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The Landlord’s Surprise

I was tired from climbing five flights of stairs and carrying three bags of groceries. There went the last of my food stamps.   It had been a hot summer and today was one of the worst.  I was sweating like I had just fucked the six guys next door, non-stop.

The note on my door said eviction.  Fuck! I don’t need this.  Three months late it read.  That was probably right.  That’s about the time my boyfriend split and left me with all the bills.  Asshole!  The fucking I was getting, wasn’t worth the fucking I was getting.  If you know what I mean?

I had just set my bags down and was fumbling with my key when I heard the footsteps.  It was the landlord or at least the landlord’s lacky.  I knew what he wanted, and it wasn’t cash.

I turned and flashed him my best smile “Hi Sam.  I just got your love note.”

“Sorry, I held it off as long as I could.  I’m getting pressure from the top” he offered.  His eyes were drilling into my chest.  My blouse was soaked and see-through.  “Why do I go braless?”  I have big nipples and large areola.  They were more than outlined by the thin material.  As damp as I was, you could see right through it and my tits were form-fitted against the wetness.

They stiffened as he watched them.  Now, why the fuck would they do that?  This guy didn’t turn me on at all, but teasing men is kind of my thing and my nips do pretty much what they want.  Maybe it was ‘why he was here’?  He had offered to discount the bill if I let him sample the goods and that was naughty enough to be a little exciting.  Well, more than a sample.  He wanted the whole ‘girlfriend’ experience.

Sam wasn’t a bad guy.  In fact, he had helped me out a couple of times.   But he was no prize in the looks department.  Mid-forties with a slight paunch.  His face was too round, with pudgy cheeks and only a few sprigs of hair left on his chrome dome.  I’ve fuck worse and been cold sober when I did it.

There just wasn’t any chemistry between us.  None of those spanks that make my labia tingle in anticipation.  He was just plain Sam the building super and the dial on my sex meter didn’t move a fraction when he was near.

“Well,” I said keying the lock and pushing the door open.  He was nice enough to scoop up my bags and follow me in.

I turned as he set them on the kitchen island.  Wasn’t much of an island.  Wasn’t much of a kitchen.  The place was tiny, but it was all I had.  He was still staring at my nips but occasionally ran his gaze all over the rest of me.  If his eyes were fingers, I’d be nude by now. Buck naked!

“The question is who will give me a better deal?” I announced.  “You or the people pulling your chain?”

“The owner is gay” he replied with a shit-eating grin on his face.  He knew he had me.  It was either pack up or drop my drawers.  His gaze had switched to my crotch.  I was wearing torn jean shorts, tighter and shorter than Daisy Duke ever dreamed and sweaty. The heat and climbing all those fucking stairs had sucked them in tight and formed a perfect camel toe.  I have fat little labia that protrude a bit.  They don’t stay all tucked up like most girls and they were clearly outlined for all the world to see.  Sam was fascinated and judging from the lump in his pants, this might not turn out to be much of a sacrifice.

“Two months” I offered.

“One” he countered.

“One for a quick hand job.  No kissing, no touching, and my clothes stay on.  I get your rocks off and you go.  Or you get it all.  My soft mouth on every part of your body and I ride that big boy as long as you can keep it up.  “You do have a big boy, don’t you?”

Sam didn’t say a word.  He just unzipped his pants and let his elephant truck hang out.

“Oh Fuck” I exclaimed, and he smiled.  It was half hard and standing partway up.  I liked what I saw.   Liked it a lot and he stroked it a few times to bring it to life.  The only question now, was how long could he keep it hard?

I wondered if my pussy was pulsing visibly down there at the camel toe.  It sure felt like movement from here.

I put my hands on either side of my waist and started to push my shorts down, but he said “Don’t!”

“I want to do that!”

He had crossed the room quick as a flash and was pushing off my shorts.  I grabbed his dick as they hit the floor and I kicked them aside.  Between his sweat and precum, his cock was slick, and my fingers slid gently along its length.  My afternoon was definitely looking up.

We stood there inches apart.  His fingers up inside me and mine stroking that long, thick snake he called his cock.  We just stared into one another’s eyes.  No one spoke and our hands seemed to be independent of the rest of our bodies.  Then he leaned in and kissed me.  Softly at first, barely a lip brush, but they quickly turned torrid.

I’ll say this for Sam.  He knew how to finger a girl.  I was moaning and whimpering, and my tongue was glued to his.  In no time I was close to my first one.  Very close.  My legs had cramped and my knees were getting weak and I felt it building, then it washed over me like a wave at the beach and I quivered and shook and let go of his cock for a minute as I caught myself on the kitchen counter.

This wasn’t going to be so bad, I said to myself as I dropped to my knees and took that big boy all the way down my throat.  He had a big sucker and I stretched my mouth out and it hurt a little and I choked like crazy, which was a good thing because I needed that extra lube.  I’m not that big a girl and I started to wonder if I could handle his super-sized goods.   Then I realized that I wanted it in my pussy, a lot more than in my mouth.  A girl only gets so many chances with a real whopper and I had visions of all that wonderful white nectar being wasted down my gullet and Sam softer than a wet noodle for the rest of the day.

I stroked his balls and let him have a few more thrusts, but then spit him out.

“Ahhh!  I was just getting started” he complained.

I stood and kissed him softly.  “I want that monster inside me” I cooed, and Sam melted.

Is it rape if a man is willing?  Because I took complete control and pushed Sam down on the couch and mounted him like I was the one with the dick.  I was soaking wet and I slid that baby up and down my slit a few times.  God, I love that feeling when it's just knocking at my door and my pussy aches to spread out and swallow it. 

I slit it in easy, letting my opening just flow around it.   Sam tried to thrust up, but I slammed my fist playfully against his chest.  “Behave yourself.  Let me do it” I scolded

Holly fuck it was thick and it took me a few moments to get used to it.  I had never had this much meat.  I’d heard other girls talk about the thick ones.  “It’s the girth, not the length,” some of them said and God were they right.  That last few millimeters of stretch was so fucking exquisite and when he started to move it, I thought for a minute I was going to faint. 

I had never felt sensations so overpowering.  Sure, I like to fuck, doesn’t every girl.  If they don’t, they’re just plain doing it wrong.  But this was something extra.  This was a delicious sensation that coursed through my whole body and made me shutter with its intensity.

I wanted this cock more than I ever wanted anything and if this bastard went limp on me, I was going to kill him.  But I needn’t have worried.  Sam was a player and he thrust that baby up and into me like he’d swallowed a thousand Viagra and I returned his ardor, by pounding down over it like it was the bringer of life itself.  God, did we fuck!

When I came, that marvelous man stayed hard and just kept fucking me.  I don’t know how many times I came.  I lost count at five or six and toward the end, I was cuming just about every third stroke.  I leaned in and kissed him like he was my long, lost lover and crushed my tits against his chest.

“Thank you, Lover,” I whispered in his ear.  “You’re fucking great!”

Sam hadn’t cum yet, but I was exhausted.  I changed the tempo to long, languid strokes, pumping my ass slowly up and down his fantastic pole, making sure my pussy felt every inch of it. 

“I’m cuming” he cried, and I picked up the pace, slamming down over him with a burst of energy that I didn’t know I had.

We came together and I rolled off gasping for air.  My snatch felt empty and I swear it was pulsing, searching for its partner, aching to be filled again.  I was still sucking in air, but my right hand was searching for his cock.  I closed my fingers around it and it still had some life in it.   I squeezed it hopefully and gave it a few loving strokes.  Wow! Could this guy recycle. 

