've hesitated a bit longer than she realized, though, because Jacquí spoke before she was able to formulate a plausible excuse for declining the invitation.

"Did I do something to offend or upset you? I get the feeling that you don't…" Jacquí paused, apparently struggling to form the words for such a foreign concept, "…like me."

"No, Jacquí, you haven't done anything to offend me."
Other than exist, she wanted to snarl.
Other than to grate on my every nerve with your face and your body and your hair and your clothes and your success and your sparkling fucking personality.
Green, Denise decided, was not her color in spite of Jacquí's earlier compliment.

"Then you'll come?"

It was Denise's turn to raise an eyebrow, and she gave Jacquí an "A" for
Aplomb
in the face of it. Such composure should be rewarded, even if grudgingly. "Sure. I'll stop by. Can I bring anything?"

"Do you have any of that wine left from the vineyard property you sold last month? I heard through the… um,
grapevine," she chuckled at her little play on words, "that the sellers gave you a case as a bonus. If you have any left, I'd really like to try it."

Denise agreed and, with that business settled, they finished their lunches over light office gossip and speculation regarding the outcome of the softball tournament between the area's competing real estate agencies.

* * *

As the week progressed, Denise hoped that Jacquí would just forget about having invited her to the
dinner slash housewarming party. Making small talk with a bunch of strangers just wasn't Denise's idea of a good time, and Jacquí's friends were likely to be a gaggle of Manceaux wannabes. After all, what woman in her right mind didn't want a killer body, successful career, seemingly effortless beauty, style, social grace, wit, and brains? The woman was the epitome of femininity.

She did her best to avoid contact with her
objet d'envie
throughout the week, and largely succeeded given their busy schedules. Four closings and a slew of showings for a new listing kept her out of the office most of each day. While at her desk, Denise kept the door closed—the agency's standard
Do Not Disturb
protocol. The few times they bumped into one another were brief and didn't leave an opportunity for discussion of anything other than pressing work-related matters.

Denise often wondered how she landed in real estate, given the amount of networking required to be successful. Unlike Jacquí, schmooze really wasn't her strong suit. Her background in interior design with a minor in architecture, however, gave her an eye for property that many lacked. Someday, after she finished her MBA, she hoped to open her own design firm and capitalize on all the reluctant schmoozing.

Late Friday afternoon, as Denise prepared to leave for the weekend, Jacquí dropped by her office to remind her about both the party and the wine she'd agreed to bring. While Denise felt ragged and drawn after a hectic day at the end of a hectic week, Jacquí looked as if she'd just stepped from a salon makeover. Over a few minutes of idle chatter about the party menu, it dawned on her that Jacquí didn't really need the wine. She had simply used it as a hook to ensure her attendance, knowing her ultra-reliable colleague wouldn't renege on a commitment.
Smooth, Denise admitted to herself.
Very smooth indeed.

"See you at eight-ish. I've got a million and one things to do before then." With a twinkle of her French manicured fingertips, Jacquí was gone.

As Denise straightened her desk and shut down her computer, she wondered if she had enough time to shop for something fresh and new to wear to the party. At the same time, she chastised herself for even considering it. Impulsively, she paged a delivery service and met the courier in the parking garage. Offering one bottle of the dry white as a tip, she instructed him to deliver the rest to the posh apartment on 65th street.

That commitment satisfied, Denise could now bail on the party without guilt if she chose. The maneuver bought her some measure of calm, knowing she had an out. She took her time on the evening commute and, once home, unwound with a glass of merlot and a single bong hit. The combination provided the perfect mood adjustment. Both mellow and self-confident, she shed her work attire and dove into her closet.

"Come as I am, eh? We'll just see about that." She pulled a short denim skirt from its hanger, followed by a soft, white blouse. While it was tempting to throw on sweats and a T-shirt, Denise compromised with a more presentable form of comfort and hoped that the other guests would be similarly attired. She knew better than to expect Jacquí to look anything less than perfect, regardless of what she wore. No use even trying to compare.

Fueled by the wine and the weed, Denise deftly wove her waist-length hair into a loose braid and slipped her bare feet into a pair of well-worn penny loafers. The macramé belt was an afterthought, but it blended well. She set out on foot and empty-handed, planning to hail a cab when she tired of walking. The evening was as comfortable as her attire, and she covered almost ten city blocks before her feet began to protest the lack of socks.

Her nerves resurfaced when the taxi pulled to a stop in front of Jacquí's building. She resisted the urge to stop in the lobby's restroom to primp, instead moving directly to the elevators. Seventeenth floor. Not quite penthouse level, but well above the city streets.

The walk down the hallway to Jacquí's apartment seemed unnaturally long, distorted by anxiety. Denise felt as if she was stepping into a social situation that would make her feel even more awkward and inadequate, hob-knobbing with the upper echelons of beauty and success.

Strains of classical music seeped through the door of 17-C, which opened just as she lifted her hand to ring the doorbell. Jacquí stood there grinning. Barefoot, in torn jeans and an off-the-shoulder sweatshirt, she reminded Denise of a cast member from the movie
Flashdance
… only sexier. Her hair, worn up during the work day, rested on her bare shoulders in soft waves.

"When the wine showed up by courier, I figured you'd be a no show. I'm glad you're here. C'mon in." She threw open the heavy door and gestured. "You're the first one here. Make yourself comfy. Can I get you something to drink?"

Stepping inside, she looked around in awe. Creamy white carpet stretched in every direction. Eclectic décor screamed of expense coupled with a non-conformist's taste. Denise kicked off her shoes before leaving the tiled entry for the warm, snowy landscape. That earned a smile from Jacquí, whose toenails sparkled with a fuchsia polish that matched her fingernails and lips.

"You like? I did it all myself—against the advice of…well, of damned near everyone. It's not like me to be so rebellious, but I love this space. It's my haven. Know what I mean? Here, let me show you around. Can I get you something to drink?"

It took Denise a moment to realize that she was referring to her interior decorating rather than the fuchsia cosmetics. The aimless chatter seemed out of character for the typically-composed beauty, which made her wonder what Jacquí was trying to conceal. She followed her down the hallway, only half listening to her ramble about where each piece of artwork or furniture originated.

Miro on this wall, Manet on that. Even a Henry Moore piece, albeit a small replica, on the ledge over the marble garden tub. She knew the art of which she spoke, too. It wasn't merely name-dropping. Jacquí understood every element of the design of her condo and its contents. Not only that, but she clearly wanted Denise to appreciate it.

"There's no one else coming tonight, is there?" The clarity leapt at Denise, impulsive but fully formed. She just…knew.

Jacquí turned. Her mouth hung open as if stunned by the accuracy of a gypsy's fortune. The expression told Denise all she need to know.

"I'll be going now," she murmured, shaking her head as she turned toward the door.

Silence followed her. As heavy as the mask of tomorrow's humiliation, it curved around her body and molded itself to her frame. Denise took a deep breath and willed her feet to move, to take her away from the embarrassment of being played for a fool.

"Please," Jacquí whispered. Her voice echoed in the corridor. "Stay. I'm sorry for…"

"For
what
exactly? You're sorry for luring me here under false pretenses?" Denise spun and stepped toward Jacquí, her shoulders squared and mind blazing. "You think you can just jerk people around this way? Make them do your bidding 'cause you're so fucking perfect? Well, cross me off your list of acolytes, Ms. Manceaux. I don't play that way."

Jacquí sighed, but she stood her ground with a defiant expression on her face. Denise fought the urge to slap it, to make her feel the sting of anger that threatened to escape its bounds. Her hands twitched at her side.

"I just wanted…" Jacquí reached out, her fingers brushing Denise's forearm. The touch sparked the release of pent-up emotion, and Denise wrenched her arm away, unintentionally catching the underside of Jacquí's chin with the back of her hand. She watched in shock as Jacquí's head snapped back, colliding with the wall.

Before she could speak, though, Jacquí righted herself and shook it off. She looked sideways at Denise, eyes narrowed, and snarled. "Go if you're going. I won't try to stop you."

"Why?"

"Why?" Jacquí rolled her eyes. "Because even though this is my house, and even though I invited you here, I can still be charged with battery. Because we work in the same office. Because…"

"No. Why the
dinner slash housewarming party
story? Why the elaborate ruse?"

Sighing, Jacquí slumped against the wall. "I didn't lie about the party, y'know. I just… um…exaggerated the number of guests."

"Why?"

"Would you have come otherwise?"

Denise shook her head, not as a negative reply, but at Jacquí's misunderstanding. "No, why
me? What do you want from me?"

A small frown line formed at the bridge of Jacquí's aquiline nose as she appeared to weigh her words. Finally, she opted instead to act. The feather-light kiss caught Denise completely by surprise.

"You, of course," Jacquí whispered when she pulled away. "I want
you. I've been trying to get your attention for months."

Of all the things Jacquí could have said, that had to be the last thing Denise expected to hear. It was so far outside the scope of her thoughts that it took several moments for it to register. Her body responded well before her mind, fueling her anger and adding another dimension to her sense of betrayal. When the shock released her vocal cords, she howled with incredulous laughter.

It soon had her doubled over, holding her stomach and gasping for breath. Each time she thought she'd gotten it under control, the improbability of the situation would bubble up and the giggles would again erupt. It wasn't until Denise saw the hurt expression on Jacquí's face that she was able to stem her laughter.

"I'm sorry." She dabbed at the corners of her eyes with the backs of her hands. "It's just that…well,
you
wanting
me…when you can have anyone you choose…male
or
female…is just…too…rich." In spite of her resolve, some residual chuckles punctuated her speech.

Jacquí pushed off the wall and stormed past. "Fuck you," she called over her shoulder. Making a bee-line for the front door, she threw it open. "I think you should leave now."

Denise crossed the distance in a few long strides and slammed the door closed a bit more forcefully than intended. Its impact rattled the umbrella stand and knocked over the vase of fresh flowers on the small table nearby, but she barely noticed. "I don't think so," she growled, pinning Jacquí to the door with her body. "You think you want me, eh? We're gonna get past perfect and find out."

The intensity of their first real kiss surprised Denise with its bruising ardor. She tasted blood but couldn't tell if it was hers or Jacquí's, and she sucked hard on those fuchsia lips while her fingers wove through the loose blonde locks.

Parting the taller woman's legs, she pressed her bare thigh against Jacquí's sex, eliciting a moan that vibrated on Denise's tongue. The heat emanating from the worn, threadbare denim caused a reciprocal reaction between her legs, and Denise felt the crotch of her thong grow wet.

The harder she pushed, the more enthusiastically Jacquí responded.

"Manipulative bitch," Denise spoke into her mouth. "You play people to get what you want. I see it all the time at work. In return, they get to bask in your divine presence for a little while. You turn that megawatt smile on them, make their knees weak. Didn't work with me, did it? That had to bug the fuck out of you.

"If you want me, you're gonna have learn to be a lot more direct about your desires." She took a step back and reached for the hem of Jacquí's sweatshirt, whipping it over her head in one swift movement.

Jacquí brought her arms down and crossed them over her breasts, eyes blazing.

"Hands at your sides. Now."

Denise didn't miss the tiny smirk that teased the corner of Jacquí's mouth as she complied, and she vowed to give the woman far more than she bargained for. Taking her time, she studied Jacquí's breasts. Perfect, of course. Comfortable handfuls of firm flesh topped with slightly oval, tea-stained nipples that puckered so invitingly. Denise's hands again twitched, but for an entirely different reason.

"Yes, they're gorgeous." Denise confirmed the challenge in Jacquí's eyes. "But you already know that. Touch them."

Jacquí nodded.

"No, not me.
You. Put your hands on your tits. Show me how you want me to touch them. Show me how you touch them when you think of me."

Her expression went from one of confident defiance to one of apprehension.

"You must not want me as much as you claim, then. Get out of my way. I'll be going."

One fear must've overridden the other, for Jacquí's hands slowly traveled up her body to cup her breasts. She paused there, fingertips poised over her hardened nipples. Denise held her gaze until those fingertips began to pinch and Jacquí's eyes fluttered closed.

When she stopped and opened her eyes, Denise prodded. "Keep going. Your hands are mine. Show me…and don't stop unless I tell you to."

Jacquí leaned against the door and resumed teasing her nipples. Her eyes again closed and her mouth dropped open as the sensations intensified. Fighting the urge to take over, Denise snuck around the corner and grabbed one of the chairs from the dining room. As quietly as she could, not wanting to interrupt Jacquí's focus, she parked the chair about five feet from the door and straddled it, arms folded atop its back and chin resting on her forearms. She knew when Jacquí opened her eyes, she'd have an unobstructed view of her wet panties.

"Touch your pussy," Denise instructed in a firm, but barely audible, whisper.

Jacquí's eyes shot open, fear flashing briefly until rebellion overtook it. "I never imagined you'd be the dominant type."

"Don't give me that bullshit. You're getting exactly what you wanted. The sooner you admit that, the sooner we can stop pissing around and get on with it. Now, put your damned hand in your pants."

Denise had no idea if Jacquí had any sexual experience with women. She attended all company functions with a male escort, but that was hardly surprising. Someone as business savvy as Jacquí would undoubtedly have a beard for such purposes. Since they didn't cross paths in other social venues, and Denise didn't partake of the office gossip, she realized knew next to nothing about the sultry beauty's private life. Not that it really mattered in the moment.

She watched as Jacquí unbuttoned her jeans and slipped one delicate hand into them, her wrist remaining visible above the waistband of a pair of brilliant blue panties. "Push your jeans down. I want to see your fingers working. Better yet, take them off."

With her head cocked to one side, Jacquí shrugged out of the tattered denim. She kicked the garment aside and, taking a couple steps forward, propped the ball of one foot on the chair between Denise's legs. Perfectly pedicured toes teased the hem of the skirt as it stretched taut across her spread thighs. The spice-tinged scent of Jacquí's arousal filled the space between them, and Denise licked her lips.

"Continue."

The exhibitionism tested the boundaries of Jacquí's composure, and Denise enjoyed the expressions that flitted across her fair features. At first, her fingers moved tentatively, but soon embarrassment surrendered to intense desire aided by dogged determination. Denise waited until she believed Jacquí to be fully absorbed in her own pleasure before again speaking.

"Stop."

Roughly pushing Jacquí's foot from the seat of the chair, she stood and spun it around. While her hands unknotted her belt, she instructed Jacquí to kneel. Denise repositioned herself on the chair, facing forward, and scooted her bottom to its edge. Trailing the ends of the coarse rope belt across Jacquí's bare back, she said, "You know what to do."

The eyes looking up at her held both contempt and gratitude as their face moved between Denise's legs. A hot tongue pushed her thong into her crevice, and teeth pulled it out. Again. Denise wove the fingers of her free hand through Jacquí's hair and yanked her head up to find eyes drunk with passion.

"Take them off."

Jacquí obeyed and immediately returned her mouth to its task, murmuring her enjoyment as she did so. The first swipe of the rope across her ass caught her by surprise, and she grasped the legs of the chair with both hands as she braced for more.

"You eat pussy like you've done it before," Denise growled, delivering yet another stinging blow. The growing welts on the tanned and toned flesh did as much for her arousal as the oral attentions. Perfection marked by pain. It seemed to stir Jacquí as well, for each blow increased the vigor with which her mouth attacked.

Jacquí used the legs of the chair to pull her face harder against Denise's sex, and the repeated impact of the rope drew forth moans that resonated through her clit. Every time she started to slide into bliss, however, her guard would go up. Still wary of Jacquí's motivations, she couldn't quite relax enough to come. The spanking helped, but she still sensed that she was being used for some unknown purpose—something beyond sex. Jacquí surrendered far too easily, and Denise felt she was missing a critical piece to the erotic puzzle.

Without that understanding, she refused to give Jacquí the satisfaction of making her come. The physical release would only bring emotional vulnerability. Denise realized, in that moment, there was only one outcome that would bring her any measure of comfort.

"Stop."
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 Pegging the Boss – Meghan Boehners

Traffic was a bitch on I-95, and I knew I'd be late. Some dark-haired asshole who looked like an FBI-type in a Beemer and Oakley mirror sunglasses tried to cut me off when I was three cars away from the tollbooth as I eased off the turnpike onto the interstate. Came within an inch of my bumper. White hot rage shot through me, along with a flushed, hyper-alert sense. No way. I sat in this fucking line for 20 minutes and now Mr. Entitlement USA thinks he can cut me off?

He waved and shrugged, like he was oh-so-innocently asking for a small favor. I shook my head slowly, glad I was wearing sunglasses, too, because the red-hot death ray would have shot out my eyes and burned him to a gristled little crisp.

He smirked and shot forward, tapping my bumper. Fuck you, buddy. My car is crappier than yours and I am insured. You hit me, you're slumming.

I eased up and turned the wheel slightly to the left. No way I was hitting him. Ever vigilant, I made it so that in this game of chicken, I would win. Move an inch, take an inch. Like sex, I was doing to get what I wanted.

Right now.

He backed off and I moved forward, victorious. BAM! Take that. Someone with less determination than me right behind me let him in. I looked in my rearview mirror and realized he was flipping me off.

So I shot him the bird back. Fuuuuuuuuck you, dude.

And then he proceeded to follow me. Fine. Whatever. We were trapped in gridlock for the cloverleaf onto I-95, so I pulled out my makeup case. I always ran out the door a few minutes late, so I'd learned to prioritize. Powder, blush, mascara, lipstick. Done. I'm sure in a few years I'll need a hell of a lot more makeup, but at 21 the worst I need is a little undereye concealer if I party all night and come into work a little hung over.

Not true today, though. I got what I needed last night. My boyfriend, Darren, finally put out. That man has a tongue that could lick the moon if he really tried. Damn. Too bad he has to drink a six pack before he's willing to go down. My clit appreciated the effort, and it was a nice change from our boring, vanilla sex. I mean, missionary position is nice once in a while – what woman doesn't like to have a broad man's back to grab onto and scratch when she's screaming and coming like a freight train with a full load – but every single time?

If I climbed on top of him and rode his pole he practically yawned. Getting that tongue to flick my pussy took a ton of alcohol. And when I suggested using a strap-on last night, that had, apparently, been the last straw for poor old Darren. His baby blue eyes had bugged out of his head.

“Lindsey, you're nuts!” I'd never seen a person actually spring out of bed, but Darren managed it, naked and loopy from the beer. We hadn't even had intercourse yet; he'd finally gone down on me and I'd been moaning with pleasure just a few seconds ago.

“No – it's just a thought. I figured we could be adventurous.”

“By shoving a plastic dick up my ass?” Now he was scrambling into his jeans. He yelped – catching some pubes in his zipper as he rushed. I bit my lip to stop myself from laughing.

Ah, damn, I wasn't going to get his cock in me now, was I? “Well,” I crooned, climbing across the bed on all fours, letting my breasts dangle and rub against the sheets, sending tendrils of lust down to my increasingly-wet pussy, “everyone has fantasies, you know? I just thought I'd – ”

“No fucking way, Lindsey. I'm done. It's bad enough you want me to – ” he waved vaguely at my crotch – “put my mouth on, on
that.
But now you want to be the man and fuck me with a dildo you wear around your waist? You need to see a shrink.”

Now I was pissed. “If anyone needs a shrink, Darren, it's you. If you have to liquor up in order to, well, lick her up, then you might be gay. Go find a nice bar with men and explore a little. Have a nice life.” I'd been screaming the words as he walked down my apartment hallway and slammed the door just as I said the word “life.”

And that had been my night. The end of a weird 6 weeks with Darren.

So no undereye concealer today. I'd gotten off and ended a relationship. Today was about being reborn, cleansing myself, and just breathing. It was Friday and I had decided at the last minute, before running out the door, that I would go on a little trip, alone, to my parent's cabin in Vermont. Packed up some good erotic romance novels, my sex toy collection, and some Junior Mints, all neatly crammed into my laptop bag. Sitting in a cabin, watching porn and reading some good, raunchy shape-shifter crap was my idea of a cleanse.

This asshole in the Beemer kept following me as I pulled off the interstate and went down the back roads to the office.

And then pulled into my parking lot at work.

He parked in a spot right by the main door. The spot that said “Reserved for the Vice President of Marketing.”

I was the new marketing assistant.

Oh, shit.

The asshole in the Beemer was my boss. Mark.

* * *

All I was trying to do was get to work on time. The damn turnpike is always crowded, but there's always someone at the front of the line who will let me in. A $50,000 contract at work was at stake; if I was late and lost the client, I'd lose my job.

I drove up past the 40 or so cars in line and figured I'd edge in. And then I saw Lindsay, the new marketing assistant, in her little red compact car. Damn. It's like the universe read my mind. Just this morning the alarm clock had woken me out of a hot dream, with Lindsay the leading lady. She was only six years younger than me, and that auburn hair drove me wild. Were the silky curls leading to her womanhood auburn, too? Could my tongue blaze a trail through that blazing hair? My cock pushed against the zipper of my pants and I shifted in my seat.

Surely she'd let me in – she knew how important this client meeting was. I eased my dad's Beemer into place and tried to get ahead of her.

No dice. So I stared at her, hoping she'd recognize me. When she finally looked at me, her cool gaze turned me on even more. Rich hair the color of copper pipes, with painted lips so full they could take on my erect cock – and more. Her pert nose rested perfectly under a pair of sunglasses, skin the color of new milk. And I could see a hint of breast in her cleavage under the suit jacket she wore, unbuttoned and hanging under her seat belt. And beneath the steering wheel I knew those long, lean legs were pushing pedals, while my hand wanted to reach down, slide up her calf, over her thigh, and stroke her off.

My hand actually reached for my own damn thigh and nearly unzipped my pants and stroked off right then and there. Instead, I clamped down on my own steering wheel and smiled at her, then shrugged.

She shook her head “no.” Ah, come on! I shot her a nasty look and beeped my horn, a friendly tap. She turned away and grabbed her steering wheel.

So it was going to be like that, huh?

Winning games of “chicken” was my specialty. I tightened up and pushed forward, inches at a time, trying to get her to let me in. She fought back, though, and I tapped her with the BMW's bumper. My parents would kill me if I cracked it, though. I'd have to let Lindsay win.

This time.

She got through and I flipped her off reflexively, not even thinking about it, but she saw me and returned the bird. A flash of anger and arousal filled me like a balloon at a helium tank. Could she piss me off even more?

Could I want to fuck her even more?

We'd settle this at the office. Maybe it was time for a performance review for Ms. Lindsay. A very detailed, intimate performance review. And as long as we took care of things after hours, it would be fine.

Wait – no.
Down, boy. You're a VP now. Twenty-seven years old and a fucking VP. No piece of ass, no matter how intelligent and hot, would derail that.

Or would it? My cock itched to sink into her. To claim her. To show her, exactly, who was the boss.

* * *

Mark parked his car and I pulled into a spot way, far across the parking lot, as far as I could get from him. Oh, shit! I just got into a road rage contest with my hot boss!

And I'd won. An evil grin stretched over my face. He was new, like me, and eager to prove himself. Like me. I had decided before I graduated with my bachelor's degree that I would never sleep my way to the top. Mark had made that very, very hard these past few months. He looked like a young version of David Duchovny, tall and lean, calm and together, with a droll manner and laughing eyes that were intelligent and – under the surface – passionate. Maybe even kinky.

If he had half the kink I hoped was there, then I'd quit my job just to fuck him.

Whoa! Where was that coming from? I wasn't about to lose my career over some hot guy.
No, no, no.

What the hell was I doing, fantasizing in the parking lot like this? My boss had just tried to cut me off on the turnpike and I had played a game of “chicken” with him. And won. And we'd flipped each other off.

I might lose my job even if I didn't fuck him.

A heavy sadness overwhelmed me, tinged with anxiety. Walking into the building was hard. “Hi, Lindsay!” shouted Lou, the old security guard who manned the front desk. I waved back and pulled out a cheerful smile. Lou beckoned me with one finger.

“Watch out,” he whispered conspiratorially. “Mark just blazed through here, and he seems pissed.”

“Oh, yeah? Thanks for the tip, Lou,” I said, walking slowly toward the elevator. The four-story ride felt like a walk to Death Row. I got off the elevator and scurried to my office, hoping no one would talk to me. Once I was safe behind my own closed door I booted up my laptop and tried to bury myself in email.

That worked for about 45 minutes.

And then Mark barged right in to my office, scaring me. I jumped up and my jacket slid off my shoulders, falling around my elbows. Shrugging my arms worked, but it also made me heft my breasts, which Mark zeroed in on immediately.

Subtlety wasn't his strong point. He'd been eyeing me for months, since we both started.

“So what the hell was that on the turnpike, Lindsay?” he growled, pacing back and forth in front of my desk. He was wearing an expensive Brooks Brothers suit, a pinpoint white oxford, and a tie that probably cost more than a week of my salary. Dark brown hair cut perfectly to frame his strong jaw. Chocolate eyes that begged me to turn them dark and impassioned.

But he wasn't winning this one. “I could ask you the same thing! Cutting me off like that. I'd been in line for 20 minutes. Just because you drive a BMW doesn't mean you get to cut like that.”

“The McClintock campaign was this morning. You made me miss the beginning of the meeting. A $50,000 contract.” He looked at me like I was the stupidest thing on the planet.

Ah, fuck. I'd forgotten about that. “How was I supposed to know who you were? I didn't realize it was you until you pulled into your parking space, Mark.” Now my arousal was turning to irritation. If he was just going to bully me, then forget it. My sex toys, Junior Mints, and YouPorn were all I needed.

He walked around the desk and reached toward me, his hand firm against my right forearm. “I tried, but you were in your own world.” He smiled with his eyes, but his mouth was set in a strong, angry line. The mixed signals were confusing.

“I can't read minds, you know?” I shrugged, willing away the surge of lust that his touch brought out in me. My eyes lingered on his belt buckle, looking down, down to find the upright bulge I wanted to ride. A pool of warmth filled my panties, which I wanted him to remove.

With his teeth.

“You can't?” His voice was like warm velvet. “I thought you could. That's why we hired you. For your – ” his eyes traveled down my body, then back up, his face flushing and eyes darkening with desire. “-- mind.” His hand began caressing the inside of my elbow, brushing lightly against my breast. I inhaled and nearly moaned.

“Lindsay, I think you can read minds.” He pulled away and sat up on my desk, legs spread toward me. “What am I thinking right now?” Maddeningly, his face showed virtually no expression. His eyes and body, though, burned for me.

My clit wanted so much more than it had gotten from Darren last night. To think I'd been satisfied – no, convinced myself I'd been satisfied – by Darren's pathetic tongue, when
this man
was standing in front of me, wearing a neon invitation that screamed “Fuck Me Right Now”? Hah.

“I think you want me to fuck you.”

He grinned. “I think you have that backwards.”

A thought hit me. If we were going to do this, let's do it all the way. Reaching into my laptop case, I fumbled to find my target. Got it.

Clutching my new strap-on, I slowly pulled it out and into view. “No. I don't have it backwards at all. I think – ” I said, stepping between his legs and running the tip up his thigh, “--I want to fuck you.”

Now, this was the point where I either got fired or I got laid. Well, Mark got laid.

Someone was going to get fucked either way.

* * *

This was not how I expected my quick meeting with Lindsay would go. When I marched into her office, having managed to save the McClintock campaign and signing the new contract, I thought I'd chew her out and, maybe, convince her to go out for drinks after work. Angry? Yes. Frustrated? Sure. Victorious? Yep.

Being asked to be ass fucked by a strap on? That was not what I'd expected. At all.

This was new territory. Virgin territory, you might say. I'd had a pinkie finger here and there shoved in me by an enterprising girlfriend, but no one had every suggested pegging. So now my direct report wanted to turn me into a bottom?

Who was the boss here?

I arched my eyebrows and stared into her green eyes. She blinked twice, coquettish and pretending to be guileless, but the promise of freaky fetish sex was too incongruous. Who was this woman?

And where had she been all this time.

She stroked the strap-on's head against my shaft, slowly following my dick from base to top, applying slightly more pressure as she hit my mushroom cap. I grabbed her and pulled her face to me, kissing her and parting those lush lips with my tongue. An eager mouth met mine as we immediately became Human Resources' worst nightmare.

Thankfully she was such an underling in the company that she'd been given a crappy office with no windows. As if reading my mind – hey, maybe she really could! – she pulled away, went to the door, and locked it.

Then she turned around and began a slow strip tease. Panties first, which she brought to her face and sniffed, then threw at my head. They bounced to the ground but I didn't retrieve them, instead mesmerized by the show. She scooched out of her skirt, revealing a heart-shaped ass and hips meant to be clutched from behind, perfect handlebars for rear entry.

Next, her shirt, which she threw off with more haste. Then her bra. Now she was naked and she came back to me, breasts as soft and supple as I'd imagined them while jerking off at home, Or in my office next door. She hadn't known, so it had never hurt to think about fucking her. I stopped for a moment – or had she?

And then she reached forward and with one swift move unbuttoned and unzipped me.

Ah – she read my mind. I slid off the desk and slipped out my clothes. Now we were both naked.

“The staff meeting!” she suddenly squealed. The clock read 8:56 a.m.

“I'm the boss,” I murmured as I drew the length of her to me, pressing every possible square inch of our bodies together. “If I don't show up, they won't care.” She relaxed into me and her hands roamed my back while I lowered myself, licking a trail between her breasts, tongue finally reaching that blazing crotch, ready to tongue her into a frenzy. With gentle hands I parted her legs and flicked once or twice – just enough to make her shudder.

Then I stood and lifted her on the desk. “I need a more ergonomic office environment, Ms. Jennings,” I said as I went down on her, the scent a musk mixed with lavender, her curls hiding a bright red nub and a slick hole that was ready to be filled. She filled her hands with my hair, pushing me rhythmically into her clit, tongue tracing careful circles and linear lines designed to provoke her, but not take her to orgasm yet. I slid a hand up to find her nipple and pinched, then entered her with two fingers, one hooked up to find her G spot.

Her breath hitched with a pattern I knew. Soon she was writhing and screaming through gritted teeth, shoving my face into her clit, grinding into me as I struggled to follow her, tongue using a steady pressure to keep her going as wave after wave made her juicy and soaked.

She eased down from her orgasmic wave and then sat up, hazy and unfocused, yet oddly determined.

“Your turn,” she said, and I stood there waiting for her mouth.

Instead, she reached into her laptop bag and brought out a bottle of lube. Then she reached for the strap on, slid it up into her wet pussy, and closed her eyes. A long sigh and a sudden tightening of her abs showed me a slow, simple orgasm I didn't know women could achieve. And then she withdrew the strap-on's dildo and clinched it around her hips.

“You weren't kidding?” I asked.

She feigned innocence. “What ever made you think I was?” Then a laugh that sent shivers through my dick and into my ass filled the room.

She shot me a questioning look. “You in?”

I hesitated, then smiled. “No, but apparently you will be in a few seconds.”

And that's all it took. She guided me onto the desk, in the same position she'd been in a minutes ago. This was new – missionary with the man on...bottom.

She took the lube and stroked the dildo carefully, loading it up, blending it with her juices. Then, using the same hand, she slid one finger in my asshole, pouring more lube over my hole with the other hand. I was soaked, and so was her desk blotter.

She grabbed a small footstool and stood on it, trying to find the right height and angle. And then – pressure and pleasure. Withdrawal. In – out. She'd go in a half inch, then my muscles pushed the dildo out. In – out. Her hips bucked, slowly, like mind did during sex with a woman, except hers were less practiced, more awkward My hot, red, tight cock was screaming for attention but I didn't care, fascinating and aroused by the attention my ass was getting.

And then – pain. Exploding, blinding pain that filled me and completed me. Pleasure and climax all at once, the a friction that withdrew the sensation to nothing. Then the filling and friction. And now – oh, oh oh! A perfect pressure point inside that made me writhe, grabbing anything I could reach, squeezing the life out of it as the agony and the ecstasy blended.

And then it was gone.

Back again.

Gone. She pumped in and out, with more practiced strokes, her hands preoccupied with balance. I reached for my cock and nearly came with one light touch.

Then she did it for me, solely with the strap-on, as something shifted and now a pleasure vortex in me turned my entire world into one pinpoint of orgasm, shattering everything in the room. I grunted and groaned; she put a hand over my mouth. I bit her palm and she used her other hand to touch herself, head thrown back, my mouth biting her and her other hand bringing her wave after wave of climax as we rode the ocean together, surfing through this tsunami of lust.

And then the phone rang.

I fumbled to answer it, heart pounding, cock twitching, head reeling. “Mark Warham.”

“Mark, I think you forgot about the staff meeting,” my secretary said.

“Oh.” I stared at Lindsay, who was grinning triumphantly at me. “Yeah. Be there in a minute.” I hung up. We both started getting dressed. My orgasm left me with a jizz-covered belly; Lindsay kindly handed me a box of tissues and I laughed. She kept sneaking glances at me and smiling.

Fully dressed, we looked at each other. “Do I look OK?” we asked in unison.

Laughing, we both answered, “You're fine.”

“So, how was that?” she asked.

“I feel drained but full, all at once,” I answered, suddenly a bit self-conscious. “Is that normal?”

She flinched and looked unsure of herself. “How would I know? I've never done that before.” She slid the strap-on into her laptop bag, along with the bottle of lube.

“So why did you...?” I let the words hang in the silence.

After a full minute passed, she looked at me and said, “It's like playing a game of 'chicken.' Whoever backs down first, wins. I figured I'd throw it out there and see if you, uh, backed down.” An evil grin filled her face again, making her glow.

“Then we're 1-1 for today,” I replied, pulling her to me for a kiss.

“That depends,” she said between kisses, “on how you interpret the game.”
  

About the Author

Meghan Boehners has been writing erotic fiction for nearly two decades. She started young ;). With stories published in Hustler, Penthouse Forum, and for private clients who was some more, ah...personalized erotica, Meghan's vast experience gives her plenty of material to draw from...with more coming.

Pegging the Boss is just the first in a series...read more at
http://15minutefantasies.blogspot.com
and on the

Meghan Boehners
page.
  

 Rest Stop Surprise – Jean-Luc Cheri

I scanned the college bulletin board, trying to find the specific item I was searching for. It was filled with pinned-up job offers, students selling books, folks offering services, announcements for meetings, and people looking to share rides home after classes were over for the summer.

The last item was what I was looking for. I had my truck, but wanted someone to share the eight-hour drive. Most did it to split the cost of gas, but I wasn’t really concerned about that. I was just looking for good conversation for the trip.

There were a lot of offers, but none going to Portland, Oregon. I would have even been willing to drive out of my way just to have someone to go with. I kicked myself for not checking the board earlier in the week. Even the ones that were still up had most of their phone number tabs torn off. Damn.

I was just turning away when I noticed one flyer that was almost completely covered by the ones around it. Just a little triangle of yellow peeking through. My first thought was to ignore it, and just resign myself to driving alone. It probably wasn’t even a request for a ride, let alone one to Portland. But something made me stop and check.

I peeled the other pages away, and pulled it off the board. When my eyes focused, they widened in surprise. In big bold letters, it said, NEED RIDE TO PORTLAND OR, JUN 5-10. Looking at the bottom edge, none of the phone numbers had been torn off. Yes! It must have been covered almost as soon as it went up.

Under the headline, in smaller letters, it read, WILLING TO SPLIT GAS. CALL CHLOE.

I whipped out my cell phone and called the number.

“Hello?” It was a woman’s voice.

“Um, hello. Is this Chloe?”

“One moment.”

After a long pause, another female voice came on the line. This one seemed younger.

“Hello, this is Chloe.”

“Oh, hello. Um, I just saw your note on the Student Union posting board, about a ride to Portland?”

“Yes?” She sounded hopeful.

“I’m planning on driving up there this Saturday. Would you like to join me?”

“I would love to. Thank you so much. I was worried I was going to have to take the bus.”

I grinned. “My truck is much more comfortable.”

“What’s your name?”

“Jamie.”

“Jamie, thank you so much. And like the note said, I’m willing to split the gas.”

I waved my hand, as if she could see it. “Don’t worry about that. I got it covered.”

“I insist.”

“Well, let’s save that argument until we get underway, ok.”

She laughed softly. “Ok.”

“Where are you located?”

“I’m staying with my aunt.”

“You’re not a student?”

“Not here. I just need to get to Portland.”

“Give me the address then.”

She did, and I wrote it on the back of the flyer.

“Ok. How does Saturday morning at ten sound?”

“Perfect. I’ll be ready.”

I pulled up in front of the house at 9:59. It was a nice neighborhood, which I was glad to see. I was getting out, when the front door of the house opened.

My eyes went wide. She was still over fifty feet away, but she was definitely stunning. I wasn’t sure what I expected her to look like, but it wasn’t this. She was tall, about four inches shorter than my six-foot-two, with a body that was incredible. She wore a pleated skirt that was a few inches short of her knees, and a tight t-shirt that showed off her midriff. Her hair was long and light blonde, and as she approached I saw a set a pretty green eyes. She was smiling widely, and I got the feeling she was as impressed with me as I was with her.

“Jamie?”

I grinned. “You expecting another guy to show up at your front door with a truck?”

She laughed, and it was light and happy.

“Hi Jamie.” She held out her hand.

“Hello Chloe.” I took her small hand in mine.

“You’re very prompt. My mother told me that’s a quality to look for in a guy.”

“I need you to talk to my History professor. He’s always riding me for turning in late assignments.”

She laughed again.

An older woman came out of the house, carrying a pair of suitcases. The similarity was obvious.

“Speaking of your mom, is that her?”

“No. That’s my Aunt Marilyn. My Mom’s sister.”

“Cool.” I walked to the older woman and took the bags from her.

“Thank you Jamie. I’m Marilyn”

“Hello, Marilyn.”

I stashed the suitcases behind the seats.

Marilyn pulled a notepad and a pen from her back pocket. “Jamie?” she asked.

“Yes?”

“I’m sorry if this seems rude, but can I ask you for a favor?”

“Sure.”

“Can I see your driver’s license?”

Chloe interrupted. “That’s not necessary, Aunt Marilyn.”

I smiled. “It’s ok. You can’t be too careful these days. I understand completely, Marilyn.”

I took my wallet out of my back pocket and removed my license, then handed it to her.

“Thank you Jamie, for being so understanding.” She took my license and held it to the pad as she copied the information. After she finished, she handed it back to me.

Chloe and her aunt hugged for a long moment, then pulled apart.

“Have a nice trip dear. And tell your mother I said congratulations.”

Chloe looked at her curiously. “For what?”

Marilyn gave her a mischievous grin. “You’ll see.” Then she turned her attention to me. “Jamie, you be careful driving my niece now, you hear?”

I grinned. “I certainly will.”

I helped Chloe up into the truck, then took my place, waving to Marilyn as we drove away.

After we were on the road, I asked, “What was that about?”

“What?”

“Your aunt’s congratulations for your mom?”

“I have no idea.”

“Not even a clue?”

She shrugged. “Mom said she had a surprise for me when I got home, but I thought it might have been that she was getting a new car and letting me have her old one.”

“Hmm, that doesn’t sound like it needs to be congratulated.”

“I agree. Now I’m wondering what it is.”

“Maybe your Mom’s pregnant.” I grinned.

She made the yuck face. “Ewwww! Don’t even joke about that.”

I laughed.

“Besides,” she continued, “she would need a man to pull off that feat.”

“Oh,” I said, a bit chagrined. “I’m sorry. Your dad...?”

“He died when I was eight. Since then, it’s just been my mom and me.”

“I’m sorry to hear that.”

“Thank you.”

“I can relate though.”

“What do you mean?”

“My Mom died when I was twelve.”

“Aww, that’s so sad.”

“Yeah, the first few years were rough. I really missed her.”

“Did your dad remarry?”

I shook my head. “No. I don’t think he ever will.”

“Why not?”

“I don’t know. He just doesn’t seem to be interested.”

“I find that hard to believe. A guy not interested?” She was grinning.

“Well, if he is, he hides it well. He hasn’t even been on a date in four years.”

“So, he did try?”

“Yeah, but then it just dwindled off. How about your mom? Any interest?”

“She goes out on dates occasionally, but nothing serious. Although, lately when I’ve tried to call her on Friday nights, she’s never home.”

“Uh oh, Mom’s getting some.”

She pulled out her yuck face again. “Ewwww, gross!”

I laughed hard.

“On more mention of my mom screwing, Mister, and I’m jumping out. You won’t even have to slow down.”

I was cracking up now.

“Besides,” she continued, “maybe your dad is ‘getting some.’”

My laughing stopped. “Please, don’t even joke about that.”

This caused her to smile wide. “What, you don’t like to think about your dad lying between some woman’s legs, giving her the stiff one?”

I made a yurping sound in my throat, as if I was going to throw up. This set off another fit of giggles between us.

When I could catch my breath, I said, “Ok, new rule. Neither of us will discuss the other’s parent having sex. Deal?”

She laughed and stuck out her hand. “Deal.”

I shook her hand for the second time that day, and it felt just as good as the first.

After a moment of silence, I said, “By the way, ‘giving her the stiff one’? Where the hell did you come up with that one? A Mickey Spillane novel?”

She laughed again, and said, “No, my friends use that all the time.”

“Are your friends from the Fifties?”

She swatted my arm. “No, they’re not.”

“Gee Wally, I think Dad gave Mom the stiff one last night. Yeah, Beaver, I heard her. She was screaming like a whore on payday.”

We laughed together, and she said. “Ok smarty, what do you use?”

“Me?”

“Yeah. Let’s hear it.”

“I just use sexual intercourse.”

She giggled. “No you don’t.”

“Yeah, as in, ‘Pardon me Miss, would you like to partake in some sexual intercourse with me?’”

Laughing, she said, “How’s that working out for you?”

“I’m still a virgin.”

We both laughed hard, then she said, “That’s not true, is it?” We both cracked up again.

“No, it’s not Miss Nosey. You?”

“No.”

“How old were you?”

“Now who’s nosey? Fifteen.”

“Good? Bad?”

“It was pretty good. We were both virgins.”

“Sweet.”

“It was. How about you?”

“Fourteen.”

“Was it her first time too?”

“No, she was my piano teacher.”

“Seriously?”

“Yeah. Actually, it’s not as bad as it sounds. She was nineteen, and gave piano lessons to earn extra money for college. She came over one day for my lesson, and my dad wasn’t home, and one thing led to another.”

“Did you enjoy it?”

I grinned. “Of course.”

“Did she?”

“Well, let’s just say I didn’t learn much piano after that day. From that point on, she would always schedule my lessons during times she knew my dad would be out.”

Chloe smiled. “I guess you impressed her.”

“I guess.”

My cell phone went off. I pulled it out of my pocket, and saw it was my dad.

“Hello?”

“Hey Jamie.”

“What’s up Dad?”

“You on your way home?”

“Yeah, I should be there late this afternoon. Why?”

“Just making sure you’re going to be here.”

“Why, what’s going on?”

“Nothing. Just something we need to talk about.”

“What?”

“I’ll tell you this evening. It’s kind of a surprise.”

“Just tell me.”

“No, it’s not something you say over the phone. Don’t worry, it’s good news.”

“Thanks Dad, now I’m going to be wondering.”

He chuckled. “Drive carefully, son. See you soon.”

“You too.” I closed the phone. “Huh.”

“What’s up?” Chloe asked.

“That was my dad.”

“I got that part.”

“He has a surprise for me.”

“Maybe he’s pregnant.”

I stared at her, puzzled for a moment, then finally got it and began laughing.

“Yep,” I said, “that would definitely be a surprise.”

“What do you think it is?”

“I have no clue.”

“Maybe he’s got a woman.”

I nodded. “I guess that’s possible. But why wouldn’t he just tell me on the phone?”

At lunchtime, we stopped to get gas and something to eat. She tried to pay for the gas, but I wouldn’t let her, so she suggested she buy my lunch. It was fast food, so I agreed. After lunch, we got back on the road.

She got comfortable, taking off her shoes and sitting cross-legged on the seat, with her skirt lying between her spread thighs. We sat without talking for a while, listening to the music and comfortable in our silence.

“So,” I said, “where do you call home in Portland?”

“Tigard,” she replied, “Do you know where that is?”

“Sure, I’ll be driving right by there on the way home.”

“Where do you live?”

“Oak Hills.”

“That’s not too far away from me.”

“Yep, we’re practically neighbors.” I grinned.

“You have a girlfriend?” she asked.

“Not since high school.”

“Why not?”

I shrugged. “Guess I just haven’t found the right one yet.”

“Are you looking?”

I smiled at her. “What are you asking?”

“I’m just curious.”

“Yes, I’ve been with girls. And don’t ask how many.”

She laughed. “I wasn’t going to.” She turned towards me and leaned back against the door, stretching her legs out in my direction, resting her socked feet on the center console. She kept her thighs together, and despite my quick glance down, I couldn’t see between them. But her legs looked very nice.

Looking back up at her face, I said, “Two weeks.”

“Two weeks?”

“That’s the answer to your next question – how long has it been since the last time?”

She smiled, and a slight blush came to her cheeks. “Yeah, I was going to ask that one.”

I laughed. “How about you? Boyfriend?”

“No, we broke up last fall.”

“Can I ask why?”

“He cheated on me.”

“That sucks.”

“Yeah, came home early one day and found him in bed with a friend of mine. They didn’t hear me come in, and were still going at it.”

“Ouch.”

“When they finally noticed me, he tried to tell me it wasn’t what it looked like.”

I gave a short laugh, then said, “Sorry, I don’t mean to laugh at your misery.”

“It’s ok. He deserves to be laughed at.”

There was a moment of silence, then she said, “So, aren’t you going to ask me?”

“You mean ask you how long it’s been since the last time?”

“Yeah.”

“Nope.”

“Why not?”

“Because I don’t have to. I have a skill.”

“A skill, what do you mean?”

“I can tell just by looking at a girl, how long it’s been.”

She grinned. “Bullshit.”

“It’s true.”

“No way.”

“I’m telling you, I can.”

“Ok, go ahead, do me.”

I grinned at her choice of words, and she blushed again. “I mean,” she said, “guess how long it’s been for me.”

“Ok, but there’s one condition.”

“What’s that?”

“I have to touch you.”

She laughed. “I knew it. You’re just scamming me for a free feel.”

“No, I’m not. It’s part of the process, I swear.”

“Where do you have to touch me?”

“Anywhere.”

“Like on my leg?”

“That’s fine.”

“Ok, you can touch me on my leg. Want to make it interesting?”

“How so?”

“A bet.”

“No thanks.”

“Why not?” She gave me a slight smile. “There’s nothing you want from me?”

I smiled back. “Nothing I want to win in a bet.”

She nodded as if she understood. “Ok. Go ahead.”

I looked closely at her, studying her face. Having to divide my attention between her and the road, it was tougher than usual. It was the eyes that usually gave them away.

“I thought you had to touch me?”

“Patience, I’ll get there.” I mentally added two weeks to my calculations, since she asked.

Her eyes met mine, and we stared at each other. I glanced quickly at the road, then back. Lifting my hand, I moved it over her shin, watching her eyes the whole time. She was looking forward to my touch. I had my final number in mind, but I wanted to feel her anyway.

I lowered my hand and slid it softly around her leg, caressing the muscle of her calf. I watched her eyes as I felt the slight shiver go through her. Keeping my hand on her for another long moment, I then removed it and placed it on the steering wheel.

“Seven weeks,” I said, keeping my eyes fixed on her.

Her eyes went wide, and her mouth opened in shock.

After a moment, she said, “How did you do that?”

I grinned. “Am I right?”

“Yes. But how?”

“Like I said, it’s a skill.”

“That’s so freaky.”

I laughed. “But pretty useless.”

“You impressed me.”

“Do you think you might want to go out with me sometime?”

She gave me a soft smile. “Yeah, I think I would like that.”

“Cool. Make sure you give me your number before we say goodbye today.”

“I will.” She stretched her legs out, resting her feet on my thigh. I removed one hand from the wheel and placed it just above her ankle. She didn’t seem to mind. In fact, her legs relaxed and I caught a brief glimpse of white panties.

We rode in silence for a while longer, and at one point she shifted, sliding her feet up my thigh and closer to my crotch. I wasn’t sure if she did it on purpose, but my cock began to stiffen.

I figured if she was taking liberties, I could too. I let my hand wander up to her knee. She didn’t react, so I left it there.

A road sign went by. “Rest stop in one mile,” I said. “Do you want to stop and take a break for a few minutes.”

“Sure, sounds good.” She stretched, as if working out some kinks, and her foot pressed against my half-hard cock. I got another quick glimpse of white nylon. When she relaxed, she moved her foot away and sat up straight, slipping back into her shoes. Once again, it seemed like she had done it intentionally, but I couldn’t be sure.

I took the exit ramp to the rest area, and pulled into a parking spot close to the door. The place was fairly deserted, with only two other cars in the lot. We used the restrooms, and I was staring at the Coke machine, deciding what I wanted, when she came out.

“Something to drink?” I asked.

“A Diet Coke would be nice.”

I put the money in and pressed the button, then handed her the bottle. I got mine and we walked outside. The two other cars were gone. She led us over to a picnic area, and we picked a table in the back, tucked in a corner near the woods. We sat across from each other and sipped our drinks.

“It’s nice here,” she said.

“Yeah. I’m glad it’s not crowded.”

“So, what else can you tell about me just by looking?”

I smiled. “That’s it.”

“Maybe I should give it a try.”

“I already told you how long it’s been for me.”

“No, I don’t mean that.”

“So, what are you trying to guess?”

She gave me a mischievous grin. “I’ll try to guess when the next time you’ll have sex will be.”

I smiled. “Sounds interesting.”

“Want me to try?”

“Sure. Do you have to touch me?”

“Yeah.”

“Ok. Go for it.”

She placed her hands on the wooden table, and stared into my eyes. I met her gaze, imagining what it would be like to look down upon that pretty face while I was between her legs. My cock began to stiffen again.

After a long moment, I asked, “Aren’t you going to touch me?”

“Yeah.”

“When?” I barely got the question out when I felt it. She had taken off her shoe and was sliding her foot up my thigh. It continued until it was pressed against my now rapidly swelling dick.

I gasped softly, causing her to smile.

My cock grew to full hardness, and her sock-clad foot moved in small circles as it pressed against me.

I took a deep breath, and our eyes held each other.

“So, what’s your guess?” I said, “Two weeks? Five days?”

Her smile widened. “I’m thinking more like minutes.”

“I guess we’re thinking the same way.” I reached down and pressed her foot harder against me, then ran my hand up her leg as far as I could, which was about to her knee.

We stared at each other, our eyes showing our desire. Finally, I leaned back and said, “How about coming over here?”

She stood and walked over, and I turned to sit sideways on the bench. She slid into my lap and slipped her arms around my shoulders. My hands went to her waist, and our lips were just about at the same level. I leaned in and kissed her softly, feeling her warm, soft breasts pressing against my chest.

Her hip felt warm as it rested against my rigid dick, and our lips parted to allow our tongues to meet. Our kiss intensified and I slid my hand up against the side of her full breast, cupping her gently.

She moaned softly into my mouth, which encouraged me to move my hand to the front, feeling her hard nipple rise up to meet my palm. Her hands caressed the back of my neck as we continued to kiss, our tongues becoming more fervent.

I gently pinched her nipple between my thumb and forefinger, causing another groan to escape her lips. Her tongue slid into my mouth and I softly sucked on it.

One of her hands left my shoulders, and moved down over my chest. Going lower, she slid it between her hip and my crotch, gripping my hard cock through my pants.

It was my turn to groan as I felt the pleasure of her touch shoot through me. Her hand moved up and found my cock head, rubbing it through the material of my jeans.

In reaction to her touch, I squeezed her nipple harder, and we both moaned against each other’s lips.

My hand dropped to her knee, and curled around to feel the soft skin of her inner thigh. I began moving it slowly up between her legs, and she spread them, welcoming my touch. Finally, I reached her panty covered mound, and pressed my fingers against it, feeling the warmth of her pussy under the smooth nylon material.

“Ohhh,” she sighed, lifting her hips to press against my touch.

I felt the contours of her lips and pressed the satiny material between them, feeling the slickness that was already beginning to coat her intimate skin.

Her fingers moved to the button of my jeans, and deftly undid it. Gripping the tab of my zipper, she eased it down, allowing my cock to push out the material of my boxers between the gap. Her hand gripped me again, this time through the thin cotton cloth. She squeezed and moved her hand up and down, slowly stroking my hardness.

My fingers slid to the side and found the elastic edge of her panties. Curling under it, I pulled the material to the side, feeling her soft pubic hair brush against the back of my hand.

I held her mound against my palm, my middle finger resting along the cleft of her pussy. I could feel the wetness seeping from her, coating my finger, and I pressed gently into her.

Her hand gripped me harder, as my finger slid into her tight pussy. She was incredibly hot inside, and her inner walls seemed to grasp my finger, trying to pull it deeper.

Her fingers moved to the waistband of my boxers, and tugged them down, exposing the top half of my dick. She resumed stroking, and I now felt her warm skin on mine, adding to the pleasure.

We were interrupted by the sound of a car pulling into the lot. She quickly slid off my lap and sat beside me, and we watched a middle-aged couple exit the car and walk into the building.

I reached over and put my hand between her legs, sliding it up to return to her pussy. Her panties were still pushed to the side, and I slid my finger back into her.

Her hand returned to my cock, and we sat that way, touching each other, as we waited for the couple to leave.

I dragged my finger up between her slick folds, and found the nub of her clit, rubbing soft circles over it.

“Ahh,” she breathed, “That feels good, Jamie.”

I turned to her and watched the pleasure on her face, knowing she was seeing the same expression on mine.

We heard the sound of two car doors slamming, and turned to watch the car pull out and drive away. Alone again.

She turned to face me and reached down, pushing my pants lower. I raised my hips and helped her, and soon my cock sprang completely free. She wasted no time, and leaned down into my lap.

I leaned back to give her room, and she took the base of my cock in one hand and aimed it towards her mouth. I watched her lips slide over the knob, while feeling the incredible sensation of her mouth on me. Her lips ovalled around my shaft, working slowly downward, taking me deeper into her mouth.

I could feel her tongue flicking against the underside of my cock as she took me as deep as I could go, and then slowly slid back off. My cock shaft glistened lightly as her lips slurped around the bulbous head, sending jolts of pleasure down through my balls and up my spine.

She took me deep again, and then back off, beginning to bob her head slowly between my legs. Her face was a study of beautiful concentration as she sucked my cock, her eyes half-lidded with desire.

“Ohhh,” I groaned, “that feels incredible.”

Her hand moved down to cradle my balls, and she held them in her warm embrace, as she continued to pleasure my cock with her mouth.

I was getting close, so I pulled her up and kissed her hard, our tongues probing and exploring. Taking a quick look at the parking lot, I saw it was clear, so I pressed her back down on the bench, my body moving over hers as we maintained our kiss.

I shifted down, kissing over her shirt and across her bare tummy. Pulling up her dress, her pussy came into view, partially covered by her panties. I hooked my fingers in the waistband, and pulled them down and off. When her legs opened again, I leaned down and kissed her warm pussy.

She groaned loudly and twined her fingers in my hair, pressing me into her warm flesh. I flicked my tongue between her swollen labia, and licked up through her intimate grotto. Her musky taste coated my tongue, and I inhaled the sweet scent of her arousal. Her delicate pink folds glistened with her slick lubrication, and my tongue made soft wet sounds as I licked at her sensitive tissues.

Finding the bud of her clit, I teased my tongue over it, flicking lightly and quickly. Her muscles tightened in response, pressing her pussy hard against my mouth, gripping my hair tighter as her groans increased.

Bringing my fingers to her slick opening, I pressed two of them into her, feeling her tight clasping walls resisting my intrusion. She was tight, and my cock jerked slightly, as I imagined what it would feel like inside of her.

With my other hand, I spread her labia wide, exposing the smooth round bump of her clitoris. Sucking it softly between my lips, I used my tongue to flick rapidly over it.

Her breaths were coming at a rapid pace, and I knew it wouldn’t be long before she came.

But she groaned in frustration, and said “Car.”

I sat up, and yeah, there was a car pulling into the lot. Chloe sat up too, and we both turned our upper bodies towards the parking lot, but still sat facing each other. We watched the car intently.

A young woman got out and went into the building, while the male driver sat and waited for her.

“Your pussy tastes good,” I said.

“God, I was just about to come.”

“I could tell.” I turned my head and gave her a small grin.

“I loved what your tongue was doing to me.”

“We can pick up where we left off.”

“No.”

“No?”

She kept her eyes on the man in the car. “When they leave, I’m going to fuck your brains out.”

I grinned wide and my cock tightened an extra notch.

The woman seemed to take forever, but she eventually returned and got back into the car. The car backed up, then headed towards the exit.

Chloe moved quickly, scooting over to me and then straddling my lap. She lifted her hips, and her pussy hovered over the plum-like head of my cock. Taking me in one hand, she guided me to her entrance and lowered herself.

My cockhead nudged into her, and I felt the moist heat of her pussy begin to surround me. She pressed harder, and her tight, slick flesh enveloped me, gliding slowly down the length of my shaft.

I groaned loudly, the exquisite grip of her pussy sending waves of pleasure coursing through me. Our lips found each other again, and we kissed frantically as she allowed her full weight on me, lodging the entire length of my cock deep into her. Her tight entrance stretched around the thick root of my dick, and her swollen clitoris nestled against the solid base.

“Ohhh,” she groaned, corkscrewing her hips down on me, causing the swollen head of my cock to bump against the entrance to her womb.

Suddenly, a cell phone went off. The ring wasn’t familiar, so I knew it was hers. We both opened our eyes and looked at each other.

“You going to get that?” I asked with a grin.

She smiled back. “No fucking way.”

The phone continued to ring as she lifted her hips, drawing her pussy off of my rock-hard shaft. We both groaned loudly from the sensation.

Moving up until just the head of my cock was inside of her, she paused for a moment, teasing me with the slick entrance of her pussy, before dropping back down, taking me inside of her in one smooth plunge.

She began her rhythm, slowly bouncing up and down on my cock. Her pussy felt like a vise, squeezing me tightly, sending sparks of pleasure throughout my body.

I slid one hand up under her shirt, finding the clasp of her bra and deftly undoing it. The garment loosened, and I moved my hand around to the front, cupping her warm full breast in my palm. I pinched her nipple hard, and she cried out loudly, increasing the rhythm of her pussy on my cock.

I pushed her shirt up, and leaned down to take the swollen nipple into my mouth. I teased it with my teeth, and then sucked it hard between my lips.

Her tempo increased again, and now she was slamming her hips down upon mine, skewering her cunt onto my jutting shaft.

She was breathing hard, crying out with each exhale, getting closer and closer to her climax. Her fingernails dug into the skin of my shoulders through my shirt, as she clung tightly to me while we fucked.

I felt the pleasure coiling inside of me, nearing that breaking point, driven closer to that edge of no return with each thrust of her body down upon mine. The cum seemed to be boiling in my balls, preparing for its imminent expulsion.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she chanted, timing the words with each slap of her ass against my thighs. I felt her strength as her body moved on mine, driving both of our pleasures upward.

Suddenly, she cried out loudly, her back arching as she pressed her pussy hard down on me. Her head tilted back, and she grimaced in lust, baring her teeth as her climax overtook her.

Her pussy pulsed around my cock, spasming and throbbing, her inner muscles rippling over my blood-engorged shaft.

The sensation sent me over the edge, my muscles locking in ecstasy, holding her down on me as the first spurt of my cum jetted against the back of her cunt. Our bodies thrashed together, jerking and heaving in the throes of our mutual pleasure. My cock continued to fill her with my hot cream, spurt after spurt splashing against her intimate walls.

Our lips met again, and we groaned through the remainder of our orgasms, our bodies twitching and shuddering as the waves of pleasure ebbed. Finally, she collapsed down on me, limp as a ragdoll in my arms. I held her tenderly, nuzzling into her neck with my lips, softly caressing her skin.

Her pussy continued to twitch around my softening cock, and small tics of pleasure shimmered through our bodies.

Finally, she lifted her head and we kissed softly, then pulled back to look at each other. She smiled.

“That was amazing,” she said.

“Oh yeah,” I replied, “you were amazing.”

“I’m glad no one showed up at the end there, because I wasn’t going to stop.”

I chuckled. “I don’t even think I could have.”

Her phone rang again.

“Mind if I get that?” she asked.

“Not at all.”

She reached into her purse, pulled out her cell phone, and flipped it open

“Hello?”

I heard a voice on the other end, but couldn’t make out what they were saying, so I listened to one half of the conversation.

“Hi Aunt Marilyn.”

“Sorry I didn’t answer. We stopped to eat and I left my purse in the truck.”

I smiled at her little fib.

“No, we’re not doing anything.”

I moved my hand up and pinched her nipple softly, teasing her.

She smiled at me. “Yes, I’m sure. What’s wrong?”

“Aunt Marilyn, I’m not kissing him. We’re just riding together.”

I looked at her curiously.

“Why are you being like this? What is he, some kind of serial killer?”

I smiled.

“What?”

“That doesn’t make sense.”

“Uh huh.”

“Uh huh.”

“She did what? When? Last week? Why didn’t she tell me?”

“Yeah, that would be a surprise. But what does that have to do with Jamie?”

I was definitely curious now.

“Uh huh.”

“Oh my god.”

“What? No, don’t be silly. I just met him. We’re not doing anything.”

“You’re just imagining things. There’s no chemistry between us, whatever that is.”

She emitted a small laugh. “Yeah, that would have been funny. Ok, thanks for the warning Aunt Marilyn. Talk to you soon.”

She clicked the phone closed and stared at me.

“What is it?” I asked.

She just continued to stare without answering.

“Chloe? What’s going on?”

“That was my aunt.” She spoke like she was in a daze.

“Yeah?”

“She told me what my mom’s surprise was.”

“Is she ok? Is there something wrong with her?”

“She’s fine. She just got married.”

“Married?”

“Yeah. Seems she’s been secretly dating this guy, and they went to Vegas last weekend, and decided to get married there. She was going to surprise me with the news when I got home.”

“That’s a good thing, right?”

“That’s not all.”

“There’s more?”

“Aunt Marilyn wrote down your information from your driver’s license.”

Now I was completely confused. “What’s that got to do with your mother?”

“She didn’t really pay attention when she wrote it down, but then she looked at it later.”

“So?”

“She recognized your last name, and made a phone call.”

I shook my head. “I’m still not getting it. I don’t have anything to hide.”

“I know what your dad’s surprise is.”

“Chloe, you’re not making any sense.”

“Your dad got married.”

I stared at her, unable to speak.

“Your dad married my mom.”

“What?”

“It’s true. Aunt Marilyn called to warn me not to do anything with you, because you’re my brother.”

I stared at her, unable to speak.

“Did you hear what I said?”

“You’re my sister?”

“Yeah. Stepsister, I guess.”

We stared at each other.

After a long moment, my face broke into a grin.

“Jamie, this isn’t funny.”

“On the contrary. I’m sitting here with my cock in my sister’s pussy. That’s fucking hilarious.”

“No it isn’t.”

“Come on, it’s a little funny, isn’t it?”

She stared at me. I stared back.

Finally, she began giggling.

“See? It is funny, isn’t it?”

She nodded, still giggling. Finally, she said, “Hello brother.”

I laughed. “Hello sister.”

“You know what the funniest part is?” she asked.

“No, what?”

“Your cock is getting hard again.”

We stared at each other, and then I kissed her, pushing her back onto the bench, settling between her legs, pressing my newly-hardened cock deep into her.

Her legs curled up around my hips, holding me tightly, and I began to make love to my sister.
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 Santa’s Daisy Chain – Mary Chi

Another Christmas season was pressing forward, and the elves were in full swing at the North Pole. Mrs. Claus was keeping busy in the kitchen cooking up batch after batch of cookies for their busy helpers. Holiday music filled the air and laughter could be heard through the active workshop.

Sitting up in his office, Santa scrolled through his list of naughty and nice children. Noticing a pattern, something caught his attention. One particular section of college girls were all listed as naughty together, all in a cluster. That’s odd, Santa thought.

Pulling out his data checker to see what the fuss was about, he scanned up and down, and found one small region blinking in red, highlighting a group of naughty people. He hated to see so many naughty people this close to the holiday. Christmas is such a special time, and it always brought him great joy to deliver special presents and goodies to all children, young and old.

Digging deeper, looking for more information, he pulled out his super secret, special, stealth pocket computer. This special little computer offered up defined details on each and every person when he entered their name. Inputting a name, it would scroll through a list of possible offending circumstances and reveal what might have landed them on the naughty list.

Hmm, all four of these girls have the same odd phrase by their name. This was a problem, because he didn’t understand what this phrase meant. Santa Claus scratched his head, pondering what the expression could possibly mean. Maybe one of his office workers would know the terminology, because he just wasn’t familiar with it.

Santa called out to his three office helpers – Sherry, Terri, and Mary.

“Girls, could you please join me in my office,” Santa said buzzing over the intercom.

Sherry, Terri, and Mary pranced into Santa’s office singing along with the cheery Christmas music that piped through the building. Mary skipped happily, Sherry was giggling, and Terri was playing with the bouncy curls on her head.

“Girls, I’m a bit concerned about a group of girls near a university in one of the states of North America. It would appear that they are all on the naughty list. I looked at my data, and it appears that they all have the same information listed as their offending penalty. The problem is, I’m not familiar with this term, and I was wondering if you could help me understand what it means.”

Sherry spun around watching her little red skirt with fur trim flounce out, smiled and asked, “What term is it Santa Claus?”

“Well Sherry,” Santa started, “the phrase that keeps showing up is daisy chain.”

The girls all giggled. “Oh Santa,” Mary started, “it’s umm, a very unique way that girls show affection to one another.”

“Affection is a nice thing though girls, why would that put them on the naughty list?” Santa Claus asked concerned.

Terri tried explaining it another way, “Well, Santa, it’s a special kind of kissing that girls do.”

“Yes,” Santa started, “but close friends will hug and kiss one another and that seems quite normal.”

Sherry chimed in, “Maybe this is something Mrs. Claus should explain, give me just a moment.”

Buzzing down to the kitchen, Sherry asked Mrs. Claus to join them in Santa’s office so that she could help with the awkward moment. None of them wanted to just come out and say what it was.

Mrs. Claus arrived a few moments later, and Mary said, “Mrs. Claus, Santa has a small problem. He’s been going through his naughty and nice list, and one particular group of girls has an offensive situation that Santa needs help understanding.”

“Yes dear, what is that?” Mrs. Claus asked sweetly.

Terri giggled than offered, “Daisy Chain.”

Mrs. Claus laughed. “Ahh yes, I know that expression well,” winking she added, “good times back in college.”

She leaned in and whispered in Santa’s ear what it was, and soon he was blushing. “Oh, do you mean they…”

“Yes, and they….” Mrs. Claus continued.

“Girls, I’m quite busy making cookies, and have many batches left before I’ll be finished. Would you be so kind as to demonstrate what this is to Santa for me. This way he’ll understand how this particular naughty offense isn’t necessarily bad.”

All three girls laughed and chimed in, “Sure!”

“Thank you girls,” Mrs. Claus smiled and went back to her baking, closing the door behind her. “He’s in for a treat,” she thought.

Santa sat back in his chair prepared to watch the show that the girls were about to perform.

Sherry was bouncing around dancing along to the Christmas music. She turned her back to Santa and flipped her skirt up revealing she wasn’t wearing any panties. Mary and Terri joined in the game and spun around, bending over and flipped up their skirts revealing their bare bottoms as well.

“Shall we begin?” Terri said as she reached back to unzip her little red dress, letting it slip to the floor.

“Oh yes, I can’t wait!” Mary chimed in, wriggling out of her spirited red frock.

“I’m ready too!” Sherry giggled and let her holiday outfit drop to the floor and stepped out of it. She bent forward to pick up all of their clothing and placed them gently to the side on a nearby chair.

Terri shimmied down on the soft carpet below them, and spread her legs so that Mary could place her face in her lap. Next Mary laid face down, placing her face in Terri’s lap, burying her mouth in Terri’s sweet, soft pussy. Sherry slid beneath Mary’s wet slit and felt the weight of Mary’s hips sliding down onto her face. A chain of naked girls lie before Santa on the floor, face to pussy, pussy to face, forming an oral sex line.

Terri chimed in, “If we had more girls, we could make a complete circle, Santa!”

Terri was spread open and wide while Mary’s face was immersed, eating out her pussy. Moaning, Terri could feel her juices filling her box. Mary was sucking out and licking Terri’s pussy, groaning and burying her face in deeper, as Sherry’s tongue was sliding up and down Mary’s very own slit. Opening it up and teasing, Sherry made Mary squirm. Mary grinded into Sherry’s face. Wanting to feel her tongue slide deeper inside, she pushed her hips hard into Sherry’s busy mouth. Sherry started sucking Mary’s cream out as Mary was dripping pussy juices all over her face.

Santa sat watching his office girls eating out one another in a wicked and wet oral chain. One long line of girls licking and sucking each other directly in front of him gave Santa a rise. This pleased Santa very much and excited him at the same time. He felt his cock pressing tight against his furry red pants, and had to unbutton and unzip them to give it some relief and breathing room. His bulging cock continued to grow, now free of the restrictive material.

Instinctively, he reached down and started to stroke his penis while watching the girls busy themselves with their daisy chain. I like this, Santa thought, I like this very much, as sticky pre cum leaked from the tip of his cock’s head.

Mrs. Claus popped back into the office to see how things were coming along. When she saw the girls writhing about on the floor, soft moans coming out of them, as they sucked, and licked each other’s pussies, Mrs. Claus thought back to how much she enjoyed eating out other girls back in her college days. Those dorm days of sexual freedom were quite a blast.

Mrs. Claus decided she needed to enjoy the fun too, and decided to join in at the end of the chain. Dropping her apron, then dress to the floor, she scooped it up and gently tossed it to the side. She lay her plump body down and buried her face in Sherry’s lonely little pussy. This caused Santa Claus to start moaning, as he continued to stroke his throbbing member.

Mrs. Claus opened Sherry’s pussy lips up and slid her nose and mouth in taking a deep breath, soaking in her aroma. Pulling her face back a little, she slid her face across Sherry’s wetness before busying herself with eating her sweet box. Sherry groaned with pleasure in response to this, and pushed her hips up tight into Mrs. Claus’s face.

“Santa,” Terri called out, “Why don’t you join us? You can squat down over me, and I’ll suck on your merry balls,” she giggled.

“What a brilliant idea,” Santa grinned. He stepped out of his pants and left them under the desk, and headed over to where Terri was waiting. He got down on his knees and spread his legs around her head letting his low hanging ball sack drop into her mouth. She loved teabagging, so when Santa lifted and lowered his sack in her mouth, she moaned while sucking. Closing her lips around his balls this time; she sucked harder, using her tongue to separate his balls in her mouth.

It got her hot having Santa’s balls in her mouth, and she reached up to stroke his cock with her hand. Santa gasped as his dick was being worked over, and he felt the jism building up. He knew he was going to cum soon, but decided he wanted to cum inside of his wife.

Santa told Terri how good it felt when she did that to him, and he was incredibly excited, but he wanted to now bury his cock deep in his wife’s twat. With audible moans, groans, glistening faces from pussy juices, Santa’s excitement was building at a record speed, and he knew he would have to hurry over to Mrs. Claus before losing his load too quickly.

Santa’s cock found Mrs. Claus’s pussy as he plowed hard into her, causing her face to push harder into Sherry’s box.

Santa laughed a jolly laugh and said they look like a train, him being the caboose. “Woot, woot,” he whistled, pretending to be a train. Pumping in and out of his wife’s honey hole, he gave out a loud, bellowing groan as his spew unloaded deep inside of his bride.

Santa collapsed and then encouraged the girls to cum loudly. “I want to hear you cumming girls, especially with your faces buried in one another. It will be hard to hear you since your faces are buried, so shout into your girl’s hootch as you’re cumming,” Santa encouraged.

Terri reached down and started playing with Mary’s nipples, pinching and twisting them, as Mary’s face was still buried deep into Terri’s pussy. Terri yelled out a loud, “Yes,” as she came. Mary sounded more like, “Mmm, dis feez good,” as her face was still in Terri. Sherry’s tongue was working Mary over good, and finally pulled her face out of Terri’s hole and yelled out an, “Ohhhhhhhhh,” and let her head rest on Terri’s thigh. Mrs. Claus was working over Sherry with her fingers and tongue and brought Sherry to the edge, and she let out muffled moans as Mary’s pussy was still on her face. She slid her head out from under Mary and was panting.

All the girls had orgasms, as well as Santa, and now it was Mrs. Claus’s turn.

“Oh Mrs. Claus, you need some special attention. Lay back and spread your legs,” Terri instructed.

Sherry and Mary each chose one of Mrs. Claus’s breasts to play with, pulling and tweaking her nipples as Terri busied herself spreading apart the pussy lips of Mrs. Claus. Terri took her fingers and ran them up and down the wet and glistening slit before her, slowly slipping and sliding her fingers in and out of jolly older woman.

It took but a moment for her body to respond. Her hips started to grind, her body begging for more. The girls at her tits were alternating between twisting and pinching her nipples with sucking them into their mouths, all wet and warm. Mrs. C let out a deep moan as the sensations grew from within. Terri pushed in more fingers, shoving 3 fingers deep into the hot cunt before her, fucking her with her hand. Finally, cresting over the top, she let out a final groan and came, her body jerking in a spasm, her hips rocking, and she squeezed her thighs tight together.

Breathing heavily, she thanked the girls for the lovely demonstration they had put on for Santa.

Now that Santa Claus understood that a chain of women “kissing each other in a special way”, was also called a “daisy chain”, he realized that the girls weren’t being a bad kind of naughty; they were just being the good kind of naughty that Mr. and Mrs. C both like. He decided he would need to fix the information on his data charts, and mark the girls as nice girls, and not naughty after all.

The group of five stood up and got dressed, Mrs. Claus headed back to the kitchen to finish baking cookies, but not before Santa smacked her bottom and grinned as she walked out the door. Mary, Sherry, and Terri put their little red dresses back on, and sang and danced back to their office. Santa Claus sat at his desk, playing back the images of what had just transpired in his office. He would need to put Mrs. Claus, Sherry, Terri, and Mary on the really, really, really good list this year!

Santa finally got back to his work of checking the naughty and nice list. What’s this? He blushed as he saw a big blinking naughty red light pointing right over the North Pole. Well, well, now, that’s the good kind of naughty that we like here.
  

About the Author

I hope you enjoyed reading this as much as I enjoyed writing it. Please check MaryChi.com for more of my titles. You’ll find titles that range from sassy to downright dirty and kinky. I love raw and edgy adult stories. Visit MaryChi.com for more quick and dirty erotica titles today.
  

 Sarah Gets Tied Up on the Way to Work – Eve Rivers

Sarah could still feel his cum between her legs. Bastard, she thought as it slowly trickled out of her. Her aging husband’s new boss, Mr. Wright, had recently blackmailed her, taking the young wife as his prize. He had just paid her a visit, forcing her to sleep with him. Forcing her to cheat on her husband Stephen. Mr. Wright had left immediately after he was done with her. Why do I still think of him as Mr. Wright? Sarah asked herself, not for the first time.

Even worse, he was going to make her to work for his company. Sarah’s new title was Office Slut, and her first shift began in a couple of hours. He had neglected to give her a coherent job description, but Sarah could guess what it involved. She swallowed hard, trying to imagine the horrible things they would do to her.

Her left hand clawed at the sheets of her bed as the orgasm took her. She immediately moved the right hand down from her clit, working three fingers into her wet hole. God yes, she panted as she furiously fucked herself with them. She felt full, but not as full as she had earlier.

When her new boss was on top of her.

Filling her with his cum.

Using her.

It was her third orgasm since he had left. The left hand finally flew from the sheets to her pussy as she once again began to rub her clit. She listened to the sound of her fingers going squelch, imagining it was another man on top of her. Maybe one of Mr. Wright’s friends, there for sloppy seconds. There he was in the background, goading the friend on, forcing her to obey.

Sarah came again, screaming obscenities at the ceiling of the bedroom. When the orgasm finally subsided, she withdrew her fingers. They were slick from her juices and his seed. She stared at the mixture in contemplation, remembering when he had made her swallow his load. She hated the taste of cum, hated him for making her do it.

She slipped her fingers into her mouth and licked them clean. Bastard, she thought.

* * *

As Sarah slowly came out of her lusty fugue state, she finally noticed the time. Shit, she thought. If she did not hurry, she would be late for her new job. He specifically ordered me to not be late. The sadistic bastard would enjoy it if I was, she told herself. He’d use it as an excuse to hurt me again. Her pussy was still tingling from the constant string of orgasms she had just experienced.

No longer having time even for basic hygiene, Sarah did her best to clean up the mess between her legs with a towel. She straightened her bed, hoping against hope that her husband wouldn’t notice the mess she had left, or that she would have time tonight to change the sheets.

She had been told to dress in something befitting an office slut, and she did not want to disappoint. She dressed in the most skimpy clothes she could find. She wore a thin blouse, only clasping the center three buttons. Both her impressive cleavage and her flat midriff were suitably exposed, Sarah thought. She followed it up with a pair of extremely short, tight shorts that showed off her curves. She wore neither panties nor a bra; she had been told not to.

As Sarah made her way to her car, she blushed furiously. The neighbors can see me, she realized. They’re going to think that I am a whore. Sarah climbed into the car and pulled away, her mind racing. Shit, I’m going to be late. Shit shit shit. Sarah had only twenty minutes to get to the building, find a parking place, and make it to Mr. Wright’s office. There was no way that she could make it, Sarah knew, but she was determined to not be any later than she had to be. She stepped on the gas.

Sarah had been driving for some time when she realized that the shortcut wasn’t going to work. She had only made the trip to her husband’s workplace a few times since they moved here, and she thought she had found a faster way to the building. Alas, the dirt road she was following proved to not be a road, but rather a ridiculously long driveway. “Freaking Mapquest!” shouted Sarah as she slammed her smartphone down onto the driver’s side seat. This detour was going to cost her precious time, Sarah knew.

Sarah eyed the nearby buildings with suspicion and distaste. They were clearly occupied, but in poor repair. Three homes hid beneath the dense trees, sharing the same unpaved driveway. Sarah did not feel unsafe, but years of living in the city had made her rather snobbish. If I’m not careful, they’ll make me listen to their banjo symphony before they let me leave, she cynically thought to herself. She frantically spun the wheel to turn her car around as quickly as possible.

Sarah felt the world lurch. Now she was sliding down backwards, groaning at her own stupidity. That ditch pulled out in front of me, honest she imagined herself having to explain to Mr. Wright. I didn’t mean to miss work, please forgive me sir. Sarah groaned and got out of the car to assess the damage.

There was no way that she was going to get her car out by herself, Sarah knew. With a scream of frustration, Sarah slammed her foot down as hard as she could without breaking a heel. Her breasts recoiled from the shock, dancing around beneath their flimsy covering.

“This here’s private property, miss,” drawled a voice behind her.

Sarah spun around to face the man. Ugh, great, a backwoods person, Sarah thought. Skinny and wiry, the man had pale skin, a thinning head of red hair and a crooked smile. In short, he looked absolutely nothing like Mr. Wright, and Sarah hated him for that.

The man was wearing a white tank top that was covered in oil stains. His eyes were continually scanning between her exposed belly button and her chest. “I didn’t mean to get stuck,” Sarah said, managing a neutral tone. “Look, I’m in a huge hurry here. Is there any way you could help me get my car out of this ditch?”

“Might be that my truck could pull it out, if we chained them both to-gether,” he suggested in a drawl. He had decided what part of her he liked more, and he was now staring at her breasts full time.

“Great! That’s great. Let’s just go get the truck and do that then, shall we? I really am in a hurry,” Sarah said, a touch of panic rising in her voice. What is Mr. Wright going to do to me if I’m even more late?

“Trouble with that is that Missy, see, she’s my missus, Missy already took the truck out to take the young ones to the zoo.” He pronounced zoo with exceptional care, as if it were a foreign word he wanted to get perfect. “She’ll be gone for a few hours. We’re alone here,” he explained. I hate the country, Sarah thought as she rolled her eyes, her elitism more evident with each passing second.

Sarah swore. “Excuse me, I need to use my phone. I need to call a tow truck right away.” She turned to walk back to the car, planning to retrieve her discarded phone.

She felt an arm grab her by the shoulder.

“Nearest tow is over an hour away. Besides, this is private property. Don’t want no one skulking around,” he drawled. Sarah bit back a flash of rage. If this stupid bumpkin makes me even later than I already am, I swear to God... Sarah thought darkly to herself. She had no time for paranoid nonsense. Who objected to a tow truck on their property? “Please, I’m desperate. I really need to go, now. I can’t wait all day,” she said, her annoyance finally seeping into her voice.

“Desperate, huh? Well, as long as the missus is gone, could be that I can give you a ride,” he said.

Sarah turned back around and looked at him. His hand dropped from her shoulder and onto her breast, flicking at her nipple through the thin blouse.

There’s no helping it. If I’m late, he’ll think I balked. He’ll fire Stephen and sue us both, Sarah thought as she sighed. “Yes, desperate. What do you want?” she asked, her thoughts focused solely on how to get to work as quickly as possible

Without answering he began to unbutton her blouse. His mouth enveloped a nipple and he began to suck hungrily. His hand went up and he squeezed at her free breast. Oh, Sarah thought. Mr. Wright’s never sucked my nipples like that before, and God knows Stephen wouldn’t even know where to begin. The new sensation was turning Sarah on, despite her rush. He continued to suckle her for several minutes before Sarah, aware of every passing second, could pull herself back. She had to do this quickly.

Sarah looked the man over once again. She could see an obvious bulge in his pants, and she knew that he wasn’t going to let her get away with just some fondling. She sank to her knees in front of him, making direct eye contact. Sarah had always heard men liked that. She caressed his bulge with one hand and her own breast with the other.

“What’s this? Do you have something for me, big guy?” Sarah asked in the deepest, most seductive voice she could manage. She gave his cock a squeeze before pressing her breasts against it. She raked her nipple, still wet from his mouth, across his tented pants.

In response to her question, the man untied his belt. It’s just a long piece of rope, Sarah noticed for the first time. She stifled a laugh. He wiggled his hips, causing his pants to quickly fall down. He was not wearing underwear.

He was hard, of course. Sarah had only ever been with two men before, so her experience with penis size was limited. He was much larger than her husband, but smaller than Mr. Wright. His balls were huge, much larger than the other men she had known.

Looking into his eyes again, she lied. “Oh God, you’re huge! I hope I can take it all,” she said before taking the tip past her lips. After the brutal initiation Mr. Wright had given her with his monster cock, she knew that she would have no problems servicing this man. She licked at the head, tasting the precum oozing out of it. It tastes different, she thought.

As Sarah slipped his manhood further into her mouth, she felt like something was missing. It wasn’t until she had taken him most of the way, when her chin touched his large balls, that she realized what it was. Mr. Wright held my head the first time I did this, she realized. She missed the feeling of helplessness it gave her, the knowledge that he could overpower her at any time and take whatever he wanted. The fact that he had done exactly that, when he had first taken her throat. He was more merciful the second time, but Sarah realized now that had been his choice. She missed the sensation of her hair being pulled, the heat of his palms radiating against her head.

She continued to work her way up and down his flesh, feeling his prick jerk and shiver with each new thrust. Soon, Sarah thought as the man began to grunt. She pulled her head back and once again made eye contact. “That’s it baby, give it to me! I want your cum!” she growled before shoving her mouth back down onto his cock. She sucked as hard as she could, determined to bring him off sooner rather than later. I’m so late, Sarah thought as she pleasured the man.

Soon she could feel his cock stiffening, his breath hastening. Almost there, she thought, just before he pushed her head away. “That sure was nice. Missy won’t even go near me there with her mouth. Says it ain’t natural. I thank you kindly for the appetizer,” he said with a smile. “But I want some of the main course. This way,” he said. Ah, fuck, she thought.

The man walked over to an incredibly old, beat up car and gestured for her to follow. She began to crawl over towards him, stopping herself after a moment. What the hell am I doing? she asked herself. This guy isn’t Mr. Wright. He isn’t even fit to polish Mr. Wright’s shoes. She stood up and walked over, her breasts swaying as she walked. Her blouse was still open, but Sarah did not care. Whatever gets him off faster, she told herself. Let him enjoy the view.

When she arrived at the vehicle, the man stepped behind her and asked for her hands. Sarah complied, annoyed at the slowdown. He was almost coming, damn it. She could feel something being wrapped around her wrists, being tightened around them. Sarah tried to take her hands back, but found she could not. They were securely restrained together, behind her back.

What the hell? Sarah twisted around, looking over her shoulder. Shit, she thought. He had used his belt to tie her up. Never trust a man who wears rope, Sarah mused.

Still behind her, the man reached between her legs and snaked his hand up, trying to undo her shorts from behind. She could feel his wrist pressing into her crotch, rubbing against her as he slowly undressed her in a needlessly complicated way. Finally he was done. Her shorts fell to the muddy ground.

The man pushed Sarah forward, over the flat hood of his car, before returning his hand between her legs. He roughly pushed a finger into her, gliding it up, deep into her core. “Shoot you’re wet. Guess all that foreplay musta turned you on,” he said as his now lubricated finger easily slid in and out of her.

“It’s just...” It’s what? she asked herself. What was she going to say? “It’s not you, it’s just another man’s cum. He fucked me this morning. It’s just my juices. You see, I’ve been masturbating ever since he left,” perhaps? No. “It’s just your cock, it’s so impressive. I’ve never had a real man before,” she lied. Mr. Wright is a real man, even if my husband isn’t.

Sarah could tell he liked her answer. He whooped. He also withdrew his hand, and Sarah could feel the heat of his body behind her. This is it, she thought as his pelvis lined up against hers. His cock was pressing against her mound as he searched for her entrance. Soon he found it. She felt him sliding into her, and for the second time that day she eagerly accepted a man other than her husband into her pussy. How is it I went my entire life with only one man, but now I can’t even go a few hours? Sarah asked herself.

“Shit,” he said with a groan. “You’re so tight. You’ve never been knocked up before, have you?” he asked. What a flatterer, she thought. Despite the man’s abrasiveness, Sarah was starting to get turned on. This man wasn’t as big as Mr. Wright, but after years of being stuck with Stephen, anything felt satisfying. His large balls were slapping against her clit as he thrust into her, making her tingle. She flexed her tied hands, wishing desperately that she could rub herself as he fucked her.

“It’s all for you, baby. Fill my tight hole up with your huge dick!” she yelled. She could no longer tell if she was just humoring him or not. The ache between her legs intensified, and she desperately wished for more pressure on her clit. “Fuck me harder!” screamed Sarah.

The man complied, picking up speed. His balls began to rub against her clit harder and Sarah’s legs felt weak. He wriggled his hand underneath her chest and began to play with her tits as he continued to dive into her.

“Fuck!” Sarah yelped as pinched one of her nipples. “That hurt!” she protested weakly, even as she realized that it turned her on. The pain reminded her of Mr. Wright, and she felt the wetness between her legs growing.

“Oh yeah, you like that, don’t you?” gasped the man. “Knew I was right to tie you up. You can always tell submissive folk when you see em,” he explained, his cock sliding in and out of her.

Sarah growled at him and struggled with her bonds. The sight encouraged the man and he began to slam against her with renewed vigor, roughly squeezing her nipples with each new thrust. Soon Sarah was moaning each time he filled her now, thrusting back against him and begging. “Fuck me, God, fuck me!” she cried, cascading towards the edge.

Sarah was inching closer to an orgasm with every passing second, quivering and whimpering, shouting and demanding. Her orgasms had always been weak, but ever since Mr. Wright had claimed her, they were much stronger. She could feel another intense orgasm approaching.

. . . And then she could feel the man’s own orgasm as he spurted inside of her. “Aw, fuck yeah,” he grunted. “You’re a good lay,” he said as the last of his cum filled her and he pulled out.

Sarah screamed in rage and frustration, wildly trying to free her hands. Her clit was on fire, she had to do something. She needed to come. “What are you doing!?” she yelled as the man took his hand back and pulled his pants back up. “Finish the job you asshole!” She was yelling as loud as she could now, not caring who heard her.

“You sure do have a pretty hood ornament there, Larry,” called a new voice. Shit, Sarah thought. Perhaps she should have kept quiet after all. She turned her head and saw two new men walking towards her. They were large and muscular, shirtless and coated in a sheen of sweat. One of them was fondling his crotch as they approached.

“Pretty and sweet,” said Larry as he slapped her ass. “Haven’t had a woman like that since the day I married Missy,” he said, pride in his voice. I fucked someone named Larry? Sarah asked herself, her elitism returning in full force.

“Well, why you just standing there? Going to offer to share?” asked the man who had been stroking himself.

“Have at it,” Larry said as he slapped Sarah’s ass. All three men were standing next to her now.

“On the count of three,” the talkative new man said. “One... Two...” he began to count. Before Sarah could ask what was going to happen, he shouted “Three!”

Suddenly both men grabbed Sarah by the legs and hoisted her up. They flipped her around and laid her onto the hood of the car. She was lying on her back, her arms pinned underneath her. Her head was hanging off the side of the car, her long hair streaming towards the ground beneath her.

Being upside down was unsettling. Sarah closed her eyes. “Look,” said frantically. “I’m in a big hurry here, but if one of you guys could please just finish me off, that would be gr--” she said as her sentence was rudely interrupted by a penis sliding into her mouth. Great. That’s just great. I’m going to be here all fucking day, she thought.

Her annoyance did not dampen her spirit, and she was soon sucking the cock enthusiastically. She felt the car lurching towards the other side, and she could sense the presence of another body by her legs. Sarah was startled as a she felt a tongue slide across her pussy lips. She opened her eyes in shock and let out a yelp.

“Don’t mind him,” the man in her mouth instructed. “He’s always been a strange one,” he said as he slid his cock underneath her tongue. “You just keep worrying about me.”

Sarah did her best to pleasure the man with her tongue, but was unable to ignore the tongue between her legs. It was sliding up and down her slit, teasing her further. Her annoyance forgotten, Sarah spread her legs wider and moaned. The man she was sucking seemed to like that, and slid in deeper into her throat.

Overwhelmed by the sensation of simultaneously both giving and receiving oral sex, Sarah failed to notice when the third man began tying her up with yet more rope. It was not until he had secured her ankles that she realized her new situation. The two new pieces of rope were connected to the passenger side mirror and the front grille of the car. Sarah kicked at her bonds, trying to free herself. The knots were secure, however, and her struggling accomplished absolutely nothing.

Sarah’s legs were now spread wide open, and she was not physically capable of closing them. Her pussy was lewdly hanging open from her new position, and the man between her legs needed no further invitation. His tongue darted inside her depths, obscenely licking up the mess that was buried inside her cunt. The stimulation was driving her wild, causing her to produce ever greater amounts of cream for her tormentor. Her hips were bucking with the little mobility she had left, pressing her wet hole into the man’s face. She was groaning furiously into the cock in her mouth, rapaciously panting for air whenever she was allowed to breathe.

Soon she felt fingers invading her snatch and the man’s tongue slipping upwards. Sarah felt shocks of electricity run through her body and she began screaming in uncontrolled lust. The cock’s rapid thrusting in and out of her throat made her cries undulate perversely, but Sarah did not care. It was the first time in her life that anyone had ever licked her clit, and she was in heaven.

Her entire world shrank to the tongue lapping at her, the fingers fucking her slick pussy. She felt like she was outside of her body, wave after wave of pleasure crashing into her as she floated. The orgasm that took her was the most powerful she had experienced in her life, causing her to thrash helplessly against her bonds and moan. She did not know how long it had been since she last was able to breathe, and she did not care. All that mattered was the orgasm, an bottomless pit of pleasure that she was falling into endlessly. The world was glowing. Everywhere she looked, all she could see was a radiant light, white and blinding.

* * *

Sarah awoke to the now familiar taste of cum in her mouth. She took a moment to assess her surroundings. She was no longer tied to the car, lying instead on a beach lounge chair which had clearly seen better days. Her wrists were still bound, although they were now tied in front of her rather than behind her. Her blouse had been removed completely, leaving her naked. Her pussy was sore.

“What’s going on here?” Sarah asked as she turned onto her side. As her inner thighs touched each other, Sarah realized that they were much more wet than they should have been. At least my ankles aren’t tied anymore, she reflected. “Hey! . . . Guys?”

Her calls were finally answered as the three men came back to her. Larry, the first man of the three who had used her, began to speak.

“Sorry about that. Daryl here got a bit carried away, and he feels terrible about making you pass out like that. Don’t you, Daryl?”

The man who had been using her mouth nodded.

Oh God, their names, Sarah thought. If her hands had been free she would have slapped her forehead with her palm. As it was, she settled for quietly hoping that she would never learn the third man’s name. This must be a bad joke. No one could possibly watch that much television, or have that little taste.

“Why did you tie me up again?” she asked.

“Well, you looked so uncomfortable lying on top of your own arms like that, we thought it would be nice,” explained Larry.

“You could have just laid me on my side. Or my stomach,” she observed.

“Well, that would’ve made it mighty hard to--” began Larry. He was sheepishly looking at her crotch as he spoke. I don’t even want to know, thought Sarah as she cut him off.

“Look, I was very late before I passed out. You promised me a ride, could you please just help me get out of here? It’s very important that I don’t miss my first day at work,” she pleaded.

“I can loan you the keys to the jalopy,” he said, indicating the beat-up wreck which the men had fucked her over. “We’ll keep your car here safe and sound, so you can pick it up when you get back. We’ll have ‘er out of the ditch by tonight, don’t you worry.” He bent down to untie her wrists, staring down at her generous breasts as he worked.

While he was crouched down over her, he began to whisper conspiratorially. “Now, what happened between us stays between us, you hear?” he said, looking around suspiciously. “Don’t you go trying to steal me away from Missy. I’m a right proper pater familias, don’t you forget it,” he said, obviously trying to impress her with the archaic term.

Better not to argue, Sarah thought. She tried her best to look disappointed. “I swear I’ll try to forget you,” she promised truthfully. “Just please give me those keys, I really need to get going.”

* * *

Shit shit shit, Sarah thought as she sped down the highway. Sped was really an overstatement, as the wreck that the men had loaned her could barely outrun a strong breeze. Sarah was very late. The car backfired again, making her jump. She was almost there. Almost with Mr. Wright, showing him what a good little office slut she could be.

She looked forward to explaining her day with a mixture of dread and enthusiasm. Surely he’ll understand why I am so late when I tell him. He’ll see the dirt on my clothes and know what I had to go through just to get here at all. Sarah was off in a fantasy world, her new boss stroking her hair and forgiving her tardiness. She did not immediately notice when the police car turned on its lights behind her.

Shit, she thought as she finally noticed her predicament. She pulled over and stopped the car, praying that she would be able to start it again later, as the cop approached her.

“What seems to be the problem, officer?” she asked sweetly, hoping he would not notice the strong scents of cock and cum on her breath.

The officer sniffed as he looked down at Sarah. She could not tell where his eyes were, due to the mirrored sunglasses that he wore. She could guess, though. She was still wearing the same thin blouse. She had once again put it on with only a few buttons.

“License and registration, ma'am. This vehicle is not road safe,” he explained.

Shit. Sarah fumbled through the glove compartment looking for the registration, but all that came out were several empty beer cans. “I...I’m afraid I don’t have a registration for you, officer. This is my friend’s car, and--”

“Having any form of opened alcohol container in a moving car is illegal, ma'am. Please step out of the car.”

Shit. Sarah got out of the car.

“I’m going to have to frisk you now, ma'am. Please face the car and do not make any sudden movements.”