I thought about moving to the bed, but I didn’t want to wait.  I wanted it again and I wanted it now.   We turned toward each other, and I kissed him lovingly as I pumped that baby back to full arousal.  It was like I was holding an iron pipe and I knew just where to put it.

We lay side by side as he slow fucked me through several more orgasms.  Then I pulled him on top of me and he finished off missionary style.  Fuck did this guy have a power stroke.  I wasn’t sure I was going to be able to walk and he pumped so much jizz into me that it overflowed and puddled on the floor.

Sam’s a regular in my bed these days.  I still can’t pay the rent, but he’s cooking the books with some of his accounting magic.  I’m sure he’ll get caught someday, but for now, I live rent-free and get to ride that magnificent cock on a regular basis. 

My girlfriends give me some shit about Sam’s appearance.   Admittedly, he is more than a little nebbish and we get weird looks when I take him out in public.  More than one stud has figured he could just waltz right in and steal me away.  But every time I start to doubt the arrangement, I take a trip up and down his splendid fire hose, and I know right where I should be.

*****


Just Once for Old Time’s Sake

If you had told me a week ago that I would fuck an old college friend on my couch while my husband lay passed out drunk ten feet away, I would have said you’re crazy.  But that’s exactly what I did.

Not sure what made me do it.  Maybe it was the liquor or the size of that cock or the fact that I hadn’t had a good climax in literally years, a few twinges, but a not a full-blown, body shaking screamer.  It wasn’t really the blackmail.  Honestly, that would have been a problem, but not one I couldn’t deal with.  That was just an excuse to cut loose.  A little rationalization comes in handy sometimes, especially when a girl’s in heat.

I’m married with three kids and a happy life.  I have never strayed.  Oh, of course, like most women I have eyed a mouth-watering morsel of male flesh periodically.  Even stuffed my fingers up my pussy that night and pretended they were the morsel’s cock.  But I would never act on those impulses.  My sex life is dutifully restricted to my husband, even if I do sometimes pretend there is someone else thrusting away at me.  It’s only to intensify the mood or ward off the sheer boredom of the same dick in the same way.  Bob’s a good husband and father, but his bedroom routine is both conventional and predictable.  No surprises in my boy Bob.

I’ve never strayed.  It hasn’t been for the lack of offers.  I was on the varsity tennis team in college and have played at least twice a week for the last ten years. I have the tall slender body that is made for the sport and my legs are long, toned, and tanned.  My tits aren’t the biggest.  Actually, on the small side, but pert and they don’t need any support.  I like to go braless, and they move suggestively around inside my blouses.  The effect is not lost on men and judging from their stares and the way their pants suddenly bulge, I am still quite a package, despite being on the long side of thirty. 

When I heard Cole was coming for a visit, I went shopping for something especially tantalizing.  I hadn’t bought anything sexy in years and I wanted to shine. Cole and I have a bit of a history and I love to be the object of male desire.  It makes me feel alive.  Besides, Cole was such a smug womanizer, I wanted him to ache for what he couldn’t have.  It had always been that way between us.  He was Bob’s best friend and I was the woman he couldn’t have.  He wasn’t really my type.  Oh, he was gorgeous enough, but he thought he was God’s gift to women.  He figured soon or later we would all spread our legs for him.  That attitude riled me, and I got off on teasing him.  Giving him a passing taste, but never letting him dig in for the main course.

I selected a black leather mini skirt.  It was short, not indecently so, but certainly alluringly so.  There was a slit up the left thigh almost to the hip and that portion of the skirt was laced up like a boot and showed a generous portion of bare skin.  The overall effect was to display a lot of long, lovely leg.  I topped it off with five-inch heels that accentuated my calves and a red blouse slit down the middle to below the breast line.  I wore it braless, the tender side skin of both girls peeked out of that slit and my nipples provocatively grazed the soft silky material. 

From what I could see he hadn’t changed a bit and had barely aged.  Still tall and handsome with a good build and a flat stomach.  He has an easy-going charm and the minute he opened his mouth I remembered that silver tongue of his.  He could praise a woman like no man I’ve ever met.  His words drip with honey.  An unruly shock of blond hair, a roguish smile, and mischievous blue eyes complete the portrait.  Our junior year in college he did a school play and he was the star of the goddamn thing.  In the process, he perfected an Irish brogue.  His lineage was part Irish, but he had never been out of Boston.  But that didn’t stop him, he held onto the accent, making it a permanent affectation.  God only knows how many girls he charmed out of their panties with his gift of the blarney and his newfound speech impediment.

He is quite the womanizer and comes in a compelling package.  But his real fame was the size of his cock.  It was infamous.  I’d never seen it, but I’d heard many first-hand accounts from both guys that shared a gym class with him and women that raved about its girth and the pleasure it could convey.

There is no denying that he is a handsome beast, but he has never been my type.  It didn’t seem like I was his either, but that didn’t stop him from taking a run at me every chance he got.  He liked his women with big tits and overtly sexual. The kind that leaves no doubt that they love to fuck and will scream their heads off when some guy sticks it in.  Me, I’m more subdued with a quiet sensuality.  But if you scratch me in the right spot, I can yell with the best of them. Of course, that doesn’t seem to happen anymore.  Unfortunately, Bob has either forgotten where that spot is or doesn’t give a shit anymore. 

So, I usually fake it with a few moans and groans.  That seems to keep Bob feeling masculine.  I get to cum about once a month.  Little ones.  Nothing earthshaking.  It’s not that big a price to pay.  Sex isn’t everything.  I love my kids and my life.  I do some part-time reporting for a local rag and my husband, despite his declining libido, is my best friend.  The simple life has its compensations.  A girl can’t get fucked every night, so you learn to appreciate your blessings.

My situation certainly isn’t unique.  I have four close girlfriends and most of us are in the same boat.  They all live in the neighborhood.  We share kids, kid duties, clothes, recipes, and jokes about swapping husbands but have never had the nerve to do more than jest about our bedroom boredom.  There’s only one husband I’d like to fuck anyway, and he is the only one that still bangs his wife on a regular basis.  Stella is always smiling.  I probably would be too.  The other three fake their orgasms and two have invested in vibrators.  I’ve thought of getting one of those fancy ones that pump your pussy at the same time they tickle your clit, but Bob has a fragile ego.  I’m afraid he’d feel emasculated.  So, I sigh and shake a little and let him feel like a stud.  It’s a small thing.  He’s given me a good life.

I think Silvia is getting some on the side.  Her skirts have gotten shorter, her blouses a little more revealing and she has a drawer full of new sexy and matching underwear.  She is starting to look like a lingerie ad, but she’s a bit chunky for the runway.  Whatever she’s doing, she’s mellowed out and has stopped complaining about never getting her ‘tingle’ as she likes to call it.

We periodically have a girl’s night out.  Silvia seldom attends.  I’m certain she’s off somewhere in a secluded room riding some guy’s dick.  Well good for her, we all have to find our balance in life.  As long as she doesn’t get caught or feel guilty some morning and spill her guts to her husband.  That’s the worst thing a girl can do after getting her bell rung in a strange bed.  Just keep it as a fond memory.  Fold it away and store it for those nights you need a little spice in your lovemaking or when your vibrator goes better with a story you can tell yourself.

That’s how I’d handle it.  I wouldn’t want to know if Bob shagged a stray.  We have enough baggage in our marriage, why bring in more.  Come right down to it, I honestly don’t think I’d give a shit.  As long as he didn’t bring anything home from the encounter.  More power to him.   Maybe it will bring back the old Bob and I can cum for a change.