Sarah complied. She felt the man’s hands patting down every part of her body, lingering on, and frequently returning to, her breasts and ass. It was taking far longer than she thought it had to.

“You’re clean, but you are in a lot of trouble, ma'am,” the cop concluded.

He stepped closer to Sarah, his body pressing against hers. She could feel something hard pushing against her ass. I don’t think that’s his gun, she thought to herself.

“What can we do to reach an understanding, officer?” she asked as she pressed her ass back against the bulge.

I’m going to be very late for work, thought Sarah as she turned, slipping her hand inside the cop’s pants.
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 Sir & Master – Alexandra West

"Yes, Ryan, I have the appointment. Yes, I'm writing it in my appointment book as we speak." Selene grabbed the complimentary hotel notepad and pen and jotted down the appointment for the next morning, promising herself that she would write it in her diary later. "Where? I'm in my hotel room. Yes, already. I'm calling it an early night... Don't sound like that. I know how to take a night off. Yes. You have a good night, too. See you tomorrow."

Selene pressed the 'end call' button and sighed in relief. Perhaps she should buy Ryan some time at a therapist. Given his habit of wanting to check in with her every ten minutes, surely he needed some kind of psychological help. You'd think he’d realize that, having climbed so far up the corporate ladder, she would be capable of managing at least the majority of her appointments without his assistance.

She tapped her fingertips on the table and then, with a quick glance at her nails, made another note to make an appointment at the nail salon. With another business conference in New York only a week away, it wouldn't do to let them go too much. She frowned at the notepad and scribbled an additional note to make an appointment for waxing as well.

If there was anything she needed to keep up maintenance on, it was waxing. Sir didn't like her getting too wild - in mind or in body.

A slow smile spread across her lips and she ran the tip of her tongue between them.

True to his word, at 5 o'clock, her phone beeped to let her know a text message had arrived for her.

Twenty minutes. -Sir

She stood up and walked to the bathroom, leaving her high heels, suit jacket and briefcase at the table. She only took a moment at the mirror to look at herself before she began to shed Selene the business owner.

Carefully placing her pearl earrings and necklace on the bathroom sink, she then bent down to wash all the makeup off her face. Her skin felt refreshed and cool as she patted her face dry and once again looked in the mirror.

She released her hair from the claw clip and bobby pins, the roots sore and protesting at having been so tightly and carefully held back all day. Running her fingers through it, the loosened black locks fell to frame her face and drift over her shoulders. She smiled. She loved her hair, free and flowing over her naked skin.

Soon to be naked skin,
she thought, unbuttoning her dark red silk shirt. Her fingers drifted, slowly working the buttons to reveal flashes of pink silk underneath.

A corset. Her first. Definitely not her last.

When she'd told Sir that she would be staying in one of the luxury hotels in Chicago for a conference, he'd told her to buy something nice so they could celebrate. Any other man, and she would have told him to shove it up his rear, but Sir… Somehow he managed to make a suggestion into a command without having to change a word.

A shiver ran up her spine and she smiled. Selene Mackenzie being commanded by a man. No one would ever believe it.

She pulled the rest of her shirt out of her skirt and then paused, her phone once again beeping. Cursing, she walked over to the table. If Ryan had to check in with her one more time…

Change of plans. Five minutes. -Master

Selene's eyes widened and her heart raced. 'Master'. He'd used 'Master'. Five minutes!

She looked around the room, wondering what she could possible do in five minutes that would please Master.

Sir and Master were one in the same man but for the mood he was in. Sir was a gentleman that she had gotten to know intimately. He relished anticipation and saw to her pleasure with as much intensity and concentration as his own. Sir preferred 'Sir' simply because he considered himself a gentleman in all ways, even in the bedroom. Sir had standards and he stuck to them, a hand to her backside letting her know when she'd gone too far.

But when Sir decided to be Master instead? She swallowed and put her hand to her chest, bunching her shirt with her fist. She clenched the muscles between her legs in anticipation.

The knock at her room door came all too soon and she jumped at the noise. Not one to be left standing at the door without doling out punishment, she quickly walked over and opened it for him.

He didn't even greet her before his hands cupped her face and he kissed her. Her instincts pressed her to resist, but he merely pulled her closer and deepened the kiss. His tongue teased hers, crushing and taking what he wanted. She squirmed in his arms and he tangled one hand in her hair, finally breaking the kiss by pulling her head back. Heat flared in her cheeks as she stared at him, trying to catch her breath.

He smirked and released her, taking a step back. A quick assessment of her now-disheveled appearance made his smirk grow and he nodded. She blushed even more, her fingers twitching with the want to cover herself. But she'd already learned that Master didn't like her covering herself; that was his decision to make.

She took the time to let her gaze linger over his body. As always, he wore a crisp black suit with a black shirt underneath. Today he'd chosen a rose red tie with a matching handkerchief for his pocket. His usual self seemed shaken somehow, though. His hair was windblown and the tie slightly askew. Even his polished black shoes had a few scuffs on them. He'd left his briefcase on the floor, half in and half out of the doorway - something he never did as either Sir or Master.

Curiosity got the better of her.

"Did something -"

"Hush," he said, holding up his hand.

Part of her riled at being told to be quiet and she nearly opened her mouth to tell him exactly what she thought. But something in his eyes told her that he was just waiting for her to talk back so he could take her over his knee, and she pursed her lips instead.

"That's my kitten," he said, running his fingertips along her jaw. "It doesn't matter what happened. All the matters to you is what I want. Understand?"

She nodded, a shiver of sweet release washing over.

"Good girl." He looked her over once more and then took a hold of her shirt. With one swift movement, he tore her shirt all the way open, sending the remaining buttons shooting across the room. One stubborn button remained at the bottom and he repeated the gesture, rendering her shirt completely ruined with the sound of ripping material.

He didn't pause before pulling the shirt off her and tossing it aside. A growl began deep in his chest as he took in the light pink silk corset with black lace ribbing and five silver hooks on the front. His hands drifted downward and he grasped her breasts, teasing her hardened nipples under the silk with his thumbs.

"Kitten has chosen well. I approve." He leaned forward and nipped her earlobe, his hot breath tickling her neck. Then he whispered, "I am going to enjoy ripping it off you."

She glanced at the still open door and then back at him.

"Is there something you want to say, kitten?" he asked, one eyebrow arched.

She swallowed and shook her head.

He smiled. "Good girl." Then he put his fingers inside the hem of her skirt and suddenly pulled.

The zipper of her skirt ripped with seemingly little effort from him and he let the skirt fall, the material pooling around her feet. He ran his hands up her stockings, pausing at the suspenders to pull them and then snap them against her skin. She jumped with each snap and bit her bottom lip, her eyes darting to the open door as he trailed his fingers up to her garter belt. He played with black button securing her garter belt and contemplated it for a moment.

"Enough," he said suddenly and turned toward the door.

For a terrifying moment, she thought she had displeased him and nearly dropped to her knees to beg him to come back. She needed this. She needed him. She needed the release of being controlled and used and completely at the mercy of a man.

But he didn't leave. He picked up his briefcase and tossed it aside before closing the door and locking it. When he turned around to face her, the desire on his face made her heart race. He unbuttoned his suit jacket and tossed it aside, kicking off his shoes at the same time.

"Strip me," he said.

The tone of his voice left no room for protest, but protest was the last thing on her mind.

She eagerly stepped forward and fell to her knees in front of him. As he unbuttoned his shirt, she fumbled for a moment with his belt before steadying her fingers enough to undo it along with his trouser button and zipper. His cock was already hard and pressing against his midnight blue boxers. She pulled his boxers down slowly, unwilling to let his urgency deny her the small pleasure of revealing his cock bit by bit. She then let his boxers drop down to around his ankles and she couldn't resist reaching up to take it in her hand.

He smacked her hand. "No. Stand up."

She raised her chin and refused with a pout of her lips. As Sir, he would have given her a second chance to stand. In the Master mood, he reached down, grabbed a handful of her hair and brought her to her feet as she whimpered.

He held her to him, his cock pressing against her bare abdomen in the bare space below her corset and above her panties. He pulled her hair, forcing her head back and exposing her neck. Suddenly knowing what he'd decided was suitable punishment, she squirmed against him. She was no match as he bit her neck and then sucked where he had bitten, leaving her with a dark red mark that would be hard to cover up in the morning.

Her squirming against him had him breathing hard and he yanked off the suspenders of her garter belt one by one.

He marched her backward and then pushed her back onto the bed, a delighted giggle escaping her lips as he pulled at her corset. Any gentleness disappeared with his hunger. The cheap metal hooks held only briefly before pulling straight under his efforts. She had the brief thought that you get what you pay for before his cock pressing against her pussy brought her back to attention. She was already wet, the damp pooling in her panties.

Finally he tore the corset away and immediately began kneading her breasts, pressing his face between them before kissing one, then the other.

"I love your breasts, kitten," he said, his voice a deep rumble that barely formed the words.

And she barely heard them, the sensation of his hands on her making her pant. She bit her bottom lip to stop herself for begging him for more. More what, she didn't know, but she wanted all of it that he could give. He let go for a moment, eliciting a series of 'no' from her until he began pulling off her panties. She nearly kicked him in her desire to rid herself on the material, begging him to take them off her quickly.

This wish granted, soon his hands were back on her breasts. He pinched one nipple, drawing a whimper from her as he began to suck on her other nipple. She bucked up against his cock, inviting him to move inside her, but he pressed his weight harder down on her to keep his cock firmly on her pussy.

He began rocking on top of her, his cock pressing down further between her pussy lips with each stroke. She reached and grabbed his hips, urging him for more, and he grabbed her wrists, forcing them down on the bed. No matter how she moved or pulled, she couldn't get free from his grip.

Chuckling, looked down at her. She moved her hips, pouting, and he smiled.

"Say it."

She whimpered.

"Say it, kitten."

She tossed her head from side to side, the dominant woman in her rising up to resist him. For a moment she rose up, ready to spit in his face. And he knew it. Their eyes locked and he rubbed the tip of his cock against her clit.

"Say it."

The beginnings of an orgasm curled from her clit to deep inside her pussy and she fell back onto the bed. She dug her fingers into the sheets, losing the battle of dominance moments before losing every thought of battle that had been in her mind.

"Please," she said, drawing the single word out into a long moan.

He answered her with a growl, releasing her wrists as he moved down her body. He knelt down at the end of the bed and pushed her legs apart, splaying his hands on her abdomen. The examination would have made her die of embarrassment just weeks ago. Now she practically purred as she waited for his assessment.

"You've kept clean for me," he said, tracing his fingers down the neatly trimmed strip of hair leading to her pussy. He sounded steady enough, but even in her arousal, she could hear the effort he used to stay in control. His impatience broke through as he nearly destroyed her panties like he had her shirt and garter belt.

When he'd finally taken her panties off and tossed them across the room, he pressed down with a single finger, keeping one fingertip just inside her pussy lips. As his fingertip passed over her aching clit, she jumped and gasped. He pressed his finger deeper and then used another finger as well to press inside her. She clenched all her muscles, moaning and moving against his fingers.

"You're ready for me."

"I am, I am," she said. "I am." She tugged on his shoulders, urging him upward. "Please, I'm ready."

He was more than ready, too, and done being gentle. He stood, bringing his erect cock into her full view before pressed into her. He easily sank his cock deep inside her, her

She cried out as he slammed his cock into her. He cared only for his own pleasure and the knowledge aroused her like nothing else. The world dimmed around her. She gripped his shoulders, urging him faster. The waves of pleasure built inside her. Everything washed away but for that single desire to have more. Him more. His cock more. His movement inside her more.

He needed no encouragement. His breath began to come in grunts. He sank down, winding his fingers into her hair. The pain of each pull and tease added to the building pool of her orgasm.

"So close," she whispered. "So close."

He began to move into her harder.

Suddenly she came and she cried out again and again as the ecstasy flooded her body. She clenched her pussy again and again, clinging to him to make the waves continue. With one last wave, she clenched her pussy and kept it clenched.

He groaned and arched his back, thrusting into her with jerking movements. She held him as tightly as she could in every way. He pulled her hair again and she whimpered. With a final thrust, he released an explosive breath and slowly the tension drained from his muscles.

Finally, he collapsed on top of her, and they stayed there catching their breaths for a few moments. She shifted slightly under his weight so she could breath and then closed her eyes.

He stayed inside her until he grew softer. With one hand, he reached over and pulled down the blankets of the bed. They both shifted just enough to put their heads on the pillows. She 'mmmed' with pleasure and kissed his shoulder.

"Well done, kitten," he said, placing a single kiss on her forehead. "You've pleased your Master."

He turned over on his side, facing away from her, and she smiled. She felt exhausted and sore in the delicious ways only sex could make her feel. She clenched all her muscles one more time, sending and echo of pleasure skittering through her.

Sighing happily, she closed her eyes and quickly fell asleep.

* * *

Selene woke the next morning to the sound of the door clicking shut. She frowned and rubbed her eyes. Then the scent of Master and last night's sex came to her and a slow smile spread across her lips. Her pussy was still slightly sore from his treatment of it last night. She felt dirty and sticky from the sweat and cum.

Very un-Selene-like.

The pillow next to her still had the indent of where his head had rested. In the indent, a single piece of paper shook as she exhaled. She reached out from under the blanket and picked it up.

'Have fun in New York, kitten. -Sir '

Huh. So she'd tamed Master. For now, at least.

She glanced at the clock. She had another hour before her alarm would go off. New York and other thoughts were for later. She put the note back on the pillow and cocooned herself further in the warmth of the blankets, closing her eyes.

For now, she was kitten.
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 Spanked by Her Student – Sasha Storm
  

Chapter 1: Valerie Earns a Spanking

Valerie clutched her briefcase close to her chest as she hurried down the hall. She would be late to class if she weren’t careful, and she couldn’t slack on her teaching duties any more — the dean was starting to notice. She wished Marcus let her button up her blouse higher. It was bad enough constantly near-flashing her almost all-male class of virile college students. She didn’t need her colleagues seeing the wanton display of cleavage as well.

The hallway was empty, and Valerie was thankful for that, at least. Until she turned the corner and bumped straight into him. He was standing there, waiting for her.

Grinning wolfishly.

Marcus.

The door to an empty classroom was beside him. He pushed it open. “After you,” he said. “Slut.”

Valerie glared at him briefly and marched through the doorway. “I’ll be late for class, you know—” she began.

“Oh, I know,” Marcus said. “And you’ll be even later than me. You know we can’t walk in together.” She’d told him that at their first encounter, and ever since then he’d used it against her to make her arrive a few minutes after him, every time. “Put that briefcase down and show me what you’ve got.”

Out of habit her body responded to his demands. She set her work aside and pulled the short skirt she wore up past her hips. The skirt barely covered her ass as it was, and beneath she was naked, brown curls delineating her womanhood.

Oh, Valerie wanted to defy him. She wanted to tell him he was out of line, that she was old enough to be, well, if not quite his mother, at least an aunt. That she didn’t like him or what he did to her, with her….

Marcus shot his hand at her pubis, cupping her entire pussy. He rubbed his fingers against her damp labia. “My, what is this? Spread.”

Valerie stepped wider. Marcus slid a finger inside her vagina, then slipped in a second finger. “What is all this wetness?” he tsked.

She didn’t know why he had her do this. She didn’t need to spread her legs while standing for him to be able to finger her. He just did it to humiliate her, to make a point. Well, she wasn’t going to let him get that satisfaction.

“Have we been touching without permission? You know this—” and he put his thumb near her clit, fingers still inside her, and squeezed her entire pussy area — “is mine.”

“Yes,” Valerie said, her voice going a bit hoarse against her will, then she panicked, realizing Marcus might not understand which question she was answering.

“Hmm?” Marcus asked idly, squeezing again and rubbing her clit with his thumb for good measure.

“No! No, I haven’t been touching, I swear.”

Marcus slid his fingers, gliding easily in and out of her lubricated hole. Valerie grabbed his shoulder, wishing he’d move back to her clit. The area felt so empty, so lost with his thumb’s pressure gone.

Marcus pulled his fingers out abruptly, leaving them touching her labia. “Hands behind your back!” he snapped, “Unless you want to crawl into that classroom on all fours.”

Shit. In the aroused state she was in, she might just do it, too. Valerie quickly clasped her hands behind her back, just as much to avoid having to discover the depths of her own depravity as it was to get Marcus to begin fingering her again as a reward for obeying.

With her arms behind her, her chest was thrust outward, and Valerie could feel her breasts straining against the thin material of her blouse. As it was, it barely covered her nipples, and now, pressed taut, the cloth could not contain the top of her cleavage from spilling over. Marcus shoved two fingers inside her pussy again, and thrust quickly in and out. Valerie held her hands more tightly and swayed on her feet as she tried to maintain her balance even as her arousal grew and her breathing became heavier.

Marcus stopped fingering her hole and rubbed around her clit methodically. Against every smidgen of propriety she held, Valerie moaned.
More, yes, please. Marcus leaned in to her ear. “Stand still, slut,” he said hoarsely. “And no noise.”

Valerie bit off the moan that was rising in her throat. All that came out was a pathetic whimper.

Abruptly Marcus pulled his hand away. Oh, he was a looker. Brown hair, puppy-adorable brown eyes, a body hard enough to prove he lifted weights and soft enough to prove he drank a little beer. Valerie had made love to that body once, taken him as a lark, she’d thought. A plaything for a night. He didn’t seem the type for long-term relationships or mooning over older professor types anyway.

And, it turned out, he wasn’t that type at all. Marcus wasn’t the type to be a plaything or to be used by his professor. He’d rather enjoyed turning the tables and making her — no,
forcing
her — to be his playing, and not just for a night.

Marcus was fond of saying he didn’t know if he’d ever tire of using Valerie. But presently, he was tired of her mistakes, however innocent they might have been. Valerie knew this was a dangerous moment for her.

Marcus grabbed her shoulders, a strangely similar gesture to hers in the hallway, and turned her around, gently, but brooking no resistance. Valerie let herself be turned, hands still behind her back. That ought to please him, she thought.

She was now standing in front of a waist-high desk, and realization dawned on her.
Oh no, people will hear. There will be
noise.

He pressed on her shoulder blades, pushing until she was bent ninety degrees at the waist, her torso on the desk, her right cheek smushed against the old wood. “What happens to bad girls, slut?” he asked, more than a bit rhetorically.

Valerie knew an answer was expected. “They get punished,” she answered.

“Keep your hands behind your back,” he ordered, and then his hands were gone from her shoulder blades. What time was it? She’d planned to get to class ten minutes early to prepare her lecture materials and rehearse. Instead she’d been shanghaied to a disused classroom, fingered, and was now bent over a desk waiting for gods knew what—

SMACK

Oh, yes. That was what.

He spanked her ass hard, bare-handed. Bent over as Valerie was, her pathetically short skirt covered little, but Marcus grabbed the material and pulled it up around her waist anyway. As with everything he did that appeared unnecessary on the surface, its intent was to humiliate her, make her more aware of her exposed situation.

And in spite of her best intentions, it worked.
I’m a university professor, she thought.
I’m
published. Though she thought this to reassure herself, it only underlined her predicament.

Hell, it turned her on. She squirmed.

“Who gets punished?” Marcus asked.

What was it he’d said, so long ago, before the first spank? “Bad girls get punished,” Valerie answered, feeling her jaw move against the desk.

SMACK

Marcus hit her ass hard, again, concentrated on the right cheek. Valerie jumped. He continued hitting the right cheek, the sharp sound of his slaps ringing throughout the room. Valerie hoped the sound didn’t carry. This wing of the building was nearly deserted save for her class, but it was public. Anyone could be walking by, at any time.

The pain intensified, all the more unbearable from being trained on one spot. Finally Valerie yelped, and Marcus paused. “Bad girls get punished WHAT?”

Valerie didn’t reply. She certainly didn’t want to say what Marcus was fishing for. He smacked her right ass cheek, hard enough that her torso pushed forward on the desk, her nipples hardening from the stimulation even beneath her bra. “Bad,” he said, curtly.

He smacked her right ass cheek again. “Girls.” It stung, and she hopped involuntarily. Damn.

He smacked her right ass cheek one more time, as hard as before. “Get.” Valerie cried out. This was starting to
really
hurt!

She hopped from one foot to the other, but his hand found her right cheek again, smacking it with force. “Punished.” It was all Valerie could do to keep her hands clasped, and her nipples felt almost as on fire as her ass, the way they were being shoved forward against the desk with every spank.

“Ow! Ow! Ow!” Valerie cried.

He spanked her right ass cheek once more. “WHAT.” The pause after that was heavy with implication. If she didn’t answer now, who knew what would happen. Best to just get it over with. It was almost time for class, if not past, and gods knew anyone could walk in at any time.

“Bad girls get punished, sir,” Valerie choked out.

“Good girl,” Marcus said. He began to spank her left ass cheek, and Valerie was so relieved that she almost thanked him for it. Her right cheek felt warm and tingly, but blessedly
not being hurt this moment, which seemed incredibly important. He hit harder and it was hurting, and Valerie hopped from one foot to the other, but it felt like a strange balance was being achieved.

Marcus stopped, and bent over her, practically atop her. His erect cock strained at his pants and poked at her anus. “Soon,” he whispered. He shoved his index finger into her dripping pussy and brought it around to her face, still pressed against the desk. “Open,” he said. Valerie opened her mouth and he stuck his finger in. “Suck,” he said, and Valerie did, tasting herself.

Marcus straightened up. “Get up,” he said, running his fingers through his hair and smoothing his shirt front. He gestured at the skirt hiked around her waist and her blouse all askew, one erect nipple peeking out above the drooping neckline. “Straighten yourself up, slut, and you’d better hope no one gets too close to you in class today. You stink of sex.”

Her ass on fire, Valerie adjusted her skirt and straightened her blouse. Her pussy remembered his fingers, and spasmed, remembering, fruitlessly mimicking a real orgasm. It felt good, but it also felt hopeless — it wasn’t an action she could come from. He could have let her come, she thought bitterly. She had been close, not borderline close, but she could have gotten off quickly enough.

Marcus laughed. “Too bad I took your mints away. You’d better hope no one even
talks
to you. They’ll smell you on your breath, and think you’re a lesbian or worse — that you eat your own juices.”

This was not the relationship Valerie had imagined when they’d first slept together. In fact, she hadn’t imagined a relationship at all.

 


 

  

Chapter 2: How Valerie Got Into Her Predicament

Two weeks earlier, Valerie had simply been a thirty-something professor of philosophy, not an owned slut. Actually, she’d been the one doing the owning, after a fashion. Her long-distance relationship with Rob, who taught at MIT, had crumbled months earlier. He’d shown himself to be a bit of a priss, and Valerie wasn’t quite sure how she felt about that, so they amicably agreed to split up and see other people.

Valerie had gone on dates, but they’d been lackluster. One was a talker, never letting her get a word in edgewise. Another kept staring at her feet, until she regretted wearing strappy sandals. And the third? When he bent to pick a nickel up off the restaurant’s floor, she saw a frilly, hot pink thong peeking out above his waistband.

So she’d sighed, resigned herself to being single, and became good friends with her vibrator.

Until the day she’d really noticed Marcus.

It was a bit over two weeks ago. She was lecturing her introductory logic class, giving their brain a warm-up for the quiz she was giving that day. Valerie had scrawled simple logic equations on the chalkboard, large enough for them to see clearly. “And this,” she said, punctuating her speech with an abrupt chalk line beneath the answer, “is why you can’t have your cake and eat it too.” She hadn’t turned back to face the class again yet, but she felt their eyes boring into her.

Thirty pairs of college-aged, mostly male eyes. Just thinking of all the fit, attractive, well-hung young men behind her — and probably staring at her round behind — made her pussy tingle and a pleasant shiver go through her gut.

That she enjoyed wearing short skirts made it all that much more fun to tease. Her dean had sent a curt e-mail to the department a few months ago, saying there had been complaints and he was instituting a rule: skirts absolutely, positively
must
cover the entirety of both ass cheeks, no ifs, ands or butts. Valerie had probably been the impetus for that e-mail.

She whirled back around to face the undergraduates, and her skirt swirled up around her hips, briefly exposing a pair of modest white panties to the entire class. One of the few girls in the class rolled her eyes, but the boys paid rapt attention. Valerie picked up a stack of papers and distributed them to the front desks, and the students passed the pages back one by one.

“Here’s the quiz that was promised,” Valerie said. “You have until the end of class to identify and label the logical fallacies in these arguments.”

The pretty boy who always lounged insolently in the back raised his hand. “Miss Dewhurst, so we’re to look for fellatious arguments then?” he asked without waiting to be called on. Valerie was certain she heard some impropriety in his tone, but the homonym was too close — if she corrected him, the entire class would know what she was thinking. The boy, whose name was Marcus,
was
well hung. She knew. She’d looked. She’d seen the bulge in his jeans, how it strained at the rough denim even though it was flaccid.

Valerie felt herself blushing. “Yes,” she snapped, immediately regretting losing her cool. It could have been an innocent question. “That’s precisely what the quiz is about.” Marcus nodded and turned to his quiz, and the rest of the class followed suit.

Valerie worked on grading her other class’ quizzes while the students scribbled answers on their own test sheets. She felt very responsible. As they turned in their quizzes one by one, she awarded them with supportive smiles. As the end of class time neared there was only one student left, boyishly handsome Marcus of the well-shaped body and knowing smile.

She rose and began erasing the simple equations she’d written from the chalkboard. She felt her skirt swish while she worked, and wondered how much it was revealing. She looked back over her shoulder and Marcus was just sitting there, in the back, sprawled lazily. “Keep going,” he called. “Don’t mind me.”

Valerie awarded him one of her supportive professor smiles and turned back to erasing the chalkboard.

“…I’m enjoying the show,” Marcus finished.

Valerie whirled back around. “What?” she demanded. No student had had the temerity to talk to her this way before.

Marcus got up and walked to her desk. He set his quiz on the pile. “I’m sorry if I offended you, Miss Dewhurst. Sometimes my mouth moves faster than my brain.”

It had been a lie, Valerie knew now. He’d said it deliberately, just as he’d deliberately feigned sheepish regret.

“That’s okay, Marcus,” she’d said at the time. “How was the quiz?”

Marcus grimaced. “Not so good.”

Valerie recalled her last grading session for this class. “You’ve got about a B+ going, if I recall correctly. That’s nothing to be ashamed about.”

“But I want an A. I really need to ace everything.”

“Why? Doing your best is a better goal.”

“My family has high expectations.” He was probably right. His family was a fairly famous name, known for business acumen — some called it ruthlessness — being filthy rich, and rumored in some circles to dabble in unsavory ventures. What those ventures might be Valerie had no idea. She wasn’t sure she wanted to know.

“Well, I’m sure you did well,” Valerie said.

When the conversation began, they had been standing on either side of the desk. As they spoke Marcus worked his way around the side, and now he was standing uncomfortably close to her. “Valerie,” he said. “May I call you that?”

She nodded. It was a bit forward, but she often let students speak familiarly with her.

“Valerie, I find you very attractive. I’ve seen you looking at me. Do you find me attractive too? Don’t lie,” he added. “I’ll know if you’re lying.”

Flustered, Valerie said, “Of course. But you’re just an attractive guy. It doesn’t mean anything. I’m not behaving improperly towards you,” she added hastily. She wasn’t sure, but she had a feeling the dean had it in for her. He could have set Marcus up to entrap her somehow.

“No, of course you aren’t,” Marcus murmured, sidling a bit closer yet to her. He smelled like…she didn’t know what he smelled like, but he smelled
good. She laid a hand on the desk to steady herself.

“Listen,” Marcus said, “we’re both adults here. I want you, I’m pretty sure you want me—” he shot her a laconic smile — “and I need a good grade. When’s the last time a man made love to you?”

He had some nerve, Valerie thought, but the thought was quiet, overridden by her libido. He was hot, he made
her
hot, and, given his age and status as a college student, he wouldn’t form an attachment to her.

“That’s a personal question!” she said, unwilling to admit it had been months ago.

“It’s been months, hasn’t it?” Marcus asked tenderly.

She could love him and leave him, and neither of them would be hurt.

“Well…” she demurred.

She could have an orgasm that wasn’t at her own hand. She could feel a penis inside her, taste a cock, wrap her legs around that muscular ass.

Marcus let the silence hang.

“Yes, it has been,” she said.

He did have almost an A already. It would be a simple matter to adjust the curve a tiny bit, and it wouldn’t even appear improper, even if analyzed closely.

But what if someone caught wind of the affair? What if he bragged on Facebook, or someone caught him making eyes at her in class? It would be a scandal. She’d be fired, out on the street, a black mark on her teaching record making her virtually unemployable.

“But I can’t,” she said, feeling more in control; she’d made her decision. “I can’t take that chance with my career. We aren’t supposed to sleep with students.”

Marcus looked crestfallen. Valerie took pity on him. “Tell you what. Give me your number, and we can talk about some tutoring or other
non sexual
options for improving your grade, okay?”

To her surprise, Marcus handed her a business card. His fingers brushed her hand as she took it from him. It had his family’s name and business on it along with Marcus’ name and number. “Call me anytime,” he drawled.

Valerie nodded numbly and watched his behind as he walked out of the classroom.

 


 

  

Chapter 3: Valerie’s Momentous Decision

She thought about Marcus that night, and the next day. What would those large hands feel like sliding down her back, squeezing her breasts, caressing her inner thighs? She dressed like she had the day before, in a short skirt and skimpy blouse, and went to the corner bar. It was a bit of a dive for a college town but nonetheless attractive to the fraternity and sorority crowd. Nursing a gin and tonic, she idly wondered if Marcus was in a fraternity. With his pedigree, he had to be.

She’d arrived during happy hour, and the bar was half empty, but evening had arrived and it began filling up. What was Marcus doing tonight? She’d had a couple drinks, just enough to make her feel horny and, she knew, little enough that she’d still be able to enjoy herself, given the chance.

Oh, what the hell.

She called him. “It’s Valerie,” she said.

“Who?”

Valerie’s heart sank. “Miss Dewhurst.”

“Oh! Valerie! So, have you considered my offer?”

She grimaced inwardly. He was so forward! “I suppose I have. Care for some company?”

“Sure! I’m not up to anything tonight. Where are you? Do you need a ride?”

And it was all settled, quick as that.

Marcus picked her up in a car uncharacteristic for a college student: a dark, impossibly luxurious and utterly unprepossessing sedan. She sank into the welcome comfort of the leather passenger seat and buckled her belt. The large car had a lot of legroom, so she stretched her legs and crossed them demurely at the ankles.

Normally on a date she’d be nervous, but her position and the drinks had made her relaxed. She was out for a one-night stand with a cute boy with no strings attached…though if he performed as well as she hoped, she’d consider making it a regular thing.

Valerie flashed Marcus a winning smile. “Thank you so much for picking me up.”

“No problem. You don’t have to cross your legs, you know.”

“Oh, that’s all right,” she demurred. “I’m comfortable.”

“No, really, you’ll be more comfortable with them spread.”

Valerie laughed. “Getting into the mood already?”

They were now stopped at a red light. Marcus turned to her. “You really should just spread them,” he said, his smile predatory. How she came to know that smile later on.

Valerie misread the smile as friendly. He was just playing; he wasn’t
really
ordering her around. This was all for fun.

Humoring him, Valerie uncrossed her ankles and sat with her thighs spread wide.

“Good girl,” Marcus said approvingly. Valerie felt a flush of pride, and thought that was an odd way for him to put it. She shrugged inwardly and accepted it as an eccentricity.

As they neared the next stop light, Marcus said, “Why don’t you unbutton your blouse a little?”

“Why should I?” Valerie bantered.

“Now, Valerie,” Marcus said in mock-seriousness, “You know that’s not the answer I’m looking for! For that insolence, I want to see a nipple. Come on, hop to it!”

Valerie laughed. “What, from one button to a whole breast so fast? What kind of girl do you think I am?”

“A slutty one, of course,” Marcus replied.

Valerie laughed again, but a pleasant electric jolt shot through her pussy. Hell, his dirty talk was turning her on! Might as well repay the favor. Now that they were out of the downtown area, the streetlights were rarer and there was much less chance of her being seen.

She unbuttoned her blouse and moved her left bra cup off her breast, exposing it. The nipple was hard, her large areola dark in the dim light.
Someone could still see! a part of her mind warned. The rest of her mind didn’t much care. She was pretty anonymous here, and she was about to get properly laid for the first time in months.

“See how much fun it is to just do as I ask? I bet you’re wet as sin, too.”

“So? I bet you’re hard,” Valerie shot back.

They were pulling in to his condo.

Marcus glanced sideways at her. “Not as hard as that nipple,” he said.

He parked in the driveway, and moved so quickly that he had gotten out of the car and around to her door before she’d unbuckled and gathered her purse. He opened it, leaned on the door frame, and leered at her exposed breast and spread thighs. “I think I’m going to have a good time tonight,” he said in a low voice.

His crotch was at Valerie’s eye level, and she eyed the bulge straining at his khakis. Marcus reached down to stroke her cheek, fingers gliding down the side of her throat to her chest and finally, cupping her left breast. It was all done so smoothly she barely had time to think. It was hard to think anyway, with that promise of a cock staring her in the face and the warm hand holding her breast and…wait…her nipple!

He was holding her nipple. Holding it pretty securely too.

Tugging it. “Hey!”

“Come on, we don’t have all night,” Marcus said.

“But—” Valerie balked, even as she leaned forward to relax the pull on her nipple.

Marcus bent down and kissed her for the first time. She was surprised, but the feel of his lips was so pleasant, so warm, that she kissed him right back, her own lips parting slightly. She found herself swinging her legs out the open door, even as Marcus’ fingers still kept their hold secure on her left nipple. While they kissed he tugged gently, and a shock raced from her nipple to her solar plexus.

Marcus broke the kiss and tugged again at her nipple. “Come now,” he said, smiling.

Valerie glanced nervously around the neighboring condos and yards. While there were lights in homes and entrance ways, the cover of darkness seemed complete enough here to hide her shame.

At least, as long as no one was explicitly looking this way.

Valerie stepped out of the car with some reluctance. The made their way to the front door, or rather, Marcus led her by the nipple to his front door. “Hey,” she said, “When do I get my nipple back?”

Marcus already had the house key in his free hand. “You’ll have my nipple back when I’m done with it,” he laughed. Valerie wondered if he was dyslexic. Her nipple was feeling sensitive, and he pulled it harder than before when leading her through the doorway.

“Not long now, I promise,” he said, leading her through the condo to his bedroom.

“But my nipple hurts
now,” she wailed.

“By the way, my roommate isn’t home. No need to advertise so loudly.”

Valerie dropped her purse inside the bedroom just as Marcus released her nipple. Grateful, she whirled, threw her arms around him, and kissed him. “Don’t ever do that again!”

“Let go?” He grabbed her nipple again. “Okay. If you insist.”

“Hey!” She ran her hands down his back and untucked his polo shirt. She slid her hands under his waistband. “Cold hands!” she threatened, her palms, chilly from the outdoors, flat against his rear.

“Now that isn’t fair,” Marcus said, releasing her nipple.

 


 

  

Chapter 4: Ask Nicely

Their hands were everywhere, unbuttoning, caressing, unhooking, kicking off bottoms, slipping out of tops, and they tumbled, naked, onto the bed. It was dark, so Valerie couldn’t see him, but her sense of touch told her his body was spectacular. She straddled him, and she kissed him, open-mouthed and hungry. She reached back to feel his cock. Freed now, it was even more impressive than she’d imagined.

Valerie had had enough of foreplay, between class yesterday and the car on the way over. She was sex-starved and wetter than she’d ever felt in her life. She slid back, ready to slam down on his cock and take it inside her….

Abruptly, Marcus pushed her off of him, chuckling, spinning her around. Now she was on her back on the king-size bed, Marcus looming over her. If that was the way he wanted it, she was perfectly fine with that. She was getting laid either way.

Valerie opened her legs for him, and wrapped her arms around his back. He plastered little kisses on her breasts, and came back up, his cock rubbing her pussy enticingly.

“Oh, come
on,” Valerie exhorted.

“Do you want my cock?” Marcus asked, pressing it against her pussy.

“Yes,” Valerie nodded quickly.

“Ask nicely,” Marcus said.

What? She was as hot as she’d ever been, her mind lost in the feeling of sex, and the question confused her.

“Just ask for what you want,” Marcus said. “Ask for my cock and you shall receive.”

So he wanted to role play, or something. No problem! Anything to get that rock hard cock in her. “Please, give me your cock,” she begged.

“Do you want it?”

“I want it. I want your cock. Please!” Valerie could hardly believe what she was hearing, but it made sense. He was just covering his ass in case Valerie had regrets down the line. That had to be it.

Plus, saying it? It felt right and proper.

 


 

  

Chapter 5: And Ye Shall Receive...Or Shall Ye?

Marcus thrust into her wet hole, and she wrapped her legs around him as he penetrated deeper. He was thick, and she felt him sliding his whole length as she’d never felt with Rob. She felt stretched, but pleasantly so; her lubrication made her vagina
very
accommodating at this moment.

They fell into a rhythm, slowly at first. Marcus thrusting his cock in her, Valerie meeting him with her hips. She kissed his neck, and found that a spot below his ear made him shiver in delight. He growled then, and held her hands against the bed, tight in his own. He thrust harder, almost angrily, and Valerie rose to meet him, slamming her pelvis into his. She wanted him inside her as deeply as possible. Every time they met, Valerie felt the pressure push against her clit, heightening her arousal.

Valerie tried to pull her hands away from Marcus’. He shook his head and pulled out of her abruptly, sliding down to the end of the bed. Valerie was about to complain when she felt his hands roughly pushing her thighs wider apart, and his head bent down between her legs.

He raised his head momentarily. “Don’t move. If you do, I’ll stop,” he said.

Valerie worried her nod would be construed as moving, but she nodded anyway. Marcus licked her labia, poking his tongue inside her. His hands kneaded her thighs. His tongue snaked up to her clit, licking around it at first. Valerie moaned, desperate for more.

Marcus slid a finger inside her dripping hole, and at the same time flicked his tongue over her clit, over and over. He continued fucking her with his finger and teasing her clit with his tongue. Her buttocks clenched as her orgasm grew within her. “More…more…” was all she could find to say, as the explosive feeling built up and gathered.

Valerie was going to come, not from her own hand, and she was going to come
hard. She shook her head from side to side. Her mind noted a glowing red light in the darkness, and filed the knowledge away. Her left hand shot down to clutch the bedsheet; her right hand caressed Marcus’ hair, his head buried in her crotch.

She was close, so close. Her moans grew more regular, and her pussy muscles contracted as she neared her orgasm. “Oh, Marcus,” she breathed, “I’m coming!”

No, she wasn’t. Marcus lifted his head, got up off the bed and stood beside her. Valerie gasped, still flush with her arousal, and mutely pointed in the direction of her clit while she gazed at him imploringly. She was so close. She could come in about two seconds if he’d just get back to what he was doing.

No worries. She could take care of it herself. It would still be a good one, better than she’d had in months. She snaked her hand down to her crotch.

Marcus grabbed her arm and pulled it back, shaking his head. “What did I tell you? Before I began?”

Valerie racked her brain. “The moving thing?” Was that what he was on about?

Marcus nodded. “You lost your right to that orgasm. But you can still earn another one.”

Her impending orgasm had receded significantly and her wits began to return to her. Spreading her legs in the car, being led around by her nipple, those were all fun and games — she could go along with them for
his
sake — but this was getting ridiculous.

“I think I should be going,” she said, moving to get out of bed. “It’s been fun, but I don’t think I’m into this.”

Marcus still held her arm. His tone softened. “Aw, please stay. Let me explain. Here.” He got into bed beside her. His hand went to her pussy and began lazily fingering her clit and her still-wet hole, alternating between them.

“I’ve had my eye on you for a while, Valerie,” he said. Her arousal was returning, his hand’s ministrations between clit and hole keeping it at an even, if distracting, level.

“But I just want some fun,” Valerie said. “A good time for a night. Maybe a few. You’re a great guy, Marcus, but—”

Marcus shushed her by pressing a finger to her lips. It annoyed her, even through her arousal.

Even though her pussy was screaming to have his tongue or his cock back.

“Just let me talk for a bit, okay?” he asked kindly. “Now, see that little light over there in the corner?”

Valerie nodded.

“That’s my insurance policy. I’ve recorded everything.”

Valerie gasped.

“Wait!” Marcus continued fingering her. “I’d never use it against you. Well, I would, but only if you didn’t agree to my proposal. That’s sensible, right? Completely logical.”

Valerie taught logic, though it was hard to apply those principles right at this moment. Against every logical bone in her body, her hips lifted to urge his finger to press harder. Marcus was waiting for her to respond. She nodded. “Logical,” she managed to say.

“Here’s the thing. You’re a slut, Valerie. You’ve always been a slut, but you’ve been too busy dating milquetoast professors to realize it.”

How did he know about Rob?

“And with that body, that pussy, those tits, that gorgeous round ass, it would be a shame to let that go to waste wouldn’t it?”

When Valerie didn’t respond, he very lightly grasped her clit between his thumb and forefinger. It didn’t hurt, but with the slightest movement she’d feel agony.

“Wouldn’t it, Valerie?”

Valerie nodded quickly. What was he getting at?

“And we already know you’re submissive.”

“No, I’m not!”

“You exposed yourself in public at my order,” Marcus smirked.

Drat. Valerie couldn’t deny that.

“So here’s what I propose. I want a toy, you were made to be a toy. You’ll be my submissive slut, obey my orders, and serve me however I wish. In return, I keep that video safe and secure in my family’s vault.”

He was still stimulating her, for gods’ sake! She was getting close to coming, too. He must be finger fucking me harder, she thought. This conversation can’t have anything to do with this!

Marcus laughed. “This is turning you on, slut,” he said.

Oh, she was even closer now.

“You’ll get to keep your job, because no one will know. The video won’t be on Facebook, or sent to every person on campus, from the dean on down. You’ll get orgasms — when you earn them, and you’ll get to suck my cock as often as I like. It’s a win for everyone!” Marcus exulted.

Valerie squirmed. Just a little more. She was so close.

“What do you say, Valerie? Do you want to be my toy?”

She bit her lip. She wanted to come…but his terms….

Marcus’ tone became stern. “Remember, slut, my family is extremely well-connected. If you cross me, your life won’t be pleasant. That isn’t a threat. People in my family simply get what they want, and what I want is this cunt.”

He was still fingering her, and in spite of everything she was still more turned on than she’d ever been in her life.

Valerie nodded. She was prepared to agree to just about anything in that moment.

“Say it.”

Valerie worked hard to form the words. “I want…to be your toy.” He would let her come now. She was ready.

“Good girl,” Marcus said, and suddenly her clit was alone. He’d pulled his hand away completely, just as she was about to come.

Valerie sat up with an anguished cry. “What did you do that for?”

“Remember our agreement, slut,” Marcus grinned. “Orgasms have to be earned.”

What on earth did he have in mind?

Marcus pointed to the carpet at his feet. “On your knees, slut.”

Valerie knelt before him, saying, “You don’t have to be so demeaning, you know.”

“Says the slut talking to my penis,” Marcus said dryly. “Get to work.”
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 The Accidental Stripper – Jasmine Dayne

Hands shaking, Vanessa scribbled down the directions the man on the phone gave her. She cleared her throat twice before speaking when he asked if she had any questions.

"No, uh… I got everything. Nine o'clock, right?"

"Yes," he replied, sounding bored. "And don't be late or we'll give your spot away. There are a lot more wannabe singers in this town than stages to put them on."

"Yes, of course. I'll be on time."

"Fine. We'll see you in a few hours. Oh, and one more thing. Wear something sexy, so if you choke the audience has something nice to look at." He hung up.

"Asshole," she said to herself. Shouldn't a guy giving amateur singers a chance be a little more supportive? Must be jaded, she figured with a shrug before turning to face the closet. She looked in the mirror and frowned. The nice, but shapeless black top and slacks she wore were designed to downplay her body, keep the attention on her face, her voice.

The club owner's words echoed through her mind. She yanked her hair from its bun and fussed with it until the long blonde tresses framed her face and fell over her shoulders seductively. After applying another layer of dark red lipstick she nodded at her reflection. A little sexy, but nothing over the top. A good compromise.

Now that she was ready to go, her nerves returned. It had been ten years since she'd sung in public, and the starring role in her school's musical when she was twelve was nothing compared to standing in front of a crowded club with only a piano accompanying her.

She looked at the clock and sighed. Nothing left to do and she didn't need to leave for another hour. A wicked thought occurred to her. There was one thing that always calmed her, no matter what the situation.

Vanessa sat down on the bed and reached into the bedside table. She grabbed the book she wanted and started flipping through the pages to find the place she'd left off. The short stories were all the perfect length for one good masturbation session. The cover said it was erotica, but she thought of it as word porn.

Ten minutes later she'd read all about a sexy encounter between a horny student and her well-hung professor, and had her hand down the front of her pants.

Vanessa's pussy was wet and open as her fingers played across her clit and dipped inside her slick channel. She fell backwards, letting the book slide to the floor as she cupped one full, firm breast in her hand, tweaking the nipple through her bra and shirt. The dulled sensation between layers of clothing was surprisingly erotic, as if it was someone else touching her.

She pushed a finger deeper inside her pussy, moaning quietly. In her mind, the finger belonged to a faceless stranger. He fucked into her hard and fast as her juices soaked them both. He added a second digit and spread them, stretching her.

The orgasm coursed through her entire body, making her skin flush and her toes curl. Vanessa closed her eyes and slid away on a cloud of bliss.

When she managed to sit up again, she felt much better. Of course, she would have rather had a nice hard cock in her, but after six months of no sex she'd gotten used to taking care of herself exclusively.

After a quick trip to the bathroom to freshen up, she pulled the shirt off over her head and exchanged it for a tight white tank top that showed off her curves, and was see-through enough to display the dark lace of her bra. A little cleavage never hurt anyone. She grabbed her purse and headed out, ready to face the world, now calm with a sly little smile on her face.

* * *

Colin swirled the glass around, watching the dark liquid slosh against the sides as the ice tinkled. Sadly, it was a hundred percent more interesting than the conversation going on at the table.

He'd been trying to think of any excuse to get out of going to dinner after drinks, but had nothing. He thought briefly about going to the bathroom and knocking his head against the wall until he passed out, but that was silly. They'd just take him to the hospital and he'd be trapped in bed with a splitting headache while the world's most boring couple continued their inane chatter.

He drained the glass and motioned for the bartender to being over a refill. Mrs. dull as mud was telling a story about waiting in a security line at an airport. Nothing interesting happened; she just had to stand there for a long time. Life-changing, for sure.

Mr. too boring to bear was nodding and grinning like he was listening to a stand-up comedienne and Colin was trying not to scream. Since they were business associates he couldn't get too drunk, but the evening would be excruciating sober. Something had to give.

When he was close to resigning himself to being bored to death, Colin heard the pair discussing the color of lint in their clothes dryer. He jumped up from the table and grabbed his jacket from the back of his chair. Desperation made him blurt out the first thing that came to mind.

"I've just remembered I forgot something at the office."

The tiresome couple gaped at him. Eventually she spoke. "Oh, but we were having such a lovely evening."

"Yes," he agreed through gritted teeth. "I'm very sorry. Maybe I can meet up with you later tonight."

"Oh, of course. Unless we turn in early. So much excitement today."

"Right. Well, see you soon, hopefully." He dropped a wad of bills on the table and strode from the bar before they could suck him back in.

Outside he was unsure where to go next. Another drink or twelve would be necessary to recover, but the last thing he wanted to do was talk to anyone. What he really wanted was a night of acrobatic, passionate sex, but that would be difficult to arrange without a conversation first. Remembering a strip club he'd visited once in the neighborhood, he thought an hour in the dark with some naked women would do nicely.

* * *

Vanessa squinted in the dim light at the scrap of paper in her hand. She turned left and walked halfway down the block and left again into an alley. Not exactly glamorous, but there were plenty of people around so she wasn't too worried.