The size of Cole’s cock was legendary.  I’d never seen it, but I had rubbed my ass up against it more than a few times.   It certainly felt impressive.  The talk of the campus at college, the girls that had a chance to ride it, all swore that it was one of nature’s wonders. Handsome with a roguish smile, mischievous blues eyes that twinkled, a dick the size of a Christmas salami, and a foreign accent.  Yes, Cole was something and he had fucked more girls than the Rolling Stones.

Personally, I have never ridden a big one.  The length doesn’t matter that much to me, but I am a bit of a width freak.  Bob’s not the biggest dick around, I had wider in college and loved it.  My favorite part of sex is when a man clumps his fingers together and stick them in until my opening stretches out.  Get me up close to the bridge of their hand and I damn near faint.  It’s definitely an exquisite feeling.

We had gone to dinner, hit a few clubs, and ended up in our living room.   Bob and Cole were on the couch and I was seated across from them in a straight chair.  We were fairly well oiled when we got home, but that didn’t stop Bob from breaking out the Tequila.  It started with a casual drink, then turned to shots, followed by a few rounds of truth or dare.  Cole was lethal with his questions and when he asked if I ever thought about him while I was fucking Bob, I was stunned.

I looked at my husband and there was no sign the question even registered. He was in the bag and shortly thereafter he stretched out on the floor.  Nighty, night love.

“I’d didn’t know you were so interested in my love life” I slurred.

“I always have been.  Even before Bob, I followed your adventures, because I wanted to figure out your type.  It never seemed to be me.  How come you never let me spread those long luscious legs of yours?”

His gaze dropped to my short skirt and I uncrossed my legs and crossed them in the other direction.  I had always loved teasing Cole and his eyes widened as I briefly showed him the prize.

“Pink is an interesting choice under a black skirt” he observed, still staring at my legs.  I’d put my legs back together but was showing a huge expanse of well-tanned thigh.

“You know that I like to tease!  A flash of black panties under a black skirt leaves the viewer unfulfilled.  They’re never sure what they saw.  But with pink, there’s no doubt” I smiled.

“You’re not only a tease, you’re a diabolic one.  You chose that blouse too, just to tantalize me.  To let me know what I can’t have.  Those wonderful tits of yours have been moving around in there all night.  They’ve been driving me nuts.  Does it excite you that I’m going to beat off later tonight, thinking about you?”

“A little” I admitted giving him a coy smile.

“Why don’t I do it right now.  So, you can enjoy it?” Cole offered.

“That’s not necessary” I assured.

But he had his pants halfway down his legs and he kicked them off and sat in his underwear.  I couldn’t help but look at the huge lump in his lap.  It looked like a coiled snake in there.  I thought I saw it pulse.  Probably my imagination.

“I always figured you for a briefs man” I observed.

“At least you were thinking about me” he quipped, his blue eyes twinkled.

I didn’t answer.  Then he pulled it out.  God, it was huge.  Bigger than I imagined, and it stood straight up like a fucking flag pole.  He pumped it with his hand, and it got even bigger and stiffer.  I was mesmerized and I felt my cunt twitch.  Any woman would.

“That’s enough,” I said.  “This is getting out of hand.”

“I’ll put it away if you’ll dance for me.”

“I danced with you at the restaurant and you kept poking me with that thing” I noted, nodding my head toward his stiff prick.

“I mean like you used to.  A lap dance.”

“No way” I declared.

During my last year in college, money was getting tight and my school funds were gone.  I struggled to make ends meet but fell further and further behind.  I liked eating and I wanted that degree.  So, I stripped for a few months at a local dive.  It wasn’t as bad as it sounds.  The local laws were pretty prudish, and my patties never came off.  I just flashed my tits and gave lap dances.

The customers weren’t supposed to touch, but most girls let them.  It was the only way to make the gig pay.  There were house fees and house cuts and if you didn’t maximize your lap dance revenue, you just didn’t make it.

So, what the hell, I let a few guys touch my tits.  Well, more than a few.  A couple of hundred maybe.  Certainly not more than a thousand.  Hey, don’t judge!  I was young and adventurous, sexually liberated, absolutely desperate for cash and I liked it when men looked at me.  It gave me an affirmation of my femininity and if it was the right guy, more than a little twinge.  Besides, it paid a hell of a lot more than flipping burgers or typing letters while your boss hovers over you trying to look down your blouse. I didn’t make that much money as strippers go.  Ixnay on the hand jobs, but for an extra fifty, I’d dry hump a guy long enough to milk his hose for him.

Bob never knew about my exploits on the wild side.  In fact, that was the name of the bar.  There was a 24-hour mini-mart half a block away and across the street.  He thought I worked there and even dropped me off a few times.  Luckily, he never stopped in to see me.

Cole was another story.  It didn’t take him long to sniff out where I was disappearing to and he started coming by two or three times a week.  Money was no object; his daddy was loaded, and he shoveled a bundle down my G-string.  Yes, of course, I let him touch my tits.  He literally spent hours massaging them.  They weren’t as big as the ones he was used to, but he seemed to be more than satisfied and I had to admit that the son-of-a-bitch has soft hands and knew how to use them.

He’d come in and buy me a couple of drinks to satisfy my house quota, then slip the bartender a fifty to rent a private booth.  Then he’d drag me in there and I’d do my stuff. Strictly business.  I never touched his cock and made him keep it undercover.  But I did rub my ass up and down that big boy he was packing and all the time his hands were roaming all over my body, especially my ass and tits.  He also liked to stroke up my long legs.  I never admitted it, but when he stroked my inner thighs, I was tempted to have him go higher.  But I resisted the urge and played it straight.  Many a night after giving Cole a full workout, I had to change my outfit because my panties were sopped.

A private room means extra tips and Cole was always generous.  Over the months I was at the club, I spent more time in his lap and with his hands locked on my breasts than any other customer.  Periodically, he would get frustrated and grab another stripper and shower her with money that could have been mine.  It was all a ploy to make me break a few rules, but it never worked, and he always came back to me.

I don’t know whether he genuinely wanted me, or he was just asshole enough to get off fondling his best friend’s girl behind his best friend’s back.  Either way, he never told Bob, and I sure as hell didn’t.  I never let Cole take his massive cock out, and my hands never strayed over its impressive length.  I was sorely tempted a few times.  It felt huge and a monster like that makes a girl curious.   I will admit that dry humping it can get you a little hot and bothered.  But I have great will power. 

Cole enjoyed wearing a pair of thin nylon pants or shorts with no underwear.  The amount of material between my opening and his cock were two very thin layers. A rubber might be thicker.  I had no trouble feeling his stiffness or knowing exactly where his cock head or balls were.  My labia traced his hardness on each stroke of my ass, and I could feel his wetness as it shot out.

God, I don’t know how many times I rubbed him off.  His cock just seemed to find a home along my ass crack.  I needed the money and he was my best customer.  It was our little secret.

I always tried to hold back.  Guys don’t suspect it, but often when a stripper’s dancing for some clown, you’re thinking about the test you have to take tomorrow or the chapter you forgot to read last night or what you want for dinner when the shift is over.  Customers look into your eyes and they think you’re focused on them body and soul.  Wrong! 