In the alley there were two visible doors. The one closest to her on the left was well-lit and looked freshly painted. A sign next to it read, "Performers Entrance." On the other side, a bit farther down a doorway stood in the shadows of the light flickering above it. She figured that was probably some seedy bar and hurried to the closer door without looking at her directions.

Before her hand touched the door it slammed open and a young woman came barreling out, tossing a series of inventive insults over her shoulder. Vanessa stumbled backwards to avoid getting run over.

"Good luck with that asshole," the angry woman said to her. "Better you than me." She flipped up her middle finger at a security camera in the top corner of the doorway and stomped off, an impressive feat considering the five-inch stilettos she wore.

Vanessa giggled, figuring the woman had encountered the same guy she'd spoken to on the phone. It was nice to know she wasn't the only one he was rude to. She walked through the open door into an empty hallway. Music was barely audible, but the thumping bass shook the walls and floor around her.

She stuck her head in the first open room she saw, and a stunning redhead jumped up from a vanity table.

"Oh, finally. You're late."

Vanessa glanced down at her watch. "No, I'm early. It's not even-"

"Never mind. Just get in here and get changed."

"Changed? I can't wear this?"

"Are you joking?" The other woman scanned her body from head to toe. "The top is fine, but those pants are ridiculous. Fix your face; I'll see if we have a skirt or something."

"Uh, thanks," Vanessa replied weakly. "What's your name?"

The woman stopped rifling through a basket of clothes to answer. "Tammy."

"I'm Vanessa. Where is everyone else?"

"Out front getting some liquid courage and checking out the crowd. A-ha!" She tossed a small scrap of denim at Vanessa. "This is perfect with your top. Very slutty girl next door."

"Oh." Vanessa held the fabric up. It was a pair of cutoff shorts. Sort of. More like half a pair of shorts, really. "Um…"

"Just put them on. I'm up in two minutes and you're after me."

"Okay. Isn't there something I'm supposed to sign or whatever?"

"They'll do it after. Everything is a mess around here today. Good luck out there." With that she shrugged off the robe she'd been wearing and revealed a mini-dress that displayed a lot more than it covered. Before Vanessa could say anything Tammy went through a door on the opposite wall, leaving her alone and very confused.

Shrugging it off, Vanessa removed her slacks and slipped into the teeny-tiny shorts. What there was of them fit fine, and she had to admit her legs looked fantastic. Next she concentrated on reapplying her makeup and fixing her hair again. She performed a few vocal exercises to warm-up her voice and decided to find her way to the stage to see how Tammy was doing up there.

Following the other woman's path, she pushed open the door and found herself obviously right behind the stage. The area was dark and full of equipment she couldn't identify. She made her way carefully around as Tammy's song started up. Except there must have been some mistake. The song was a rock number from the eighties and the voice singing was definitely male.

"Weird," she muttered as cheers erupted from the crowd. Finally at the curtain, Vanessa pushed it aside enough to look out. What she saw almost made her fall over.

In the middle of the stage was Tammy, but she wasn't singing. She was swinging her long, lithe body around a shiny pole sensuously. And the only thing visible of the crowd was a sea of hands holding money, waving in Tammy's direction.

Vanessa let the curtain close in front of her. "What the fuck?" Her mind rolled through everything that had happened, and it finally clicked. The girl in the heels, the clothes Tammy had given her. "I'm in the wrong damn club."

"That's what they all say, honey," a voice said from behind her. She spun around and saw a tall, thin man standing there.

"Oh, you startled me. Um, do you work here?"

"Yeah, I'm the manager, baby. Why? Want to get a leg up on the competition?"

"Huh? No. I'm not supposed to be here."

"First time?"

"Yes. I mean, no. I… I'm in the wrong place."

"Relax. All the girls are scared at first. But there's no reason to be. You're cute enough and you've got big tits. That's half the work. Just don't fall down and you'll do fine."

"No, you don't understand. I'm not a stripper. Dancer… whatever."

"Not yet, doll. But you're on your way. In fact, Tammy's finishing up, get ready."

"No. Listen, I-" She didn't get a chance to finish. Tammy pushed through the curtain, completely nude, cradling a pile of bills.

"Thirty seconds before your music starts," the redhead said, her body covered in a fine sheen of sweat.

"I…" Vanessa peeked through the curtain again. The lights dimmed and a slow pulsing beat rang out from the speakers. Over it, a voice spoke.

"And now, for the first time anywhere, meet our next contestant, Candy. She's sweet as her name but with a naughty side. Let's see if she'll show it to you, gentlemen."

Hooting and applause filled Vanessa's ears.

"Candy!" the announcer repeated as the music grew louder, and she recognized the song, "Pour Some Sugar on Me." Not very creative of Candy, that selection.

"What the fuck are you doing? Get out there," the manager hissed at her. "Hurry!"

"But I'm not Candy."

"I don't give a fuck what your name is. Get on the damn stage, you dumb bitch." He shoved her hard enough that she stumbled forward. Catching herself before she fell, Vanessa realized she was onstage and visible to the crowd. They cheered louder.

"Oh shit." In her mind she was rushing back behind the curtain, but her body froze under the lights and all those sets of eyes. What was more embarrassing, running away or giving it a shot? She'd always had a secret exhibitionism fantasy. This night had turned out nothing like she'd expected, buy maybe it was meant to be. If nothing else it would be a funny story to tell her friends later.

Vanessa threw back her shoulders and strutted to the front of the stage in what she hoped was a sexy manner. Her gaze passed over the pole, but it seemed like too much of a risk. She closed her eyes and let her body move to the music, surrendering to the driving beat.

Imagining she was alone in her room, she ran her hands down her sides and up again, cupping her full tits. She rolled her hips and kept her hands moving, caressing and squeezing her body. Soon it felt natural to pull the tank top up over her head, so she did.

When her breasts, clad only in a brief lacey bra came into view the sounds of the crowd grew. Vanessa danced closer to the edge of the stage and felt hands brush her ankles. She smiled and licked her lips before falling to her knees. Fingers clutched at her thighs as she reached back to unfasten her bra. Keeping her nipples covered as the rest of her round flesh was revealed, she shook her head to send her hair tumbling like a golden curtain in the blinding lights.

Vanessa stood up, feeling drunk on the insanity of the situation, the wildness of what she was doing. She turned her back on the audience and let her bra fall to the floor. Suddenly brave, she reached out and grabbed the tall pole. She walked around it slowly, letting her full breasts bounce as she moved.

Flashes of all the music videos and movies she'd seen with strippers rushed through her head, and she spun, shook and shimmied with every bit of grace she had. Money crunched under her feet as she moved, some of the bills hitting her legs as the audience tossed them at her.

She felt her pussy dampen as she thought about all the men there in the dark, watching her, wanting her. Stage fright was a foreign concept as she unbuttoned the shorts enough to slide them down, revealing the g-string she wore. A hand waving frantically got her attention and she walked over. Crouching down, she let the man slide a bill into the front of her shorts. As he did it, his hand grazed her mound and she gasped. She sat down and pulled the shorts off and then spread her legs. Her shaved pussy was dripping, saturating her panties.

Running her fingers over the wet area, she smiled as hand ran over her feet and ankles, sliding as far up her calves as they could get. Vanessa was so turned on she was having trouble thinking. So, she let go of thoughts and just acted on instinct. She rolled across the stage displaying her body in every position she could get into. She rose and gave her attention to different areas of the crowd, so drunk on the adoration that she almost missed the end of her song.

Still riding the high, she gathered her money and headed backstage. She found the manager waiting for her in the dressing room.

"Not bad, girlie. Clean up a little and get out on the floor."

"Huh?"

"You have to get the customers to buy you drinks. It's part of the job."

"Oh, okay." She didn't know what job he was talking about, but she could use some water. And a cocktail. After freshening up she followed him out to the main floor. The club was bigger than she'd thought. She weaved through the tables as the girl hanging upside down on the pole slid down to the stage gracefully. Impressive thighs, she thought.

"Can I buy you a drink?"

Vanessa's attention turned to the man standing in front of her. He was tall and handsome in a businessman kind of way. "Sure," she replied.

He led her over to a table in the back, far from the stage. "What are you drinking?"

"Um…"

"How about champagne?"

"Sounds good." She thanked him silently. Now that some of the rush of her dance had faded, Vanessa was getting embarrassed.

As if he sensed how she felt, the man introduced himself and sat quietly, watching her but not staring while she got a gulp of champagne and relaxed a bit.

"So, Candy," he said. "Tell me about yourself."

"Well, my name isn't Candy, first of all."

"I figured." He grinned and patted her hand. She noticed his hands, long and elegant. He really was pretty hot. Except he thought she was a stripper. Awkward.

"What else?"

She thought for a moment. Obviously he wasn't looking to date her. But why not go with it? Be sexy Candy for one night.

"What would you like to know?" She leaned forward and licked her lips.

"Anything you'd like to tell me."

Vanessa thought back to her imagined lover from earlier. This handsome stranger was perfect to fulfill that fantasy. "Honestly, Colin, I'm not really in the mood to talk. Maybe we should go somewhere a little more private?"

He arched an eyebrow and eyed her for a moment, wondering if she was for real, or just teasing. From her dancing he could tell she was no stripper. Sexy as hell, yes, but no professional. Whatever she was, he was willing to take a chance.

"There's a room in back for private parties. I think it's empty tonight."

"Perfect," she purred and took his hand. They got up and headed to the room he'd mentioned; careful to make sure no one saw them.

The private room was small but lushly furnished, with a selection of loveseats and ottomans strewn around the dimly lit space. Colin pulled her down next to him, holding her hands in his.

"So, I know you don't want to chat, but will you at least tell me your real name?"

"Vanessa."

"Lovely."

"Thank you." She started to say more, but remembered she was playing a part. This was no first date. It was a fantasy come to life, and she didn't plan to spend it babbling about the regular getting to know someone bullshit.

Instead of speaking Vanessa leaned over and planted a kiss on Colin's cheek. When she pulled back their eyes met. Heat flared and they were on each other instantly, both consumed by the erotic adventure of being with a complete stranger.

Colin's mouth devoured hers, his lips, teeth and tongue sucking, nipping and tasting her. She moaned and her hands ran over his body, across the bunching muscles of his arms, around his wide, strong back. She yanked the hem of his shirt up, needing to feel his bare skin.

He pulled Vanessa into his lap, rubbing her against the erection straining his pants. His hands drove beneath her shirt and bra, shoving them out of the way to give him access to her breasts. The generous mounds were soft and warm under his fingers as he tweaked her nipples to hardness. She rocked her hips, pushing her heated pussy into him, her juices soaking through her panties and shorts.

With a growl, Colin rose and sat her down on the seat. He tugged her shorts down, taking the panties too, and spread her legs wide. "I have to taste you," he said, slipping his face between her thighs.

Vanessa's bare, pink cunt was covered with her cream. He lapped at it and parted her lips with his fingers before diving into her tight hole with his tongue. Rubbing his thumb on the left side of her clit, he reached up to squeeze one of her tits as he pushed deeper inside her.

Her head fell back as waves of pleasure from his tender ministrations filled her body. It was even better than she'd imagined, this stranger's mouth and hands on her, in her. She arched her back as he slid two fingers into her pussy and pumped them a few times before curling them up to press against her G-spot.

A gush of her hot cream covered Colin's fingers and mouth and he sucked it in, savoring the sweet tangy taste of her cunt, and loving the small, hungry sounds coming from her mouth. His thumb traced tiny circles around her clit as the tiny nub swelled.

Vanessa's hip jerked as she came, shaking and gasping. Before she could recover he reversed their positions and had her back in his lap. But this time his pants were open and his cock stood up hard and thick in the low-lit room. He held her hips and teased her entrance with the tip of his rod, but she wasn't in the mood to be teased.

She shoved down, pushing his entire length inside her in one smooth motion. Colin groaned as her walls gripped him, pulling him deeper and deeper. Vanessa planted her feet on the seat on either side of his body and tore open his shirt. She rubbed her heaving tits across the light pelt of hair covering his chest before bracing herself on his wide shoulders. She lifted her ass until just the head of his prick remained inside her, then corkscrewed down again, sheathing him fully.

That maneuver dragged moans from both of them, and she repeated it. Soon the pace sped up and Vanessa was bouncing up and down, slamming his cock in her as her tits shook and her hair flew around them, gold and wild.

Colin felt a familiar tightening at the base of his cock and knew he had to change positions or cum way too soon. He lifted her off his cock and stood up. Handling her small, curvy form like she weighed nothing, he bent Vanessa over the arm of the loveseat and stepped behind her. Taking a moment to palm her beautifully round ass cheeks, he spread her legs farther apart with his knee before stepping in close.

"Oh yeah, fuck me. Fuck me hard, Colin," she pleaded.

He obliged, happily, pushing into her from behind. When his cock hit bottom he sighed as his balls slapped against her body. Grabbing her hips firmly, he thrust into her over and over, faster and faster, loving the way her body trembled beneath him and how her cunt felt wrapped around his dick.

"You feel so damn good. I could fuck you all night."

"Mmmm, yes. Give it to me. Pound my little pussy."

He loved a beautiful girl talking dirty. While giving her the hard fuck she wanted, Colin reached around to pinch her engorged clit.

Vanessa screamed as an orgasm ripped into her. Lightening shot through her from head to toe, sending her to another world, where nothing existed but his cock hammering at her tight hole.

"Oh god, oh god… I'm cumming… cumming!"

He pulled out of her cunt and shot his load over her ass, jets of hot cum covering the quivering globes, as he kept flicking her clit, extending her own release longer and longer until her shouts turned to wails.

Surprised to find he was still hard, Colin plunged back inside, sending Vanessa into another orgasm. She came and her entire body clenched, her pussy squeezing his cock like a wet, velvet vise.

"Excuse me," someone said from the doorway.

They both looked over as he froze, still deep inside her.

The club's manager stood, frowning with his arms crossed, but Vanessa noticed his cock was hardening in his tight jeans.

"You're not allowed to fuck the customers, Candy."

"I'm not Candy and I don't work here, so I can do what I want," she gasped, trying to sound haughty, though it was tough still coming off an endless orgasm with a huge cock still buried in her cunt.

The manager eyed them for a moment and then shrugged. "Whatever. Be out of here in five minutes." He made a gruff sound and then left them alone.

Colin laughed and let his cock slip from her body. He turned Vanessa around and kissed her on the mouth. "That was different."

"This whole night's been a weird one for me."

"Good weird, I hope," he said, sliding his hands down over her tits."

"Very good weird." She wrapped her hand around his half-hard cock. "So, where should we fuck next?"

He groaned. "Anywhere you want."

She kissed him, fingers sliding sensually over his rod. "Let's go then…"

"You better stop that or I'll fuck you against the wall outside."

"Promises, promises," she teased.

They dressed quickly and left the club. He flagged down a taxi and they piled into the back. Her lips were on his as soon as he gave the driver directions. Over the course of the next few hours Vanessa forgot all about her singing engagement and used her voice to scream Colin's name over and over again.
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 The Exhibitionist’s Fantasy – Giselle London

Karina stood before the bank of windows, basking in the sunlight that streamed into her New York City apartment. She loved the windows—they ran down the length of the thirty-foot living room, and extended up to the ceiling, fourteen feet above her.

She was thrilled when she’d found the apartment last year, and the renovations had only been completed two months ago. She’d had part of the two-floor apartment converted into a cathedral-ceilinged great room, where she spent most of her time.

The renovations had been costly, on top of the outrageous price of this prime piece of New York real estate, but it was totally worth it. The views of Central Park were amazing, and because the wall of glass actually jutted out from the building, like an enormous bay window, there was a low, deep shelf that ran the length of the of the room. It could have been used for storage, or she could have thrown cushions on it, and let a half dozen drunk people pass out on it at parties. But Karina didn’t use it that way.

Karina was an exhibitionist.

She stepped up onto the long window seat, which she considered to be her “runway”, and pushed a button on the remote control in her hand. Lady Gaga’s “Born This Way” filled the room. She strutted down her runway, depositing the remote into a basket she kept at one end, then strutted back to the center, where a straight-backed wooden chair sat.

Loosening the ties of her short silk robe, she let it slither from her shoulders, and fall to the runway, then spill onto the floor. Gyrating in time with the music, she ran her hands up and down her body. She wore red boyshorts panties and a lacy red matching bra. She turned around, bending over, and shook her ass for all the world to see. She knew there probably weren’t that many people home, and of the few that were, anyone who could see her window from the other side of the park would need a telescope to watch her performance. But she also knew that quite a few people on the other side of the park, who also had large windows, had telescopes. She knew, because she had one herself.

Doing a little bump-and-grind, Karina grabbed her own ass, kneading the flesh as she rotated her hips. Then she slid the panties down, slowly, as she undulated. It gave any potential watchers a nice glimpse of her wet pussy as she discarded the panties and bent further, her legs spread apart. She reached back, fingering her pussy, dipping her finger inside. Then she stood, spinning around, licking the slick fluid from her fingers, a sexy come-hither look on her face.

She whirled and danced to the music for a long time, touching herself. She pressed her chest to the window, sure that anyone with a good telescope should be able to see her nipples through the sheer lace. The cold that seeped through the glass made her nipples pucker, and she pinched them deliciously, thumbing them through the lace.

After shimmying a little bit, she decided it was time to free herself from the restraint of the bra. She unhooked it, and seductively slid it down her shoulders and off her arms. She swung it triumphantly above her head, swaying her hips as she did, then tossed it behind her.

Using the chair as a prop, Karina turned it so that it faced into the apartment. Then she straddled it, hovering above it and holding the back of the chair, making simulated fucking motion. She could only imagine how provocative a display she must be making.

She loved making a spectacle of herself. She was arrested once in college for stripping nude and dancing in the water fountain in the downtown area of her Nebraska college town. Then a few years ago, she’d narrowly escaped a patrolling police officer when she’d decided to get naked with her date and fuck him in a very busy area of Central Park just after dark. The idea of everyone around her staring at her, taking in the sight of her nude body, and the idea that every man wished he could strip naked himself and fuck her right there in public...it was intoxicating. Like a drug. If she could walk around naked all the time, she would. Fortunately, as a highly successful internet entrepreneur who worked mostly from home, she was often able to do just that.

When Karina had tired of dancing, she turned the chair to face the window. She strode over to the basket and retrieved a long, sleek, stylish vibrator. Sitting in the chair, she spread her legs wide and imagined that every one of her neighbors across the way was watching her. Taking pictures. Taking their dicks in their hands and stroking themselves at the site of her masturbating.

She switched the vibrator onto a low setting, and nuzzled its tip against her clit. The humming against her pussy made her even wetter, and as she worked it in tight circles against her, she writhed in delight at the sensations. Pinching one of her nipples added a heightened pleasure, and she was so turned on that it didn’t take long before she felt her climax building.

Flipping the setting to high, she rolled her nipple and stroked it while the vibrator sent ripples of pleasure through her. Need swelled within her, like a white-hot ball of fire ready to explode. She was almost there, approaching the peak of ecstasy. She moaned, and thought of the many men who lived in adjacent buildings, training their video cameras on her, so they could relive the moment of her orgasm later, over and over...

The sound of three sharp knocks tore Karina from her erotic reverie. A jolt of shock hit her. Someone was at her door.

“Son of a bitch!” she muttered. The moment was shattered. Reluctantly, she switched off the vibrator, dumped it in the basket, and turned off the music. If that’s Weinstein from downstairs, I’m really going to be pissed. He told me it wouldn’t bother him if I turned my music up a little bit before 3 p.m. Grabbing her robe, she shrugged it on and tied it as she strode angrily into the foyer. “Who is it?” she snapped, irritated for the interruption.

“It’s...uh...I’m a neighbor of yours.” The voice was too young and too deep for Mr. Weinstein.

“Which apartment?” He didn’t identify himself by name, which she found suspicious. She’d lived in the city for five years, and knew enough to avoid opening her door to strangers, even in a luxury building with a doorman. If he gave her a fake name, she’d know immediately. She was familiar with the names of all her surrounding neighbors. Since most of the apartments on the upper floors had been combined and renovated into huge—by New York standards—luxury apartments, there weren’t that many neighbors on her floor.

“Well, I’m not a neighbor from this building. I’m from another building.”

“How the hell did you get in here?” Harvey must be slipping. He did say he’s been working the door here for over twenty years...

“I actually have a friend that lives two floors down.”

“What do you want?”

“I...uh...it’s hard to explain...” the voice sounded embarrassed, at a loss for words.

Karina peeked through the peephole, and was surprised to see a tall man with short, dark, wavy hair and stunning blue eyes. Even through the tiny fishbowl-like lens of her security peephole, she could tell the man was gorgeous.

Serial killers can be good-looking, too, she warned herself. But she couldn’t tear herself away. She watched him look down at his feet, shifting uncomfortably.

“To be honest, I don’t know why I’m here. This is crazy.” He looked up at the ceiling in the hallway, rolling his eyes. “I just couldn’t help myself. I...I couldn’t stop thinking about you.”

What? Who the hell is this guy? “I’m sorry, but I don’t think I know you. I think you have the wrong apartment.” I’m pretty sure I’d remember you, Studly McDreamy. Mm-mm-mm.

“I saw you.”

Her breath caught.

And she knew.

She knew instantly why he was there, and what he’d meant when he said he was a neighbor from another building. He’d seen her. He’d watched her.

And now he was here.

What do I do? Karina stepped back from the door, touching her fingertips to her lips. She knew it had been a risk, behaving so brazenly in the window of her own home. But she never really thought someone would do something crazy like count windows and floors, figure out which apartment was hers, and actually get past her eagle-eyed doorman! But apparently the man had a friend in the building who’d gotten him in—something she hadn’t thought of. Besides, flaunting her naked body wasn’t a lark for her...it was a compulsion. A need. She just had to do it. And now a stranger—a voyeur—was standing at her door.

“Are you there?”

She stepped in front of the door again, and peeked out. He began to pace in front of her door, running his hand through his thick, almost-black hair.

“Maybe this was a bad idea. No, of course this was a bad idea. It’s New York, I probably look like a crazy guy...” the man muttered.

He did look a little bit crazy, talking to himself like that, but he also looked adorable. She could hear a hint of an accent in his voice, something mildly southern. As a former Nebraska girl, she was all the more enticed by the fact that he wasn’t a native New Yorker.

In spite of all reason, her pussy ached—being deprived an orgasm at the last moment was bad enough, but now she had the “king of all hotness” at her door, and her pussy was telling her to ignore her brain and let him in.

Absolutely not! I don’t care where he’s from, this is New York! You don’t open doors to strangers, especially voyeuristic strangers. And the accent could be fake. No way am I opening this door.

“I’m sorry, I’ll go,” he said, and turned to walk away.

Before she could even think, the door was unlatched and she was opening it, peering out. “Wait,” she called.

What am I doing?!

He stopped. Turned. “Wow,” he breathed. “You’re even more beautiful in person.”

That caught her off guard. She was pretty, but he was out of her league, by a long shot. “Thank you.”

Tell him to go, Karina!

“Would you like to come in?”

Aaaaagh! I must be in heat. The connection from my pussy to my brain has taken over.

He paused, his mouth open in surprise. “Yeah. Sure.”

She led the way into her apartment, locking the door behind them by habit. They stood in the foyer in silence. His eyes drifted down her body, then looked away quickly, taking in the marble tiled floor, the antique table with fresh flowers on it, and the artwork on display. “Nice place you have here.”

“Thank you.” As he looked around, she allowed her eyes to roam his body. His black t-shirt outlined his muscular frame, and cowboy boots poked out from under the boot-cut hem of his tight blue jeans. Not a New Yorker. The boots looked expensive, but they weren’t the high-fashion faux cowboy boots one might see on occasion in the city. “So...you said you saw me?”

He shifted his gaze from the artwork to her face...then his eyes slid down her body. She was still naked beneath the short, brightly-patterned silk robe. Her nipples peaked through the fabric, and she could see he was having a hard time tearing his eyes away.

“Yeah, I...I wasn’t trying to. At first. I get bored sometimes, I’m not used to being cooped up in a tiny apartment all the time. The place I’m renting came with a telescope...you know, for looking at Central Park. But...then I saw you.” He lifted his eyes. “I couldn’t stop watching. Every day for weeks, now, I’ve been watching. I couldn’t tear myself away. You were amazing. Unbelievable. So free, like you didn’t have a care in the world.”

He stared at her in awe, and it made her feel shy for the first time ever. He turned away, and paced the rounded foyer, pretending to pay attention to the various paintings.

“So you came to see me. Why?” She pulled the neckline of the robe tighter, though a deeper part of her wanted nothing more than to tear it open and let him see up close what he’d been watching from afar. Control yourself, Karina. Geez!

He stopped pacing, but stayed facing away from her. “I don’t know. It’s like I couldn’t stop myself. I’m here in New York to franchise a business I own. When I found out one of the men I’m doing business with lives in this building, and we got along pretty good, I started coming over to hang out with him. I guess I was hoping I would run into you in the elevator.” He turned to face her. “Then today, when I saw you in the window...” I couldn’t help myself. I knew my friend was working from home until noon, so I made an excuse to drop by. I’d already figured out which apartment was probably yours. And...now here I am.”

“Here you are.”

“And I really don’t know why.” He grinned sheepishly.

The five o’clock shadow gave him a sexy, magazine-model vibe. The fact that he was embarrassed by showing up at her door made him all the more alluring. She couldn’t stand the stuck-up handsome men who knew they were handsome, and let everyone else know that they knew it. This guy just seemed...normal. Normal...except for being freakishly handsome.

She couldn’t stand it. Her hormones were on overload. His body was more of a work of art than the expensive paintings that surrounded them...exquisite art that she wanted to examine up close.

“I think I know why.” Her voice was sultry as she untied her robe. “You came to see this.” She pulled the robe open, revealing her herself to him.

His mouth fell open again, then he swallowed. “I...”

“Like what you see?”

He nodded.

Do you know what I was doing when you knocked at my door?”

“Dancing?”

She shook her head, playfully. “No. I was sitting in a chair up in the window, with my legs open...” she stalked slowly toward him, like a lion stalking its prey. “I was leaning back, touching my tits...using a vibrator on myself.”

His eyes widened, then dropped unconsciously to her pussy, riveted.

“That’s right. Masturbating. Thinking about who might be watching me. My pussy was creaming at the thought of being watched. At the thought of you watching me.” She took him by the hand, and led him into the living room.

He looked up in awe at the huge windows, and the chair sitting in the center of the runway. “I—I didn’t see it. I was already over here in the building.”

“Too bad. I’m sure it was quite a sight. But then, I’m sure you’ve seen that before, haven’t you?”

“Yes, ma’am.” His gaze swung away from the windows, and back to her body.

The mild southern accent was almost as endearing as his polite southern charm. It was something she didn’t hear a lot of here in the Big Apple. She wanted to know what his name was, but decided not to ask. She was turned on by the randomness of the situation. A tasty morsel of manhood shows up at her door after watching her dance naked and pleasure herself in her window? It was too good to be true. A real fantasy. Every exhibitionist’s dream.

And Karina planned to live out her deepest, darkest fantasy right here, right now, with Studly McDreamy.

“Did you like what you saw?”

“Yes, ma’am.” He nodded.

“And you came here to see more?”

He was entranced by her breasts...he didn’t answer.

“Come on, don’t be shy. You say you don’t know why you came. But I think you came to see me. To see more of me. To see me up close. To touch me,” she stepped closer to him. “To taste me.” She grabbed him by the shirt, and pulled him roughly to her, face-to-face. “To fuck me. Right?”

“Oh god, yes,” his voice was shaky with desire.

“Well, I wouldn’t want you to leave disappointed.” She winked at him, then ran her hand along the crotch of his pants. Whoa! This guy is packing! She could feel his rigid cock straining against the tight fabric of his pants. She felt herself getting wet.

He reached for her, but she spun away. She planned on giving him a good show before asking him to return the favor. She put on some slow, provocative music, took the chair down and put it on the floor, facing the runway, then guided him to it.

Stepping up onto the deep window platform, she faced into the apartment this time, and moved her hips to the music. Very soon, the stranger was shifting in his seat.

“Is this what you like?”

“Yes.”

“Show me you like it.”

“What?”

“Show me what you do when you watch me.”

He shifted again. “What I do?”

“Come on. I know you don’t just sit there, watching. What do you do? I want to see.”

He hesitated.

She gyrated, and let her robe slip off, tossing it onto the floor.

That got him. He unzipped his jeans and pulled his cock out. Still only half-erect, it was already big.

“Oh my god, you’re huge.” She watched it stiffen. “I can’t wait to taste it.” In seconds, it was close to fully erect. Oh god, I want him to fuck the hell out of me with that. Karina stroked her breasts.

He wrapped his hand around his shaft, and began to stroke, slowly.

To have someone get off while watching her, in person, was just too delicious. She desperately wanted to get her vibrator, or better yet, slide her wet pussy down on that monstrous cock, but she waited. She was living out a fantasy, and she wanted it to last.

Undulating on her makeshift stage, she worked her hips in a mock-fucking motion. She shimmied her shoulders in time to the music, her breasts bouncing side to side. She watched as he leaned back, watching her through partly-closed eyes as he stroked his cock harder. Every time she took a peek, his cock looked just a little bit longer. A little wider. And more succulent by the second.

Karina started touching herself, dipping a finger between the lips of her pussy, and drawing the slick fluid up to her clit. She shuddered at how good it felt, and used her other hand to stroke her nipple. She continued to move her body in rippling, snake-like motions, but her concentration was on her throbbing pussy. When she could take it no more, she pointed at him, then crooked her finger, beckoning him to her as she pulsed her hips to the rhythm.

“What? Up there?” He stopped, his gaze panning across the expanse of windows, and the many apartment buildings that lined the other side of Central Park. His cock had softened a little. “I don’t know.”

“Don’t worry. Probably nobody’s watching, and you’re new here, right? No one even knows you.” She shot him a steamy look. “I know you want to touch me. You want to fuck me. You fantasized about it, didn’t you? Fucking me right here, in front of this window, for everyone to see?”

“I...yeah.”

“You want everyone to know that while they’re over there, stuck watching me, you are the only one with the guts to come over here and fuck me. To show me what you’ve got. To take me, like they wish they could.”

“Hell yeah.” His voice was raspy.

“So do it.”

He climbed up onto the runway with her, and she pulled him close. Working her hips to the music, she pulled off his t-shirt, then peeled down his unzipped jeans. His cock sprang to attention as he stepped out of his jeans and kicked them away. She knelt before him, taking his massive cock into her hands.

“Now I’m going to make that fantasy come true.” Before he could say a word, she slid her wet mouth down on his cock, taking him as far in as she could. She pumped her head up and down along his shaft, running her tongue along the underside as she did. He groaned and arched back, tangling his fingers in her hair. He thrust his hips forward, nearly choking her, but she kept on taking him in deeper with each stroke.

“Oh man, that’s amazing,” he breathed. “Yeah...suck me...let me fuck that face.” He pulled her hair gently, forcing her to bob faster on his rod.

She could barely breathe, but she continued on, her pussy aching to have him shove his cock into her. He groaned, holding back, but she sensed he was ready to come. She popped off him, wiping saliva and pre-cum from her lips.

“Oh god, don’t stop,” he begged.

“I want every drop of that cum pumped into my tight pussy,” she whispered. “Please save it for me.” She looked up at him, her lips pouty.

“Well, then two can play at that game.” He pulled her to her feet, then pushed her hard against the window. He flipped her around, so that her bare breasts pressed against the cold glass, and pinned her wrists. Then he forced her legs open with his knee, and made her spread them. She felt cold and vulnerable—and loved it. He kissed the back of her neck, then released one hand so that he could reach around and stroke her breast, grazing the nipple. She moaned in delight.

He released the other hand, and reached around to slip a finger between her wet folds. He found her clit, and pressed it, moving it in circles.

Karina leaned back into him, letting him take her weight, a thrill running through her as she imagined dozens of people across the park seeing the slutty exhibitionist getting felt up by a fuck-me-hot guy, for everyone to see.

He pulled back, removing his hands, and she whimpered. Then he sat down underneath her, his back to the glass, and settled himself between her legs. He licked and sucked at her clit, his tongue feathering over it, driving her wild.

She put her hands on the glass to brace herself as her legs became rubbery. The sensations he was creating was almost more than she could take. He slipped a finger into her pussy, and she clenched around it, moaning.

He licked and sucked on her sensitive nub, and she could feel a sizzling heat surging through her. She was on the verge of coming, and she began to cry out—

Then he was gone.

“Wha—what are you doing?” she panted, opening her eyes and turning around.

He had his jeans in his hands, pulling out a foil packet. “I told you, two can play at your game.”

“Please, keep going!” she begged, her eyes half-shut, heavy with desire.

“Nope. I’m done licking your pussy, no matter how tasty it might be.” A few seconds later, he stepped back up on the platform, and she relished the sight of his muscular body in the sunlight, his cock jutting out toward her.

Come to mama, she thought.

“But I’m not done with you.” His tone was brusque. “Bend over. On all fours.”

She complied, a shiver of excitement running through her.

“Now I’m going to make your fantasy come true.”

“How do you know what my fantasy is?”

“You dance naked and masturbate in front of the window almost every day. I’m afraid to leave the apartment, worried that I’ll miss you. My whole life revolves around watching you and your gorgeous tits and your sweet little pussy. I missed a business meeting the other day, because I couldn’t leave until you were done. You know you’re doing that to me and anyone else who watches. You like it. You wanted someone to knock on that door, to tell you they saw you. To tell you they want you...that they want to fuck you. Yeah, that’s your fantasy. And I’m going to give it to you.”

Karina’s breathing came in shallow, panting breaths. “Are you man enough to give it to me?”

“Oh yeah, I am.” He knelt behind her. “I’m going to ride that sweet pussy of yours and give everyone watching the show of a lifetime. I’m going to fuck you so hard the neighbors will hear you scream. In fact...”

She heard a noise, and looked back to see him reaching for the latch on one of the windows. That one only slid open a few inches, for safety, but it was enough.

“Now all of New York can hear you come.” Without warning, she felt herself parted as he found her entrance and slammed into her pussy. The shock of it nearly pushed her face-first into the platform, but she maintained her balance, and took what he gave her. He grabbed her hips and pulled her to him as he pounded away. There was no romance, no whispered “sweet nothings”, just the sound of sweaty flesh smacking together as his balls slapped her ass. Karina loved that feeling. He grunted, grinding into her as hard as he could.

Her breasts swayed and bounced with each thrust. She looked back, catching a reflection of them in the glass, his perfectly sculpted ass working as he fucked her with all the strength he had. She’d never had her pussy pounded so hard before, and her tender flesh took a beating from the girth of his cock. She rocked back against him, eager to offer herself up to his pummeling.

Ohh god, so good...

She felt the climax building, rushing toward her like a freight train.

“More...harder...harder...fuck me, please, harder! Fuck me harder!”

He complied, shoving into her so hard she could barely stay upright.

“Oh—god—yes—yes—YES!” She screamed with each thrust, as her orgasm exploded through her core. She stopped rocking against him, trying to savor the quakes as she came, but he wasn’t done yet.

A few more thrusts, and he was there. He groaned through gritted teeth, giving one final shove into her dripping pussy, and came with a roar. She could feel him shaking as the strength gave out in his legs, and she clamped down harder on his cock, milking him with her pussy. He fell forward against her back, trembling and panting. Then he carefully pulled himself out of her and they both laid back against the sun-warmed wood of the runway.

“That was...wow,” he panted.

“Yeah...wow.” She wiped sweat from her brow. It took a few minutes before either of them could recover enough to re-dress.

Tying her robe, she walked over to her desk in the corner, and took out a business card. “Here, this is my email address.”

He buttoned his jeans, then took the card and looked at it, curious.

“I figured we could connect later. Why use a telescope, when I have a webcam?” She winked, and pointed at her laptop on the desk, where a screensaver of Nebraska landscapes rolled across the screen. “I’ll send you a link. You might want to make yourself available tomorrow around noon.” She flashed him a slow, sexy smile. “I think I’m going to need to give myself a little bit of attention around that time tomorrow.”

After she’d walked him out and they had said their goodbyes, Karina returned to her desk and logged into her laptop. It only took a few seconds to pull up the most recent video.

“I am so glad I got in the habit of recording myself when I dance,” she murmured. She was grateful that the computer had switched to the screensaver from inactivity while she had danced, earlier. Her visitor hadn’t had any clue that he was being recorded. She fast-forwarded the video to the part where the handsome stranger was standing on the runway with her, nude.

Karina retrieved her vibrator from the basket, and sat at her desk, out of view of her windows. She leaned back in the chair, and watched the video, reliving it, watching Studly’s cock abusing her pussy all over again, as she worked the vibrator against her needy clit.
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 The Haunted House – Carl East
  

Chapter 1

‘So this is it,’ I thought.

I stood in the moonless night, pensively staring up at the so-called haunted house. Even after all these years, it was still an impressive structure. Built in the late Eighteen Nineties, the four-story house still had all the hallmarks of a great home. Detailed woodwork adorned the large covered entrance and marched its way across the brick façade, while large multi-paned windows offered views of the outside. They were strategically placed and stood ready to coax sunlight in at the first hint of dawn. Looking higher I could see the grey slate roof and the many chimneys that crowned the house. They gave promise to the fireplaces inside, ready to warm the occupants on cold or damp nights.

Yet as I paused at the gate, staring at the gracefully arched entrance to the home, it appeared strangely uninviting to me. The decorative marble pillars on either side of the front door seemed cold and unwelcoming. As luck would have it, I had been dared to stay the night in this now deserted home by a childhood friend who had the same opportunity a month ago. He never told me what had happened when he spent the night; just that he would never set foot in that building again.

I questioned him about what he had seen and experienced but he only gave vague explanations and mutterings. My disbelief of ghosts and haunted houses seemed reasonable to me since he wouldn’t offer any details of what had happened. It seemed that every time we got together after that, our conversations always seemed to gravitate back to that night. You couldn’t enjoy a meal or a few beers without his mumblings and warnings always popping up; just like the mysterious ghosts. I’d end up asking him to tell me what happened and we’d end up arguing because he wouldn’t give the details. It was just so damn annoying.

Our last conversation nearly ended in a brawl, hence, the dare. He dared me to go and see for myself, but I wasn’t about to waste a Friday night without getting something in return. I’d wanted to date his ex-girlfriend ever since I first met her on our usual Friday night – it’s the weekend – celebrations. However, with the best friend code of not dating someone’s sister or ex-girlfriends, I thought it would never happen. Therefore, when I asked him to give me a pass on the rule to ask her out, he agreed, convinced that I wouldn’t be able to stay the night.

‘Well,’ I thought, ‘let’s check this out.’

Walking up to the front door, I was careful of the cracked cement path and picked my way up the broken steps that led to the entrance. Standing there, I felt a chill run up my back and laughed as a breeze brushed past my face tousling my hair. I could see how Brian must have let his imagination run away with him. This setting was perfect for a horror movie. Placing my hand on the tarnished doorknob, I had to use my weight to force open the front door. The hinges cried with disuse as I pushed the door open to enter the large foyer. Wisps of illumination from the outside streetlights barely allowed me to see where I was standing until I flicked on the massive flashlight clutched in my hand.

There in front of me was a magnificent staircase winding its way to the top of the second floor landing. The wine colored carpet was thick with dust and showed the history of all the footsteps that had worn it down in spots to its backing. Flicking the light from side to side, the large foyer revealed rooms to the left and right and a set of hallways on either side of the grand staircase.

‘A pleasant enough house,’ I thought before entering and closing the now moaning door behind me. The sound of the closing door was eerie, and I looked back to make certain that the latch had caught before moving on. I wasn’t about to let the creaking noises of an old abandoned house scare me away. After all, I had the chance of asking out a beautiful girl, once I proved this house was not haunted. I couldn’t wait to get this night over with and my only concern was that Brian would not remember his promise and not understand if she said yes when I asked her out.

Pulling the loaded backpack from my shoulders, I began my tour of the house by walking into what must have been a formal parlor at one time. The beam from my flashlight bounced off the ceiling to reveal ornate crown molding adorning the top of the walls. The aged wallpaper must have been silk, as it seemed to have withstood the test of time. Only strands here and there of the rich colored paper were frayed and hanging. Walking deeper into the room I saw where shadows of portraits must have hung because looking closer you could see the original glory of the wallpaper.

The creamy white marble fireplace was still intact and remnants of ashes in its iron grate testified that it certainly had been in use, and if I wasn’t mistaken, recently. The mantle was wide and long enough to hold my supplies so I began to empty my backpack onto the dust-covered surface. Large candles, matches, bottled water and snacks were only a few of the items that I had brought to occupy my time until the night passed. Heaving a thick paperback novel onto the mantle sent a flurry of dust and soot into the air and dancing into the stream of light from the flashlight. Coughing and backing away from the mini-dust cloud that filled the air, I aimed my flashlight around the room and saw what appeared to be a sofa covered by an old dusty paint cloth.

Heading to the spot, I clutched the stained covering with one hand while slowly backing away. Hoping to flush out what I’m sure would be a family of mice that lived in whatever was under its surface; I quickly snapped my wrist and sent the cloth flying to one side of the room. Listening for the pitter-patter of tiny feet I held my breath not sure what to expect. Silence and more dust greeted my efforts to reveal nothing less than what had to be an antique.

Elegant mahogany wood graced what had to be at least a hundred year old camel back sofa. The upholstery was still plush and deeply rolled arms framed the stuffed back and seat. How it survived, this long, was a testament to the workmanship of that bygone era. The deep garnet of the fabric matched the color contained by the room’s wallpaper. It must have been magnificent in its heyday.

Poking and prodding its surface and checking for critter infestation revealed that it was a perfect spot to spend the night in reading and sleeping as it was uninhabited. Pulling it closer to the fireplace, I began to light the candles that I had brought for the night. Placing mirrored tiles behind them amplified the light until it appeared almost bright in the room. I had learned the mirror trick when a power outage had left me in the dark for several nights this past winter so the knowledge came in handy now. Hauling out the last items stowed in the bottom of the backpack would keep me warm as well.

Shining the flashlight up the chimney, I checked to make sure it was clear of nests and other blockages before adjusting the damper for the fire I would be lighting. Taking the two ready-made fire logs and placing them carefully in the heavy iron grate, I grabbed the matches and lit the logs. Soon I was rubbing my hands over a cheerful fire that warmed the room and looking around the deserted space, I was quite content with what I’d accomplished in the short time I had been there. ‘I’d finish the tour of the house later if I got bored with my book,’ I thought.

Giving the sofa a final thump I braced my back against the plush arm and crossing my legs settled back to enjoy the novel that I had remembered to bring along. Hours later glancing at my wristwatch I was amazed by how much time had passed. My stomach was reminding me with its persistent growling of the apple, cheese and crackers that I had provided for the evening. Getting up to retrieve my supplies from the mantle I checked that the candles in their deep glass sconces were still safely burning and because of their large size should last the night. Grabbing the baggies that held my snacks, I gave a final glance to the fireplace before settling back down onto the sofa.

With my goodies in my lap, I continued to read and eat while occasionally picking up my thermos of hot chocolate, sipping the sweetness from its stainless steel opening. ‘This is better than camping,’ I thought. I paused to wonder what Brian was talking about as nothing had occurred since I had entered the house. I finally admitted, just to myself, that I had spent the first few hours covertly listening and suspiciously watching the doorway, just in case. I had been on edge, but as the night passed without anything happening, I began to relax. Well, relax as best as you could while staying in a deserted house.

Checking my wristwatch again, showed that it was almost midnight, so balancing my back deeper into the sofa arm I propped my legs up on the other arm, and picked up my last two supply items. I had taken a small pepper spray canister and a piece of wood from the bottom of one of my old crutches and placed them by me earlier when I had first settled down. The canister I picked up as a just in case scenario for wild vermin. The wood I had was unscrewed from the bottom of a crutch, my reward, for a failed attempt of learning how to snowboard last year. The wood would act as a short club and come in handy if anything got past the pepper spray. Closing my eyes, I decided to take a nap, safe in the assurance that I was prepared.

A cold breeze passing over my body roused me from a very good dream. Shivering, I turned over intending to see if the fire was still burning. I opened my eyes and focusing on the fireplace noticed that the flames were still going strong; however, they seemed to be buffeted by a heavy wind. Rubbing my eyes and yawning I turned to scan the room but nothing appeared amiss. The rotted curtains still hung at the window, limp against the unbroken glass. Pulling myself upright, I moved my legs to the floor deciding to check the front door. Slightly stiff from sleeping on the sofa, I crossed the room stretching out the kinks, impatient to get back to sleep.

Seeing that the main door was still tightly closed, I recalled how its hinges had raised a racket when I first came through. ‘Well, the breeze isn’t coming from there,’ I thought. Irritated at the unnecessary interruption of a good dream, I stood in the doorway trying to feel where that draft of cold air had come from. Looking about I could see no reason for its cause and since it had stopped when I got up; maybe it was just a downdraft from the chimney. With that conclusion, I headed back to the sofa and warm fireplace, hoping to catch a few more hours of sleep. Closing my eyes, I drifted off again.

I’m not sure how much time had passed when I became drowsily aware of an odd pressure on my groin. I felt and then heard my zipper being pulled down. Startled from sleep, I shot up to a standing position and then crouched down. Quickly scanning the room for danger, I saw nothing. Looking down, I realized that my hand was clenched around the hard wood from the crutch. Fully awake I slowly stood and managed to relax my grip seeing that there was nothing in the room. Standing there in silence, I waited, not knowing what was happening. Scratching my head and yawning, I thought, ‘Maybe I had been dreaming again?’

Then the strangest thing happened, my zipper started to slide down all on its own! Watching it happen, I quickly pinched my arm, hard. No, that wasn’t it I was awake. I quickly pulled it back up. Backing up against the sofa, I watched as it was pulled back down again. Startled I dropped my club and put my hands in front of me, waving them about, in an attempt to stop what was going on. Nothing was there. Suddenly, something pushed me down on the sofa and as I started to rise, I found myself pushed down again.

Flailing about against the pressure holding me in place, I felt a yanking at the bottom of my legs. My shoes were being pulled off and as I tried to bend over to reach them, I was once again thrust against the back of the sofa. My trousers were now being tugged down. Clinging to the top of them was useless, as they were torn from my grasping fingers. Struck by what was happening, it was as if lightening suddenly struck me, at the realization that maybe this house really was haunted. I was suddenly dumb with fear that my dream of wanting to date Brian’s old girlfriend was going to get me killed.

My underwear was next to go, and no amount of cursing or pulling at the waistband was about to stop it. So there I was, pinned to the sofa, with no idea what was going to happen next, my underwear hanging down around my ankles. ‘Was this how the authorities were going to find me in the morning,’ I thought. It’s funny what your mind thinks under intense stress. Instead of worrying about what was going to happen next, I imagined them entering the home and seeing me naked on the sofa with God knows what done to my body. I cringed at the telephone call to my family and them having to identify my weirdly mutilated body. Suddenly, I was shocked back into reality.

It felt like a moist mouth had engulfed my flaccid penis! Straining against my invisible restraints, I looked down to see my limp cock standing up away from my body and being manipulated by some unseen force. The fear was overwhelming and I began to panic at what was going on. I kept opening and closing my eyes hoping it was just a bad dream. My eyes flew wildly around the room while I tried to break the hold on my body. Even in this terrible scenario, the body has its automatic reflexes and the sensation of my cock being manipulated was starting to make it hard. The rubbing sensation was overwhelming and was beginning to short-circuit the fear I was experiencing. Little by little, as nothing painful happened, I began to relax, as all I felt was overwhelming pleasure. Whatever was happening wasn’t hurting me yet.

‘Oh my God, I’m getting a blowjob from a spook,’ I thought in shock.

As I watched, the foreskin was moved up and down from my cock’s head with a firm squeezing motion. I witnessed my shirt buttons being plucked open one by one and inanely wondered if a ghost could do two things as once. Unseen hands pulled the bottom of my shirt up and lifted it off my body while another set of hands began to play with the nipples on my chest. They tugged and pulled the tormented tips until they were stiff peaks that radiated pleasure down to the tip of my cock. The invisible entity was now going crazy on my cock. I could see and feel the end of it being depressed and bent this way and that and the sensations were running wild through my body and mind.

Gasping at the sensations, a mouth covered my own, and began to kiss me passionately. It teased and sucked my lips until I kissed it back. The sensation was so odd, to feel a mouth on mine but still be unable to see it. A tongue slipped through during the kiss and tangled with mine, inviting me to tame it into submission. Overwhelmed by the sensations flooding my body, I found myself seduced into responding back with a passion that nearly engulfed my being. Feeling my body being maneuvered down flat on the sofa I felt hands spreading my legs apart balancing one atop the back of the sofa and the other with its foot on the floor.

In that splayed position, my balls were wantonly exposed and I began to tense up until I felt soft lips bestowing gentle kisses to the tightening surfaces. A slick tongue began to play with first one then the other while the lips that followed started to suck them inside to coat them with lusty swipes of a firmer tongue. The lips on my mouth pulled away and I moaned with lust only to be silenced again by another pair of lips.

No, it wasn’t a mouth. It was the unmistakable feel of a bare, shaved pussy presenting itself to my mouth. It obviously wanted me to lick it. Strangely, I could smell the aroma of a woman’s sweet nectar as I raised my suddenly released hands to invisible hips. Feeling my hands come to rest on what felt like soft skin sent my heart racing as I pulled her down to my waiting mouth. I began to plunder the softness waiting for me. I used my lips and tongue to explore every slick nook, and worked my way to the plump clit that I could feel bloated with pleasure. Using my tongue, I flicked it vigorously while lightly holding it in place with my teeth, and for the first time, I could hear the sensual moaning of a woman being pleasured.

The hands holding my cock left abruptly, to be replaced by soft wet lips that teased its tip until it swallowed it lustily. The slick tongue wrapped itself around my hardness, caressing its length with every up and down motion until it engulfed it completely pressing its stiff length down a willing throat. The muscles of her throat contracted around its length and with every greedy swallow, I could feel my balls tightening, getting ready to explode its saltiness. A sudden experienced hand grasped the base of my cock tightly to stop me from coming. She did so again, giving my thrusting cock a chance to relax and recover before carrying on with the exquisite pleasure.

Normally I would have cum by now, but there was nothing normal about this event. I could feel the clit on my tongue as I continued to tease, lick and suck. The invisible pussy covering my face started to writhe at the attention my tongue was giving it. I could feel the walls of a pussy and felt frustrated not being able to see it. The mouth covering my engorged cock restarted its efforts, taking long slow movements and completely engulfing my stiffness. My tongue was starting to feel tired, as the pussy over it never wavered in its lust-finding mission. Whomever this pussy belonged to was clearly in the throes of coming, for my head was being pushed deeper into her mound of loveliness. The first wails of pleasure filled my ears as the woman who sat on my face continued in a frenzy of movement until she froze in place. Her gasps of pleasure filled my mind as I continued to drink her sweet pleasure.

I felt on the verge of coming once again, but this time there was no attempt to stop it. The pussy riding my mouth disappeared, and licking my lips I felt myself starting to cum. Looking down I could see the first spurt shoot out, but found it stopping inside an invisible mouth and then watched as it slid down an unseen throat. My cock suddenly felt a change of hands. It was then that I was engulfed by a different mouth, which swallowed the following spurts of cum with grunts of satisfaction. She continued to suck my throbbing cock until my pleasure was spent, and then gently mouthed its length being careful of the sensitive head.

Between them, they sucked me dry and then for the first time I felt something other than a mouth or pussy. I could feel the unmistakable caress of stiff nipples rubbing against my leg. They continued to suckle me, almost as if they didn’t want me to lose my erection. They stopped for a second and suddenly I felt my cock being moved to the entrance of a pussy, no one could doubt it. It was tight and soft, but still unyielding, until it began coating me with its slippery essence. The hips above me pushed down with some force, until suddenly I was in. The entity began riding me wantonly; stuffing my cock back into her pussy, each time she rose from my lap.

I attempted to raise my head wanting to look down my body only to find another pussy was waiting for my mouth. This one felt slightly different. My mouth covered pussy lips that were more pronounced. Moving to guide my tongue to the right places, she used her body to lay my head back on a cushion and then moved to sit on my face. Using me like this was more erotic than anything I had ever experienced. My cock was being ridden by what felt to be a wild woman while my tongue was completely devouring a pussy. The sensations coursing through my body were overwhelming.

Once again, I could hear someone (the sound seemed to surround me) in the midst of a climax. I had the feeling it was the one riding my cock, for she had gained momentum. By now, I was ready to cum again, feeling my balls getting tighter and ready to explode. I wanted this feeling to last forever, but my will power wasn’t enough to stop the cascading pleasure of her pussy rhythmically clutching my stiff cock. With a final thrust of that wet pussy, my seed exploded into her body, filling her pussy with each throbbing spurt from my cock. I had stopped licking the pussy above my head and groaned deeply. Exhausted, I was drained as I felt their weight lift off the couch. Slowly regaining my wits, I lifted my head, looked around and listened. Not a sound could be heard, feeling weak from pleasure I fell back to the sofa and closing my eyes, I fell asleep.

Waking late the next morning, I wondered if it had all been a dream. Standing up I rubbed my tired hand over my morning beard while the other went to scratch my balls. Feeling naked skin immediately shocked me into being fully awake and looking down I saw my naked body. Covering my privates like a girl caught in a shower, I turned to see my clothes neatly folded and lying on the mantle.

Scrambling to the fireplace in my bare feet I dressed quickly, continually staring around the room. Managing to take hold of my emotions, I reasoned that whatever or whomever they were, they didn’t hurt me. Still a bit anxious I swiftly packed up my few possessions and threw the cover back over the sofa. Making sure that the fire was completely out I headed towards the door and stopped. Someone watching me would have said I had a split personality with the way I argued back and forth whether I should say thank you. I finally gave up, and turned facing the room and politely said ‘I’m not sure if you’re still here, but thank you for an incredible evening,’ then I opened the now silent door and walked out.

There standing outside the gates to the grounds, I found my friend Brian anxiously waiting. After a careful scan of my features and body, he relaxed.

”Well, it looks like you did it, you managed to stay the night,” he said.

”Yeah,” I said with a shaky laugh. Glancing from him to the house, I made the decision to lie through my teeth.

“I told you there’s no such thing as ghosts.”

 


 

  

Chapter 2

The next day started with a colossal bang. I was rudely awoken by an explosion of sound. I crawled out of bed stretching, then moved to the window for a look when I heard loud voices echoing up to my room. Peering through the curtains, it turned out that the next-door neighbor had backed into an oncoming service truck while leaving her driveway. From the looks of things, it was a one hell of a colossal fender bender. A hoot escaped my lips at the sight. I didn’t mean to laugh, but the old woman next door had been the bane of my existence since childhood. Shaking my head I turned away remembering her spiteful actions through the years.

She constantly complained to my parents about the noise Brain and I made whenever we were outside in the yard. Would someone please tell me how eight-year-old boys could be silent when playing pirates and climbing the tree house to fight off invaders? Baseballs, basketballs and toys were routinely confiscated whenever they crossed the hedge of the two properties. The yards were big and separated the houses nicely, but ten acres wouldn’t have been enough for that woman.

Growing up our interests turned to bicycles, skateboards and then cars, and any honking of horns or fumes from the old car I drove Brian and me around in would have her ringing my parents with yet another complaint. Time and age had not improved her mood and as I got older, she managed to keep track of my first attempt at smoking, to the first kiss I bestowed on a girl while we sat on the back porch swing. How my parents took it in stride I’ll never know, so watching her verbally abuse the driver for running into her on the road, left me shaking my head in relief that she was complaining about someone other than me. I couldn’t wait for the day I would be able to have my own place just to get away from her.

Thinking about the promotion I’d been working towards for the last two years, I was hoping to purchase a small home by my twenty-fifth birthday. Working part-time in high school and full time in summer, I saved most of my money for college. Choosing to go to a local college and live at home while going to school saved me tons of money. With my parent’s help and grants I had managed to obtain, along with part-time work, I had made a serious dent in the amount I still owed for student loans. There was a small balance on the debt still, but that didn’t stop me from putting aside a small amount, enough for at least a down payment on a half-decent fixer-upper. Pondering the possibilities, I suddenly recalled the old house of Friday night.

Remembering the bet that I had placed and won with my best friend, that a certain house was not haunted, I was excited to get started on a new day. Now that my night in the house was over, I began thinking about how I was going to ask Tania for a date. Heading for the shower, I pondered what I would do if she said no and turned on the water. Stepping under the warm cascading water, I compared my many fantasies about her with the intimate ghost encounters. There was no way to compare my fantasies of Tania to what I had experienced last night. I was on the road of falling deeply in love with her before we even had our first date. What had happened last night, if it all wasn’t just a dream, had nothing to do with love. It was strictly sex. I did know one thing. I would never tell anyone what had happened, because even if I did, who would believe me.

”Son, are you awake?” my mother shouted up the stairs.

“I’m getting dressed. I’ll be down in a minute.” The thought of a hot cooked meal made my mouth water as I rushed down the stairs. My mom was the greatest cook and I was certainly going to miss her cooking when I moved out. Hearing the telephone ring as I jogged into the kitchen, I stopped in the hallway to pick it up. Tania’s voice stopped me in my tracks as she asked if she could stop over this evening. Startled by her request, I answered yes, knowing that my parents were heading to their regular Sunday night bridge game. She didn’t say anything further except, “I’ll see you later,” and hung up. Frozen in place by the phone, wondering what was going on, I didn’t hear my mom yelling my name again until my father chimed in. Continuing into the kitchen, I inhaled deeply the wonderful smells in the room.

With a smile on my face, I sat down to eye the hot plate of food on the table. Umm, bacon, eggs, hash browns and toast, now this is what I call a Sunday Breakfast. Plowing through the plate like a starving man, I had just finished taking a gulp of orange juice when I felt my zipper being pulled down. Feeling the orange juice catch in my throat I managed to swallow it before blurting out a choked, “oh no.”

”What’s wrong son?” my mother asked as she turned around from the stove.

Staring blankly at her I desperately wanted to disappear and fall through the floor. What could I say? That I think my imaginary two ghosts had followed me home, and at this very moment were passing my cock to one another under the table giving me a blowjob.

“I forgot to do something,” I nervously replied.

Shifting uncomfortably at the table and not wanting to give anything away, I tried to get up but found that I was held in place. Ok, so Friday night wasn’t a dream. I hadn’t imagined it. Now what was I going to do. I tried to start back in on my breakfast, hoping to get it down before things became much worse. All I needed at this point was my parents wondering why I wasn’t eating as usual.

”Yo, slow down son, you’ll give yourself indigestion,” my father said as he sat patiently waiting for his eggs over easy to be delivered. Peering around the newspaper, he gave me a quick look to make sure I paid attention.

Sitting on that hardwood chair, I could feel their mouths and hands playing with my cock. They began to suck and pump my cock to rigid hardness until I was afraid it would lift the table in front of me. I was so aroused at the sensations they were generating that my toes were curling in my shoes. Tightly closing my eyes, I found it almost impossible to keep a straight face. Fortune however was on my side. When I opened my eyes again, my father had disappeared behind his newspaper and by the sound of his fork hitting the plate, was making inroads on his own breakfast. Mom on the other hand was focused on cleaning the stove and sink so she was completely oblivious to anything going on.

“Sorry Dad, I'm just in a hurry,” I replied.

“Son, your twenty-four years old, you’ve got all the time in the world, just savor it for God’s sake,” he absentmindedly replied.

Watching mom nod her head in agreement while cleaning out the refrigerator, I did exactly what he said. With one hand on the table and the other hand on the head of the ghost under it, I guardedly leaned back to enjoy and came with a shuddering climax.

“Oh my God that was good!” I involuntarily moaned.

“It was only breakfast dear,” replied my Mother, head still buried in the vegetable bin.

Shocked back into my surroundings, I quickly closed my mouth, and mumbled some unintelligible nonsense.

The arousing, awkward moment passed. How I managed to survive their sensual assault without detection was a miracle. With that in mind, I hurriedly zipped up my trousers, finished what was on my plate and carried it to the sink. Darting up the stairs, I was grateful that the Ghosts hadn’t tried to keep me in the kitchen chair for a repeat performance. In fact, I had the distinct feeling that they left as soon as I had ejaculated into their waiting mouths under the table.

Reaching my bedroom, I sat down on the bed, wondering where they had gone. It wasn’t until I felt the bed depress on either side of me that I knew that they hadn’t left. Looking at the bedspread, I could clearly see an indent on either side of me.

”Is there any way I can see you?” I said, hoping that there was also a way to communicate.

I felt the ghost on my left slide off the bed and suddenly my bedroom door opened. I figured she wanted me to follow, so I did. The ghost led me to my sister’s room, whom I’m happy to say was away at college. Once there I spotted a drawer slowly open. Upon inspection all I found was a diary buried under a pair of winter gloves, a couple of tubes of lipstick and an oddly colored light bulb. Picking up the light I wondered if this was all I needed. Heading back to my room, I quickly changed the light in my bedside lamp. As I watched, the blinds in my room closed, shutting out the sunlight and then the lamp turned on. It was an ultra violet black light! The kind that college students used for specially designed posters that lit up in freakish ways when a black light was used.

There before me in the dim odd-color light were two of the most beautiful young women I’d ever laid eyes on. Both were dressed in long white gowns with hair that draped over slender shoulders. Their cleavage was displayed to perfection by the low cut bodice of their dresses and the thin material revealed their nipples and surrounding areolas. Quickly looking up I saw that they weren’t bothered by my appraisal. The both seemed to be overcome with excitement.

“I can tell that you’re both glad that I’m able to see you but why have you followed me here?” I said.

Their mouths moved, but I couldn’t hear their voices. It did establish one thing however, they could hear and understand what I was saying if their looks were any indication. Hours passed with me attempting to communicate with my beautiful guests, all a failure. My last attempt came when I tried to record their voices onto tape, I think I’d watched one too many horror movies, for although there was some sound, it wasn’t coherent. I was trying to think of yet another solution when Mom shouted up the stairs.

“We’re going now son, lock up if you head out tonight, we’ll see you later.”

“Ok, have a nice time.” I shouted back.

I heard the front door open then muffled voices, was there someone at the door?

“Tania,” I cried.

Quickly I changed the light bulb for an ordinary one and then went to the foot of the landing.

“Tania’s here son, are you coming down?” My mother said.

“Send her up.” I replied.

A few muffled sounds later, she was on her way up the stairs and my parents had left for the evening.

”Hello Tania, how are you?” I said, startled to see her wearing such a short skirt. Her long legs were bare and she was wearing a snug tank top, I could only imagine what my mom was saying to dad.

Tania shot me a quick look as she slipped passed to enter my bedroom.

“I was angry when Brian told me about you staying in that haunted house and why you were doing it,” she said.

She knew about the bet, I immediately caved, and hoped that if I apologized she’d understand.

“I’m sorry; the bet was a stupid thing. I should have thought about your feelings too. Looking back now it seems silly and thoughtless, I hope you can forgive me. It was never meant as an insult to you. I just wanted to date you in the worst way, but Brian met you first.”

“You wanted me, but why?” she said.

“I can’t explain it. When Brian first introduced you to me, it felt like my heart was going to explode, oh…what’s the point?”

“No, carry on,” she said, reaching for my hand.

Standing there, holding her hand, I looked into her eyes.

“I was so attracted to you when we first met and as time passed it only grew stronger when I got a chance to know you better.”

Closing my eyes for a moment, I took a deep breath and said, “This may sound stupid, but when I met you, it felt like I’d known you all my life. However, Brian, he’s my best friend, so I would never do anything behind his back. When you Guys broke up, and remained friends, it was even harder. That’s why I stayed in the haunted house. I hoped that if I stayed he would be able to let go of the past and I could get a chance to date you. It seemed like the only way I could clear the air with Brian and get close to you.”

“That’s such a guy thing,” she said, kissing my cheek. “I cared a lot for Brian, but there always seemed to be something missing, like we weren’t the right fit. The longer we were together the more sure I became. I knew that something wasn’t right because of the way I started to feel about you. It didn’t happen all at once but as time passed my feelings for you became stronger, that’s why I had to break it off with Brian.”

Looking into her eyes, I knew that I had met the woman I was going to marry. We started to kiss, and each kiss became longer and deeper. Finally raising my head to gasp for air, my hands fell to her slim waist and down to her hips to pull her tighter to me. We kissed passionately, for what seemed like ages, with her hands roaming under my shirt to knead the muscles in my back. My hands lifted to the button on her skirt and as I pulled it open, she shook her hips to slide the skirt down her legs. Lifting a foot, she tossed it to the side leaving her standing there in just her sheer black panties and tank top. Suddenly, my trousers fell down.

What, on their own? I suddenly remembered the ghosts; they were still here and could spoil everything. Tania didn’t notice the fact my trousers seemed to have a mind of their own. She used her hands to lift her top, revealing bare breasts; my cock already hard, grew painfully at the sight before me. Her breasts were so full; her rigid pink nipples were the longest I’d ever seen, which explained why it was so obvious that she wasn’t wearing a bra. I took the tips between my fingers and gently fondled and tweaked them. Leaning over I began to kiss and suck her nipples as I slid my hands down inside her panties.

Grabbing her ass cheeks, I fingered them deeply while thrusting her up against my rigid cock. Lifting my hands away, I slowly pulled her panties down, kissing her body, as I lowered myself to the floor. Soon I was face to face with her smoothly shaved pussy, something I had dreamt of seeing for years. Amazed by the smoothness of the skin there, I began to kiss her all over, licking my way between the pouting lips that hid her pleasure pearl. She responded by running her hands through my hair and moving closer to me.

Leaning over, to get closer, I realized that I was trapped by the pants bunched around my feet. Moving back, I stood up to remove my shoes and the rest of my clothing. Anxious to taste her sweetness again, I moved us onto the bed. Kissing her neck, I was about to work my way back down her body with the intention of sucking her to completion when she suddenly said…

“Oh my God, that feels wonderful?”

Looking down I could just faintly see her pussy being manipulated by my unseen guests.

“Oh yes, that’s wonderful, oh…oh…oh, that’s the spot, yes, oh GOD yes.”

I didn’t have to see them to know that they were both working on her but she was so far gone in pleasure she didn’t realize what was happening. By the time I slipped my own hand down to play with her clit, she was going wild. Her body was writhing all over the bed, and she shouted louder and louder not to stop.

I wanted so desperately to place my cock inside her but knew that one wrong move and she’d know it wasn’t just me servicing her pussy. I froze in place, desperate with fear that she would find out what was going on, and then I decided to carry on tweaking her clit. She came with an explosive climax.

“AH…ah, I’m coming…I’m coming…I’m coming, yes…yes…yes …yes…yes…yes, ah…my God,” she screamed.

Her back arched as the intense orgasm passed over her entire body, inadvertently rubbing her clit harder against my teasing knuckle. Her movements became so intense that when she thrust her hips up again she took my thick finger deep inside her shuddering pussy. She came repeatedly until she finally passed out.

“Please, let me take over!” I begged the ghosts hoping that my whispered plea didn’t wake Tania up.

I felt them get off the bed.

“Thank you,” I whispered again.

Kissing Tania’s cheek, I gently spoke into her ear.

“Are you alright Tania?”

She finally stirred, and then opened her eyes.

“That was the best experience I’ve ever had, how did you learn to do that?”

“Oh, it’s something I read about in an erotic story,” I lied.

Putting her arms around my neck, she whispered, “Fuck me, fuck me hard.”

Raising my body above her, I used my thighs to spread her legs wide. Placing my rigid cock at her moist opening the bloated head became covered with her recent juices. Taunting her with its thick presence, I slipped it up and down her channel rubbing the bell end against her still engorged clit. Her moans fed my excitement and the sensation of my cock sliding against her hard nub was driving me insane. I couldn’t wait any longer.

Pushing my cock into her wet opening, I felt the tight rim of tissue at her entrance caress my hard shaft, and with a thrust of my hips, I sank into her waiting depths. Moans of pleasure poured from my mouth as I pulled and plunged deeper into her. I felt like an animal as I unleashed my need to slide every inch of me as deep as I could into her. It felt like heaven as I gorged myself on the sensation of pumping my manhood into her pussy.

I quickened my pace and kept driving harder and harder into her tight channel. Angling my body forward I maneuvered until her clit was sliding up and down my cock with every thrust. Her gasps of pleasure were just one of my rewards for the long wait of having her for my own. Groaning in excitement, I started to twist my hips with each plunge to heighten the sensation and watched as she threw her head from side to side in response to the added pressure to her sensitive areas.

Suddenly I could see her breasts being depressed and moved this way and that, and I knew my friends had joined in again. Tania was oblivious to this, she was too wrapped up in the pleasure of the moment to notice but her cries of excitement were arousing me even further. I redoubled my efforts plunging deeper with each downward thrust. I thrust faster and faster as I watched her nipples being pinched and pulled to new heights of pleasure. I couldn’t last much longer.

“Oh, my God, take me, take me,” she cried, “I’m going to cum, OOH God yes.”

Again, her hips came up to meet my thrusts, only this time I started to cum too. Streams of semen were shooting out of my cock as I came, repeatedly, filling her pussy. I had never cum so much in my entire life. Tania grabbed hold of my ass and wrapped her legs tight against my waist grinding her clit against me while pulling me in deeper. A second shudder racked her body until she finally fell completely limp, back to the bed.

I managed to fall off onto my back as I gasped great gulps of air into my starved lungs.

“If it weren’t for the fact we are alone I would swear you were getting help from someone else,” Tania said, breaking the silence first.

I shuddered at that, not wanting to tell her that at this very moment I had two ghosts giving me head, in an attempt to keep me hard. She started to reach for my cock, but I intercepted her hand and kissing it, placed it on my chest.

“Give me a moment to recover, and we’ll begin again.” I said.

I lay on my back feeling the pleasure of my cock being swapped from one ghost to the other, while Tania caressed my chest with her fingertips. Turning my head, I looked at her breasts heaving up and down, and placed my free hand onto the nearest one and tweaked the nipple between two fingers, eliciting an erection from both.

The licks and sucking continued on my cock when I reached over to take Tania’s hardened nipple into my mouth. I began to suck and nibble and she groaned rubbing her fingers through my hair. My cock was more than ready to begin again so the ghosts let go, allowing me to continue.

“Let’s try another position.” I said, gently turning her over onto her belly.

She got to her knees, presenting me with her backside. I knelt there looking at her petal smooth back and gently curving hips, and palmed her ass cheeks like a crazed man. Smoothing my rough hands repeatedly over that plump bottom sent tingles down her back and shivers through my cock. I watched as she widened the spread of her knees on the bed and thrust her ass up for more. I felt the ghosts get on the bed next to me but barely managed the thought, ‘What are they going to do this time?’

Tania started to moan, but it wasn’t because of me, they must be playing with her pussy again. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her ass so I moved closer to place my cock at the entrance to her opening. She felt so hot to the touch when my bell end caressed her lips, and hotter still as I pushed its thickness in with ease. Her pussy was deliciously wet, thoroughly lubricated with excitement. As I thrust forward, I felt tongues licking my balls while Tania and I made love. It was so erotic and Tania’s moans became louder than ever as I thrust in and out. The pleasure of filling her pussy along with the thrill of my friend’s tongues teasing and licking was indescribable. If only she knew, I thought.

“Oh my God, that feels so good,” she gasped between groans of pleasure.

The sight of my cock plunging into her body was ecstasy; the feel of the tongues servicing my cock and balls was almost too much, but I refused to ejaculate. I wanted this to last a lot longer than five minutes. Slowing my pace, I gently eased in and out to the sighs of Tania who was gripping the pillow with both hands, begging me to go deeper. Once I had a better hold of my lust, I started moving faster, wanting her to cum again. Thrusting with everything I had, I went for it.

“Oh yes, oh GOD yes, faster…faster, yes...oh...yes that’s it.”

She tore at the pillowcase she’d been gripping as she came and when I climaxed deep inside her I actually felt lightheaded with pleasure. Coming out of my near swoon, I found myself draped over her body. I managed to lift myself off and pulled out of her still throbbing channel. Tania collapsed onto the bed utterly exhausted and I saw that her silky hair was a tangled mess. Running my fingers through her hair, I managed to smooth it back into some semblance of order; then lay down beside her, caressing her face.

“Are you alright Tania?” I asked, after several minutes had passed. I watched as she lifted her tired head and smiled, that was all the answer I needed.

Once we managed to catch our breath we spent the rest of the evening talking about every subject under the sun until it came time for her to leave. Looking back, I realized that the only subject I had avoided was the house and my ghostly visitors. The thought of trying to explain them to her would haunt me (no pun intended) for the next couple of days.

 


 

  

Chapter 3

Using my bare foot to set the chair swing in motion, I sat on the back porch rocking and sipped my steaming coffee as I watched the sunrise. The air was cool but I really didn’t mind, it was refreshing and I needed its bracing effect to clear my mind. Turning to glance at my wristwatch, I wasn’t surprised to see that it was only 6 o’clock. After Tania left last night, I was only able to grab a few hours’ sleep, after all who could sleep when I had so much on my mind. The foremost being where had my spectral visitors gone to, and if they came back how was I going to get rid of them. That’s why I was sitting here staring into space trying to figure out what to do.

I found it hard to believe that the woman I had secretly cared for the last couple of years was now my girlfriend. Most men my age would have tons of experience by now, but I didn’t, but even with the little I had, I knew the sex last night was incredible. She didn’t know about the ghosts joining in when I was making love to her. Shaking my head with disgust, I acknowledged that I should have stopped. I hated the fact that I had inadvertently lied to her and was worried sick about her ever finding out before I had the chance to explain. It all happened too fast. I never expected her to show up at the house the way she did, and when she held me and kissed my cheek my heart was a goner. I don’t think I would have been able to stop even with a gun pointed at my head.

Wracked with guilt I banged my head on the side of the swing, trying to find a solution, not only for Tania and myself but also for the ghostly pair. Although I’d managed to find a way to see my newfound friends with the aid of a special dark light, I still had no luck in communicating with them. My eyes caught a flash of movement from the right and turning my head I saw the old woman next door peering at me through her upstairs window. I saw the curtain quickly close but not before seeing the sunlight reflecting off the pair of mini binoculars she held to her face!

Disgusted, I quickly went back inside and passed through the empty kitchen to head up to my bedroom. Thankful that I had the day off I decided to change the sheets and gather up my dirty clothes, I’d take them down to the basement later for washing. Hearing the door to my bedroom open, I turned to find no one there. They were back.

Digging through the drawer, I quickly reinserted the black light bulb and turned the switch. There they were, standing at the foot of the bed trying to talk to me. Frustration had me searching the room when suddenly I had an idea. If they could physically remove my clothes, they might be able to manipulate other solid matter. Diving into the back of my closet, I found an old chalkboard and half-empty box of chalk and put them on the dresser top. Quickly setting it up I asked if they could use it to communicate with me. One of them reached for the chalk and seemed to concentrate intensely. I watched as she managed to maneuver it to the board. Amazed at the sight I watched as she started to write. Slowly the chalk moved across the surface and writing began to form.

“Samantha. Sister - Serena.”

So they were sisters, I had so many questions I didn’t know where to start.

“Why, have you followed me home?” I asked. Watching closely I saw that Samantha’s ability to write was becoming stronger. Her intense focus was driving the chalk smoother and quicker.

“Help us.”

“Help you do what?”

“Release us.”

“How? Why are you trapped here?” I watched her ghostly hands as they continued writing. She appeared to be tiring.

“Murdered – by father. Bones – Christian burial.”

Shocked I sat there reading the brief words and looking up I caught the expressions of sadness and regret on their faces. My mind was rapidly processing the information they had given and I wondered if that was why they had chosen me to bestow their favors on. Embarrassed by the idea that they had used sex in an effort to bribe me I decided not to embarrass them further by asking. I had so many questions to ask but only spoke one.

“Do you need to use my life energy to communicate, to function?”

They silently looked at each other and looking back at me, nodded their head.

“Has the strong emotions that we experienced in the last two days helped?”

Nodding their heads quickly again, I began to see what was happening. Strong emotions must generate a lot of energy that they can use to try to communicate.

“So sex must be a good one?”

They nodded their head again in confirmation.

“What emotions are the strongest?”

Samantha moved to the board and began to write, “Fear – Hate – Lust.”

Seeing the words in writing sent chills down my back. Realization struck, concerning Brian. Turning to them abruptly I saw them looking at me with suddenly closed expressions.

“So, for my friend Brian, you chose fear. That’s why he wouldn’t tell me any of the details and right now, I really don’t want to know what happened. However, when I came to the house you chose lust. Why?”

Samantha and Serena looked at one another, and as I watched, tears began to fall down their faces. They leaned into each other and embraced as if their hearts were going to break. Watching them I realized that I didn’t need to know the reason, what I needed to do was help them.

“I’ll help,” I said quietly. “You don’t have anything to worry about, I give you my word I will find your remains and arrange for a Christian burial.”

They moved towards me as one and I felt petal soft arms and the gentle fragrance of Lavender surround me. Awkwardly standing between them I could only wonder how I was going to do it. Obviously, serious research was in order.

“Son, there’s a phone call for you,” my mother shouted from the bottom of the stairs.

“Coming,” I shouted back, and with those words, they faded from sight.

 


 

  

Chapter 4

After speaking with Tania about meeting later for dinner, I decided to head down to the local county courthouse to find more information on the haunted house. Sitting in the records room, I poured over the available information and was amazed at how much data I could gather about the house and property. Since the house was very old, the information wasn’t listed in the computer database or even in the huge record books. I ended up in the equipment room going through the photographic images that had been transferred onto microfilm reels. Comparing the original plans for the home with all the changes that had been made throughout the years, I was able to notice several discrepancies in the floor plans.

According to the ghosts, it had been over seventy years since their father murdered them. Looking at the changes to the floor plans, I figured that their bodies must be hidden somewhere in the house. Packing up my notes, I decided to head back to the house and wasn’t surprised when they appeared before me as I had set up the dark light in the sitting room. Expecting them to be waiting for me when I showed up, I’d brought my blackboard and easel, to communicate with them. I asked if they had any idea where their bodies might be.

Samantha wrote, ‘Don’t know.’

“So tell me where you first appeared in this house?” I asked.

Looking at each other they both agreed.

‘Sitting Room’ she wrote.

Nodding my head, I recalled the horror stories I’d read and films that I had seen and knew from these and other sources that bodies had been found behind brick walls, and under floorboards.

“Is there anything in this room, that wasn’t here when you were alive?”

Once again, they conferred with each other before pointing to the fireplace and the back wall.

“Well, that’s as good a place to start as any other.”

Staring at the back wall, I studied it carefully and decided it appeared too modern. The electrical switches were a dead giveaway as they looked new. Checking my notes, I figured that the renovations had been done by the last tenant. However, after looking at the plans again, I decided that the fireplace was the obvious place to start as the mantel, while in good condition, was showing the signs of use and the bricks in the back of the fireplace were held in place by mortar that was obviously older.

Taking my crowbar and hammer out of the bag, I began to hit the back of the fireplace and managed to loosen the mortar on a few of the bricks. I continued tapping and managed to loosen a few bricks to the extent that I was able to pull several to the floor. Poking the crowbar in I discovered that there appeared to be an open space behind the bricks so I ran for the flashlight to see if I could peer into the opening.

The light pierced the darkness and after moving my eyes closer to the hole, I discovered what appeared to be a smaller room just beyond. After a good half-hour, I’d managed to make a large enough opening for me to enter. Taking a last look back at the disappearing ghosts I poked the flashlight through sheets of cobwebs and slowly stood up in silence.

Moving the light around the perimeter of the small room, I could see that it contained no windows. No overhead light fixture was on the ceiling but taking a quick look around the walls, I noticed that the wallpaper was an exact match to what the living room still had hanging. There didn’t appear to be any furniture in the room and as I swung the light into the corner, I noticed what appeared to be a small cot. Looking off to the side there appeared to be a mound of clothes, no wait, was that a shoe I wondered.

I was right; blocked by the metal frame cot and bedding, there appeared to be remains slumped in a heap on the floor. Of course, the bodies were mere skeletons now, but looking at the remnants of cloth that clung to the bones it appeared that it was the correct time-period. I shuddered, closed my eyes and began to back up to the entrance hole that I had created. I needed to catch my breath for the stale dusty air was making it difficult to breathe. Here, now, seeing the evidence before me I felt a crushing sadness at what had happened and all that had been lost. I stood there praying, too late to prevent what happened; my only hope was that their deaths were swift. Gathering my self-control, I managed a deep breath and slowly moved forward.

I heard scratching sounds and thought that the rodents must have been disturbed in the hidden area when I had entered. Peering forward and lighting the way with my flashlight I caught my breath upon seeing what appeared to be their entwined arms wrapped around each other, it looked as if they were seeking comfort from one another in their last moments. Looking closer at the area surrounding the bones I saw no plates or cups, nothing to signify that they had any type of food or water in their confinement. Only a pool of what looked like melted wax sat atop a wooden box crate.

My thoughts were creating a litany of horrible scenarios as I stood there and the images running through my head were only broken when I turned to discover a large journal that was yellow with age lying off to the side against the wall. Carefully stepping forward I observed that the leather binding appeared to be in good condition, so carefully picking it up, I turned to leave and crawled out of the tomb their father must have created for them. Pulling myself upright, I swiftly looked to see if the ghosts were still there but they were gone and there was nothing but silence. I moved to the window to get a breath of fresh air and turning sat down on the settee, broke down and cried. Then after composing myself, I started to read.

* * *

“October 15 – Father has brought good news, his business is to expand and he wants us to pack, we are going to Chicago. My sister and I are very excited.”

* * *

Glancing through the journal, page by page, it went on much the same for the most part, with the trivial day-to-day activities of two young women. Most concerns were arrangements dealing with the housekeeper and their attempts to select foods and stuff from the local shops that their father selected. Few visitors called, it seemed that their father did not entertain family or friends. The highlights of their days seemed to be the occasional outings to the bookstores; their father seemed to encourage their pursuit of learning and knowledge. Occasional mentions were made of the elderly gardener who took care of the major tasks of caring for the grounds and planting the selection of flowers that the young women had made. No mention was made of a governess or widowed female relation that was in residence. Apparently, the father deemed it sufficient that they had each other for companionship and the housekeeper in attendance to keep an eye on their doings. Halfway through the book, it abruptly took a turn, as the handwriting seem to become more informal and hurried in its intent.

“July 31 – My sister and I had a most amazing day. Our father introduced us to a young man who appeared at our door early this morning. It turned out that he was our father’s new apprentice. He was a most handsome young man in his early twenties who spoke to us as if we were royalty. We were both taken aback when our father told us he had a business meeting and would return later that morning. Father showed the apprentice to his work area in the library and instructed him on what he expected him to review and study until he returned. As father left the house, he requested that we be at the apprentice’s disposal until he returned. We were at first shocked, as we had never been left alone in a strange male’s presence before. Serena and I were both happy at the possibility of perhaps speaking with someone on our own, especially a young man.

Patiently waiting for an opportunity to speak with him, we decided to have morning tea in the Sitting Room. We first became aware of his presence in the doorway when he made a harrumphing noise in his throat to alert us to his presence. Inviting him to join us seemed the perfect chance to know him better and we invited him to take tea with us and have a seat. He politely bowed and entered the room, then chose to sit between us on the settee. As I poured tea and Serena offered cakes and biscuits, we began to relax and converse as if we were old friends. He proceeded to charm us with his wit and kindness and answered our many questions about his family and friends. As I sat and watched, my sister Serena seemed completely captivated by his presence. Her smiles and laughter drew his growing perusal and his manner became more and more relaxed.

I must admit that I was a bit green with envy that she had managed to capture his attention so completely, so I decided to try to draw back his attention to myself. I surreptitiously unfastened a couple of buttons at the top of my blouse, which I knew would reveal the skin of my throat. As he turned to include me in their conversation, I watched as his eyes widened at the sight of my pale neck before him. Feeling a sudden blush blossom on my cheeks I couldn’t help but be excited as his eyes seemed riveted to the exposed skin. Suddenly with my heart aflutter, I leaned forward to offer more tea and he was rewarded with a hint of revealed cleavage. I happened to look past him and saw my sister’s expression.

Instead of being angry at my attempt to ensnare his attention, she simply smiled and took the initiative, by placing her hand gently onto his leg just above his knee, in an effort to lure his focus back to her. Her eyes measured mine and began to sparkle with real mischief. Glancing back and forth between us, he carried on talking but we could see he was getting red under the collar at the sudden unabashed attention he was receiving. Glancing down I started with surprise when I clearly saw a bulge appear in his trousers. While I was naïve, I knew the facts of life and it seemed a bit strange as I watched how he fidgeted in his seat, while trying to hide the evidence of his arousal.

Quickly glancing up I saw that my sister had noticed as well, because as I watched in fascination, she moved her hand slightly up his leg, nearer to his crotch. I gazed on in wonder as he seemingly turned as still as a statue, frozen in place. I couldn’t determine by the look on his face what he was going to do, the play of emotions across his face were a revelation. Suddenly, it looked like he was ready to bolt, when my sister followed up by gently placing her fingertips onto his stiff cock.

You could hear his audible gulp and his eyes swiveled wildly back and forth between the two of us. He did not fight, or push her away; in fact, he sat there still as a statue while her fingers traced his member its full length and breadth. The air was heavy with tension as I watched her fingers slip to the very tip of his member to massage it tentatively. I stared in awe as it seemed to grow in size and when it began to tent his trousers outward I looked up to see her quickly shoot a questioning glance at me.

I knew by the look in her eyes that she was remembering our discussions about men, and our curiosity of the knowledge that we had gained only from books that we had found hidden on the top back shelf of our father’s library. We had found them quite accidentally when we were searching for a remedy for poison ivy. Shocked by what we had stumbled upon we ran to our bedroom to study the books in secret. Page by page we perused the information there and some of it was quite graphic in nature. Astounded by the illustrations that were contained in one of the books, our discussions of male and female relationships became quite heated. I couldn’t believe that the reproduction of the species was hinged upon what the book referred to as intercourse. My Serena, being a year older, had the firm belief that the information must be true, but seemed to believe that the pictures used in the book were exaggerated. Her scientific sensibilities refused to believe that the male body resembled the illustrations listed.

Seeing the look in her eyes, I knew what she was going to do before she did it. I reeled in horror and fascination as I looked down to see her fingers slowly but surely unbuttoning his trousers while he sat there shaking like a leaf. Comprehension suddenly dawned on me that he, being a lowly apprentice, would surely be in trouble no matter what course of action he took. If he made a move to stop his employer’s daughter we could very well complain that he was the instigator. If he tried to join in and was rebuffed he’d still be labeled as the problem. Sitting frozen seemed his best solution I reasoned, as I awaited further developments.

I didn’t need to watch her hands to know when she touched him intimately. If possible, he stiffened even more completely and seemed to hold his breath in disbelief before his mouth parted in a gasp.

Looking down I saw that his member was free from its clothing and jutting outward from his body. Tendrils of black curls were thick at the base of a length of flesh that seemed grotesquely large in its bloated state. I watched as her tiny fingers tried to encircle its width but fell miserably short.

My ears became filled by the gasps of heavy breathing from the man held in place by a set of inquisitive fingers that ran the length and breadth of her fascination. Clear drops of fluid were now seeping from what appeared to be a slit at the knobby piece of flesh at the end. Looking up at his face once more I saw that his eyes were closed but his mouth was wide open and his tongue was licking at what appeared to be parched lips.

I watched in awe as her thumb swirled the knobby top to distribute the slippery fluid over its end and around the ridge. His gasps were now turning to moans as he shifted back and forth in place on the settee as if being tortured. It suddenly seemed like a switch was thrown when he finally stood up and started to undress, first revealing his muscular upper torso and then finishing the job by letting his pants completely down. We were shocked to discover that when completely naked his cock and the heavy balls beneath not only surpassed the illustrations that we had been privy to but greatly exceeded them beyond our wildest imaginations.

We both stared in fascination, as it appeared to be at least eight inches long, maybe more, but the thickness was the astounding part, it was nearly the size of my wrist. His male piece seemed to stand at attention under our continued gaze. We stared at it for some time before becoming equally aroused by the situation, and once again, my sister took the initiative to place her two hands around it to manipulate the skin that covered it. Moving it back and forth, she completely revealed the entire large bell shaped end and slipped her one hand up to squeeze the throbbing tip.

I had finally gotten over the shock at what was occurring and definitely decided to join in with my own explorations. I placed my hand tentatively under his ball sack and began to lift them gently with my fingertips. They were surrounded by errant black strands of hair with an occasional curly lock here and there and as I ran my inquisitive fingers over and under them, they seemed to harden and lift up into my hands. I adored the sensation of cupping them. I was also spellbound by what my own body was feeling as I touched him intimately.

By this time we were all breathing heavily and as our bodies grew warmer with arousal all thoughts of maidenly shyness totally slipped away. I watched as Serena decided to take our adventure to the next level. She slowly opened her blouse and then began to unlace her corset until the edges parted, revealing the sides of her full breasts to his scrutiny. He tentatively slipped a hand under the cloth to cover first one and then the other when she gave a sign of encouragement. With both hands covering her, he began to squeeze and tug her erect nipples.

Watching him pinch her nipples was making me squirm in heated excitement and I clutched his balls wantonly with my fingers before moving them closer to the pulsating rod above. I could feel my own body beginning to moisten in my private area and began to wish that he’d play with my nipples.

My sister’s forward behavior set my own free and not to be outdone, I not only opened the buttons on my blouse but also unlatched the belt holding my full skirt to my waist. With both open, I shrugged and allowed the blouse to fall to the floor with the skirt following closely behind. Standing there in my corset and shift, I began to loosen the laces until the tight corset fell to the floor at his feet. Feeling the material fall at his feet he turned his attention to me and saw me standing there in nothing but my petticoat and shift. Catching his gaze, I pushed the petticoat off and thumbed the wide straps of my shift over my shoulders until it fell and I stood before him in all my naked glory.

My sister promptly decided to follow suit until we both stood naked before him, and kicking our clothes to one side, we began to touch and feel every inch of his muscular body. He was moaning in excitement and let his hands tentatively fall down so that his fingertips were resting on the mounds of our womanhood. We were so overcome by emotion and feelings of arousal that all thoughts of propriety were long gone from our consciousness.

I cannot imagine what he must have been going through, with two naked bodies to fondle and both of us playing with his cock and balls. He suddenly started to groan and thrust his body forward. Looking down I could see a thick creamy substance shooting from his member up into the air until it fell to the clothes that littered the floor. He suddenly pulled us both close and began to squeeze us against his prodding member and we felt wetness covering our sides and abdomens as he continued to shoot the liquid from his body.

Moving his hands up to the backs of our necks, he began to kiss first one and then the other forcing his tongue between our lips with continued pressure. Feeling his naked skin against us we began to shiver in unfulfilled lust until his hands drifted down again between our legs and began to tickle our private spots. His long fingers slid into our wetness and began to rub back and forth until our hips rolled to the touch of his fingers against us.

I lost all touch with reality only wanting to ride the pleasure of his fingers where sparks of pleasure were emanating. Spreading my legs wider, I felt a sudden thickness between my legs, sliding through the moisture that had pooled there. Growing weak in the knees, I felt my body slip to the floor and realized that my sister who was holding onto him and my hand had followed me down to the carpet.

Looking up I saw him standing there above us, his member drooping with a bead of wetness hanging at the tip. Kneeling down between us, he continued to run his fingers over and over our pleasure points until my sister and I were groaning aloud with pleasure. My eyes were tightly closed to enjoy the pleasure better when suddenly I felt a smooth mouth latch on to the hardened nipple at my breast. Half rising from the floor in pleasure his fingers slipped deeper into me at my sudden movement. Feeling something entering my body, I glanced down to see his hand buried between my legs.

At this point, he had focused his attention on me and in a sudden shift of his body had my arms laid flat to the carpet while he knelt between my legs, and using his knees thrust my legs wider. Looking down between our bodies, I saw that his member had regained its strength as it was firm and large again, and even now was bumping against me where mere seconds ago, his fingers had been. Feeling his fullness against that heated spot made me squirm in pleasure and unknowingly I raised my hips in search of more sensation and found that I had managed to surround the bloated head of his member with my body.

The feeling was incredible and I paused to savor the feeling when suddenly he nudged it just a bit deeper until I felt the plump head of his cock press up against some sort of barrier in my depths. Sighing with the pleasure and pain of his fullness, I looked deeply into his eyes and watched as he moved to thrust his hips forward. Suddenly, I felt something give and a sharp pain made me cry out, yet the fullness of his member thrust deep into my body. Gasping at the intrusion, I felt his lips come down upon mine, and his tongue slip through my lips to toy with my own.

Distracted by this sudden change of tactic I didn’t realize that he was giving me the opportunity to adjust to his intrusion in my body until I felt his weight lift from my body and his hardened member withdrew. Then, once again, he plunged down with a swiftness that drove him deep into the depths of my womanhood. I moaned in pleasure and pain at the feel and squirmed to try to get out from underneath him, which only served to draw him deeper into my depths.

His lips were covering mine as he continued to withdraw and thrust forward again until instead of pain I began to feel an overwhelming pleasure. Using his forearms to lift my legs wider apart I felt him seat his maleness against my pleasure point so that each slide into me massaged the pulse of pleasure that waited for him there.

I suddenly felt a fire begin at my pointed toes and run like lightening up my widespread legs to center at my pleasure point and with a feeling that could only be described as mind altering I found my body convulsing in such pleasure that I screamed at the intensity of the feeling. My body was still quivering and tightening its hold on his thick rod when he suddenly pulled out and moved over to my sister.

I watched in awe as he manipulated her body into a swoon of pleasure until his stiff member parted her nether lips with its bloated head. Hearing her scream of pleasure and pain, I knew that he had breached her inner sanctum as he had done mine and I beheld the thrust of his hips as he seemed to plow between her legs with all the gusto of a starving man. His moans of pleasure rose sharply with each thrust into her body and as she welcomed him into her depths, I saw her hips suddenly thrust up and knew that she was in the same throes of pleasure that I had just experienced. Her screams of pleasure echoed throughout the room as he continued to thrust in and out of her with maddening speed and concentration.

Suddenly I watched as her eyes flew open again and she gasped aloud as a second pleasurable swoon managed to eclipse her body. His panting continued to increase until I saw the cheeks of his buttocks suddenly clench tightly and hold in place above her until with one final thrust he sank to the depths and stopped. I could see his body clenching tighter with each continuing pulse of pleasure until he finally gave a last groan and collapsed his weight atop her.

I moved nearer to touch the muscled flesh of his firm buttocks when I heard the sound of an approaching automobile coming up the incline to our house. Hissing a frightened warning, I quickly gathered my scattered clothing and shoes and ran to the window that faced the driveway. Hearing the commotion behind me, I knew that Serena and the new apprentice were racing to do the same. Serena and I darted up the stairs, racing to our rooms to put ourselves in order.

Hearing the slam of the library door, we knew that the apprentice was surely doing the same. Several minutes passed before we heard the muffled sounds of the front door opening. Father must have taken the new automobile to the carriage house before heading to our front door. Tidying my hair, I was able to right my clothes and hair before I heard him calling my name and with a final check left the room to answer his call.

Even now as I pen these words, I shudder with wonder at our actions and thank the heavens that we were able to evade being caught by our father. It has been many days since we have heard any news of the apprentice as our father does not include us in his daily business activities. While Serena and I have continually discussed what had happened and what we had experienced, we live in fear that somehow our father will find out what had occurred. It is difficult to remain calm when he stops speaking and looks at us oddly, as if he knows that something is amiss, but cannot quite put his finger on what it is. Now that the housekeeper has returned from her visit to tend to her sick sister, we know that a similar opportunity will probably not present itself any time soon.