Mostly it’s just mechanical.  But for some lucky guys, it’s a little more.  You actually enjoy turning them on and silently wish you could just pull it out and slide it in.  Those guys are rare, but they do wonder in, now and then.  It sometimes gets like that with regulars.  You become friends and they give a shit about you, not the cunt that’s rubbing their crotch or the tits shaking in their face.  But you, the girl inside.  With those guys you start to feel the heat build-up in your loins, the juices flow in your pussy and you leave tracks on their pants.

That’s the way it as with Cole.  The bastard just naturally turns a girl on. That’s what he was made for and I’m no exception.  But I wasn’t going to let him know it and I wasn’t going to act on any impulses.  I loved Bob and I wasn’t going to risk him for one night with a hot stud.  Cole would be just plain sport fucking and I wasn’t going there.  But I did need the money, so I played him along and he played me.

I did get carried away a couple of times.  You start to dry hump, and your pussy gets wet and the pleasure flows like warm water and desire bubbles up from deep inside you and you want to let it go.  You need the release; the itch needs scratching.  On those occasions, I would just go for it.  He’d cum in his pants and my flood would be right behind him.

As I said, I’m a screamer and he’d grab my head and pull me in close and my cries of ecstasy would be muffled by his shoulder or neck.  We were like lovers in those few moments.  He knew it and I knew it.  We would exchange fiery looks afterword, just like we had just fucked each other half to death, but that was as far as it went.  Just a fervid glance that lasted only a few seconds.  No additional touching and no kissing.  Not that I wasn’t tempted.

Many years later I confessed to Bob about the stripping.  He wasn’t happy, but it was done and gone.  But I never told him about Cole, I kept that part to myself. 

Cole reached down and picked up his pants and pulled out his wallet.  Then he fished out a wad of hundred-dollar bills and laid them on the couch.  “For old times’ sake,” he announced.

“I might be too drunk” I giggled.

“I’ll risk it” he assured.

I looked at the money.  Times had been hard lately.  The paper was closing, and Bob’s business had been slow.  I could sure use that cash.  There had to be a thousand dollars there.  I uncrossed my legs slowly and let him have another look.  Then I skinned off the red blouse.  My tits stood straight out; my hard nipples betrayed me.

“Alexa, play ‘Pony’ by Ginuwine” I instructed as I walked slowly toward him.  I glanced quickly at Bob.  He was out cold.

Cole’s eyes were all over me.  It was like a time machine had whipped us back eleven years.  He still wanted me, just as much as ever. I could see it in his eyes and that cock was as solid as any I’d ever seen.  I could see it clearly outlined under his briefs.  But I wasn’t going to let this get out of hand.  A little touching, a little teasing.  Just like always.  Strictly within the rules.  At least that is what I told myself.

I started to do the wiggle in front of him, but my coordination and balance had succumbed half a bottle ago.  So, I straddled Cole and settled my panty covered pussy right down over that fire hose he called a dick.  It was long and as hard as my marble rolling pin and damn near as big.  It felt like he had a knight stick in there.  Between his briefs and my sheer pink thong, there wasn’t much between us.  My labia spread right out, clinging to the wet material and wrapped themselves around that monster and I humped away.

God, it felt good to ride that thing.  A ten-inch cock gives a girl a lot of length to rub against and after the first long swipe, my motor was really starting to rev.  I didn’t realize just how horny I was until I started sliding along that massive rod.  Lying lengthwise like it was, it was perfect for working out my sexual frustrations and before long I was dry humping like crazy. 

I came much faster than I expected and started to scream.  Cole grabbed my hair and pulled me in close as I convulsed against him.  I’ve got to give him credit.  In the old days, he would have shot.  Either I was losing my touch, or he had gained some self-control.  I hoped it was the latter.

While I was shaking, he slid his briefs down and his cock was bare when I started my second round. 

“Hey! That’s cheating” I said.

He answered by reaching down and pulling my panties aside.  It didn’t take much, there wasn’t much to them.  Suddenly it was skin on skin and I was riding the rail for real.  God, it felt good. Getting pounded with a long one can turn painful but riding the rail with ten inches of slide is fucking rapture. A woman’s dream come true.  I scooted along that iron pipe he called a cock and was in carnal heaven.  My labia spread wide and wrapped around his girth.  The soft sensitive tissue in between my pussy lips was in full contact with his penis skin stretch tight across that magnificent dick.  I pressed down hard with all my weight and threw my hips into it.  I had plenty of lubricant.  My pussy was dripping like an oversoaked sponge.

He tried to touch my tits and I let him for a few minutes then pushed them off.  “Slow down, Stud” I warned.

Holly Fuck I hadn’t felt this good in years.  This was what sex was supposed to be like.  I was right in the groove and the pleasure was fucking intense.   I was getting close and I upped the speed. Pressing down harder and flinging my ass faster.  He was my own personal slip and slide and my most sensitive parts were right in the fucking groove.

“Go, baby, Go!” Cole urged and that excited me even more.

I grabbed both his hand and held them out in front of me like handlebars and I picked up the speed of my thrusts.  I was humping like mad, sliding my pussy up and down his stiffness as fast as my hips would propel me.  Once I went too far and felt his cock head slide over my opening.  It was enticing.  My pussy was screaming for it.  I rode his rail with our hands in the air, pushing us both toward a climax.  I could feel it getting close.  Oh God, Fuck, let me cum.

I let go of his hands and begged him “Touch me.  Touch me!”

His palms immediately closed over my breasts.  They were aching for his contact.  He pinched one nipple and desire shot through me like a bolt of electricity.  I could feel that old familiar rush welling up inside me.  I hadn’t felt it for a long time and I wanted it bad.  I pumped my ass furiously, slipping along his stiffness at an ever-increasing rate. 

It hit me like an ocean wave.  Desire pulsed through me with a magnitude that shook me right to my core.  I wanted to scream but I was afraid of waking Bob, so I buried my sound in Cole’s open mouth.  It was our first kiss ever and it was torrid.  I moaned and whimpered, my whole body jerking and convulsing and all the time my tongue was halfway down his throat.  Toward the end, I sucked his tongue like it was his cock and I wished it was.

I pulled back and we locked gazes, just like old times.  But this time was different.  “Put it in, Baby” I pleaded.  “Let’s see what you got?”

Now it was Cole’s turn to tease. He didn’t slide it straight in.  He held it and rubbed the head up and down my slit.  The head going in just a fraction of an inch.  I was soaking wet and he was pumping a gallon of precum.  It glided along my slickness with a delicious intensity that took my breath away.  But I got tired of his games and pushed his hand away and my pussy slid down that shaft like it was life-affirming.

Holy fuck, that felt unbelievable.  I had never been stretched that wide.  There was a flash of pain, but it turned to overwhelming pleasure almost instantly.  Oh God, why did I wait so long?  This was heaven.

Cole had given me a minute to acclimate to his big boy, but I didn’t need it and pushed off quickly.  He matched me with an upward thrust of his own.  Sitting like he was he didn’t have much power; I was the driver and in full control.  I pulled clear up until I felt the head of his cock just about to slip out, then I dropped back down.  Oh fuck, that was some slide.  Talk about a joystick!

I moved slowly at first. Cole was trying to pump, but I slapped him gently and told him to be good.

“This is my fuck.  Yours comes later.  I promise I’ll take care of you.  Just let me enjoy it!”

Then I gave him a kiss that would curl any man’s toes.  I slide up and down that wonderful pole a few times while my tongue was exploring every crevice in his mouth. It settled him right down.

He’d been waiting a long time to fuck me and I guess I had been waiting a long time for this too.  So, I decided to enjoy the experience.  To take my time and amuse myself.  To milk this wonderful cock for all the pleasure it could provide.

I sped up a little to increase the intensity but kept it slow enough to prolong my pleasure indefinitely.  No sense in wearing him out. I needed to enjoy this at least enough to keep it hard. When a girl gets a chance to ride a monster like this, she needs to take her time and have a chance to maximize her bliss.

Oh God did I loved this cock and I was beginning to thoroughly enjoy the guy attached.  He was one hell of a kisser with soft lips and a long, flexible tongue.  I hoped Bob slept a long time because I had a clit that would love that tongue.  We’d get around to that.  For now, I just wanted to ride this thick, round pipe.

I came a few times from the slow fuck I was doing and each time my ardor surged to a new height.  Eventually, I whipped myself into a bit of a sexual frenzy and we fucked faster and faster until I thought we were going to rip each other apart.  I was flying up and down that pole.  Flinging my ass at an incredible rate and Cole was lunging up to meet me, frantically thrusting that incredible monster into my eager pussy.

I grabbed the one hand that was on my tit and moved it to my clit.  He knew exactly what I needed, and his thumb was magic. God this guy knew how to fuck!  A few strokes later I screamed loud enough to wake the neighbors and collapsed against him.  I felt his arms slip around me and hold me.  His cock had softened but was long enough to still be inside me and I quivered and convulsed and shook uncontrollably.

When I finally regained some self-control and lifted my head, I felt him hardening inside me and I moved my cunt a few gentle strokes to firm him up.  That giant snake sprang to life and he winked at me. 

“I told you we should fuck” he laughed.

What a wonderful fucking man.  Then we started again.

*****

I finally led him into my bed by literally leading him by the dick.  It was big enough to be a useful handle and it was still half hard.  I pulled him down on top of me, God I wanted him inside me again.   On top this time.  I couldn’t wait to have that powerful body of his pounding into me. 

But he pushed me back and moved between my legs.  “No!” I moaned. 

“Fuck me some more” I pleaded, my hips writhing and undulating.  Despite all the fucking we’d already done, my cunt was still on fire.  It was desperate to have more of that cock.  The sight turned him on, I could see it one his face and he stroked himself a few times.  The precum oozed between his closed fingers and I licked my lips.  I wanted some.

Then he bent down and spread me wide, one hand on each leg, and kissed me high up on the left thigh.  “Higher” I begged in a pitiful whimper.  All of a sudden, I had lost control and I was at his mercy.  I would have done anything to have that cock back.

My disappointment was short-lived.  He tongued my pussy with a couple of exploratory licks, and I pushed hips up to make sure he made full contact.  Fuck he felt great.

“I always knew you would taste marvelous.  I stole a pair of your panties once.  I just had to have some of your smell” he confessed.

He took my labia lips between two fingers, then rubbed them gently together.  Oh, Fuck!  Then he spread them apart and ran his tongue right down the groove between them.  He went in deep, letting his warm wetness glide softly over my most sensitive skin.  He started slow, his tongue lingering lovingly. The pleasure was so fucking exquisite that it almost hurt.  I could hardly stand its intensity, but he bore down harder.  His tongue seemed to morph into something that spread out and soaked into my every pore.   I crammed my cunt up against his mouth and pressed with every muscle that I had, and he lapped at me like a dog slurping up spilled beer.

Then I came again, and my legs clamped tight around his head and squeezed.   I hoped I wasn’t suffocating him or popping his eyeballs or something, but I couldn’t stop.

When I relaxed a little, I heard him grab a deep breath just before he moved to my clit.  He put his whole mouth over me.  It covered the top of my labia and was square on my little bud, which was just about to burst.  It was harder than his cock and I thought it would fucking explode.

His mouth was so warm and sensual and his tongue so supple and tender.  Then he sucked it all in and did this pulsing thing that repeatedly sucked me in and out and in again at a very high speed.  God, I couldn’t stand it, but I didn’t want it to stop.  No one had ever done it exactly that way and it was fucking heaven.

I grabbed a pillow and buried my screams as I writhed against him and came so fucking hard my guts tensed painfully.  I had to have flooded him with my juices because I could feel the rush of liquid as I went off again.  Trapping his head between my legs and throwing it this way and that as I squirmed and twitched and wriggled like I had grabbed an electric wire and couldn’t let go.

Cole put five shots into that night with his magic gun.  I had never been fucked like that.  He was both amazing and daunting.  I was bruised and drained and my pussy was raw, but I still wanted more.

We had fallen asleep sometime in the pre-dawn from sheer sexual exhaustion.  I came awake with a start and light was streaming through my bedroom window.  I immediately checked on Bob.  He hadn’t stirred.  I’ve seen him go out for fourteen, fifteen hours and I hoped this was one of those times. 

I padded back into the bedroom and pulled back the sheets.  That marvelous cock looked like a limp fire hose.  So, I crawled in next to Cole and put my mouth on it.

*****


The Melted Ice Queen

I was the only woman at the poker game.  It was just me and the guys and some of them were luscious.

We had been playing a couple of hours and the pile of chips in front of me was the largest at the table.  I have always been good at card games.  I can keep the odds in my head, and I have an instinct for who's holding the hot hand. 

The big guy opposite me was the number two winner and he was out for blood.  The other guys were calling him Flex because he was a weightlifting fanatic.  I had to admit he did have a fine body with huge biceps, and you couldn’t miss his marvelous pecs in that form-fitting T-shirt. The guy had muscles on his muscles, and he looked like an ad for a protein supplement.

Yes of course I wanted a piece of him.  Few women wouldn’t and that square jawline just made my pussy throb all the more.  We were playing seven-card stud and the dealer had just thrown the last round, face down.  I could tell from the way Flex’s eyebrows twitched when he peeked at the card that he probably had me.  I had a straight, but I suspected that he had just caught his flush.

It was his bet and as expected he bumped the pot.  Then he grinned at me and his eyes landed on the valley between my tits.  I always wear something a little distracting.  Make that a lot distracting and tonight the girls were bursting out of a halter top that was way too tight.

I could tell he wanted some.  He had been sneaking peeks and eye-fucking me since he walked through the door.  He seemed to like looking at me as much as he liked winning money.  I figured his cock must be stiff as hell because he had been doing both all night. 

I had left the table a couple of times.  Moved around the room to loosen up.  Freshened my drink.  Filled a small plate with some munchies.   I wanted to give the guys a look at the whole package.  Indecently short skirt, long tanned legs, ultra-tight ass, bare midriff.  It pays to advertise.  The harder their dicks, the worse their poker.  A man can't keep his mind on both cards and a woman.  It is a physical impossibility.  The more time they spend thinking about fucking me, the more mistakes they will make.  Combine that edge with my natural card sense and I'm usually the big winner.

But don't feel too bad for the guys.  I don't just tease and take their money.  Sometimes I fuck the shit out of them.  One particular night; all of them.  One right after the other and sometimes two at a time.  It’s all a blur.

My husband thinks I play to make money and that almost always happens.  But the games are actually my cover.  Can you think of a better reason to be alone with six or seven hot men?  I play every week if possible.  I win money and then I spread my legs and ride one of those studs until my pussy is dry.

I know that I sound like a total slut.  I have not always been this way.  I was prim and proper and respectable.  My dress was ultra-conservative.  My skirts were below the knee and I never flashed my thighs, though they are elegant.  My tops covered me to the neckline, my wonderful cleavage was never viewed.   My tall svelte figure was too enticing to completely hide, but I tried my best not to accentuate it.  But that's all behind me now.