We both live in hope that we will see the handsome young man again as he has filled our hearts with a yearning to be in his arms again.”

* * *

I closed the book. I looked around me but did not feel the presence of the ghosts and I wondered where they had gone. I knew that I needed to get home, but first I had to secure the open hole in the fireplace. Taking one last look into the gloomy room, I carefully began to try to place the bricks back in some type of order. Piling them, one on top of the other, my only hope was that if anyone else should come into the house and entered this room, that no one would notice their state in the dim light of the room. Gathering my equipment and carefully placing the journal in my backpack, I vowed to continue reading the book as soon as I had the opportunity.

 


 

  

Chapter 5

If only they were alive today - that’s what I kept thinking as I read their journal. The book was filled with bits and pieces of their daily lives along with the unexpected meeting of the young man that had changed their life. Feeling compelled to learn more of what happened; I continued on, needing to know what had led to the precipice of their murder. I had to finish the book before I could fulfill my promise to have their earthly remains placed in consecrated ground.

* * *

“August 15 – Father wants to have a dinner party for a few of his select clients. Last night he gave us the invitation list for the cards to be sent. We were thrilled to discover that the new apprentice is included on the list. While we have not seen him since that fateful day a huge bouquet of flowers were delivered to the house, but they came without a card. Sister and I looked up the meaning of the arrangement of pink and white roses with Maidenhair Fern in our volume of ‘The Language of Flowers.’ Our hearts were filled with hope at the knowledge of his secret love for both of us. We cannot wait to see him again.”

* * *

“August 20 – The arrangements have been made and tomorrow night we shall see him again. Father has reviewed the selection of wines and foods and even studied the seating arrangements at the table. He questioned our placement of the new apprentice and moved him from between us to the opposite end of the table. Serena fears we have raised his suspicions.”

“August 21 – Dinner was a complete and utter disaster! There is no other way for me to possible describe what transpired. When the hour finally arrived, the business clients attended as expected. Dinner was served by the hired wait staff for the occasion. The conversation was congenial and while current events were discussed, there was no mention of business at the table. While our gaze ventured to the young man who we longed to see, we did carry on conversations with the other men present. It was apparent to both Serena and I however, that the business associates could not keep their eyes off the pair of us. The men who sat at the table were close to the same age as our father but seemed to consider us fair game. We were dressed stylishly yet modest in appearance but found the continual staring uncomfortable. I venture to say that it appeared as if they were sizing us up like horses at the market. Father’s apprentice sat at the opposite end of the table, he seemed just as aware of their strange behavior as we were, and fought to keep his face expressionless.

When dinner was finished, they retired to the study for cigars and after dinner drinks. We could hear loud discussions but could not discern what was being discussed. My sister and I were left to direct the staff to clear the dishes and the work was performed with such haste that before much time had passed the dining room was restored as well as the kitchen to their original order.

Upon the return of the men from their cigars and after dinner drinks, we were called upon to play the piano and entertain with musical selections. It wasn’t until the guests had finally left for the evening that we were informed that father was entering into an agreement to expand his business and that we were being offered as wives to seal the bargain. Shocked into silence we stared at him and then each other. He advised us that since each of the men were suitable for business partners as far as he was concerned, he would allow us the choice of which man we would marry. He instructed us to retire for the night and make our decision. Hastily leaving the room, we kept our silence afraid of what we might say in haste. Our discussions ran long into the night and only when exhausted did we fall into a troubled sleep.

Morning has come, and as I write of last night’s events in this journal I now know that we will have to do something, but what?”

* * *

The strain of keeping my eyes open to read more of the journal was too much for me. I was exhausted from the long day and lay half-asleep with my arms clutching the book to me. Moving it under my pillow for safekeeping, I had to remind myself that the events occurred over seventy years ago, and trying to stay awake to finish the entries would not solve anything but my own questions of what had happened. I will have to continue tomorrow, now I must rest.

 


 

  

Chapter 6

The next day at work was spent watching the clock, wanting to head home to see the next entry in the journal. Racing home, I found the house empty but didn’t question where my parents had gone. Heading up the stairs, I tore off the necktie and threw down the sport coat that I’d been wearing. Heading for the closet, I pulled the journal down from the shelf and proceeded to the next entry.

“August 23 – All is quiet, and we cannot help but wonder why our father has not approached us again about our choice of husbands for marriage. We have not heard from our young man either and the housekeeper seems to be keeping a closer eye on us both. We’ve heard comings and goings from the house but have not been called down from our rooms and involved.”

“August 24 – Dinner tonight was a quiet affair. Father was silent and withdrawn and did not engage us in conversation other than to ask if we had made our selections. How calmly he asks, as if we are selecting a new ribbon for a hat or are discussing the purchase of the newest novel. We looked hesitantly at each other and then Serena answered that we know so little about the men that were present, she asked if it would be possible to arrange additional meetings so that we may know more of their personality before we make a final decision.

Father remains silent and seemingly focused on the meat on his plate; his answer several minutes later assures us that he was pondering the soundness of our request. He nods in agreement but inserts a caveat; our selection must be made by the end of the month. He has given us seven days to decide our fate, it is cruel but with no other choice, we agree. Perhaps in the remaining time allowed we can dissuade our suitors, leaving father with the business partnerships, and us free from arranged marriages. We shall see.”

“August 26 – They are to arrive tomorrow for afternoon tea. Father advises that he is too busy to lose another day’s work. Serena and I have much to plan; we have hatched a scheme to discourage the men with our dispositions and lack of manners. Surely this will be easier to do with mature men who expect a certain degree of refinement from women who will head their households.”

* * *

In my mind, I already sense that they are in for a terrible, rude awakening. Men like this, older men used to having their orders obeyed in business and their personal lives, would never allow two young women to dissuade them from their goals. I held my breath as I turned back to the journal to read.

* * *

“August 27 – Nothing turned out as we planned! Serena and I came down to the tea, long after the men had arrived. We were beyond being fashionably late and as we entered the room, we discerned from their fixed expressions that their tempers were raised. Smiling as if nothing was amiss we sat down and requested the pacing men to join us. They took a seat as we rang for the tea tray to be brought in.

The housekeeper brought in the teacart, and after casting a quick glance around to ensure that we had everything we needed she silently left the room, pulling the door closed behind her. How odd when for the past several weeks she’d been watching our every move. Perhaps it was so she could listen at the keyhole; little did we know that she had left the house shortly after serving the tea.

Making idle conversation with the men, we passed the teacups around asking if they wanted cream and sugar. The eldest of the four, was also the tallest. Mr. Stevenson started to laugh and pronounced he would take his tea differently. Promptly taking a flask from his coat, he poured a liberal amount of liquid into the tea, and upon taking a sip, declared it was perfect. Laughter from the other men ensued and soon they all were pulling flasks out and spiking their tea.

Serena and I shared a look and she being the adventurous one remarked that she wouldn’t mind a spot in her own cup. Surprised looks flashed about and Mr. Thomas leaned forward to offer Serena his personal flask. Pouring a liberal amount in she found that the mellow whiskey did add a kick to the bland beverage and soon had leaned forward to empty the bottle into the teapot. This led to a round of applause and soon the first pot was empty and promptly replenished from the hot water kettle left on the sideboard.

The men seemed greatly relaxed and we soon forgot our own plots for freedom. Serena led me to the piano and I began to play a lively tune while she sang for the men. Soon Mr. Jones sprang up and began to waltz Serena around the room. Handing her off to Mr. Winchester, they began to twirl around the room at a rapid gate until flushed with laughter Serena sat next to me on the piano bench and began to fan her flushed face.

When she began to pull the bodice buttons open to cool off the men began to hoot and applaud in appreciation. She began to laugh and tease them with the lower buttons and preened, as the men grew louder and more raucous. Serena flushed with whiskey fueled laughter then stood and with a mighty heave ripped open the remaining buttons (much to my surprise) on her blouse until her pale milky breasts spilled out for the men to enjoy.

The men were wild with enthusiasm and Serena being the ultimate flirt slowly began to dance around the room as she played with the buttons on her skirt. Stopping to replenish her dry throat with another deep swallow of tea she spun around the piano and as she did she kicked her heels off and began to flash her stocking feet and legs at the assembled men who applauded all the louder and with greater abandon.

Playing rather haphazardly I laughed as I watched her breasts bounce in abandon before the gathered men. My own head was swimming from the doctored tea and I was feeling slighted by having to play the piano while Serena had all the fun so I asked one of the men to start the gramophone so that I could dance too.

Soon the men surrounded us, helping Serena and I both out of our clothes until we stood before them naked as the day we were born. Our bodies were flushed with the admiration of the men and as their hands skimmed our bodies, we felt as if we were on top of the world. Having these worldly men ooh and ah over our bodies was the greatest aphrodisiac we had ever experienced and it wasn’t long before the men had shed their coats and shirts and were peeling down to their bare skins to dance naked with us around the room.

What a sight we must have made bare breasts and cocks flopping about as we took our turns around the piano. Well the cocks were flopping at first, but we soon noticed as they became stiff and large and we were fascinated by the differences between the four men.

* * *

Sitting there with the book in my hands, I closed my eyes before turning the next page. I could imagine what would happen next and my stiffening cock reflected my arousal as I continued to read.

* * *

“August 27 – I watched as Serena was lifted onto the piano top and my throat suddenly became dry as Mr. Thomas led me to the sofa. Turning I looked into his eyes and saw for the first time that they were a beautiful shade of Wedgewood Blue and wondered at the color. Seeing the expression of lust on his face, my own became heated and I turned away and as I turned, I felt a trail of long fingers sliding down the side of my cheek and trembled as they flowed down to the sensitive spot at the base of my neck. I sat in silence as I felt his fingers begin to play with the nipples on my breasts. I turned my face back towards him and was startled as the tips of our noses briefly touched.

Laughing in surprise, I made to move back a bit when I suddenly felt his soft warm breath fall upon my lips. Shyly looking up to the warmth in his eyes, I watched as he leaned in closer until I felt the tickling sensation of a mustache on my face. My private fantasies had always been about men with mustaches so it felt like a dream come true when I felt it move down the bridge of my nose until it moved side to side at the tip. I suddenly realized that he was teasing me and I definitely wanted to play along. Opening my mouth to speak, I felt the slip of a warm tongue flow in to touch my own and my senses became overloaded.

I closed my eyes and with a soft moan, I succumbed to the arousal I was feeling. Even now as I sit here, pen to paper, the fire of that first kiss is hard to describe. I was consumed by the touch of a man that I hardly knew but with each touch of his tongue and lips, he drew me into him closer. The feel of his mustache was so enticing that I pulled his head down to the top of my breasts. I agonized at the feeling it invoked there and waited anxiously to see what he would do.

Rubbing his face across my bare breasts made me feel faint and when he latched on to one pink tipped rigid nipple I moaned as if dying with pleasure. Holding his head close to me, I felt him move back and forth rubbing that mustache across my breasts and he continued to suck and pulled at the tight peaks they held. It wasn’t until I felt a hand sliding up between my thighs that I realized that I was lying flat on the sofa with him between my legs.

I felt the cool air in the room mingle with the moist trail he left behind on my breasts and watched as he lifted his hand to move his member closer. I could not look away from the turgid length that he held.

I had only seen one in illustrations and the one that the young apprentice had, but what Mr. Thomas had was like nothing I had seen before. The length and width were as if it was abnormal. There are no words to describe how thick and long it appeared to be. He watched my expression and I could only look with shock in return. The end was almost the like of a doorknob only deep purple in appearance and it was leaking fluid at an alarming rate. I watched as he lowered down to me and felt him try to move it between my legs.

The slippery head slid into the apex of my thighs and womanhood and managed to move against my mound until I felt his knees press my legs apart further. Moving back a bit, he moved its position through my legs and it landed between the folds of womanhood to slide up and down its length. The heat of his manhood slid against the fine hairs and he used its length to rub against my inner thighs until I felt its first contact at my pleasure point.

With my small gasp, he realized its position and used it to his advantage. Rubbing the knob up and down against the swollen point his hips danced against my body until I widened my legs further apart to allow him greater access. Taking that advantage, his right hand came down and lifted my leg further up and over the crest of the camel back sofa until I was open to his use completely.

I moaned in excitement as I felt the heated thickness against the opening of my womanhood and squirming on the sofa to get closer I felt the first portion of the knob try to gain access. Hands came down to lift my hips into better position and suddenly I felt my body give way to its fullness. He waited a few moments as I writhed around the hot slippery invader and seeing that my body was moist with its own excitement he proceeded to push his length in inch by inch until he was seated fully into my depths.

Gasping in excitement, I couldn’t lay still while his member was in me. I kept writhing about on the sofa as a woman possessed until he began to pull out. Feeling him slip from me, I tried to clench it with my inner muscles and at my first attempt; I elicited a deep groan of feeling from him as he gasped in excitement. I wanted to beg him for more but he became so still at that moment that I did not speak. Suddenly, it was as if he had given in to his excitement because he began to pull out and then thrust in at such a speed that I couldn’t speak. His hands cupped my bottom as if for better purchase as he thrust and moved his hips in a blur. Leaning down to suckle my nipples his member was forced against my pleasure point so that I could feel every stroke and movement of his body.

The fire of excitement began between my legs and raced to the top of my head as I screamed out in ecstasy, I came at the pinnacle of pleasure. My body shook in the throes of a violent orgasm as my inner walls clutched on his hard member for more. I felt faint with excitement as he continued to plunge in and out of me driving the pleasure on and on until it built into a second explosion that I felt to the tips of my toes.

Feeling the shudders of my body had him come with a roar of excitement that he buried between my breasts. His hips continued to move after the first explosion and I felt his member pulse deep within me as if it would never end. Gasping in pleasure, he suckled on first one nipple then the other until the quivering in our bodies slowly came to a halt. Wriggling his hips one last time he finally pulled out his magnificent manhood and turning to the man behind him he motioned him closer.

Helping me sit up he motioned for Mr. Winchester to sit down on the sofa, and lifting me up he sat me back down upon him. I felt Mr. Winchester’s chest rub the skin of my back as I sat down upon a thick member that was even now slipping into the place that Mr. Thomas had just left. As he thrust up into me, Mr. Thomas moved in front of my face and gently placing his hands onto my head, he moved his member closer to my mouth. I licked my lips anxiously and wondered what he intended and in that moment, I knew.

With a short thrust, the purple head of his cock was between my soft lips and when I gasped in surprise, he pulled me on to him deeper. Gently he thrust until I became accustomed to his stride while the man below me plunged me deeper into lust. His fingers held me tightly in place, playing with pleasure point from the front as he moved me up and down with his thrusts.

With my eyes closed, I moved in concert with the two men that played my body, each pulling and thrusting in their own way until the overwhelming pleasure began to fill my body to such an extent that I moaned aloud in anxious need. Suddenly, it felt like lightning struck the pleasure point that was being tweaked with each thrust. I screamed in ecstasy as my body shuddered from the waves of pleasure that ran up and down its length.

I heard the men groan loudly as with a final thrust one exploded his passion into my body while the other rained it down on my lips and breasts. Our sighs of pleasure filled my ears and I felt faint with the pleasure that I had experienced. I slowly opened my eyes to see Serena surrounded by the other two men who seemed to be holding her upright.”

* * *

Sitting there reading the book I was amazed at the turn of events. Apparently, Samantha wasn’t disturbed by ending up with Mr. Thomas and Mr. Winchester and I could only wonder if Serena fared as well. Anxious to see if Samantha included Serena’s tale I turned the page.

* * *

“August 27 – Mr. Stevenson gently pushed Serena down on her back, flat against the ebony surface of the piano. Covering her with his body, he began to kiss her neck and breasts while she ran her fingers to the hair at the base of his head. He continued his seduction by placing his hands on either side of her head and pulling loose the pins that held her hair, he then threaded his fingers into a secure grip to ravish her mouth. His tongue was quite persuasive and unable to breath she felt quite faint, until he lifted his lips and began to use his mouth on her naked breasts. His lurid tongue made short work of tantalizing her nipples until they stood at attention to the workings of his lips.

She told me in stunned surprise that she felt as if she was melting in place when she felt his hands invade the slit between her legs. His fingers began to slip and slide their way through the delicate folds of her private area until she moaned in lust at the feelings he was awakening.

The hands that were once playing in his hair were now clutching his arms to keep them close to her burning body. Feeling a sudden loss of pressure on her breasts, she raised her head to see him disappear past her abdomen. Suddenly she felt something exceedingly moist and probing on her private parts and after a moment’s revelation realized that the man now had his mouth over her womanhood.

Her own hands muffled her soft shriek, when she realized that it was his tongue now probing her most intimate folds. She swooned at the thought and sensation of his lips moving over her private area and was jolted to sudden awareness as she felt his tongue impale the opening that was deep between her legs. Her hands were again buried deep in his hair as her moans of lust filled the room. His animal grunts of pleasure filled the air, and time stopped when she reached a peak of excitement that had her shrieking in pleasure. He continued with his lips and tongue until her pants of lust fell away to soft groans of completion.

She felt him lift his lips and raising her head she looked deeply into his eyes and watched as his hands moved to lift his organ into place. Anticipating what was to come she lay still until she felt the first hard thrust bury deep within her. Gasping in delight, he grunted, thinking that he was the first to breach her maidenhead since her sheath was so tight. He pulled back and then spreading her legs wider thrust his hips forward until he was buried to the hilt. Not giving her time to catch her breath he started thrusting in and out with the spirit of a young man. Grunting, and heaving he leaned forward to arch further over her, and managed to slide his manhood against her exposed pleasure point. She was in the throes of a violent pleasurable experience once again.

Hearing her gasps of pleasure set his own pleasure to its peak and he tightened for one last thrust as he grasped her nipples to tweak them once again. Mounding her firm breasts in his hands, he shook with the pleasure of his release and after finally sending the last spurts of his seed deep within her he leaned over to suckle her nipples in pleasure.

Standing next to him, Mr. Jones patted him on the back and urged him to help him turn Serena’s heated body over onto her stomach on the cool piano. Swooning in pleasure of feeling two men’s hands on her body, she wasn’t prepared for the salacious kiss that was pressed to her naked buttocks. She felt a pair of strong hands pull her legs open while another slapped her ass cheeks teasingly. Long fingers began to rub and massage the soft mounds and she felt the cool air fall between the globes as they parted.

She flushed at being looked at in such a private place and wondered what the men were doing. With each pass of the hands, she felt her legs slide on the hips of the man that held her. In fact, it seemed as if he were drawing closer as her legs were being spread wider as each moment passed. Suddenly fingers were playing with her nether lips and she felt the first tentative touch of hot flesh at her opening.

A deep thrust into the depths of her body and she felt her womanhood being stretched in a new way, from a deeper angle. Mr. Jones toyed with her, pulling in and out, in and out, until his member sat at the tight ring of her opening. Feeling fingers once again playing with her pleasure point she was at first distracted until she felt a hot pressure slightly higher up.

Shock held her in place when she felt his member at her darkest place. She couldn’t imagine what he was doing until she felt the first tentative push into her private passage. The shock of his first thrust was countered by the fingers that were tweaking her pleasure point. The pleasure and pain were mixed and then dissolved as he thrust deeply into her dark place. The movement in her deep passage was incredibly arousing as the fingers played with her engorged excitement in front.

Sobs of excitement fell from her lips as the man covered her completely with his body as he thrust into her depths. His firm hips bounced off her plush ass checks with vigor as he sought his release and the man who played with her below kept her on the edge of excitement until with one mighty thrust and groan the man that thrust into her above was met by the man who sucked her pleasure point into his mouth. Her screams of joy filled the room as her body twisted and heaved in every direction until the tips of her toes curled in glee.

Tears of pleasure coursed down her cheek as she fell to the cool ebony on the piano top. Exhausted she lay sprawled wide until she felt hands gently lift her down from the smooth wood. Standing there swaying on her feet, she saw me on the sofa, riding one man while the other was standing before me. Suddenly, the rattling of the doorknobs drew our attention. We turned as one, the men and my sister, pleasure forgotten, as we watched the door slowly open.”

* * *

I felt the hairs on my neck and arms stand up as I closed the journal. I was afraid to read what happened next. Finishing the story would have to wait, standing abruptly; I headed down the stairs unable to continue further until I had a stiff drink inside me.

 


 

  

Chapter 7

Normally I don’t drink alone, but that night I headed to my dad’s liquor cabinet and pulled a bottle of whiskey from the bottom shelf. Heading to the kitchen, I felt a swift rush of cold air rush by me. A feeling of impending doom was upon me. Standing there in the hallway, I eyed the living room that I had just left and the stairs that I had just come down. I knew that the house was empty, as my father was attending a business conference and my mother had decided to go along.

I’d never been frightened of the dark, or of being alone, or any number of other things that people managed to acquire in their life. Now however, I had the oddest feeling that I wasn’t alone. Somehow, I knew that it wasn’t my ghosts. Whatever was there in the house with me was someone else. Shaking my head, I went into the kitchen for some ice and smelled smoke.

Whirling around I began to sniff, but knew that it wasn’t the wiring or anything else with the house itself. It was cigar smoke, just the faintest smell, and suddenly I suspected who was there in the kitchen with me.

Calmly reaching for a glass tumbler, I pulled open the freezer door to get some ice and as I did, a mist of cold air began to swirl in front of me. It was just like the old horror shows, when a waterfall of foggy cold air begins to fall over the sill of the window, only it was happening in front of me, and out of my freezer. It began to coalesce first into a person’s face and then a figure. It was a man and he appeared to be nearly as tall as I was. The portion of the head that was supposed to be a face was barely recognizable but it managed to form what appeared to be a young man’s persona. I watched, as the lips seem to move before me and emit a slight hiss of sound. I couldn’t be certain but it sounded almost as if the words, free them, were whispered.

In that instant, the room turned back to normal. The refrigerator stood there with nary a bit of smoke anywhere around it. The empty glass was still in my hand, the lights in the kitchen were on but I stood alone, knowing that I had to go back upstairs and finish the journal.

 


 

  

Chapter 8

“August 27 – We watched in horror as the door seemed to open in slow motion and there at the entrance to the room stood our father and the apprentice. A roar of such rage exploded from our father’s depths that the glass in the windows seemed to shake with fury. The men scrambled around the room some reaching for their clothing, others trying to place furniture between themselves and our father’s outrage.

Serena and I watched as the apprentice, our first tutor in love, fell to his knees and as we watched we saw him cover his face as if in pain. I moved to gather our clothing as our father advanced on our persons with fists tightly clenched and arms shaking. By now, the men seeing that our father’s attention was solely on us, had managed to flee the scene one by one until we were the only ones left in the room.

Even now, writing in this diary, I cannot begin to describe the events that took place there. My father’s hand was wrapped securely in Serena’s hair as he pulled her out of the room to the stairs. His other hand held me firmly as he dragged me along in a tangle of clothes and shoes. Throwing us down to the floor in front of the steps his screams of obscenities seemed a never-ending litany. Shouts for the housekeeper were useless, as she had left the house for her day off.

We climbed the stairs to our rooms shaking in shock and fear, not knowing what would become of us. Rushing into my room, we slammed the door shut behind us and Serena and I began to dress. In the silence, we heard the scratching of the key in the lock and knew that we weren’t going anywhere.

August 30 – Days have passed and although we’ve heard pounding and construction below, we have seen no one. We awake to find the chamber pot empty and a pitcher of water and a few slices of bread on a plate. Our cries for the housekeeper go unanswered.

August 31 – We awake to find ourselves in complete darkness. I scramble about in the gloom and manage to find a stub of a candle and match on a small crate that even now is serving as my writing table. There appears to be no door to the room we are confined. Bits of sawdust, a crate and a cot are the only things in this small space besides Serena and me, along with my journal and pen. Our pounding on the walls of our confinement go unanswered and as the flame gutters out the last bit of wax in the candle, I know this is my last entry. It appears that father has chosen for us, we die alone, thirsty and hungry with only our sins of the flesh to keep us company. We will never have to worry about being married off to our father’s suitors. It appears that we will never have to marry at all.”

 


 

  

Chapter 9

I sat on my bed, having finished the journal, and recalled the chain of events that had lead me here, to this place in time, and knew what I had to do.

 


 

  

Chapter 10

The last shovels of dirt are falling onto the grave as the priest continues with his litany of prayers. The blessing of the ground and the bones that the grave contained was completed earlier. Arranging with the authorities and the priest proved more time consuming that I ever expected, but the work was finally over.

Standing under the grey mist that fell from the sky that day made me realize how fortunate I had been to get through this experience unscathed. The two young women, who died so tragically, had finally been put to rest. The young apprentice, who must have been tortured to death by the father of the young women, was laid to rest with them. His bones were removed from the crate that had served as the writing desk for Samantha.

Walking away from the gravesite and cemetery, I headed home, once again revisiting the scenario I had managed to piece together from the information received from the two female ghosts, the diary, and the male ghost who appeared to me that last day.

Further research found that the father had sold his business and financial assets and moved away from the area. No trace was ever found concerning the apprentice and when I had finished reading the journal, I knew that the apprentice had never left. When I eventually did return to the house with the authorities, it was then that we found the bones hidden in the crate.

I could only surmise that the father confronted the young apprentice and he broke down. He probably admitted to being in love with the girls and who knows what else. That combined with his obvious grief that day, upon seeing them with the men, had surely sealed his fate.

As I sat down in my car, I turned for one last look at the gravesite, which was now off in the distance. I knew that the misty figures waving goodbye weren’t my imagination, but as I headed my car to the gates of the cemetery, I knew that that was the last that I would see of them.

Opening the door to my new house, I inhaled the smell of fresh paint and newly laid carpet. There was still a lot of work to do, but the restored camel back sofa and fireplace drew me like a magnet. I sat down to rest, secure in the knowledge that the former inhabitants living and dead were gone for good. As I pulled the new journal towards me, I felt the crisp clean pages crinkle under my fingers, where to begin I thought, as I put pen to paper.
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 The Predator – Marie Shore

The Predator had been stalking his prey for several months. He knew where she lived, where she worked and where she shopped. Covert surveillance of her home had given him a detailed pattern of her comings and goings. A discreet check of her trashcan had given him a bounty of personal information. With full name, address and date of birth, he'd been able to visit the courthouse and search through the list of registered voters to obtain her social security number. The rest was easy.

It was hot inside the battered Dodge van. The Predator took a long drink of his soda and wiped sweat from his brow with a shop towel, glancing toward the mobile home a few hundred yards distant and occasionally raising his binoculars for a closer look. He knew from past observation that his prey seldom rose before three PM, so he waited patiently, enduring the sweltering heat. A greasy blue notebook lay open on the seat beside him, crammed with notes, a copy of his prey's divorcee decree; irreconcilable differences, her birth certificate; high school and college transcript, an honor student, a complete medical history and detailed credit report. He suspected he now knew more about her than she knew about herself. The idea of taking her made his cock swell inside his mechanic's coveralls. It wouldn't be long now.

The interior of her small trailer had surprised him. It had been easy to gain access through one window while she was at work. He'd spent several hours there going through her belongings, inspecting her closets, her video collection of mostly horror flicks, her rock and roll CDs and whatever else caught his eye, looking for insights into her personality. Her furniture was unremarkable, her taste Early Yard Sale...probably all she could afford since the divorce he assumed. Most of the place was stringently clean. Her bedroom was the surprise-filled with books. Hundreds of books, hardcopy and paperback, on shelves and stacked on her dresser, the end tables, even the floor. Stephen King, Fred Saberhagen, Dean Koontz, and what looked to be the complete Anne Rice collection, The Vampire Chronicles, The Mayfair Witches, and an autographed framed 8x10 photo of Anne Rice on one wall. There were movie posters, too, "Blade" and "Queen of The Dammed." Did she believe in vampires? Apparently she did, if the movie collection was any indication. Oh, this was going to be such fun! To take her darkest fear (or was it a fantasy?) and bring it to life! He'd know soon enough either way. At 3:26 he heard the back door slam and the engine of his prey's decrepit pickup grind to life. A few seconds later the old truck came jolting down the rutted driveway, windows down, blaring rock and roll. He lifted the binoculars and saw that today she wore a loose black skirt and a brilliant orange, hot pink and yellow tie dyed t-shirt with sunglasses. A leftover hippy? Maybe.

She was six years his senior. The orange clashed with her long auburn hair, carelessly scrunched into a ponytail. "You'll look better when I dress you,” he said to himself. He started the van and pulled in behind her. It was busy at the feed store, few places to park. The Predator waited until his prey was inside before he pulled his van alongside her rattletrap pickup. No one noticed as he took a matchstick and carefully let most of the air out of her passenger side rear tire and stole the tire tool from the plastic milk crate stowed in back. If she followed her usual route home, the already threadbare tire would be flat in the middle of nowhere...exactly what he wanted. Five minutes later his prey returned, shouldering a 50 pound bag of fertilizer. He watched as she dumped it in back and then climbed into the cab, not noticing the low tire. She fiddled with the dial on the radio, found a station and drove away, so intent on the music she failed to notice the van as it followed. The tire lasted exactly eight miles. It gave out on a stretch of deserted road between houses and the Predator was elated; he couldn't have chosen a more perfect spot for an abduction.

The prey eased her truck on to the side of the road and got out, shaking her head in disgust. She was fumbling with the jack when the van eased off onto the shoulder behind her, looking hot, tired, and ready to be pissed off. This was the tricky part. The Predator readied the hypodermic syringe as he left the van, pretending to be concerned. "Are you having trouble, ma'am?" he asked. Soft southern baritone, polite. He was careful to give her plenty of space, not wanting her to bolt. Most women were a little intimidated by a man his size, but she was five foot ten herself. "Just a flat tire, “she responded a touch defensively. "Nothing I can't handle." "Bitch, "he thought."You'll sing a different song when my cock is up your ass." He held back, watched passively as she carried the jack to the rear of the truck and pushed it beneath the frame. Best to seem like a good 'ole boy. Just a chewing Bubba native to this neck of the woods. She rummaged through the milk crate, searching for the tire tool. "Damn!" she exclaimed a moment later. "What's wrong?" the Predator asked. He made no move to approach her, not wanting her to feel threatened. The closest house was a few hundred yards back but in the humid stillness, he knew sound would carry; best not to let her scream. "I've lost a lug wrench,” she replied. "I think I have one somewhere,” he offered.

He walked to the van and opened the driver's door, rummaged beneath the seat, pretending to search. His prey approached the van, a little heartened by this seeming show of good will. She stood back as he opened the passenger side door and looked beneath that seat as well. Her wariness eased a little as he opened the sliding door and she spied the tire tool, leaning against a tool box pushed to the far side of the van wall. She stepped forward to reach for it and an instant later was knocked flat onto the van's carpeted floor as the Predator made his move, one huge hand around her throat, the other jamming the needle into her hip. He threw the syringe aside and punched her in the face hard enough to stun, then flipped her onto her back and secured her wrists behind her with handcuffs. Shackles bound her legs and he gagged her with one shop towel and blindfolded her with another. Another thirty seconds and she was bundled into the van, the door slammed shut and he made his way between the seats to check her, being certain she could breathe easily. A quick check of her pulse showed it to be strong and steady. She'd be unconscious in a few minutes and would stay that way for about six to eight hours. That was plenty of time to reach his lair. Ignoring the pickup, the Predator climbed into the driver's seat, thumbed the ignition and pulled the van back onto the road. Three miles later he turned onto the freeway ramp and headed West, onto the interstate.

The Predator reached his lair at slightly before eight p.m. He clicked the remote button to activate the sliding garage door he'd recently installed in place of a barn door and drove the van into the barn, killed the motor and turned off the headlights. All was still except for the sound of crickets and the tick of the slowly cooling engine. He paused for a moment to let his eyes adjust to the darkness, looking over his shoulder at the woman he'd captured a few hours ago. She was still unconscious but he could see the rise and fall of her breathing. One good thing about living so far out in the country was the privacy. No nosey neighbors to hear screaming and call the police. Not that they'd find anything incriminating even if they showed up at his house with search warrants...his lair was beneath the barn, a storm cellar he'd converted into a cool, dark, completely soundproof dungeon.

He'd worked on it for some time, adding concrete floors, reinforcing the original fieldstone walls with a layer of concrete block. The ceiling was massive oak beams with a layer of R-30 insulation and a second layer of rough cut oak to further deaden sound. A nice 22x35 room in which to indulge himself. Not exactly what Grandpa had in mind when he built it, the Predator mused, but it worked out well. He got out of the van and stretched, turned on the lights and closed the sliding door. Sighing, he stripped off his mechanic's coveralls, his shirt, his jeans and his work boots. The day had been one hot, miserable bitch and he was ready for a shower before getting down to business. The steps were cool beneath his bare feet as he descended to his lair, unlocked the steel door and stepped inside. He was immediately enveloped in a blast of cold air from the 18, 000 BTU air conditioner he'd left on. The sweat jelled on his body before he took three steps. He liked the cold. The thermostat read fifty-eight degrees. Perfect, it was the same temperature as a cave.

After his shower he dried himself, had a cool drink and selected a few items he thought he might need for immediate use, then stuffed them into a bag and carried them back upstairs. As he opened the van's side door he saw that his captive had awakened, had rolled onto her side and was rubbing her face against the floor of the van, trying to dislodge her blindfold. Reaching down, he slapped her sharply across the ass and commanded "Stop that!" In the close confines of the van's interior, the sound of that slap was like the crack of a .22 rifle discharging. The struggling ceased. He roughly flipped his prey back onto her belly and dragged her toward him by the hips until her legs hung down over the running board, not quite touching the ground. One huge hand encircled the back of her neck, holding her face flush to the carpet while the other gripped the waistband of her skirt and ripped it down and off, tossing it aside. The panties followed and he marveled at how white her ass was, marred only by a single red handprint. Another vicious jerk and her T-shirt split down the back, held only by the handcuffs. He took the scissors from the bag beside him and snipped through the ruined fabric, then hurled the scraps away. Minus a bra, she was naked except for shoes.

It was time to drop his first bomb. "I'm going to burn your clothes now… Judy,” he told her. "You won't need any from now on." He paused to let his words sink in a saw her tremble. She was smart enough to realize the implications, to know at once whoever he was, he used her name and must have been stalking her for some time. He released her neck and lightly stroked her bare ass, then spoke again. "You're to lie here in this position until I've finished. I'm not going far, won't be long. If you move, I'll punish you. Nod if you understand. A nod gave him his answer. The shoes and torn clothes went into a 55 gallon burn barrel just outside the barn. The Predator doused them in kerosene and lit them, knowing she could smell the smoke. When they were burning briskly he returned to the van, pleased to see that his prey hadn't moved. He turned her over, pulled her into a sitting position and fondled one breast, pinching the nipple until she flinched. His other hand gathered the mass of sweaty hair and pulled it away from her neck. He took a leather collar from the bag and buckled it around her neck, securing it with a padlock. A leash snapped into one of the rings in front and he tugged on it to let her feel the tension.

"Stand up,” he commanded. The woman stood, stiff from the long ride. She tried to take a full step and the chain of her shackles jerked taunt; she staggered and almost fell. The Predator steadied her and she jerked back from contact with his body; she hadn't known he was naked. He led her to one of the stalls and clipped the end of her leash to a metal ring in a wooden beam, returning with a garden hose. She gasped in shock as the cold water poured over her, followed by a squirt of dish detergent. She was lathered and then rinsed off, making sounds of protest that turned to a muffled yelp as he pushed the hose between her legs and squirted cold water inside her. Finished, he turned off the hose and retrieved his kit bag, carrying it to where his captive stood dripping. He unlocked the shackles and quickly replaced them with a second pair that had leather anklets affixed to a ten inch chain. Her stride would be just as restricted, and the leather wouldn't bite into her skin. Shackles secured, he moved behind her, leaned his body into hers and reached around to cup both her breasts, his cock hard against her hip. He nuzzled her throat and felt her tremble, felt the pulse jumping beneath his lips. One hand moved to her pussy. He lightly pinched her clit and bit hard into the side of her neck. She cried out into the gag and her neck arched backwards, her hips began to move, grinding her pussy into his fingers. He slipped one inside her, a little surprised at how quickly she'd grown wet. He continued to suck on her neck and pushed a second finger inside her, feeling the muscles contract hungrily. When he felt she was about to come he stopped, withdrew his fingers and faced her. "You don't deserve an orgasm yet,” he informed her. "First you have to please me."

The Predator unclipped the leash and led his prey down the steps to his lair. When she was inside he shut the door and locked it, then led her to the center of the room where a futon waited. She shivered in the cold and her nipples stood erect. When she reached the edge of the futon he placed on hand on her shoulder and pushed down, commanding "Kneel." The woman dropped to her knees and he moved behind her, positioning her to his satisfaction. "Put your head down”, he ordered. "Knees wide apart, ass in the air." She tried to comply but the hobbles were too short; he was forced to unshackle one ankle. He at once slid a loop of black nylon webbing up the back of her right leg, fastened it with Velcro just behind the knee and brought the loop around her neck. The other end encircled her left leg and fastened by Velcro at the left knee. He tugged sharply to tighten the harness before he fastened the last Velcro strip. Drawn tight, any motion of her legs would immediately tighten the strap around her neck, cutting off her breath. "If you struggle, you'll strangle yourself." the Predator warned. He poured baby oil down the crack of her ass and worked one finger into her asshole, feeling the muscle contract against the intrusion but otherwise helpless to stop it.

When he was sure she was well lubricated he pressed his cock against her asshole and grabbed her hips, pulling her sharply back even as he humped forward, ramming his hardness deep inside her with a single swift stroke. A muffled scream told him that a thick nine inches was not appreciated, at least not inside that particular hole, virgin tight by the feel of it. He fucked her hard for ten minutes until the screaming subsided to an occasional groan and the ache in his balls was unbearable. He came, pulling her back against him in one last, vicious thrust that buried his cock to the balls and wrung a cry of pain from her lips. Finished, he withdrew and loosened the straps, allowing his prey to collapse on her belly. The Predator let her rest for a few minutes while he busied himself with his next line of restraints. The woman flinched when he touched her again, anticipating more pain. Instead of hurting her, he unlocked the handcuffs and brought her arms to her sides, slid a belt with straps around her waist and cinched it tight. He buckled each wrist to the belt, thereby holding her arms flat to her sides. A 30 inch spreader bar forced her legs apart as he began to stroke and caress her pussy before he shoved a vibrator inside her. He lay forward and began to lick her, working on her clit while he fucked her with the vibrator.

At first she lay still but soon she began to shudder and whimper, her juices flowing. He lapped and sucked her clit, his cock hardening again at the sounds she made. He worked the vibrator faster and felt her quiver, knew she was coming. It was too much; he had to have her again. Missionary had never been his favorite position but he was too hot to care. He mounted her and shoved his cock in deep, his broad chest crushing her breasts, the vibrator forgotten and buzzing loudly where it had fallen to the concrete floor. Again he fucked her hard, loving the way she trembled and groaned. Just as he came he bit the side of her neck again. There was a high, sweet cry of pleasure and a gush of fluid as she squirted over his belly and balls, then sagged beneath him, exhausted. He collapsed on top of her, breathing heavily and rested for a moment, then stood up, unhooked the spreader bars, turned off the noisy vibrator. He gathered the woman into his arms are carried her to his bed, lay her down and kissed her flushed face. "I have to go now, my love." he told her. "The sun will be up soon. But I'll be back tonight after sunset. You are mine forever now, My Princess. Mi Amora. Sweet dreams." He turned and left the room.

 

  

About the Author

Settling down comfortably next to the fireplace, Marie Shore loves to write erotic stories for her readers to enjoy alone or with their partner.
  

 The Quickie – Kitty Fine

Sitting in third period English class, I fidgeted in my seat while looking at the slow moving hands of the wall clock. How was an oversexed hot girl like me supposed to just sit still and concentrate?

Not to be conceited, but over the last few years, I’ve grown used to men and boys practically get whiplash trying to check me out. I flaunted my hot body with sexy clothes and always had perfect hair and makeup. I walked, talked and oozed sexuality all the time.

I was well aware of my power over men and enjoyed it. And in my last year of high school, I was finally 18 and legal.

As my teacher droned on, I couldn’t help but stare at the hottest guy in class. He was the high school quarterback. Garrett was gorgeous, tall, and popular.

He was lean, muscular and so manly. We flirted often in class. Sneaking a look at his crotch, I fantasized about how it would feel to have him in bed.

Even though I was a good student, it became impossible to concentrate the last year, as I was always thinking about sex. Hot, mind blowing sex that I had recently, or a naughty fuckfest that might be around the corner…

I could feel myself getting warm and wet between my thighs. Garrett looked up and flashed me a sexy smile. His cool blue eyes, brown hair and rugged good looks just made me want to jump him right there.

God, when was this class ending?

This year, I realized I was a nympho slut and frankly, I didn’t care. Personally, I thought the other girls were just jealous that they weren’t getting any. Of course, sadly, I wasn’t either.

It had been a long couple of weeks since I last got laid at a party. For a nympho like me, it felt like an eternity.

I enjoyed boldly flirting, and feeling naughtier than usual that day, I decided to be a little more proactive. I leaned over to Garrett to whisper in his ear. “Y’know, I’m not wearing any underwear,” I whispered. Then I leaned back and gave him a flirty smile.

His jaw dropped and his eyes bulged in shock, as he stared at me. Obviously, he couldn’t believe I actually said that, as the other girls at school were pretty tame. I giggled at his reaction.

“Nikki, is everything okay there?” interrupted the teacher. “Oh yes, everything’s fine,” I replied as I smiled at Garrett. Then the bell rang, signaling the end of class. Thank God!

As I got up to leave, Garrett walked out with me. “So, where ya headed?” he asked casually.

“I have a free period, study hall. I’ll probably skip it. What about you?”

“I’m skipping my next class, too. Wanna hang out for a while? Take a walk maybe?” He flashed another super sexy smile as I felt my knees weaken. Bingo.

As we walked down the hallway, it was pretty quiet since everyone was in class. We walked to a quieter section of the building. As we passed an empty classroom, he pulled the door open, looked around and pulled me in.

He grabbed me by the hand and pulled me close. I could smell his manly scent of light aftershave. His cool blue eyes blazed as he smirked and said, “So…no underwear today, huh? I don’t think you’re wearing a bra either.”

My tight young body was pressed up against him. My full chest was pushed firmly on him and I could feel his bulging hard erection. Since I wasn’t wearing any panties, I could feel the wetness growing and slipping between my thighs.

I wrapped my arms around his neck and he kissed me hungrily. I explored his warm mouth with my tongue as I kissed him back.

God, I was so turned on. He felt and tasted like a real man.

He had me pressed up against the wall, which felt so hot. As he kissed me, his hands moved quickly from my hips to my full breasts. My heart was racing as he unbuttoned my shirt and released my ample boobs.

He stopped to look down as he fondled me – rubbing my large tits and squeezing my nipples. He put his head down and as he took one nipple in his mouth, I cried out. He hungrily sucked on one tit while playing with the other.

I threw my head back and closed my eyes to savor the feeling. As he straightened up, his big warm hands traveled up my legs, and he grabbed and rubbed my bare butt. Then his hand quickly moved around to the front, in between my warm wetness.

I panted and moaned as his hand slipped in and glided back and forth in my wetness. “Oh, yeah. You’re really wet,” he murmured. I looked him in the eye and panted helplessly as his finger trailed deliciously up and down my wet slit.

He slipped his finger inside me, and it glided in easily since I was so slippery. I let out a moan as he pumped his finger in and out of me.

I grabbed him by his pants to unbutton and unzip him. I seized his smooth, warm cock in my hand. It felt so large and firm as I stroked him.

He withdrew his finger and pulled out a condom from his back pocket. As he fumbled with it, I descended to take his cock in my mouth. I couldn’t wait to feel him inside me.

With my face in front of his hard cock, I inhaled to smell his musky manliness. I trailed my tongue teasingly up and down his shaft while watching him stare down at me. I sucked lightly on his purple head and plunged my mouth down on him while stroking his long shaft.

“Oh, God,” he grunted as he grabbed my hair. I slowed down as I hear the unmistakable rip of the condom wrapper. Straightening up, I kept my firm grasp on his dick while he prepped.

I moved away from him and the wall so I could hop on the desk. He came over to me and kissed me as he mounted me. I reached down to massage his balls with one hand, and he shuddered and moaned.

Reaching around him, I caressed his firm arm muscles as he positioned himself and guided his thick cock in my pussy. He pushed and inched it in. My body writhed on the desk as I felt him inching deeper inside me.

With another push, his thick cock fully plunged into my wet snatch. I moaned as I grabbed his muscular arms. I felt him straining deeper inside, then he held still for a moment as we savored the moment.

“Oh, your pussy is so tight,” he murmured. Then he pumped his fat cock in and out, as my wet cunt gripped him. I was breathing heavily and moaned with every thrust.

He bent down to kiss me, plunging his warm tongue in my mouth as he thrust his hard dick inside me. As he grabbed me firmly by the hips, he drilled himself deeper inside me with every pump. I cried out as I felt my pussy tingling and warming up.

“Mm, fuck me harder, baby,” I ordered. He increased the pace and fucked me harder on command. As he gripped my hips and slammed into me, my tits bobbed up and down as I squirmed under his weight.

I grinded my snatch into him as he pounded me with his cock relentlessly. I could hear his balls slapping up against my skin as he fully penetrated me deeply with every urgent thrust. That got me more excited and my moans grew louder.

He reached over and played with my bouncing tits as he fucked me. At that angle, I could feel him bumping against my sensitive throbbing clit with every move.

My panting reached a crescendo as I cried out while I came hard. I was overcome with an explosive orgasm as the warmth spread quickly through my pussy and my body. I froze as I let the delicious wave roll through me.

My body shook as I clenched his strong muscles. As I came, I felt him tense up.

He groaned, “I’m gonna come.” His cock pulsated from the base and spasmed, as I felt him release inside me. Still gasping, I reached down to caress his balls as he quivered through his orgasm.

We stopped and didn’t move for a minute. There was only the sound of our heavy panting.

Then the bell rang.

He pulled out and we started putting our clothes back on.

“Mm, that was fun,” I said breathlessly.

“That was fucking hot.” He gave me a sexy smile before he kissed me. “Wanna meet after school?”

Bingo. And my dry spell was over.
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 Daddy Likes to Spank! – Lea Fox

Kim cast a critical eye over her reflection in the mirror. The lacy, black, boy-short panties accentuated all the right curves, and the high red heels made her look just slutty enough. She ran a finger under the band of fragile fabric and imagined her boyfriend, Gavin, tugging them down. Wetness coated her pussy at just the idea, and she seriously considered flopping down on the bed and giving into the horny rush of desire she felt at the thought. Her own fingers could get her nice and warmed up for the hot date she had with Gavin tonight. But then she glanced at the room and the pile of clothes tossed carelessly on the floor, and she yanked herself back to reality with a shake of her head. She had too much to do at the moment, including choosing the right outfit for seducing her date tonight. So far, she had settled on a casual but nice black blouse, the lacy, black panties, and the hot red heels. But the skirt was giving her fits. Nothing looked just right, and she was beginning to get exasperated.

Kim stared so intently at her closet that she missed the sound of the front door closing. What was impossible to miss was the ferocious roar of her very pissed of step-father swearing like the world was ending, followed by his stomping up the stairs toward her room.

“Goddamn it, Kim! You are the laziest little bitch I have ever met in my life! I told you yesterday that if this happened again, I was going to make you regret it. I am going to fucking beat the shit out of your ass for this!”

Kim felt a chill rush through her at the ranting of her step-father. Actually, she thought it was rather a stretch to call him step-father, but he insisted. He had only married her mother six months ago, and she figured that at nineteen, she was a bit old to have a new daddy. So she insisted on calling him by his given name, Nate, and reveled in needling him on every chance she got.