The game was hosted by my fuck buddy, Chuck Thane.  A tall, sexy hunk that started me on my road to what some would call, sexual depravity.  He was the bad boy that nice girls, like me, avoided.  The forbidden fruit so to speak.  Until one afternoon that all changed.  I changed.

We were at a neighborhood pool party.  Chuck came up behind me in a dark hallway and grabbed my tits.  By the time I figured out he wasn’t my husband he had two thick fingers up my snatch, and I was humping the shit out of them.  When I realized who he was I tried to bolt, but I was locked into those massive arms of his and I didn’t really want to leave anyway.  I had never been touched that way, with such force and need.  He wanted me with his whole being and I responded with a flood of overpowering desire that had been hiding somewhere deep inside of me.  Who knew?  I sure as hell didn’t.

Despite being married for ten years I had only cum three times in my entire life and those were just little tingles.  Tiny micro cums.  I always wondered what the big deal was.  I didn’t know about the ones that could overwhelm me.  Pulse through my body like a breaking wave and leave me panting and shaking and weak as a kitten but desperate for more.

That’s the kind I had with Chuck that day and we’ve been fucking him ever since.  More to the point, I have also been fucking his friends.  Many of them are a little uncouth and unkempt.  No one you’d ever bring home to meet your mother.  But I love their physicality, their rawness and boy can some of them fuck.

The three guys on my right passed and everyone looked at me.  I looked at the pot and I fingered my bet and tossed in my chips.  I call and raise I said.  Then my hands disappeared below the table and pulled my skirt up until I could scoot out of my panties.  Then I tossed them in the pot.  They were pink to match my halter top and sheer as the screen on my kitchen window.

The guys were silent.  The hunk across the table was grinning like a school kid.  I met his gaze. 

“You want me to bet my underwear?” he said.  “They are not as pretty as yours.”

I gave him a smoldering look and we locked gazes.  Those are yours and everything they've been covering.  All you have to do is not turn over that last hole card.  Just fold.  I'll take the pot and you can take me” I said.

“You think you’re worth $200 bucks,” he asked, still grinning.

“I think I'm worth $2,000 bucks” I declared.

“That's a lot of money.”

“I'm a lot of woman,” I said pushing my shoulders back a little to accentuate my chest. As if on cue, my nipples hardened, making dimples in my top. Our eyes never wavered from one another and no one else at the table made a sound, except for a few sighs.

“I'll cover the pot,” one of the new guys said.

“My offer is to the stud with the hot hand” I declared.  “And I am hoping he has a hot cock to go with it.”

“Take a whiff” I invited.  “See if you like my smell.”

He quickly snatched my panties from the pile and held them to his nose.  I could tell he liked it.

“They're wet” he announced, burying his nose in them and taking a deep breath.

“Of course, they're wet,” I replied.  “I need to be fucked.”

“Charlie, can I borrow your bedroom,” the big guy asked.

“Sure” answered the man of the house.  “She knows the way.”

“You got yourself a deal, lady” he declared, pushing the pot across the table.

“Watch my winnings, will you Chuck?” I asked rising to walk over next to the big guy.  He looked up at me, then ran his hand up under my skirt.  “She's wet alright” he announced as two fingers slid inside.

The other guys watched his hand move as he fingered me.  The guy on his left grabbed my panties and took a whiff.  I looked at him and winked.

“Come on big guy,” I said.  “Before I leak all over Chuck's new carpet. As we left the room, I heard the other guys passing my panties around.  Men are so easy.

*****

His hands were all over me long before we got to the bedroom.  I led him by the hand away from the table, but he soon became the aggressor.  Halfway down the hall he slipped his arm around my waist and pulled me in tight.  He had his hands inside my top in a flash, squeezing and caressing and none too gently.  I could tell it was going to be a rough one and that was fine. I was hoping it would be rough.   I like it rough. Rough makes me feel like a woman.

My breasts spilled out and filled his palms and my nipples were as hard as his cock. He pressed me tight to his body and pulled my hand to his crotch.  My fingers were eager, and I spread them out, anxiously exploring the length of his shaft and down under his crotch to massage his balls.  He had a nice package and it was stiff as a baseball bat and ready to rock.  I clawed at this zipper and dropped his pants, then plunged my hand down his briefs.

“Oh, God! I want that” I moaned and jacked his cock with relish. One hand sliding along its length, the other rolling his balls around in my palm. 

He grabbed a tangle of my long blonde hair and pulled my head back.  His lips crushed against mine, he tasted of tequila and cigars.  His tongue lashed out, brushing mine aside and roaming blatantly.  It was thick and long and vigorous.  It never seemed to tire, and I wanted it lapping between my thighs. 

I felt his right hand high on my thigh and pushing my skirt higher.  He didn’t have far to go; it was awfully short to start with.  My panties were back on the table, so he had free access.  His fingers slid right it, my pussy was already soaking, and my knees buckled a little as I welcomed the intrusion.   

He gave me a few deep thrusts then pulled his fingers out and stuffed in his thumb, letting his fingers slide along my ass crack and tease my butt hole.  God, I was wet down there.

“Oh Fuck!” I groaned, pumping my pussy at his hand as he stabbed into me and his index finger was making some progress too.  I squeezed his cock harder, stroking it violently. 

Then he pushed my mouth down over it.  I was on my knees and he still had me by the hair.  I love giving deep throat.  It took me a while to get the hang of it, but when you’ve sucked as many dicks as I have it gets to be second nature. 

“Lube it up, baby!  It’s going up your ass” he declared as he swung his hips and face fucked me forcefully.

I moved my jaw around a little so that it would start to choke me a little.  I did it to bring up some saliva and boy did it work.  Between his precum and what I choked up, that baby was slick as snot.  I couldn’t have lubed it up better if I’d use the whole fucking tube of KY.

The stud finally let go of my hair, flipped me around, and pushed me toward the bed.  I was on all fours with my butt toward Flex.  He stuck that thumb in again, but this time it went up my ass and his fingers fluttered over my clit and labia.   He worked his thumb all the way in and twisted it around a little.  Then he curled his fingers into my pussy and started pumping both openings.

I hated my first double penetration.  I loved getting it up two holes at once and it made me cum like crazy.  But all that geometry with two guys was a distraction.  They couldn’t get their rhythm right and they kept jockeying for position.   That took some of the fun out of it.  But this guy had fucking magical fingers and they were penetrating.

God could he pump that hand.  That baby was flying, and I’d never had a double quite as delicious as this one.  I was moaning like a cat, clawing the mattress and begging to be fucked for real.  When I came the second time, he pulled out his thumb and pushed in his cock. 

Getting butt fucked is not my favorite position, but it does get me off and this guy was really drilling me.  Flex was a serious ass freak and he hammered at me like his cock had an itch and my bunghole was the only scratcher. He had both his hands on my hips and was pulling me toward him with every thrust.  I dropped my arms and lay my head and shoulders on the mattress, so I could reach between my legs and work my clit.  My other hand slid deeper and I put my fingers inside.  That’s when I really started to go off.

I could feel his cock through the thin membrane of my ass channel.  His shaft and my fingers were side by side and I matched my thrusts to his.  Oh, fuck!  He was an animal, slamming against my ass with all the raw power of some primal beast and I couldn’t get enough.  I couldn’t figure out which hole was giving me more pleasure.

Chuck’s bedroom is a sexual playground.  He has wall to wall mirrors on the right side of the bed and I turned my head so that I could watch us fuck.  Watching us fuck took my carnal bliss to a new level.  Flex’s marvelous sculptured body was pounding into me relentlessly.  Those wonderful muscles, flexing and tensing as sweat poured off of their well-defined features.  It was like watching a porn flick and I was the star. 

Flex was also watching us.  Our eyes met in the mirror and he noticeably increased the intensity of his strokes.  I’ve been fucked by some big guys and felt the power of their sexual assaults.  But Flex was a brute and apparently insatiable because I had come four times and he was still pounding into me.  I was wondering if he was ever going to stop and if I would be able to walk home. 

When he finally came, I was both disappointed and relieved.  I was exhausted even though he was doing all the work.  I didn’t feel him cum, but I could see in the mirror that he was ready to blow and when he did, I came again, and fuck was it a big one.  I shook and screamed and every bit of energy I had left just instantly drained out of me.  Flex fell on top of me, then rolled on his side and lay next to me.

We lay there face to face for a long time.  Surprisingly I was the first to recover and I reached up and caressed his cheek lovingly, then kissed him softly.  Flex responded with the same gentleness and I reached for his cock and stroked it back to life.

Flex shot three times that night.  Once in each hole and when his cock was down for the count, he reached into Chuck’s toy drawer and brought me off until I passed out.

Chuck found me sleeping soundly on my stomach, my legs spread invitingly.  He woke me with some very talented fingering.  I rolled and kissed him and guided him in.  He seemed to get off fucking me after his buddies.  Go figure.  Men are such weird creatures, but I certainly don’t want to live without them.

*****


The Bored Stripper

I have always had a bit of a kinky streak and I couldn't wait to be old enough to be a stripper.  Now here I was at the tender age of 19, flashing my tits to an almost empty room.  It was a slow Monday and there were only three customers in the place.  Two were occupied flirting with the other girls and one was playing computer games and throwing down shots like they were milk duds. 

I was two thirds through my shift and had $30 in my bra.  After I pay the house their $20 shift fee plus 15% of my tips, I'll have $5.50 left.  That's not even gas money.  Plus, I had only managed to hustle two drinks the whole night and I would be behind on my drink quota.  Something I'm sure the boss will want to discuss.

Sold one to a sloppy drunk and I did not understand a word he said to me.  Too far in the bag.  The other to some guy in his forties with bad breath.  I smiled sweetly, pretending to his new love, as he explained in explicit fucking detail how his wife didn't understand him, and his kids didn't respect him. 

He droned on for a half an hour as he eyed my tits and tried to paw every part of me that he could reach.  Then he drained his glass and left. No thank you.  No tip.  No lap dance.  Not even a good-bye.   Maybe he came in his pants?  Some men are strange.  God, could this night get any worse? 

I should know better than to work on Monday, but you have to work the shit shifts to get the hot weekend nights.  At least that is what they tell me.  I don't really know.  I have only been doing this for three weeks.

I went down to the other end of the stage.  There is a mirror at that end and it’s a good place to practice new pole moves.  At least that went well and when the music changed, I went forward again, all ready to show my stuff.

I wrapped my legs high around the pole and hung upside down, I was almost completely vertical.  I undid my top and let it fall off as I spun around the pole with my bare tits on display.

A handsome face flashed by.  Even upside down, I can spot a stud, so I grabbed the pole and flipped myself right side up, hitting the stage, feet spread and tits jiggling.  Then I froze.  My nipples got as hard as acorns and I felt my pussy pulse.

Sitting there in the first row, not two feet away.  Close enough to smell me if I spread my legs was Thad Collins.  I had not seen him in six or seven years.  He lived in our neighborhood.  He was the gorgeous football star and I was the much younger nobody.  Pimply faced, knock-kneed, thin, scrawny, titless, and wired up with braces.  I dreamed about him deflowering me, but he didn't seem to know I was alive.

He cruised around town on a motorcycle and he always had one of the cool girls on the back.  I wanted to be that girl with my arms around his tight stomach, tits pressed up against his back, and my skirt up, showing half of my thighs.  But my tits were barely there at the time.  Nothing for him to feel and my thighs were even more dismal.  Stringy and thin.  Nothing a boy like Thad would want to nibble on.  But I still dreamed about it and touched myself while I was doing it.

I remember it vividly.   It was the first time I masturbated. A Sunday afternoon on a bright sunny day.   A child's body, but a woman's desires.   There was a fire in my loins and my vulva ached.  My hand found my entrance and it was wet with desire.  I rubbed my fingers along my slit.  Oh, what a marvelous sensation.  I had never felt anything like it.  I spread my legs further apart and pushed two fingers in.  It was tight, but I opened.  Oh my God!  Fuuuucck!  Pumping furiously, I rolled onto my stomach, humping my hand.  It didn’t take me long.  I peeked quickly.  Shaking uncontrollably as long, intense spasms racked my thin body, sweeping through me in great, gushes of overwhelming pleasure. 

Right there on the stage with Thad staring at me, I relived that moment.  A powerful recall that was almost physical.  I don't know how long I paused.  Where my musings just a flash or if I had stood frozen for several moments?  Whatever!  I shook off my reverie and began to move.  That's my job.  Thad was a customer like any other.   He had come to see the goods.  He had already seen half of them.  My breasts weren't huge, but they are perfectly formed, and his face registered no disappointment.

I gave him a little shimmy and they jiggled like thick jello.  His eyes were glued to my nipples.  They were so taunt they were aching.  Engorged and screaming to be touched.  I covered one with my palm and gave it a rub.  Thad liked that.  His roguish smile broadened. 

I put both hands on my hips, playing with the elastic of my panties.  I hesitated for just a moment.  Both for dramatic effect and a sliver of shyness, just because it was Thad.  Then I dropped them.

Thad took a long, intensive look, then laid a fiver on the rail. I dropped to my knees in front of him.  My pussy on full display.  He leaned in a little, taking in my glory.  I thought of how hard his dick was getting and that just made me wetter.  His face was only inches away.  He had to see that I was moist, probably dripping, and he could not miss the smell.  We made eye contact and a thrill rushed through me.  I was suddenly glad we were almost alone in this bar.  That it wasn't Friday night with a dozen drunken perverts panting at the rail.

I leaned back, arching my body, my head touching the stage floor, and held that pose for a moment.  Partly to escape his gaze and partly to regain some composure.  A stripper is supposed to be in control of the situation at all times and I certainly wasn't.  But I also wanted to give him a good, long look at what he had missed.  He had me worked up a couple of hundred times, maybe even a thousand.  My hand stuffed up my snatch, desperate for some quick relief.  Now it was my turn.  I was going to tease the shit out of my teenage heartthrob.

When I came back up, I took a quick scan of the room.  Nobody was paying any attention.  It was just Thad and me.  I gave him a mischievous grin and reached between my legs to put my index finger on my left knee. Thad's eyes were glued to that digit as I drew an imaginary line along my inner thigh, then swiped it slowly up my slit.  Fuck I was wet!

We locked gazes again and he showed me his tongue.  I could almost feel it crawling along were my finger had been.  Fuck, this was getting out of hand. So, I leaned in close to him and put my cheek to his.  “You don't remember me, do you?” I whispered, making sure my warm breath assaulted his ear canal. 

Then I pulled back and danced away.  Thad had filled out.  Grown even taller, put on muscle.  Lots of muscles.  Broader shoulders, bigger chest, bulging biceps.  I thought about that long, wonderful body on top of me.  Pounding into me with powerful, forceful lunges that took my breath away and slammed me half was across the bed.  Fuck, I could almost feel him surging inside me.