Nate had let her know that since her mom had moved in with him, this was his roof and they had to play by his rules. But Kim was only living here under duress at the moment anyway, enduring a summer break from college and counting the days until school started back and she could return to the independence of her own dorm room. She hated having a curfew again, having to explain her whereabouts, and above all, she hated the “you have to earn your keep” speeches. What that basically meant was that Nate thought they had a live-in maid for the summer. Right now, he was probably furious that she had left the kitchen a disaster this morning and hadn’t bothered to do the laundry that was still sitting in the dirty clothes basket.

It wasn’t fair, any way she looked at it. Her step-brother, Trey, who was only a year younger, got off scot-free just because he had mixed martial arts classes and worked part time. She was busy, too. She didn’t get to see her friends and boyfriend for months at a time during the school year, and they had a lot of catching up to do. Besides, she worked hard at college and this was supposed to be her vacation, damn it! She shouldn’t have to spend all day doing all the cleaning around here!

Kim glanced at the purple kitten clock hanging on the wall, a left over from her junior high school days. It was only 3:45. Usually, Nate got home no earlier than 5:15. He was home at least an hour and a half early, so what did he have to complain about? She would have had it done by the time he got home.

Even though she knew Nate was coming toward her room, Kim jumped when he shoved her door open so hard that it banged against the wall. He barged in without even the courtesy of knocking, and then stopped, apparently shocked to find her standing there in her panties. It could have been worse. At least he hadn’t caught her in her bed with her hand
inside
her panties!

“Hey! This is my room!” Kim’s exasperated tone jarred against her own ears, and she knew the moment that she said it that she had probably crossed a line. His face went from being shocked at finding her in her underwear to fury at her presumption in the space of a heartbeat.

“Bullshit! This is my house, and my room, and my rules, young lady!” Nate stood there panting, and Kim could not help but admire her mother’s taste in men. He usually removed his dirty work shirt and tossed it in the washer on his way inside, so he was already stripped down to just a t-shirt over his blue jeans. Nate was tall, too, with unusually broad shoulders that were toned and muscular, thanks largely to his profession of construction manager. Kim had seen him on the job. He was not the sit back and delegate type. If his men were working, so was he, and Kim had once spent a good half hour just watching her “step-father” off-load cargo, his muscles rippling in the sun.

Kim crossed her arms and put on her best pouty face. “But you said your home was mine, as long as I needed it.” She felt a thrill of mischievous delight at the look of utter frustration and fury on Nate’s face. “And you know I don’t have any other place to go, until school starts.”

“We agreed from the start that you would do housework instead of pay rent, and not only are you not cleaning up, you seem to spend all your time talking on the phone and trashing the place! I told you that this house had better be cleaned up by the time I got home, or I was going to beat your ass. ” Nate gritted his teeth, his fists balled into tight fists at his side.

“Yeah, right. I think I am a little too old for a daddy to spank.” Kim’s voice dripped sarcasm, although she was beginning to feel like she was prodding a bear. She little red flag was waving in her mind and adrenaline was beginning to seep into her veins. She shoved the nervousness down, but she didn’t want to take it too far.

“No one under this roof is too old for me to spank.” Kim could hear gritty determination in his voice.

“I tell you what. I will go downstairs right now and clean up the kitchen. There. Happy now?”

For a split second, Kim thought Nate was actually going to hit her. “No, that is not all right. You are going to bend over that bed, and I am going to blister your ass right now.” His face was dark with fury, and his hands were already moving to unbuckle his belt.

Kim watched his long fingers fumble with the leather and the metal buckle, feeling a rush of trepidation at his actions. The look in his eyes was unmistakable, and she did not doubt now that he was actually going to do it. “No way. No one has spanked my ass since I was ten, and it isn’t about to happen now!”

“Oh yes, it is. If you don’t bend over that bed this instant, you can damn well walk out that door and not come back. When you moved in, we all discussed it, and I was very clear that my rules were the rules we are going to play by. I told you last night to get your chores done first thing this morning or get your ass beat, and you are the one who chose to goof off all day. So bend over and let me get the job done!”

“Are you serious?” Kim looked at him in horror.

“Completely. Now, not one more word. Bend over.”

Trembling now, Kim turned uncertainly toward the bed. The last time she had been spanked, it had been over a bed, too, but with just a bare hand. What would a belt feel like? God, this was humiliating. Kim was blushing as she bent over, her round ass sticking up in the air as she leaned her arms across the mattress. She still wore the flashy red heels and only the lacy panties over her bottom, and she felt a rush of shame at the position. This was the most embarrassed she had ever been in her entire life.

Nate slid the leather from his belt loops, and simultaneously Kim felt goose flesh pop out all over. She shivered, knowing that leather was about to make her completely regret neglecting her chores that morning. He wouldn’t really hit her hard, would he?

Kim turned her head and looked back over her shoulder at her very angry step-father. His look of fierce wrath was as frightening as the sight of the doubled-up leather strap in his hand. He took one end of the loop in each hand and popped the leather together. Kim jumped at the sound, her heart pounding so hard, now, that she was certain he would be able to hear it. She could not believe this was happening. Nate was really going to spank her!

Nate shifted to the side and placed one huge, strong hand on her back. He lifted his other arm in the air as Kim squeezed her eyes shut and tensed up every muscle in her body in anticipation of the blow. But bracing herself did not help one single bit. The leather hit her soft ass with the crack of an explosion, and Kim felt a line of fire streak across her bottom. Her heart thudding excruciatingly with the pain, she shrieked and tried to stand, but Nate was ready for her. His arm clamped down and before she could put up any kind of a struggle, he had brought the belt down, even harder, across her stinging ass again.

“Oh, shit! Stop! I’ll clean the damn house!” Kim screamed, desperate for the spanking to stop.

“I’ll stop when I am ready, and now you are just going to get more for cussing!” This time, Nate brought the leather down over the sensitive flesh at the top of her thighs, and Kim thought she was going to spontaneously combust with the pain! She hadn’t expected him to strike her there, and she could feel the welt popping up in the wake of the leather.

Again he struck, this sizzling lick crossing the first ones, burning twice as much as those that had decorated the virgin flesh. She screamed and sobbed, tears flooding down her face, as he hit her over and over with the well-worn belt, striping her ass like it had never been striped before.

Nate shifted then, angling the next blow, and Kim was shocked at the agony she felt when the limber strap actually curved over her ass and wrapped between her legs. She felt a white-hot burn in her pussy as the belt hit her, and she knew that she would never feel the same about a spanking.

An unfamiliar rush of liquid fire rushed through her, a strange combination of desire and agony. All the nerves in her body were instantly on alert, and despite the haze of pain, Kim felt herself anticipating the next blow. Would the leather torture the forbidden parts of her body, or just glaze her butt in flames?

Nate’s next blow curved around to her pussy again, and as all the blood in her body rushed to that area, Kim knew she had discovered something special. Her pussy grew wet, despite the pain, and she found herself lifting her ass upward to meet the next blow. This time, the leather tip crushed into the tip of her clit, and Kim screamed with the brutal combination of pain and pleasure.

When the leather hit her sensitive lips again, Kim was ready for it. The line of fire rocketed to her core, and she writhed in the heady mixture of pain and pleasure. She could hear her step-father’s heavy breathing as he shifted and aimed the next strike directly between her legs, the leather coming away darkened from the wetness of her pussy.

Through the fog of desire and pain, Kim realized that the beating had suddenly stopped. She decided to hazard a peek over her shoulder at her step-father. He was standing there, breathing hard, a look of confusion on his face. Kim glanced down to the front of his jeans, and the hard impression of his cock against the still buttoned jeans was obvious. Apparently, Kim was not the only one having an unexpected reaction this afternoon!

Kim rolled over, wincing at the pain in her ass as she turned on her back, but she quickly ignored it. She had something more important that captured her attention at the moment.

Kim spread her legs apart and reached forward. Before Nate knew what was happening, she had expertly unsnapped his pants and lowered the zipper. His already hard cock sprang out instantly, and she wrapped her hand around the base. A seductive little smile playing across her lips, she glanced up at his face. His jaw dropped, and it was obvious that he was so stunned he did not know what to do. Enjoying the rush of adrenaline now, Kim licked her lips before bringing them to the veined hardness of his dick. He may have been in control five minutes ago, but the power was all hers, now.

Kim licked a hot line of fire from the base of his cock to the tip, teasing the sensitive underside mercilessly with her tongue. Then she slid her tongue out and took him expertly inside the warm moistness of her mouth. Nate’s head fell back and he moaned when he entered her.

Kim bobbed her head forward, taking him further in, suppressing the gag when he touched the back of her throat. She pulled back and then moved swiftly forward once more, swallowing him down, taking him deep in her throat. “Oh fuck.” Nate’s voice cracked as she took nearly his full length, squeezing tighter with her hand around his base.

Kim reveled in the hotness of his body, in the crisp masculine scent and taste of him. No one, not even Gavin, had ever turned her on so much. Nate was all man, and yes, she was about to fuck her step-father.

Nate’s hand wound through her short brown hair, pulling her tighter, and Kim knew she had to stop or she would not get what she now so desperately needed. She grasped his fore arm, pulling it down as she tilted her head back. Nate’s glazed look was all she needed to see. He was nothing but a mass of need. The need to fuck.

Kim leaned back, sliding the back sliver-of-lace panties off in one swift move. Then she reached up and pulled Nate down on top of her, his stiff cock pressing hard against the softness of her belly. She kept one hand wrapped around his back, but with the other, she reached downward, guiding his erect dick to the warm, dripping wetness of her pussy. She was on fire. Her ass burned as she rubbed against the mattress, and her pussy burned with a completely different kind of flame!

Nate’s cock positioned at the entrance of her pussy, Kim looked up into the dark, lusty eyes. “Fuck me, Daddy,” she whispered, and with a loud groan, he surged into her with one swift, hard thrust.

Kim screamed as he rammed her, his groin slapping wetly against her cunt, a flood of ecstasy rippling deliciously through her taunt, young body. He pulled back and slammed into her again, and Kim gave herself up to the glorious feeling of fullness and heat and lust. Nate’s thrusts were furious, his hard, muscular body pressed tightly against hers. She wrapped her legs up, around his back, urging him on.

“That’s it. Fuck me harder!”

Nate obliged her request, pounding her body with every bit of strong masculine energy that he could muster. She ran a hand over the bulge of his bicep, the same muscle that had just allowed him to beat her ass in a way she would have never imagined. He was unbelievably strong, his muscles rock-hard under her teasing fingers.

She slid her hand down over his back, fingernails tracing a sizzling streak down to his firm, hard ass. She stroked the muscle of his butt, drowning in the glorious feel of the muscle rippling under her hand as he pounded in and out of her.

Nate’s groin rubbed against the sensitive bud of her clit, swollen both from the beating and her arousal. The salty sting of his sweat teased the bundle of nerves as his flesh lit another new fire in her. His strokes were going to make her come.

Kim arched her back as Nate ground into her, feeling the head of hard cock press into the rippled, tender area of her g-spot. Nothing had ever felt better. White hot heat filled her body and she knew she was going to shatter into a million shards of light. She moaned loudly, not hesitating now. She wanted to lose control, and he was going to let her.

Kim began to scream as her orgasm hit her, and her nails clenched reflexively in the cloth of his t-shirt. “I’m coming!” she yelled out, and she felt his thrusts and strokes quicken to a frantic pace.

“Oh god!” Nate grunted, his strong arm wrapping around her like a steel band, his cock pounding into her as deep as was humanly possible. He came an instant after her, Kim feeling his cum shoot into her with a heat she did not expect. She tightened her muscles around his hardness, milking him of every delicious drop.

Finally, his spasm-like movements stopped, and he collapsed down on top of her. The two of them lay there in completely stunned silence for several long moments.

“Holy hell. I can’t believe that just happened!” Kim was simultaneously appalled and thrilled at what they had just done. She usually didn’t go for older men, and this particular one wasn’t exactly available.

Nate braced his hands on the bed and shoved himself upward. His face was flushed, whether from their recent exertion or embarrassment, Kim could not tell. He cleared his throat, obviously uncomfortable with the situation. “See to it this house is clean in one hour. I don’t ever want to have to beat your ass again. Do you understand me?”

Kim flushed with embarrassment of her own. “Yes, sir.”

Without another word, Nate turned and stomped out the door, not even bothering to shut it on the way out. His footsteps echoed eerily through the hall as he marched down the stairs. Kim sat in stunned silence, staring out the door after him. She had most certainly never expected something like this to happen. Thank God, no one else was home. She glanced at Trey’s door. If he had come home while she and his dad were fucking on the bed, they would have been screwed in more ways than one!

Kim shuddered at the thought, and then headed for the shower. She still had a house to get cleaned up and a date to get ready for!
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 Daddy’s Hot Brother – Sophia Vale

“Wow, Jason, these photos are amazing.” Sara flipped the page to the next stunning photograph and took her time running her eyes over it. The book was big, the kind people put on their coffee tables to impress their friends, and it had a gorgeously glossy cover with thick, shiny paper that Sara couldn’t help but stroke. Not only was the book itself stunning, but its content was blowing her mind. She could only imagine how fabulous the huge canvasses would look like in the gallery for the accompanying exhibition.

Jason, her stepdad’s younger brother, was a photographer and specialized in photographing artistic nudes, men and women. He truly had a gift with his camera, every single shot was breathtaking. Sara sighed at the perfection of the model, the composition of the light done in such a way to make the woman look incredible. She turned the page to another perfect image, sucking in another breath and reaching for her orange juice, taking a long swallow. Jason really knew how to make people look their best. Not every single person in the book was model-perfect because Jason liked to photograph ‘real people’ as he called them, regular people who didn’t have tiny waists, or perfect boobs and flat stomachs…yet under his direction he turned each of his studies into something dramatic or drool-worthy whether they were young and skinny, rubenesque or slipping through their fifties.

“You think?” Jason sounded hesitant and Sara couldn’t help laugh. She kinda understood the pressure he was under, especially with her exams coming up. It was his first big solo project and the book was forming part of an exhibition he was taking through several galleries. If it all came off, well, Sara was ready to predict that Jason’s career was going to leap forward.

“Oh, yeah,” Sara said, finally, turning the page and pausing to look at the woman in the photo. Sat on the floor, one leg crossed in front of her, the other hugged up to her chin. She looked serene, totally at ease. Sara could just see the outline of the woman’s breasts, high and firm. Her lips were slightly parted and glossy pink, and almost black hair her hair was tousled and big. Sara had to bite the insides of her cheeks to stifle a giggle.

“What?” There was Jason sounding worried again. He’d stopped fiddling with his camera and was looking over at her.

“Nothing.”

“Seriously, what is it?” He set the camera down on the dining table and crossed the few paces between them, stooping to look over Sara’s shoulder as she sat at the peninsular unit that divided the room from the kitchen. As if on automatic, he moved her juice at least a foot away so there was no chance of it getting knocked onto the book. “Sara, what is it? You don’t like the shot?”

Oh boy, Sara liked the shot. “It’s just…” Oh hell… she spat out what she was thinking, “She looks like she has just had the most terrific fuck. Like, she’s slightly flushed and she’s a bit unkempt but in a totally pretty way.”

Jason paused for a minute and she thought he might be angry, then he laughed, his arm sliding around her shoulders and squeezing. “Maybe she did just get fucked.”

Sara opened her mouth in pretend shock and swatted his arm playfully. “Jason! Tell me you didn’t.” Jason, like all the guys in her family was a babe-magnet. It was all in those tanned muscles, devastating bone structure and easy smiles, not to mention their terrific personalities. Her step-dad Nate headed the family, and his sons Rick and TJ had his same easy-going attitude and love for life. She had fucked each and every one of them over the past few months and loved every single minute of the attention they lavished on her. Even better, she barely saw them even look at another girl anymore. Having three guys lusting for her was exhilarating. Knowing she could have them, and that they’d each bring something different to the table–or the bed, the pool, or the deck –was liberating.

Jason was the wildcard. Younger than his brother , but still several years older than his nephews, he still had that wanderlust that took him travelling around the world, working in a profession that had him surrounded by beautiful, exciting people all day long. It was a far cry from her days at college, and then sprinting to work in the lingerie boutique. Girls were probably all over him, the lucky dog.

“I’ll tell you nothing.” Jason winked at her and pulled the book over, flipping through a few pages. “Now, don’t get mad at me, but I took this picture a while ago and if you don’t like it, I can pull it. This is only a proof and it’s not due at the printers for another couple of weeks so I can still make changes.”

“What are you talking about?”

“I came by your house one day and you were…” Jason paused and swallowed, then pushed the book over to Sara, flattening the page. He almost looked nervous. “Just look, okay.”

Sara frowned and dipped her head to look at the page. Seconds later and her mouth dropped open. Now this, she had not expected. The shot showed a woman floating in a pool so blue it was like the ocean, sunlight dappled the water around her. The woman’s arms were spread wide, her dark hair floating on the water behind her, and her legs were slightly tucked bent and tucked together like she’d just kicked and closed her legs again. Water spilled across her stomach, and pert, hard nipples bobbed above the water. It was serene, beautifully lit.

It was her.

Naked.

“I just came by to see Nate a month or so ago and you were out in the pool. I had my camera out already and I just snapped a couple of shots. I didn’t really think not to, you just looked so perfect and I knew it would be an amazing shot for the book.” Jason took a deep breath. “I can take it out, it’s no problem but I think it’s stunning. I mean, it’s one of the best shots and I…” He looked at his brother’s stepdaughter staring at the naked photo of herself and backtracked, “Sara, I’m sorry, okay. I crossed the line, didn’t I?”

“Oh, Jason, I…”

“Look, it’s no problem. I shouldn’t have done it. Plus, Nate is probably going to thump me for this and he has every right. I’m really sorry.”

“Jason, that’s not it at all,” Sara protested, as he started to pull the book away. She held on to it with both hands, still fascinated. “I…love it. It’s just so beautiful and I feel so honored that you wanted to include it in this book.”

Jason raised his eyebrows, watching her intently like he wasn’t sure if she was telling the truth. “I want to put it in the gallery too. Like, blown up huge.” He gestured widely with his hands. “But I want you to know I’m not some peeper, it was just, uh, right time, right place.”

“I’m totally okay with it, Jason. Seriously. If you’d made me look like a lump that would be different, but this is… I’m going to look back on something like this for the rest of my life.” She could hardly take her eyes away, even when she started feeling like the self-loving was getting a bit much. If she knew Jason could make her look this fabulous, she’d have pulled her clothes off in his studio long ago. It wasn’t just that though, the idea of Jason looking at her naked, finding her captivating, taking pictures of her, was making her feel wet. She shifted on her stool and felt the cotton of her panties brush against her clit, sending a little shiver through her.

Jason was saying something but all she could say was, “Huh?”

“So you don’t mind?”

“That you took pictures of me naked, that you were looking at me naked, or that you put naked pictures of me in your book?” Sara wished they were playing a drinking game where she could take a shot every time she said the word ‘naked’. The atmosphere felt charged, exciting, and she wondered how long Jason had spent looking at the pictures, how many he had taken that weren’t in the book.

“Uh, all of the above?”

“Did you like what you saw?” She pushed the book between them.

Jason was quiet for a moment, then nodding. “Yeah, I did.”

“Publish it,” she said, wondering who she would tell first. Her stepbrothers would love the picture; they’d probably want copies. She wasn’t sure what Nate would think about his younger brother snapping her naked, but she’d deal with that when it happened. “And I’m not mad at you. I’m thrilled, really. This is so exciting. I want a copy, you know.” She slid off her chair and put her arms around Jason, hugging him tight. After a moment he ran his hand through her hair, gave her a light kiss on the cheek and, with his warm hands on her waist, started to push her away.

It took her a moment to realize that it wasn’t because Jason didn’t want to hug her, not because he wasn’t pleased that she loved his photograph, but that it was because his penis was responding to the pressure of her body against his. Sara had wondered how he would stand up against his brother, or his nephews. She knew her stepdad and stepbrothers inside out, but Jason was still her mystery man.

They were standing there, his hands on her bare waist where her crop top finished, her hands still on his upper arms…then she was sliding her hands up and up until she was cupping his face and he was dipping his head towards hers.

When his mouth touched hers, she barely held back the moan erupting in her throat. His tongue searched and found hers and then they were greedily sucking at each other, his hands sliding under her top and round to stroke her peaked nipples through her lacy bra. Sara found herself pushing into him, her breasts heaving as she gasped for air, until their bodies were curved together and she was tugging at his shirt, pulling it out of his jeans.

Grappling with the buttons she undid his shirt quickly, running her hands over the hard muscles that were evidence of hours in the gym. Detaching for the merest moment, her breath as ragged as his, Sara wondered if she was really going to do this, if she was really going to get naked with Uncle Jason and screw him six ways to Sunday. One look at him, one single look that took in the way he was gazing back at her through lusty eyes told her that hell, yes, she was.

“Come here,” she said, crooking an index finger at him, pulling him in to kiss her again before stepping back. Reaching for the hem of her top she pulled it over her head so she was clad in just her shorts and bra. “Still like what you see?”

Jason’s eyes flicked to the open book where she floated naked on the flat page and back again to the real life view. “Yes, I do,” he said, the corners of his mouth tipping upwards into a smile.

“Want to see more?” she teased. She bit her lip softly, waiting for his answer, hoping he was game.

Instead of answering, Jason stepped forward, circled her in his arms, one hand sliding up her back and with a flick of his fingers, her bra was undone.

“Smooth.” She grinned as the straps slid off her shoulders, exposing high, firm breasts that were as tanned as the rest of her thanks to her penchants for nude sunbathing in the privacy of her back yard. She tossed the bra on the counter. “Your turn,” she ordered.

Jason shrugged off the shirt, letting it fall to the floor. “More,” he said, simply.

She slid the solo button undone and tugged the zipper of her shorts, before pushing them down her long legs and stepping out of them. She was left in a little thong that barely covered anything. “Now you.”

She was dying to see what he was packing under the baggy linen pants he wore. Most of all, Sara liked the way he played along, liked the way he told her exactly what he wanted, enjoyed the way he stripped when she insisted, his eyes never leaving hers as he stepped out of his pants.

Next she slipped off the thong so he could see her freshly shaved pussy. She’d had a hankering to do it just that morning, right after she’d bought a new itty bitty bikini perfect for the beach party she was heading to later with some college buddies, but no man had seen it yet. The reaction she was getting was exactly what she wanted: tenting in Jason’s boxers.

He stepped towards her and, gripping her waist again in both big hands, picked her up, depositing her on the counter, spreading her legs so her feet were resting on the bar stools. He looked at her for a long moment then stepped in again, kissing her fully on the mouth, moving downwards as she sighed for more, so he could kiss her neck, her shoulder, across each breasts, taking his time to lick her nipples, his teeth delicately grazing them before he sucked each peak. Moving in a trail down her stomach, Jason’s hands were solid on her thighs as he held them open.

One long lick of her slit made Sara throw back her head, her arms barely supporting her as she leant back while Jason found her clit and flicked it with his tongue. Every touch was having her panting and squirming on the cold counter, then Jason’s fingers were prying her folds apart and he was licking her in long, languid laves. Her nipples had stiffened like her clit had a direct dial line to them, and Sara couldn’t help but reach with one hand to run her fingers over the pert globes, stroking each peak, hoping like hell she didn’t fall off the counter before she climaxed.

When she felt his finger enter her, she gasped, then he was sliding in another finger, stopping to twist and then stroking her G-spot expertly while his mouth kissed her pussy lips, his tongue sliding and searching for that soft nub of nerves as his other arm wrapped around her butt, giving her some support.

“Oh, yes, Jason, right there!” Tingles spread through her. The double assault on her pussy had her writhing now, as she felt an orgasm building inside her. It was starting somewhere in her core, and spreading like heat across her skin, and Sara knew she was going to come quickly on Jason’s mouth.

When she started to squirm, he pulled his fingers out, leaving her empty and wanting. Wrapping both arms around her, he buried his head between her legs, his tongue taking over and licking her until she couldn’t hold off anymore and her climax ripped through her like a white hot explosion.

When Jason finally rose from between her legs, she thought he looked pretty damn pleased with himself, his mouth and jaw shiny with her cream. Reaching for him she kissed her juices from his lips and whispered, “I hope you fuck like you lick.” She wrapped her legs around his waist, her clit brushing against his stomach, until she felt so sensitive she wasn’t sure she could take anymore.

“If you liked my tongue, you’re going to love my cock.” He sucked her lip between his, letting it go quickly to twirl his tongue with hers.

“You seem so sure of yourself,” Sara whispered as he pulled away.

“Let’s find out.”

Sara had no idea what Jason had planned when he swept her off the counter, but spinning her around and bending her over was a pretty big clue. His feet went between hers, nudging them apart so she readied herself, bracing for the moment when Jason would enter her. She’d seen his penis briefly before he’d eaten her out, and she couldn’t want to get his big, juicy cock inside her.

A moment later and Jason’s cock was brushing her entrance, his thick head giving little pushes to slide inside. Jason felt bigger than she’d expected, his cock thick and wide, and she groaned at the delicious feeling of him filling her up.

The aftershocks of her orgasm may have subsided but she still felt super sensitive and every touch from Jason felt electric, making her wriggle against him. Placing his hands over hers on the counter, he held her in place while he withdrew and plunged deep into her, again and again.

“Harder!” she gasped, loving the feeling of his dick driving into her, stretching her pussy with every slam. Jason drove into her harder, so hard that her scream of pleasure echoed through the open plan house. The sound of his balls hitting the base of her ass was like a soft echo.

He pounded her pussy causing her to scream and demand that he go faster and harder.

“You’re a bossy little slut,” Jason gasped, between thrusts. “It’s time you got taught a lesson.”

“Wha…” Sara didn’t have time to gasp a question before Jason had withdrawn, leaving her flailing forwards to the counter. Grabbing her hand, he pulled her roughly to the stairs and with his hand clamped around hers she had no choice but to follow him up the stairs and cross the glass-walled mezzanine. In his bedroom, Jason pushed her onto the bed before turning away to rummage in the nightstand drawer.

“What are you doing?” Sara finally forced out the words as Jason turned back to her.

“It’s time you got told what to do, instead of ordering men around.” Jason tossed the handful of things he’d retrieved on to the bed and reached for her. His dick was still hard and she opened her mouth, thinking he wanted her to blow him, maybe even deepthroat him, but no, he flipped her over onto her stomach like she was a toy and straddled her. Something soft snapped around one wrist, then the other, and Jason leaned forward grappling with the headboard.

Sara tugged at her wrists and found herself caught, each wrist encircled with a black fabric cuff with a length of slim chain that Jason was connecting to the headboard.

“What are you doing?” she squeaked, panicking as he moved down her body to grab an ankle. She was flat on her stomach and could just turn her head enough to see Jason cuff her second ankle, another length of chain snapping around a rail that ran alongside the bed.

“Tying you up, obviously. You ever been tied up before?” Jason grinned wickedly at her.

She shook her head. One guy had suggested it, but she’d been worried that he’d do it then leave her there, or do something she didn’t want, so she’d always refused. But Jason was different, she trusted him. Sara was surprised to find her heart racing, not in panic, but with anticipation of what could happen.

“There will be no faster, no harder. I’ll call the shots and if you want my cock inside you, you’ll do exactly what I want. Now, say yes please or I’ll untie you and you won’t get anything.”

Sara drew in a breath and gave her wrists a discreet tug, hearing the chain lightly rattle against the headboard. She desperately wanted Jason to keep fucking her, but she’d never expected him to be so…kinky. The idea of being tied up and fucked was unnerving and exciting at the same time. What if he did things she didn’t like? What if she loved everything he gave to her while she was under his power? She hated the idea of being so vulnerable, at a man’s mercy, but also strangely…exhilarated. Jason could do anything he wanted to her.

Biting her lip, Sara whispered, “Yes, please.”

“Louder.”

“Yes please!”

Jason didn’t ask again, instead he positioned himself behind her, lifted her hips up and slid back inside, pressing her shoulders into the covers so her head was on the bed and her ass and pussy in the air. She pulled back on her restraints wanting to reposition herself, but she could barely move her arms or her legs from how he had arranged her. It was frustrating not being able to do exactly what she wanted, instead waiting for what she would get. Submissive had never been her game, but it was like his dick was rewarding her compliance. Maybe, just maybe, she could let go and totally enjoy it.

What she was getting was more than good enough to lose herself in the moment. With every thrust she could feel a little more of her cream trailing down her thighs, and the mental image of his cock, slick and juicy, sliding into her only turned her on more.

Sara concentrated and flexed her inner muscles, tightening her pussy’s grip around Jason’s cock, smiling to herself when he grunted, withdrew and slammed back inside. His thrusts became shallow, slower.

Opening her mouth to protest, she closed it quickly again when when she felt his hand running over one cheek then sliding down her seam, pausing at her puckered hole.

Her eyes widened as she felt him press a finger experimentally against her ass. It wouldn’t be the first time she’d had a man fuck her ass, but she was ready to orgasm around his dick right now. The pressure of him holding her down with one hand, while she felt him thickening inside her was enough to push her to the tip, but not over.

“I’m going to fuck your ass,” Jason said, pressing a thumb into her hole.

“Fuck,” she groaned against the sheets. “Fuuuuck!”

“You got it.” He was stretching her slightly, twisting his thumb and adding another finger, stretching her slowly, preparing her to be impaled on his cock.

Sara panted into the sheets as Jason stopped thrusting. He withdrew slowly then repositioned so that she could feel him pressing his cock at her asshole, and then pushing once, twice, and on the third time, his pussy-lubed dick was squeezing inside, just passing her tight muscle to gently enter her ass. She felt that sensation of fire, at once testing and pleasing her.

Despite the restraints, despite knowing Jason was in charge, Sara, impatiently, pushed back on him and took him all the way in, his balls resting on her lower ass as his fingers dug into her back.

He picked up the pace, rocking into her until she was screaming again, not caring how loud she was being as her second orgasm ripped through her, so intense that she thought she might faint. Her muscles clamped around Jason’s cock, milking him until he cried out and unloaded his seed inside her. When he pulled out, she collapsed face forward on the bed, breathing hard through the aftershocks of a damn fine fucking. She felt dizzy, weak…and still tied up. Damn Jason. He was good.

“Untie me.” Her words came out muffled so she shifted her head away from the pillow and muttered them again.

Jason crawled over, untying each limb then collapsing against her.

“Why haven’t we done that before?” Sara asked when her breathing was even again.

“Because you’re fucking Nate, Rick and TJ. Hard to get a look in, no pun intended.”

Sara rolled over and sat up in shock, gaping at Jason. “How do you know?” she asked, her eyes wide with surprise. She had done everything she could to keep her various relationships quiet. Snatched moments here and there, time when she could get it with each of her guys. It was frustrating at times, tiring and so, so exciting. Some days she felt like she was floating through life, waiting for her next adventure to begin with one of her favorite guys.

“I didn’t. It was a guess, until now. So you’re screwing them all, huh?”

“Yeah, and you can’t say anything.”

“Why not?”

“Because Nate doesn’t know about TJ and Rick, and TJ and Rick know about each other but not Nate.” Crap. Her life was getting way too complicated.

“You ever thought about just picking one and sticking to him?”

Sara frowned. “Where’s the fun in that?” It wasn’t like she hadn’t thought of it though, but she couldn’t imagine staying with Nate and only Nate, and she’d started thinking of her stepbrothers as a package deal, who would fuck her together, or separately, or one after the other. Now Nate’s brother was in the mix. She was either the luckiest girl in the world, or she was totally screwed. Well, she was definitely screwed and right now, in the most fantastic way. She flopped back on the bed.

Jason rolled his head towards her and, unexpectedly laughed. “What are you going to do when one of them bows out?”

“Respect their decision.” Yeah, she’d thought about that, too.

“And when one of them wants to be your only guy?”

“Hell if I know.” Sara rolled onto her side and faced him. “Are you going to keep my secret?”

“For now.”

“Thank you.”

Jason laughed again. “Damn girl, you are going to get into serious trouble.”

“I hope so. You can tie me up again if I get too naughty.”

“You got yourself a deal.”

Sara shuffled forward and kissed him. She had an idea things were probably going to get a whole lot naughtier in her crazy life.
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 Daddy’s Little Doll – Lola Swain

My mother is fucking my stepbrother Billy.

She’s cheating on her husband, my stepfather Michael.

I can’t really blame her I suppose. My stepbrother, besides being chauvinistic, opinionated and bordering on sociopathic, is hot. Billy is twenty-years-old, in college studying to be a lawyer, tall, dark, handsome, an aspiring manipulative prick. Yes, I want him.

I remember a quote, something Agatha Christie said: “Women can accept the fact that a man is a rotter, a swindler, a drug taker, a confirmed liar and a general swine, without batting an eyelash, and without its impairing their affection for the brute in the least. Women are wonderful realists.” It’s true, no?

After he found out I saw my mother and him fucking, he came to my room in the middle of the night. I woke up with his hand over my mouth and his hard body on top of mine. I went to sleep after he made me lick his cum off my sheets while he watched. What happened in between, well it left an imprint.

He branded my brain with something that makes me crave him. Before he left, he threatened me. Well he
believed
it was a threat, but to me it was a promise; the hope of more from him. He said if I told my stepfather Michael about him and my mother, I would get it ten times worse than he gave it to me that night. That’s all I needed to hear. And I decided to tell my stepfather about Billy and my mother. I needed to find out what
ten times worse
with Billy felt like when what I got felt as good as it did.

I sat at the breakfast table with my stepsister Jessica, my brother Dylan, Michael and my mother Lana and I thought about my evening with Billy. Thought about how he whipped my ass with his leather belt, how he got behind me and rubbed his thick cock against my soaking wet pussy until we both came. How he grabbed me by the back of my head and pushed my face into the spot on my bed where he came and made me lick his sweet jizz off the bed. The ache came back to my pussy as I recalled the details of our tryst.

“Kitten, are you feeling alright?” my mother asked.

“Yeah, you look kind of flush,” Jessica, said.

I ignored them. I didn’t want to break my concentration and lose the sweet recall of my time with Billy. I had to have him again. The problem with Billy is he has a million girls. I don’t even know why he’s bothering to fuck with my mother. He can and does have any girl he wants. And my mother, while hot, is not a 19-year-old sorority girl.

I looked out the window through the living room and watched Billy dive into our pool. The water glistened off his body as he swam. His bulging arms cut through the water like his belt snapped through the air as he spanked me last night.

He got out of the pool and stood in front of the window. He stared at me and pointed. I know what he was thinking:
you best keep your mouth shut Kitten or I’m gonna give it to you ten times worse. I nodded at him and smiled. The water ran down and over the cuts and muscles across his flat, tan stomach. I dragged my eyes back up to his and he winked at me and walked away. I had to have him again.

“Michael, can I talk to you alone?” I asked.

My brother knew what I wanted to talk to Michael about. We discussed it. He told me to keep my mouth shut too. I didn’t care what Dylan thought. I just knew I wanted Billy again. Dylan kicked me under the table. I gave him a dirty look.

“Sure Kitten, when?” Michael asked.

“Now…I’d like to talk now,” I said.

“Okay, let’s go to my office,” Michael said.

As I left the table, Dylan tried to grab my arm. I shook him off and kept walking. I heard my mother ask him what was going on. She sounded worried. She should.

Michael’s office is big and dark, like a cave. There is a secret wall that leads you down a stone-lined pathway into the basement. It is very gothic. The arched walls of the office are stone and thousands of books line the walls. Michael read every one. I spend a lot of time in the office. Michael encourages all of us to hang out in there and read whatever we want. Nothing is off limits to Michael. I think I’m the only one in the family who takes him up on it though.

His desk is an ornate, mahogany monstrosity; glossy and hard. I watched him and my mother fuck on top of that desk a couple of times. She slid around and he dug his fingers deep into her legs to keep from fucking her off the top of his desk. Michael sat in his big leather chair behind the desk and stared at me for a moment before speaking.

“I think I know what this is about Kitten,” Michael said.

“You do? But how?” I replied.

“Well you’ve been acting sort of strange since you were with your mother and me. I understand; it’s odd for you. It’s okay. Do you want to sit up here Kitten?” Michael patted his desk.

“No that’s not it Michael,” I said as I walked around to where he sat, climbed over one of his legs and hopped up on the desk.

My legs dangled off the desk between his legs. I looked down and studied his Hawaiian-print swim trunks, not obscenely short, but still showing off his bronze, muscular legs. My eyes traveled up to the bulge in his shorts.

My eyes moved up and lingered on his flat stomach covered by a thin, white undershirt. I could see the swell of his pectoral muscles through the shirt, his nipples poking against the material. His neck was magnificent and thick and then I reached his face. The shadow of a Saturday morning beard poked through his smooth, dark skin. Full red lips concealed flawless teeth. A perfect, straight nose that would have been Michelangelo’s envy and shining blue-green eyes framed with dark lashes. He returned my stare and smiled.

“That’s a very pretty nightgown Kitten. It suits you,” Michael said staring at the flimsy pink chiffon that barely covered my tits.

My pussy was so wet and I wondered if I would end up leaving a puddle on his beautiful, imported desk.

“Thank you,” I whispered.

I felt my cheeks redden despite trying hard not to blush. Michael reached out and stroked my hair and then curled it around his fingers.

“You have no idea how beautiful you are Kitten,” Michael whispered.

Here I wanted to tell Michael that my mother cheated on him and all I could think about was shoving his cock inside my pussy and screaming for him to pound me. Self-righteousness is a tricky little fuck, isn’t it? Michael reached his hand underneath my chin and brought my face up so I stared into his eyes. He winked at me and smiled.

“Thank you Michael,” I said.

“No thanks necessary. Your beauty is even more stunning because you don’t even know you possess it. You have no clue. It’s amazing,” Michael said and laughed.

I shifted on his desk and he let my chin go and ran his smooth hand down my arm, across my belly and rested it on my leg. He spread his legs just a bit and reached out and grabbed my calves and placed my feet on the chair between his legs. He grabbed my right foot and placed his thumbs into the ball of my foot and pulsed and pressed. I felt a shiver run up my calf and rest in the back of my thigh close to my ass. I sighed and Michael smiled.

“That feels good,” I said.

“It’s
supposed
to Kitten,” Michael whispered.

He raised my foot to his face and looked at my sparkly pink toenail polish and smiled.

“Nice,” he chuckled.

He placed my big toe inside the wet, warmth of his mouth. I gasped. He ran his tongue around my toe and I lifted off the desk. He sucked on my toe and short, staccato bursts of pleasure shot up my leg, hit my pussy with a bang and swirled around in my lower back. I tried to dig my fingers into the top of the desk as I leaned back slightly and he parted his full, cushiony lips and took the other four toes of my foot into his beautiful mouth.

He sucked hard on my toes and I reached under my nightgown, parted my legs further and touched my wet pussy. He looked down and watched me rub my pussy while he continued to suck my toes. His cock strained against his shorts and I wanted to make it free. He suddenly stopped sucking.

“Kitten, do you know what the definition of a hedonist is?” he asked.

“Not the
verbatim
definition, but I know what it means,” I said.

“A hedonist is someone who believes that the only thing that matters in life is pleasure and that pleasure is the only pure good in this world. We, your mother and I, are hedonists. We believe in pleasure. If you feel strange about any of this, what happened between you and I before or what’s happening now, you can tell me,” Michael said as he rubbed my foot.

“I understand Michael. It’s okay. But tell me, what
is
happening now?” I said.

I leaned back a little more, parted my leg further and plunged my fingers into my cunt and pumped my hand in and out. I didn’t take my eyes away from his as I fingered myself. I took my fingers away from my pussy and shoved my wet fingertips into his mouth.

“Hmmm. That’s nice,” he said after he pulled my fingers from his mouth and smiled.

“Why did you stop sucking on my toes?” I asked.

“Because, we’re
talking
Kitten,” he said.

I pouted and parted my legs wider until his legs were in between mine on the chair. I lifted my nightgown up and gave him a good point of view shot of my pink, shaved pussy. He licked his lips and smiled.

“Kitten, I want to talk to you about how you feel,” Michael said.

“You already know how I feel Michael. In fact, I want you to know how I feel again.” I said and I grabbed his hand and put it on my tit.

He was all glowing white teeth as he smiled and yanked on the springy chiffon of my nightgown and reached inside and pulled my tits out. He got up from his chair and stood in between my legs. The original reason for my visit with Michael was forgotten and all I wanted were his cushiony lips sucking at mine.

“Your tits are magnificent Kitten,” Michael said as he tweaked my nipples between his fingers.

“Thank you. That feels so good,” I whispered.

He bent his head and squeezed my tits together. He took both my nipples into his mouth and sucked quickly. His tongue swirled around my nipples and his full lips tightened and sucked them deeper into his mouth. I slid toward the edge of the desk, spread my legs wide and rubbed my pussy against his taught stomach. I steeled my arms against the desk behind me, bucked my hips up and down and clenched my legs around his waist; kneading his hard ass with my feet.

“Fuck, you’re wet my girl,” Michael whispered after sucking on my nipples for a minute.

My nipples were as puffy and wet as my cunt and the ache for him to make me cum was strong.

“You know,” Michael said as he unwound my legs from his waist with his hands, “about two years ago, I was at a party and I went upstairs to take a piss. I walked into one of the bedrooms and the hostess of the party and her friend were sitting on the bed. The hostess just had a baby and she was showing her friend her engorged breasts. Her friend told her she could help and put her lips around one of the hostess’ nipples and started to suck.”

Michael pushed me back across the desk and spread my legs up and apart with his hands. I leaned up on my elbows and played with my pussy as he watched. He smiled, let go of my legs and brought his swim trunks down around his ankles. His cock sprung up, pointed toward the ceiling and the head glistened with his pre-cum. He leaned over me and kissed both my nipples. I stuck my fingers in his mouth and he sucked for a moment.

“Continue your story Michael,” I whispered as I swirled around my clit with my wet fingers.

“Well, the look on the hostess’ face was raw pleasure as she parted her legs and rubbed her pussy through her pantyhose. Her friend, kneeling to the side, had her dress up over her hips and her legs spread wide. I watched the pussy juice running down the inside of her leg as she sucked furiously on the hostess’ tit. I stood there watching for a moment and then approached the bed. I had to experience what was causing both of them so much joy.

“The hostess held her other breast out to me and I knelt between her legs, shoved her breast in my mouth and started sucking. She rubbed her foot across my cock through my pants as I sucked harder and harder.”

Michael grabbed a firm hold of his cock and started pumping it and watched me rub my pussy. I took my left breast and put it in my mouth and sucked on my nipple.

He shoved his cock into my pussy and thrust only once. A shock of pleasure bolted from my lower back to my clit. He moved his hips in a circular motion. His cock filled me and I humped against it, sliding my pussy up and down his shaft.

He bit his lip and closed his eyes for a moment and moved back a couple steps removing his cock from my cunt. I tried to tighten my pussy muscles against him to prevent that big, thick dick from leaving my pussy but he was stronger than me. His cock shined with my juices and he started working it again with his hand; up, swirling over the shaft and back down again.

“Finish your story Michael. It got me so horny!” I said as I leaned back, spread my legs wide and started slapping my pussy.

“Her milk flowed into my mouth. It was sweet yet salty; thick at first, then thin and warm. I tore at the soaking wet crotch of her pantyhose and jammed three fingers into her pussy as she rubbed her clit. The friend and I each sucked a tit. Her friend rubbed her pussy and the hostess rubbed and pulsed against my cock through my suit pants with her feet. The hostess screamed for her friend and I to suck her tits harder. Her friend moaned and shook as she came.

“The hostess lifted up on the bed with her arms and started bucking back and forth against my fingers in her cunt. I unhooked my belt and took my pants down with one hand as I yanked on her tit with my mouth. She placed a foot on either side of my cock and she jacked me off with her feet. Her pussy tightened against my fingers and she propelled her hips harder and faster against my fingers; pumping harder and faster against my cock with her feet.”

I slapped my pussy harder and faster matching the rhythm Michael used to work his cock. I felt the wave of my orgasm build so I eased off a bit. I wanted him to make me cum and I didn’t want it to be over.

“You are so fucking hot Michael. I want your cock inside me now!” I said.

He smiled at me but continued pumping his cock with his hands. Obviously pleased with my begging, he brought his cock to my pussy and rubbed the head in between my puffy cunt lips. I pulled up on my lower stomach exposing my engorged clit. He spit on my pussy and rubbed the head of his cock back and forth across my clit.

“Are you Daddy’s horny little slut Kitten?” Michael whispered.

“Yes, I am,” I said. “I want more!”

“Do you want me to finish my story?” he asked.

“Yes! Then I want you to fill me up with your big, wide cock!” I squealed.

He jammed his cock in my pussy hard and started pumping into it with the same vigor he used to pump his cock with his hand. I slid across the mahogany desk and he ground his fingers into my shoulders to prevent me from falling off as he thrust deeper and harder into my wet cunt. He continued his story between jagged breaths, looking into my eyes as he fucked me harder than I’ve ever been fucked in my life.

“The hostess used the force of her desire to tighten and pump her pussy up and down my fingers. Her friend spit some of the milk onto the hostess’ huge clit and I rubbed it with my thumb. Her milk was flowing into my mouth faster than I could swallow and started running down the sides of my chin. Her friend, already satiated, moved away from the hostess’ tit and licked the milk off my face.

“The hostess jacked me off hard with her feet and I was about to cum. I grabbed her friend by the back of her head and shoved her face toward my cock. I came all over her face and neck. The hostess came against my fingers and took her tit from my mouth. She leaned down and licked my jizz off her friend’s face. It was one of the hottest things I ever experienced. I wish I could do that with you.” he groaned, taking long deep strokes in and out of my tight pussy.

“You can do anything you want with me!” I moaned.

“Yes I can, can’t I?” Michael said. “Kitten is Daddy’s fuck doll isn’t she?”

“Whatever you want me to be,” I whispered.

I reached in between us and pinched and tugged at my clit. Michael lifted one of my tits and shoved it in his mouth and sucked. He then, as fast as he shoved it in, took his cock from my pussy and hopped up on the desk next to me.

“You’re going to squirt in my mouth. It’ll be like the breast milk,” he said.

He knelt beside me on the desk. I spread my legs wide and he shoved three fingers deep in my cunt and started pressing up toward the ceiling. It felt as if someone attached electrodes to my pussy as quakes and tremors rippled across my body.

“Does Daddy’s fuck doll like that?” Michael said.

“Yes!” I moaned.

With his hand still inside me, he spun me around on the desk and straddled my head with his legs.

“My fuck doll needs Daddy’s big cock shoved in her mouth!” he said.

I arched my hips, opened my mouth wide and he thrust his cock in my mouth. I closed my lips around it and started sucking on it like I pictured him sucking on the woman’s milk-engorged tit. I circled the head of his cock with my tongue while I sucked harder and harder. He exposed my clit with his other hand, shifted down my body and brought his lips around my clit.

He sucked on my clit as if it was the woman’s nipple while pressing harder and harder with his fingers in my pussy. He opened his mouth wider sucking my cunt lips in to fill his mouth. He was suctioned to me and me to him, as I sucked on his cock. I felt this surge build deep inside me as if I was being pulled out with a strong tide. I jammed forward, clenched my legs to the side of his head and came down with my knees.

I squirted inside his mouth as I gushed and came, bucking my hips up and down on the desk. He moaned, low and long, and flooded my mouth with his sweet, warm cum as he slurped at my pussy with his lips. I swallowed every drop, sucking away at his cock like a baby on mommy’s tit.

We laid there in the 69 position for a minute and he kissed my pussy softly with his generous mouth. I nibbled on his cock with my lips and ran my tongue lightly around the head. He shivered and came up and sat beside me.

“Well, that was an interesting
talk,” he said and chuckled.

I smiled and looked down and focused on my knee. It was still red from pressing against the side of his head. He took a piece of hair away from my face and twirled it around his fingers.