He was uncommonly handsome and had a worldliness about him.  The boyish baby fat was gone, replaced by rugged features and eyes that missed nothing.  He was studying me like I was a desert selection and he was deciding between me and the pecan tort.

Then the music stopped.  I put my panties back on but left my top off and walked over to him with my tits on full display.

“Buy me a drink?” I asked giving him my “I need to be fucked” face.

“I'll buy you the bar!” he smiled, his eyes still roving over me.  If they were his hands I would be cuming like a broken slot machine spitting out a stream of quarters.

Turns out Thad had been in the marines and then done some traveling.  A bit of a soldier of fortune and he was full of tales of danger, adventure, and far-away places.  Real bad boy shit.  The kind of stuff that makes a girl spread and want to touch herself while she listens.

Thad was a charismatic storyteller, but I began to doubt that I was the first young lady to revel in his stories.   His delivery was too smooth and too practiced.  Something about the way he told them lacked spontaneity.  The more he talked, the more certain I was that dozens of girls before me had lifted their skirts in response to Thad’s charming patter. 

I know better than to order Tequila shots, it’s just not my drink.  But I did it anyway and four belts later I was literally panting to strap Thad on and ride him until he was dry.  I think most of his tales were a load of bull, but I wanted to fuck him anyway.  So what, if he laid it on a little thick.  Everybody lies in a strip club.  His huge biceps, his long, powerful body, and the impressive bulge in his pants were all real enough, so what the fuck?

If it was anyone but Thad, I might have turned him down cold, just because he was so damn cocksure about the eventual outcome.  Our personal history combined with his movie-star good looks and his silver tongue had my juices flowing.  Rushing would be a better description because my G-string was dripping.

I was still topless, and my nips were standing straight out, begging for some attention.  I slammed down my fifth shot, then lean toward him and put a warm hand halfway up his thigh.  I squeezed and locked gazes with him.  There was no mistaking the look in my eye.  I was ready.

“If you give the bartender $50 you can take me in the private room” I declared, nodding my head toward a door in the corner of the bar.

“How much for you?” he asked.

“That’s entirely up to you” I whispered as I moved my hand higher, spreading out my fingers to give his meat a proper rub.

*****

I always give my butt some extra swing when I lead a customer to the VIP lounge or one of the private rooms.  I can almost feel their eyes on my ass as they follow along and for Thad, I really played it up.  I wanted him good and hard when I pulled that zipper.

His hands were all over me the minute the door closed.  He didn’t even give me a chance to turn around.  One strong hand closed over my left breast and the other plunged down inside my panties.  His cock was raging and throbbing against my butt crack.  Nice fucking fit.  This was going to be fun.

“Slow down big boy” I declared.  “I have to dance for you first.”

“You can dance on my cock” he replied, and I thought that was a damn good idea.

My pussy was soaking.  His fingers slid right in and the guy knew his business. He pumped me with two thick fingers and diddled my clit with his thumb, all with just one hand.

Fuck!  I thought my knees were going to buckle. God his fingers felt fantastic.  They were just flying in and out of me and the one flitting my clit was fucking astounding.  I’d take them over my vibrator every fucking time.

I came quickly and my legs failed completely, but he caught me. The way I was impaled on him, I wasn’t going anywhere, so I just dangled in his arms for a few seconds, quivering and trembling with his thick finger still stuffed up my snatch and still pumping and caressing.  The pleasure verged on painful and I twisted like a snake on a stick, pulling away from the intensity of my desire. 

I leaned back and arched my neck so I could kiss him, and he stuck his tongue halfway down my throat.   I felt the pressure on my tit increase as he damn near crushed it into my chest.   A few more strokes of those wonderful fingers and I came again hard, moaning softly into his mouth and shaking uncontrollably.

There’s a long dresser drawer just inside the doorway.  Makes it look more like a bedroom.  I wasn’t even done cuming when he spun me around, set me on the dresser, and ripped my panties off.  I reached for his cock, but he already had his zipper down and shoved it right in.  My pussy opened up like a hungry carnivore, anxious to take all the meat he had to offer.  God, he had a nice cock.  Upwardly curved and thick and hard as a steel bar.  It wasn’t overly long like some of the big ones that hurt when they bang against the back of my vagina.  This one stretched me to that point of deliciousness, right on the edge of pain, where you feel so fucking full that you want to fuck forever.

There was a lot of power in my boy Thad and I had more than a few flashbacks to the days I ached for him.  Just another unrequited love on his long list of broken hearts.  But now he was in me, pounding his stiffness like a maddened animal and I was flinging my pussy at his pole on every thrust, desperate to feel him slide in and out just one more time.  God, I can’t ever remember fucking so hard.

In all my fantasies while I was ramming my fingers into my pussy, pretending it was handsome Thad all stretched out on top of me, his chest crushing my little tits, his stiff cock pumping into me, it never felt like this. This was fucking heaven.

I ran my hands roamed over his steel buns and pulled him in closer with every thrust.  God, they were taut.  Pure muscle.

I needed him deeper and I dug my nails into his ass cheeks until they drew blood. “Fuck me harder you asshole!” I urged.  “Is that all you got?”

“Go, baby, Go!” he replied as he threw more hip action into the effort and pounded into me with renewed vigor.

I was fucking cuming repeatedly.  They were like hiccups, one right after the other and Thad totally ignored them and just kept pumping into me. Then he leaned back a little and slip his hand down between us and worked my clit while he fucked me.  I had my legs pulled up and my pussy spread out as wide as possible and I could hear my cunt slosh as he rammed his cock into me.  God, we were animals, but it only took a few minutes of that clit stuff to make me go off again.  They time like a fucking skyrocket.

I screamed loud enough to overpower the music and let everyone in the pace know that I was cuming.  I was glad it was a slow night and the boss wasn’t here.   Thad just laughed and covered my mouth with his hand.

I’d never fucked in the champagne room before.  I gave a guy a hand job once for an extra 200 bucks and then spent a week worrying about the hidden cameras.  I wasn’t sure they were real, but I’d heard rumors.  Well hell! I hope the owner enjoys watching me fuck.  I have a bit of an exhibitionist streak and this was going to be a good one.  The thought of somebody watching me fuck turns me on.

We had fucked like crazy and I was tired and ready for a break, but Thad was still in the game and started slamming into me even harder with those powerful hips.  He was like a wrecking ball and made my whole body shake and convulse from his impacts.  I like powerful men with hard muscles and enough force to make me feel helpless and vanquished.  I could feel his strength flowing all around me, dominating me and I was lost in his masculinity. 

God, I loved fucking him. I couldn’t breathe but I couldn’t stop I just kept throwing my pussy at him, desperate for one more organism and thought crossed my mind that, if this was being taped, I want to copy.  Thad finally wound down and filled me to overflowing and I hid my head in his mass chest and muffled my screams because I came again too. 

“What time do you get off,” he asked with a twinkle in his eye.

“About half an hour” I answered.  “You still got your motorcycle?”

“Yep!” he said, and I couldn’t wait.

*****

If you like this story, please give me a review at AMAZON.COM

For other novels, novella and anthologies, please visit the Johnson Stiff author’s page at http://amazon.com/author/johnsonstiff

Readers of “Thrillers” will enjoy the “Jack Straw Adult Adventure Series” that mixes high adventure with no punches pulled sexual encounters. 
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