“Are you okay Kitten?” Michael asked.

“Yes, I’m fine. Worn out I guess,” I said and blushed.

Michael got off the desk and put his swim trunks back on.

“You stay in here as long as you want. I’ve got to get back to your mother. I promised her a swim,” he said.

I nodded and continued to focus on my knee.

He got to the door and turned back to me.

“Hey, what did you want to talk to me about?”

“Nothing. It doesn’t matter.” I said and chuckled.

I sat on his desk staring at the books lining the walls for a bit. I hopped down off the desk on unsteady legs. I looked back at the desk and saw the unmistakable impression of my ass in the glossy mahogany of Michael’s desktop. A light knock came from the other side of the door.

“Kitten?” The door opened and Billy came in.

I spread out some of the books and walked to the other side of the desk and sat in Michael’s chair.

“Hey, what’s up?” I tried to sound normal, whatever the fuck that sounds like.

“What’s going on? You were in here with Michael for a while,” Billy said as he walked toward me.

My face felt hot. I know I was blushing. It was made worse I’m sure by trying to stop. I fidgeted with some of the books on the top of the desk trying to spread them out so they covered my ass print. I vowed at that moment to try and stop getting myself into situations that made me fidget. But I knew that was a lie. I’m not wired like you. Or maybe I am. Maybe we’re both wired wrong.

“Nothing, we were just talking,” I said as I kept my eyes glued to the book in front of me.
Tropic of Cancer, Henry Miller. Figures.

Billy walked up to my chair and grabbed the armrest spinning the chair toward him. He knelt at my feet and positioned his beautiful face until his eyes were staring into mine. I knew I was blinking like an idiot. I knew my face was hot. I knew--

“It smells like sex in here,” Billy said.

He knew what I knew. I did that fake laugh that everyone knows is a fake laugh. The fake laugh gives you away worse than anything. Never, I repeat,
never, use the fake laugh; you’ll get caught like I do every fucking time.

“Don’t be silly Billy,” I said with another fake laugh. Damn.

His eyes ground hard into mine. I felt my pupils shake. I turned my head and did the fake cough so I could break away from his eyes.

Billy hopped up onto the desk and sat in front of me. He parted my legs with his foot and placed his feet on the chair between my legs.

“I’m not silly Kitten. I’m never silly. Oh, you were making a joke? A
silly Billy? I get it, cute. Anyway, what were you doing in here with my father for so long? Your mother was asking your brother what was going on. You wouldn’t have been telling him something that you swore to me you would keep secret would you?” he said.

“No, I swear!” I said. It wasn’t a lie. I said it easily.

“I don’t know. You seem nervous. I think there is something that you’re not telling me. I think you told him. Or you told him
something. What did you tell him Kitten?” Billy asked.

“Billy I told you. I did not tell Michael that you fucked my mother. As much as I wanted to, I didn’t tell,”

Billy pressed down onto the chair with his feet and brought it into the desk with his legs. The chair and I went flying forward toward him and his knees landed against my chest. He spread his legs slightly and I could see the head of his cock up his shorts. I focused on it and it moved as it got hard. I felt like Uri Geller bending a spoon. I giggled. A
real
giggle.

“Something funny?” Billy asked. He wasn’t amused.

“Nope.” I said and kept my eyes focused on his dick. I wished I could teleport his shorts to another room and will his cock to fly into my pussy.

Billy grabbed me by the chin and yanked my head up to force me to look at him.

“Do you remember what I told you, huh? That if you told my father anything about Lana and me, I’d give you ten times worse than what you got last night?” Billy whispered.

“I told you asshole, I didn’t tell!” I said and tried to squirm away from him.

He pushed the chair away from the desk with his feet and propelled it across the room into the bookshelf behind me. The chair slammed against the bookshelf and a book from above fell into my lap:
I’m OK-You’re OK, Thomas A. Harris, M.D. Perfect.

Billy jumped off the desk and took two long strides toward me. He grabbed me by my arm, yanked me out of the chair and picked me up. He carried me across the room, threw me down on the soft, velvet couch and sat next to me.

“Why are you still in this nightgown Kitten? It’s almost lunchtime,” Billy said as he twirled the chiffon around his fingers.

“I don’t know. I haven’t changed yet. What does it matter?”

I shifted closer to him. I wanted my knee to touch his leg. I really wanted to touch his cock but it’s best to ease into these things sometimes.

“Oh I guess it doesn’t,” Billy said and sighed. He kept his eyes on my leg and he moved on from playing with the chiffon to rubbing my thigh through the material of my nightgown.

“You know, Dylan told me a secret about you Kitten. Actually I don’t know if it is a secret, more of a revelation I suppose you’d call it. Do you want to know what Dylan told me about you?” Billy said.

My face flashed with heat. I was going to kill my brother. Of course I knew what he told him. Dylan told Billy that he watched me and Darlene DiMuccio rubbing our pussies together in the backseat of my car in the school parking lot. I just kept my eyes focused in his lap and shook my head.

“Well, he told me that you like pussy. Is that true? Do you like pussy Kitten?” Billy laughed. “Pussy.
Kitten. Guess it’s my turn to make the joke. Anyway, answer the question: do you like pussy?”

“Yes,” I whispered.

“Huh, interesting. I know that whore of a sister of mine has been known to lick a clit now and again. But I guess now, it runs in the family. So Kitten likes pussy. Do you
only
like pussy?” Billy said.

“What?” I asked.

“Just what I said: do you
only
like pussy? I mean, do you like cock as well?”

“Billy, was it not your cock I had between my legs last night as you rubbed my clit with the head of your dick and we came all over my sheets?” I said.

“True, but it could have been a fluke. I mean, let’s be serious, I am pretty fucking irresistible.”

He wasn’t joking. He was serious. But he was also correct.

“No, it wasn’t a fluke,” I whispered.

Billy gripped my leg and moved his hand up my thigh toward my pussy. I parted my legs and arched my back hoping that his hand would rest on my damp cunt. He sighed.

“So Kitten likes pussy, she likes cock and we both know she likes to watch as evidenced by the fact she watched me and her mother going at it. What’s your favorite, pussy, cock or watching?” Billy asked.

“I don’t know Billy. I like to watch I suppose. But I like to cum too.” I said and moved my hips to the side hoping his fingers would find their way to my clit, which was throbbing.

“Hmmm, me too,” Billy said.

He stood from the couch and walked to the chair across from me. He took off his swim trunks and sat in the chair. His cock was hard.

“Then why are you sitting across the room?” I asked.

“Because I like to watch and cum too Kitten. I want you to sit up on the back of the couch, rest your back against the wall and spread your legs. Now!” he commanded.

I did as I was told and started rubbing my pussy in front of him as he began to pull on his cock. He pumped his cock up and down hard and never took his eyes away from my pussy.

“You like that slut?” Billy moaned as he worked his cock.

“Yes!” I said.

I jammed two fingers into my pussy and started pumping back and forth. I brought my fingers out of my cunt and sucked on them. Billy moaned and jacked himself faster.

“Get over here, I want you closer. Crawl!” Billy moaned.

I slid off the couch and crawled across the soft, fluffy white carpet. I never took my eyes off his beautiful cock as he stroked it up and down. He held his palms out toward my face when I reached him.

“Lick them!” he ordered.

I lapped my tongue up and down his palms like a paintbrush on a wall. He put his hands on either side of his cock’s shaft and stroked up and down in short, strong bursts.

“God Billy, I want you to fuck me hard,” I said.

“No, you watch you little slut!” Billy said. He hooked both legs over the sides of the chair. “Get your face down here and stick your tongue in my ass!”

I bent down in front of him and started encircling his asshole with my tongue. He let out a loud moan and his pleasure was making my pussy throb uncontrollably. I darted my tongue in and out of his asshole while I slapped my pussy and worked my clit.

“Oh, fuck yeah. You fucking little whore. Tongue that ass hard!” Billy demanded.

I swirled my tongue around and inside his asshole as he furiously banged his cock.

“You’re such a dirty little slut!” Billy gasped.

I wanted to watch him jacking off so I brought my face away, jammed two fingers into his asshole and started pressing up the same way Michael did to me. Billy started convulsing on the chair, his legs tensed and he screamed.

“Fuck yeah here it comes!” He screamed and grabbed the back of my head and jammed his cock into my mouth.

His jizz spurted in my mouth and down my throat. I knelt at his feet and drained his cock of everything as I fingered his asshole. He came a lot.

“Holy fuck Kitten!” Billy said. “That was so fucking good.”

Billy stood up, put his swim trunks back on and walked toward the door leaving me kneeling in front of an empty chair.

“But Billy I didn’t come!” I said. My pussy
hurt
I needed to cum so bad. It hurt a lot.

“Oh you will. As a matter of fact, I have a little plan that will combine your love for pussy, cock
and
watching. How does that sound?” Billy asked.

“Fine,” I mumbled.

Billy turned the doorknob and started out the door.

“Wait! What about me?” I whined.

“Don’t worry I’ll take care of you very soon. Until then, you know what to do. Carry on!” He winked at me and slammed the door behind him.

I slapped my pussy as I thought of Billy’s cock, the as-yet-unidentified pussy and watching.

I cannot wait.
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 Daddy’s Naughty Girl – Audri London

I swallow.

Fight or flight kicks in and it robs me of the ability to talk--to beg. I don't run because he'd find me. I don't fight because I deserve whatever he's gonna do to me.

It shouldn't be a surprise considering I hate school and would spend all day at the mall or the movies if I could. I never studied for tests or did any homework and now I had the fruit of my labor.

Daddy looks up at me, his eyes like coal. "Is this some kinda joke?"

"I-" I decide against an explanation and shake my head slowly from left to right. My head is bowed, a golden curtain of hair swishing back and forth.

"A C in US History, a B- in Chemistry and two more B's,” he says with disgust.

I wince as he slaps the report card on the table beside him. "You're a senior this year, Marie. How on earth do you expect to keep your scholarship to State with these grades?"

His voice is harsh and disappointed. I avoid his eyes because I'm ashamed.

My heart pounds as he pushes from behind the desk. His feet are hollow as he walks to where I stand. I feel him behind me, his massive chest heaving in and out. The nearness of him makes my nipples stand at attention. I don't know what he'll do…will he spank me? Ground me?

A flash of fear goes through me as he lets out a sigh, his breath tickling the bare flesh of my trembling arms. He wouldn't take the car, would he? He couldn't!

"I want all your credit cards," he says acidly. "And your keys. If you can't study, you don't need a car."

"Y-yes sir." I mumble. "I'm sorry, Daddy."

"Look at me."

I don't want to, but I know disobeying him right off would make it worse.

I turn.

The look of inefficacy on his face is too much to bear, so I scan my eyes downward. He's wearing the royal blue shirt I love--the one that makes his gray eyes sparkle. I can make out his strong chest beneath the material. If I tried to go to him, like in the middle of the night while everyone is sleeping, would he push me away?

I take a step forward, drawn to him like a moth to a flame. I slowly raise my eyes until I have him in my sights. "You haven't come to me in weeks."

He laughs. "You're certainly not trying to pin this all on me, are you Marie?”

"No," I say quickly, licking my lips. I steel myself, knowing what I want to do is risky. It could backfire. But I have to show my daddy I'm sorry. What better way could I express it than on my knees?

I sink, a slice of pain going through me as I reach my final destination. But when I see the outline of him, curved against his thigh, the pain becomes secondary to the need. I had to have my daddy's cock...and I had to have it now.

"What do you think you're doing?" he asks but there's a tremble in his voice that gives him away. He wants this--just as bad as me.

I lean in, swirling my head in his crotch, running my lips up and down his erection. I taste the bitterness of his cotton slacks but I endure it, knowing beneath he was probably leaking. I move to his fly. I don't want any of his cum going to waste.

He stops me, his grip tight on my wrist. "No, Marie."

I look up at him, batting my eyes. "Don't you want me to show you how sorry I am, Daddy?" I let out a giggle as his swell thumps at the last word.

He lets out a groan of frustration. "I'm not your Daddy." Which was true. He married Mom when I was twelve. But seven years had passed and he was the closest I'd ever had to one and I hate to disappoint him.

He releases his grip, the fight gone. My fingers quickly move to climb the walls that keep us apart. His pants are at his ankles and there's only his cherry red boxers barring me from access. There's an expanding circle of want near the tip of him, a tell-tale sign that he's into it.

He lets out a sigh as I free his swollen length, a fresh string of precum oozing from the slit in his head. I lurch forward and jut my tongue out, slurping it up like a good girl.

He moans. I'm doing something right.

I plant myself firmly as I hold him with one hand and fondle his balls with the other.

"God damn," he sighs, his hands tangled in my blonde hair. "You're so good to me, love."

I prove his words, working his tip. It's my ice cream, my oasis in the desert. My tongue dives and slurps it, not leaving a stone unturned.

But I'm done with teasing. I want to take him all in my mouth. I work the saliva up in my mouth and hock it onto his meat, watching the globs glisten against the veins that bulge beneath his skin.

Without further ado, I stretch my lips in an O, taking him inside my mouth. He packs inside nicely and I moan in time with him, pushed into the arms of ecstasy by the sounds he makes. Does Mom make him croon? Does she make his thighs twitch uncontrollably?

I pull back for a moment, crossing my arms behind my back as I peer up at him. "Fuck my face, Daddy.” I swallow before I make the final request. “Use my hole."

I prepare myself as he jerks his length, stepping forward as he guides it back into the warm cavern of my mouth. Once it's safely inside, he grips the sided of my head. I suck in air through my nose and prepare myself.

He starts off slow, plunging it in and out at a steady pace. I can feel the tingly warmth between my thighs but I don't take my hand there. This was for him...all for him.

He picks up the speed, cursing, his fingertips digging into my skull as he pushes my face down onto his rod. I'm not a person. I'm not his stepdaughter. In this moment, I'm just a hole. I'm just a vessel for his desire.

"You're gonna make me cum," he moans, his balls tightening against my chin. He yanks his meat from my mouth and I promptly kneel back on my haunches, turning my face upwards.

I let out a giggle as he unloads, shot after shot of his ejaculate pelting my face. It cascades down my eyebrows, over my closed lids. I can feel it dripping down my nose and my lips, falling like rain onto my uniform blouse and skirt.

I blink through the sticky desire, grinning up at him.

I swallow.

In spite of himself, he grins back, pulling up his pants.

"Okay, okay," he says, zipping his fly. "You can keep the keys."
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 Daddy’s Watching – Katie Cramer

I had been a very, very naughty girl. Bad, bad, bad.

Bringing Danny home last night had been planned from the start. I knew Keith, my stepfather, would still be awake when we had snuck into the house after dark - he worried about me like that. I knew he was going to quietly climb those stairs as I made out with the high school stud in my room. And I knew he would watch as we fucked.

I'd had a little too much to drink but it
was
my nineteenth birthday. As it turned out, Danny was a disappointment. He was good-looking and athletic but he was such a
boy. He had fumbled around with my panties like he couldn't believe his luck and pushed his cock into me with such excitement that he only lasted a few minutes. Not that I can blame him - with my pert little titties and sweet ass on offer
I'd
be excited to fuck me too.

Did I mention my tight, barely-legal pussy?

It wasn't Danny's cock I wanted but he would have to be my means to an end. I could see Keith's shadow on the landing from the corner of my eye as we screwed. I had left the door ajar even after I told Danny I had closed it and the dumb jock was too drunk to notice. Keith's breathing was heavy outside the room and I knew he was stroking the bulge in his jeans. It turned me on and I made the most of it, moaning and pretending that my one-night-stand was satisfying me.

"Oh, Daddy - I mean, Danny - fuck my tight little pussy..."

I'm such a naughty prick tease.

Danny slid into me with all the ferocity of a kitten. He was practically coming before we started. No matter. As long as Keith watched, I knew he would have to take me soon. All I had to do was drop a few hints.

"Come on my titties! I want your hot spunk, Daddy...uh, Danny!"

As Danny pulled out, ripped off the condom and came on my full breasts I ran my fingers through the hot, white liquid. It made my hard nipples shiny and I slipped a wet finger into my mouth.

"Mmm...that tastes so fucking good, Daddy."

"What? Did you just call me Daddy?"

Danny kneeled above me with his still-twitching cock in his hand, looking every inch like the pinheaded slab of beefcake that he was. Looks really aren't everything, you know.

"No, Danny. You must have heard me wrong. Why would I call you that?"

"Uh, I dunno. Gee, you were fucking awesome, Amy!"

I forced a smile. "Thanks. Bathroom's down the hall, third door on the right."

"The bathroom? What, you want me to wash?"

I stared at him, frustration etched across my face. "That would be nice. Since I have your spunk all over me I'd like to take a shower, so be quick. And be quiet - my stepfather is in the house."

He pulled up his jeans and headed out onto the landing. I wondered where Keith would be, whether he had ran downstairs when Danny shot his load or into the bedroom to masturbate. My mother was away in Seattle on business for a couple more days so he had the house - almost - all to himself.

Then I heard it. The creak of a floorboard, to the left of my bedroom door. He was hiding around the corner.

I smiled to myself. I wasn't mistaken. Daddy
had
been watching, after all.

All I needed to do was get this thick jock out of the house and I'd make my move. Not now though. It was late. I wanted to shower, get this idiot's juices off me and get a good night's sleep. I would make my move in the morning when my body was fresh, my pussy clean.

How could he resist?

* * *

I literally woke up and could smell the coffee. Keith was downstairs preparing breakfast before he headed to the office. I made a special effort to slip into something sexy and join him; it takes a lot to persuade me to be up at six in the morning, but today was no ordinary day.

Today would be the day I seduced my stepfather. I had wanted him for so long now. Keith took care of his body and looked younger than his 52 years. He was tall - over six foot - and muscular with beautiful dark brown hair and had intelligence to match his looks. I had slid my hand down into my panties so many times to masturbate while thinking of him. Boys my age simply didn't cut it when you're used to being around a real man.

I thought he was going to drop his cup when he saw me slink into the kitchen. I had chosen a tight-fitting white silk nightdress that clung to my slender curves but sashayed loosely around my ass when I walked. I had pinched my nipples on the way down the stairs, causing them to poke up alluringly under the tight, stretched fabric. If I twirled around quick enough Keith would get a little flash of ass cheek; if he dared to keep looking, he would see the skimpiness of my barely-there sheer panties, revealing a tantalizing glimpse of my neatly-shaved cunt.

I knew I shouldn't be doing this but I wanted that man's cock so badly.

"Morning, Keith," I offered before pecking him on the cheek.

"Good morning," he replied nervously. "You look...pretty today."

I giggled. "Why, thank you." I placed a hand on his chest. "And you look handsome."

I could feel his muscles through his shirt. The sexy bastard was amazing for his age; toned and tanned, fit and strong. He was a full 33 years older than me but I didn't care; I wanted the experience of his dick deep inside me. I had caught him and my mother fucking once and watched intently as the muscles in his back and shoulders rippled with each thrust into her. That was when I knew that when I was old enough I wanted him to satisfy me like he had her.

That day had come.

I ran my fingers down to his six-pack abs and inhaled deeply. He grabbed my hand.

"Amy...what the hell do you think you're doing?"

I noticed the bulge in his trousers and smiled. "I leave for college in three days time. I'm going to be surrounded by guys for the next few years and need to...um..."

Keith looked me in the eyes. "What?"

"I need you to teach me." I moistened my lips.

"Teach you what, Amy?"

I pressed my body against him and stood on my tiptoes, looking up at his beautiful blue eyes. I brushed my hand against his cheek, running my soft fingers against the roughness of his stubble.

"Teach me how to be a woman, Daddy. Teach me how to fuck like a woman."

Keith stepped back, shock plastered across his face. "Jesus Christ, Amy! I'm your stepfather! Is this a joke?"

I slowly ran my hands up my body, against the sides of my breasts, before placing them behind my back and pushing my erect nipples forward.

"I've never been more serious. I may be young and inexperienced but I want to learn. I want you to educate me. Teach me things I can't learn in a classroom."

I could see how erect he was under his clothes. God, that cock looked big.

"I...I need to go..."

"I know you like to watch me, Daddy. I know you watched last night as that boy's cock moved in and out of my tight little pussy."

He gasped.

"But he was just that. A boy. I want a man. I want you, Daddy. You don't need to watch...you can have me."

My pussy was getting wet. So, so wet.

"This is crazy, Amy. You're crazy."

"Crazy for you, Daddy."

"I don't know what the hell you think you're doing, but..."

I placed a hand over my mouth. "What, Daddy? Have I been bad? Have I been
naughty? Are you going to spank me like a naughty little girl? A naughty little
slut?"

He picked up his jacket and briefcase and hurriedly headed for the door. He could barely walk straight due to the erection I'd given him. What a sexy little bitch I'd been. I just couldn't help myself.

"I'm leaving. You need to put some fucking clothes on and stop being so ridiculous."

I shouted after him. "Come back, Daddy! Come back at lunchtime. I'll be here in a sexy little outfit, just for you. Please come back, Daddy."

He paused for a moment, his hand on the handle of the front door.

"Please come back and fuck me, Daddy."

He headed out and slammed the door behind him. I bit my lip, grinning. I'd either made a complete fool of myself or seduced the man of my dreams. By lunchtime, I'd know which.

* * *

I sat nervously waiting to see if Keith would come home.

12:37. Fuck.

He normally took lunch around 1pm but I thought he might not be able to contain himself any longer and get here earlier. On the other hand, he might have thought it would be stupid, insane even, to go home and screw his stepdaughter. Or he might still be agonizing over it. Or, or, or...

I cleared my head and took a deep breath. He would come. I saw that bulge earlier today. He would come. He would.

When he did, he was in for a treat. The results of my shopping trip that morning were waiting for him on my delicious young body. A tight white shirt and little plaid skirt, both two sizes too small. The buttons strained to contain my breasts, lifted generously with a lacy white bra. The skirt was way too short, revealing my panties at an angle - a matching tiny lace thong allowing my gorgeous, round buttocks to work their magic. I finished the ensemble with white cotton ankle socks in a pair of black heels with a little platform - perfect for giving me an extra five inches to raise my slim body up a little to that man's imposing frame.

I pulled my hair back in a ponytail and slipped on my glasses. Yes, I was going for the sexy schoolgirl look. It was a resounding success. Now all I needed was my stepfather to teach me a lesson I'd never forget.

12:48. Come on, Keith.

I heard a car's engine outside the front door and raced to the window, running as fast as I could in those heels. It was Keith's car. I knew it. I knew he would come.

I sat on a bar stool in the kitchen and waited. He seemed to take an eternity to reach the front door but, suddenly, I heard a key enter the lock and went numb. Nerves suddenly overtook me and I felt like I was going to throw up. Here I was, dressed like a schoolgirl in clothes purposefully too small, about to give myself completely to my stepfather.
My stepfather!
I suddenly felt like running upstairs before he made it in the door but my legs wouldn't budge. Maybe I could hide under the table?

Too late. He was in the living room, looking straight at me. I froze.

"Amy...what...what are you doing this for? Why are you dressed like that?"

I stepped down from the bar stool and slowly walked towards him. "Because I want you."

He closed his eyes and sighed. "Amy, I can't do this. I could never forgive myself."

"You don't have to do this. It's your choice. But I want you to know there's
nothing
I want more than to feel you inside me."

I twirled around and gave him a flash of my panties before sitting on the sofa, crossing one leg over the other. I leaned forward, my breasts almost spilling out of my bra. I was pushing my shirt buttons to the limits of their construction and I ran a finger down the tempting cleavage on display.

"If you don't want to fuck me then I'll be so upset, Daddy. So upset."

Keith sat down in the leather chair opposite me and his hand moved tentatively towards his crotch. The bulge was huge. Time to release my own Exocet missile before receiving his.

"But if you won't fuck me..."

I parted my legs and pulled back my tiny skirt to reveal my white lace panties. As I moved my hand down to stroke my pussy I realized how wet the fabric was.

"I'm soaking, Daddy. The thought of your big cock has drenched me. I have to wank myself to make all the naughty thoughts go away. Is that okay, Daddy? Is it okay if I touch myself in front of you?"

He swallowed and let out a deep breath. He was stroking his erection through his clothes now and I knew I had got him where I needed him. Hard and wanting me.

"Yes..."

"What, Daddy? Did you say it was okay?"

He paused, then nodded. "Yes, Amy. It's okay."

I smiled and bit my lip. His voice quivered.

"Go ahead...Daddy's watching."

I relaxed back on the sofa and closed my eyes as I rubbed my slick labia through the lace. I located my clit and moaned at its sensitivity until the barrier between my hand and my pussy became too much to bear. I pushed my fingers down into my panties, hitting warmth and wetness, and slid my index finger in to my drenched cunt. As I writhed on the sofa my top shirt button finally gave way, popping and flying off. My breasts were literally breaking out of my clothes.

I opened my eyes to see Keith's huge erection. He had unzipped and was wanking himself vigorously and the site of his cock sent me dizzy.
Fuck, it was big. My pussy felt wet but small and tight and I wondered if I'd even be able to take it all.

"Amy...you've been so naughty seducing me like this," he said through heavy breaths. "You need to be punished."

I gasped and withdrew my finger, sliding it in and out of my mouth, imagining it was his dick. My juices tasted sweet and delicious, like summer fruits.

"Naughty...I've been so naughty," I moaned. "I'll take my punishment like a champ, Daddy."

I stood up and walked towards Keith. For the moment, at least, I had the higher ground. I looked down at the swollen head of his erect cock and parted my moist, red lips. "That looks delicious," I teased. "But I'm dressed far too inappropriately for my punishment."

I ripped open my shirt, sending the remaining buttons flying across the room. My constrained breasts fell forward, hard nipples desperately wanting to be free of the lace bra. I obliged by reaching back and unhooking it. I placed my arm over my tits, pretending to be shy, and pulled the garment away.

"Please, Amy...let me see."

I fluttered my eyelashes and took my hand away, revealing my firm, tight breasts. The cool air against my nipples hardened them further and I felt my body break out in goose bumps. I reached back and unzipped my little skirt. It fell instantly to the floor, revealing the sodden panties beneath. As I kicked the skirt away I placed my thumbs either side of the knicker elastic and pulled at it.

"I'm going to remove my panties now, Daddy. Is that naughty of me?"

"Yes," Keith smiled. "Very, very naughty."

I pulled them down slowly, peeling the soaking lace from my dripping wet pussy. I let them go all the way down to my ankles then stood with my legs apart, stretching them out. I let my hands fall to my sides and stood before my stepfather, exposed and ready to fuck.

"Further," he said, his voice breaking. "Stretch your panties further."

I adjusted my legs, moving them wider apart.

"More."

I obeyed and felt my pussy lips open from the sheer width of my stance. My legs shook a little as I maintained my balance, the fabric of my thong desperately trying to pull my legs back together.

"Good," Keith moaned. "That's a good little girl. Now you're starting to listen."

My pert titties rose and fell with each heavy breath I took; my cunt felt wet, warm and tingly. Drenched panties strained between my ankle socks and high heels.

My seduction was complete.

"Don't move, Amy."

Keith stood and removed his clothes. His body looked even better than I imagined. Was the balance of power about to shift? He walked over to me and kissed me, his warm, wet tongue slowly and softly caressing mine. His rough stubble felt sexy and manly against my soft, puckered lips. He pulled away and looked straight at me.

"Hold this position, Amy. It's time for your punishment."

He walked around the back of me and placed his hands on my left buttock, stroking it gently and slowly.

"Mmm...that feels good, Daddy."

"I didn't tell you to speak, Amy. I've had enough of your insolence, young lady."

Smack!
I didn't have time to respond before a stinging slap met my ass. I yelped out, more from shock than pain.

"Ah!"

"Quiet!"

Another slap, then another, then another. I gritted my teeth and tried not to make a noise.

"Uhnnnn..."

My legs weakened and I bent at the knees, losing my composure. Keith kicked my legs further apart, stretching my panties to breaking point. My ass was on fire and I loved it.

"This is your final warning. No more slutty behavior, do you understand?"

"Yes," I whimpered. "Yes, Daddy."

Suddenly, unexpectedly, Keith delivered a backhanded slap across my ass. I screamed out.

"OHHH!"

I lost my footing and the knicker elastic snapped, sending my torn panties across the floor. Keith's firm hands grabbed my arms and he pulled me back against his strong, muscular chest. I felt his upright cock against my throbbing ass and I moved my hips back and forth against it. He licked and nibbled at my earlobe before spinning me around to face him. We kissed passionately, out tongues dancing, and our hands explored each other's bodies; mine on his rippling muscles, his on my smooth, tight skin. I threw my head back and he slid his tongue down my neck until reaching my erect nipples, taking turns to lick, suck and nibble each delicate peak.

I felt the head of his cock rubbing against the parted entrance of my pussy and I instinctively moved my legs apart, lowering myself down slightly onto his erection. Thank God for high heels. Suddenly, he lowered his body down as well. With a single, swift movement he raised himself up and impaled me with his cock. I gasped at the rapid penetration and the feeling of seven, maybe eight inches of his hard dick rising up into me.

"Oh my God," I panted. "You sure know how to hit a target."

"You've had your punishment," he replied. "Now it's time for your present."

He thrusted up and down, the sheer length of his cock ensuring he stayed inside me despite my extreme wetness. I had never fucked standing up before, and it felt completely different to any other position, the angle of his cock hitting my g-spot repeatedly. I struggled to keep my feet on the ground, even in heels, and found myself on tiptoes until Keith told me what to do next.

"Put your arms and legs around me," he ordered. I obeyed and he took my weight with his strong arms and upper body. I locked my feet around his ass and he continued to thrust into me, effortlessly and smoothly. The weight of my body hadn't even registered. I knew he was a real man all along.

I felt my first orgasm build and I looked into his eyes. "Fuck me, Daddy! Oh God, I'm going to come!"

I exploded inside and tightened my body around him. Juices flowed down his cock as my pleasure hit a peak. We kissed some more and as my body relaxed he lowered me down. I crouched before him and hovered before his erect, twitching manhood. I placed my open mouth near it, so close I could smell the sweet aroma of my orgasm. The hard, rippled shaft glistened with my juices. I looked at him with big, wide eyes.

"Do you want me to suck your cock, Daddy?"

"Yes, Amy. Please suck my cock."

I took it into my mouth with the same suddenness he had used to spank me and penetrate me earlier. He cried out and I swallowed as much as my mouth would allow, tightening my lips around it and fucking him orally. He let out moan after moan. I eventually opened my mouth and released him, catching my breath. I ran my tongue along the length, devouring my sweet juices on him and swallowing them. They tasted
good.

"No more, Amy...you're going to make me come. I want to be inside you for that."

I stood, licking my lips, and he gently turned me around and lowered me over the back of the chair he had been sitting in. The cold leather shocked my naked skin at first before I let my body relax against it. I felt his head teasing my labia and he ran it up and down my opening, rubbing my clit and wanking me with his cock.

"Fuck me," I begged. "Fuck me, Daddy. Fuck me now."

His cock slid into my slick, eager pussy. He grabbed my ponytail and pulled my hair back, causing me to yelp. I grabbed the glasses off my face and threw them across the room. He wrapped my hair around his fist, pulling me back further. I arched my back and slammed my body back and forth on his cock, fucking him as he fucked me.

"Have I been a bad girl, Daddy? Have I been naughty?"

He yanked my hair back. "Yes. You've been a naughty little slut. How dare you seduce me in your tight little whore outfit and high heels."

I smiled as his cock moved in and out with increasing force and momentum. "I'm so sorry, Daddy. I won't do it again, I promise. I won't dress like a whore."

"Yes, you will," he replied, releasing my ponytail. "I fucking insist you do!"

We both laughed as we built to orgasm. "I'm glad you like it, Daddy."

"I fucking love it, Amy. I love you."

The sound of those words was amazing. I closed my eyes and felt his hardness bring me to the peak of arousal. "I love you too, Daddy."

I slid a hand down and stroked my clit. His cock began to pulsate and he cried out. "I'm going to come, Amy."

"Me too," I replied. "Come inside me!"

His hot spunk exploded into me and I simultaneously reached orgasm, the fruits of our sex mixing together and filling me inside. I felt trickles run down the tops of my legs. Keith collapsed onto my back and reached around, cupping my breasts and kissing my neck.

"That was incredible," I said, short of breath. "Do I
have
to go to college?"

We both laughed and I turned around to see his beautiful eyes, filled with longing. We could have kissed each other for days.

* * *

"Now don't forget why you're at college. You're there to work, understand?"

"Yes, mother." I rolled my eyes.

"I'm going to miss you."

We hugged and kissed each other on the cheek. Keith looked at me with a sadness in his eyes.

"What's wrong?" I asked.

"I'm going to miss you too."

I smiled. "I'll be back in no time."

I got into the car and gingerly sat on the driver's seat. I winced at the ache from the spanking I had received a few days earlier.

My mother looked at me, concerned. "What's the matter? Did you hurt your back?"

"No, it's nothing. I just got stung." I looked at my stepfather and we both started giggling.

"What's the joke?"

"Nothing," I replied. "Look, I have to go. It's a four-hour drive."

"Call me when you get there, okay. And no getting distracted by boys!"

I looked at Keith one last time. "I'm not interested in boys."

We smiled and I turned the key, heading off to my new life with the thought of the last man I fucked causing a wetness to form down below.

I couldn't wait for the holidays.
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 Going Down On Daddy – Raquel Rogue

I paused in my bedroom door. I could hear them in the kitchen, being all lovey-dovey. My mom, the cougar supreme, went to Las Vegas and returned with a new French husband. Who knew I’d ever had a new daddy, much less a young, buff hunky step-daddy with a killer French accent. Just listening to him speak made my insides melt.

I have to move out, I thought.
That man is raw sex.

“Don’t worry about Raquel, darling,” Mom said. That got my attention. They were talking about me? “She’ll come around. I think we surprised her by getting married.”

“Let’s hope so,
ma belle,” he said in that husky voice I loved so much. “You know it hurts me when beautiful women do not like me.”

He thinks I’m beautiful?

“You are such a sweetie,” Mom said.

The sounds of kissing, of moaning and groaning, reached me. I rolled my eyes. Those two were constantly at it. I guess if I was forty and had a twenty-eight year old love god with killer abs and an even sexier accent, I’d be all over him, too.

“Oh sweet darling, I hate to leave you,” Mom said. I closed my eyes. I had to listen to this crap every morning for the last week. Maybe if La Boy Toy had a job it wouldn’t aggravate me so much. “I have to go to work. I will miss you so much.”

“Not as much as I will miss you,
ma belle,” he said.

“Love you,” she said.

“Love you more,” he said.

I opened my mouth wide, feigning shoving a finger down my throat. Mom strode out of the kitchen in time to catch me in the act. Her eyes narrowed dangerously. My insides went cold.

“Morning, Mom,” I said, standing up straight and rigid, hands clutched behind my back.

Mom had upped her game since marrying Jean-Luc. She wore tighter, sexier clothes. She called them her “Melrose Place” power suits. I had no idea what she was talking about, but it seemed to please her.

My mother and I could be sisters, despite the twenty-two year age difference. She looked thirty, and if she really tried could pull off twenty-five. We both had long glossy black hair (mine to my waist) and slim, shapely bodies. Her breasts were a bit larger than mine. I think the only noticeable difference was I inherited my father’s brown eyes and full lips, and she had bright green eyes and thin lips.

“You be nice to Jean-Luc,” she whispered, eyes fierce.

Mom wore her red power suit, with a white silk blouse and black stiletto FMPs. In fact, they were my newest pumps. I’d only worn them once. I hated it when she borrowed my shoes. Her feet sweated. A lot. Unfortunately, her demanding, high-paying corporate job left her little free time, so she couldn’t go shoe shopping as much as she would like, so she took mine. Sometimes she didn’t give them back.

“What do you mean? I’m nice.”

“Cut the BS. You mock him,” she said. “Every time we show a little PDA, you roll your eyes and develop a bad fake French accent.”

“What do you mean ‘bad’ French accent? I’m good.”

She stepped closer. Violated my personal space, forcing me to press back against the wall. I hated it when she intimidated me like that.

“Don’t get sassy with me, young woman.” Her eyes narrowed. “I’ll cancel all of your credit cards.”

Why did she always threaten to take away my credit cards? Nobody likes to be blackmailed. The problem was, her threats were never idle. Mom followed through, and she’d cut me off twice in the last three years. In my senior year in high school I went six months without an allowance or credit. It was nightmarish. I think she only returned my credit cards because she needed new shoes, and knew the shoe store would be my first stop.

“I’m going to so sweet to him your Jean-Luc will have diabetes by the time you get home tonight,” I said. “He’s my big daddy today. Yep, King Jean-Luc rules my world.”

“Oh, you’re going to be that way, are you?”

“No. I’m sorry. Mom, you’ve been crazy since marrying him. Stop trying to shove him down my throat,” I said. Poor choice of words. The thought of him in my mouth, pushing down my throat sent a ripple of the best kind through my nether regions. And the vision that flashed through my mind was even more wicked. I struggled to keep my composure. “God, I never thought ‘Good Time Jenny’ would get married again. I’m in shock.”

Mom stepped back, an odd look on her face. “You knew my girlfriends called me ‘Good Time Jenny?’”

“Mom, you went through seven boyfriends in the last year. Two of them were just a year older than me. Everyone calls you ‘Good Time Jenny’ when they aren’t calling you ‘Queen Cougar’ or ruder things.”

She looked me up and down with a sneer.

“This coming from the girl who ‘dated’ every single player on the football team,” she said.

“Like mother, like daughter,” I said. She pulled her right hand back to slap me. I pointed a finger right in her face. “I’ll hit you back.”

Mom glanced toward the kitchen, thought better of it, and dropped her hand. “Fine. Give me all of your credit cards.”

I went cold inside. My belly clinched tight.

“What? You can’t do that to me?”

“Yes I can. Give them to me. Now.”

My purse was on my dresser, just inside the door. I pulled my wallet out with trembling hands, trying so hard to hold back the tears. The bitch! She constantly had to prove her power over me. The best way to do that was to hit me where it hurt the most.

“Have a nice day,” Mom said, snatching the seven credit cards out of my hand.

With that she marched out of the house. I stared after her, open-mouth and a tear rolling down my cheek. My only condolence—I spent thirty-seven hundred dollars the previous day on a pair of Christian Louboutin thigh boots, a pair of sexy, strappy pumps, and a pair of sandals.

“Ouch,” Jean-Luc said, dragging me out of my dark reverie.

I cut my eyes toward him, as they narrowed. Was he laughing at me?

“Excusez-moi?”

“Ooo, your French it is so good,” he said, and grinned with wicked delight. “Do you know any other French words? I mean, besides, ‘Oo, la la.’”

I moved my right foot toward him, giving him a nice side view of my new strappy, black patent pumps. “I know two more French words.
Christian Louboutin.”

His eyes lingered on my shoes. Then they slowly glided up my legs, took in my body, and finally locked onto my face. The heat in those eyes had me panting before he reached my face. I lost my breath when he locked eyes with me.

“Two very good words.”

He looked me over a length. It was quite a thrill. Jean-Luc had pretty much ignored me until then. Or so I thought. But I was decked out pretty sexy, wearing a snug white mini-dress with black accents. My hair was parted down the middle, and my only jewelry were large silver hoop earrings.

Jean-Luc wore only a pair of faded jeans, and the button was undone. He was clean shaven, and that included his back and chest, too. His eyes were the same shade of blue as his jeans, and his dark hair was shoulder length and wavy. Did I mention he was raw sex?

His killer abs were coming to me in High Definition. The man exercised all day to maintain that body. Mom’s seven digit income allowed him the leisure to do it, too. I know I shouldn’t begrudge him that, since I spent an hour a day with my personal trainer, and the rest of the day shopping. Six days a week. My life was shopping, and now I had nothing to spend. Nothing to do.

“You look so much like your mother, especially when you are angry,” he said.

“Well, don’t follow my example and argue with her,” I said. “She’ll cut you off, big time.”

Jean-Luc shrugged. His hand cupped the bulge in his jeans. “Then I will cut her off.”

My eyes locked on his hand, his bulge. Surely he wasn’t endowed well enough to cause such a large bulge while flaccid. Was he aroused? Getting hard just looking at me?

My heart started pounding. Chest tightened. I balled my fists to keep from touching myself. He quirked a brow at me. Was that interest in his eyes? Or amusement?

“W-Well, I can’t do that,” I said. Why was my voice an octave lower, huskier? I cleared my throat before continuing. “Though I should hide all my shoes, since she tends to shoe shop in my closet.”

“I see why,” he said. “You have such good tastes in fine feminine footwear, as well as being well-dressed all the time. I have never seen you scruffy, or not dressed to impress.”

This time, instead of lingering on my shoes, his eyes stopped to stare at my boobs. I have to admit, they were a quite impressive pair. If nothing else, Mom taught me how to display my body in the most fashionably sexy manner. The designer dress was low cut, and really barely covered my boobs. I inherited the cleavage to pull it off from Mom.

“Hey, Frenchie, my eyes are up here.”

“I know. They scare me.”

“My eyes scare you? Why?”

“I could get lost in those gorgeous eyes,” he said. Our eyes locked, and it sucked what little air I had left out of my lungs. He really turned it on. “Those wicked, hungry eyes and your full, glossy lips call to something deep within.”

A thrill slithered up my spine. A tiny smile curled the corners of his lips when I visibly shuddered. I bit my lower lip, tugging on it. His eyes released me, to return to my lips. He moaned so low I almost couldn’t hear it.

He gave his cock a squeeze. “Such beautiful lips.”

“I-I don’t think my new Daddy should make me squirm like this,” I whispered, unable to speak normally. “Or feel like this.”

“Oh, I’ll be your daddy. I’ll be your big daddy. Your big
love
daddy.”

Jean-Luc unzipped and pulled out the biggest, most beautiful cock I’d ever seen. My knees went weak, and my mouth started watering. He stroked it once, twice, and I gasped with each stroke.

“This is wrong, Jean-Luc.”

“You want me. I want you,” he said. He gave his cock another stroke. “What is wrong with that? Come to me. Go down on me.”

“No! I can’t,” I cried. My eyes locked on his cock. So damn beautiful. I so wanted a taste. “I mean. You’re married to my mother.”

A bead of pre-cum oozed out. I had to swallow to loosen my throat. By the look on his too sexy face, Jean-Luc knew he was winding me up. Manipulating me to perfection. And I loved it.

“Nothing wrong with desire,
ma petit,” Jean-Luc growled out low in that too sexy French accent. “You wrap those beautiful lips around my penis, and then you get what you want. I get what I want. We both get it out of our system, and life goes on.”

I caught myself rubbing my thighs together. My pussy was achy and wet, feeling so sexy and ready.

“Please, I’m not very strong,” I whispered, unable to speak normally. It was so damned hot in that room. Beads of sweat prickled my skin as I panted lightly, all squishy hot inside. “I’m not good at saying no.”

“Then saying nothing. Drop to your knees, crawl to me, and go down on me,” he said, every word like a bell sending erotic ripples through my body and mind. “Come to me,
ma petit.”

My knees buckled, but I caught myself before I knelt. If my knees touched the floor I was a goner. I’d be his for the taking, and I so wanted to be taken.

“Kneel, Raquel,” he commanded.

His eyes were fierce and sexy, and they captured me. For a second it was like moving into another realm of existence, where everything was hot and passionate, and perfect. A world I wanted to live in forever.

My eyes dropped to his cock. It looked even bigger and harder. One drop of pre-cum had slid down his length to his hairy balls. Two more drops were slowly going down his shaft, and the sight of them called to me. I wanted to lick them off, and savor that heady taste. Then I saw the fourth drop of pre-cum bead on the tip of his dick.

My knees hit the floor.

I unzipped my dress, rose up on my knees and pulled it down to my waist. I watched Jean-Luc’s face while disrobing, to gauge his interest. I thought he was going to come when I removed my bra. His eyes burned into my tits, while licking his lips. Lips I wanted to taste, too. In fact, I wanted to lick him from his toes to his nose, and then go back down. Wiggling more than I needed to, I worked the snug dress over my hips and butt, and then dropped to all fours and crawled out of it.

Crawling sensuously, I watched the emotions play across his face. His excitement rose dramatically, and he started stroking himself. A sultry smile curled my lips, and he swallowed hard. When I reached him, I pulled Jean-Luc’s jeans down to his ankles.

Pulling his hand off his cock, “Let me take care of that for you, Jean-Luc. Or do you want me to call you ‘Daddy?’”

I held his cock up between two fingers, admiring it up close. His dick was all shiny from pre-cum he spread while stroking it. I nuzzled his nut sack, taking in his heady scent. Why did I love the smell of cock and balls so much?

“Call me daddy,” he said.

That sent hot tingles through my body. So naughty. So damned naughty.

“Anything you want, Daddy,” I purred, hitting him with my sultriest gaze for a long second. Then I gave his balls a firm lick. And another. “Mmmm, I love balls. Your balls are nice and big and hairy. Mmm.”

“I’m about to blow, Raquel. Hurry, go down on me.”

I almost giggled. “You’re about to blow? I’m the one on her knees.”

He just groaned. I don’t think he got my humor. His loss.

“Don’t worry, Daddy. Your Raquel will take care of you,” I purred, giving the head a lick and kiss.

I licked his cock from the base up. All around. He was trembling by the time I reached the head. Rolling my tongue all over and around his head, I watched his body twitch and his face fill with bliss. He buried his hands in my thick hair, rubbing my scalp. It felt divine.

“Oh, Daddy, watch me go down on you,” I said, pulling my long hair back and to the side so he could see my mouth. That forced one of his hands out of my hair, but I don’t think he minded.

My lips parted slowly, and the hungriest look filled his face. A look that sent a thrill shivering up my spine. Made me ache for a kiss. A deep, long, open-mouth kiss. Instead, I guided his cock to my lips, and slowly let him penetrate.

“Uuuggggh,
oui, ma petit. Oui. Oui,” he groaned out.

Bobbing my head, I took a little more cock in with each stroke. He was nice and thick, and it strained my jaw. Didn’t matter. It was wonderful, and he really loved what I was doing. No man ever showed his pleasure like Jean-Luc.

“Mmmmmm,” I hummed. He rose up on his toes. “Mmmmmmm.”

I wondered if he’d ever gotten a hummer before. He seemed surprised.

“You are so beautiful, Raquel. So beautiful,” he murmured, looking like he was lost deep in his own pleasure. I worked my tongue, my lips, using suction and every trick I knew to make it the best blowjob he ever enjoyed. My mother had a reputation for giving exceptional BJs, so I had to put some effort into it. “Oooh,
oui. You are so good. Just like that. Keep doing that.”

His cock hardened a bit in my mouth. His “keep doing that” was his cock head tapping the back of my throat. Unfortunately, my lips were nowhere near the base of his shaft. There was only one thing to do. I prepared myself, giving him a few more bobs, and then took him down my throat.

“Deep throat?” he said, gasping and rising up on his toes again. “Oh!
Oui! Oui!”

I took him down my throat three times, and third time was the charm. Jean-Luc came hard, gasping and shuddering as hot, creamy jizm filled my throat. I swallowed and swallowed it down, but had to pull back before he was finished coming, so got some of that deliciousness shot across my tongue.

“Mmm, good stuff,” I said, smacking my lips as I sat back on my legs. Jean-Luc collapsed to his knees before me, looking sated and spent. He had the most dreamy bedroom eyes. “Was it good for you, Daddy?”

He leaned toward me. I think he only wanted to kiss me, but he was still unstable after his orgasm, and fell into me instead. We ended up with him on top, face to face, and his body laying between my wide-spread legs.

Not a bad place to be.

“Oh, Daddy, does this mean you want more?”

“I want it all,
ma petit,” he said, and kissed me.

“Like I said earlier, what Daddy wants, Daddy gets,” I said, wrapping my legs around his waist and kissing him. “And when you think you’re sated, had enough and can’t get it up again, I’ll go down on you again, Daddy, and we’ll start all over from the top.”
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