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The Girl with the Pink Hair

The cold water made Allison’s scalp tingle as it washed the color from her once blonde hair.  The excess dye swirled in the rinse basin forming a pink whirlpool around the drain.  She dried her hair quickly, anxious to see the results.

The girl in the mirror had a lovely face and a sensuous mouth.  Her long pink hair hung well past her shoulders accentuating her slender frame.  She tossed her head, studying herself in the reflection.  It flowed freely, seductively.  She was glad that she had added the conditioner to the mix.  The pink was a little deeper than she had intended, but it would do.

She liked that girl in the mirror and her brown eyes sparked with delight.  The new-look made her feel sexy and alive.  It stirred her juices more than a little.  She would have to pick out just the right outfit, before making her public debut.

She was getting a lot of admiring glances as she cruised the mall.  Maybe it was her new pink hair or the long sexy legs she flashed from her short skirt or the extra swing she was putting into her ass, just because she felt so fucking wonderful this afternoon.

Allison enjoyed male attention.  Being eye fucked excited her and affirmed her femininity.  She thought about them wanting her and what she was doing to their bodies.  The need rising in them as they watched her saunter past.  ‘Eat your heart out boys.  I’m just here to be admired.  We’ll play another day.  But only if you catch my fancy, and if I’m in the right mood!’

She made a stop at the jewelry store.  Now, what would go best with my new pink hair?  The salesgirl had dark eyes and a tall, willowy figure.  Her top was cut low and Allison could see the flair of her breast as she bent over the counter to unlock the jewelry case.  That and the way her skirt pulled tight over her well-rounded ass, made Allison ponder the possibilities.  The girl had long elegant fingers.  Perfect for probing and stroking.  There were times when Allison craved the expert touch of an experienced female.

Allison found a piece she liked.  The dark-eyed beauty fastened a rose quartz pendant around Allison’s neck.  Her fingers lightly brushing Allison’s skin, maintaining contact just a few seconds longer than necessary.  The two women shared a knowing glance, ‘maybe some other time’, but the words went unspoken.  The pendant was lovely, but the price was too high.  She would have to mention it to her lover.  He had a thing about decorating her.

Halfway down the opposite side of the mall, she spotted the cutest pink shoes.  Five-inch spiked heels and a perfect color match to her hair.  It was an upscale shop and the price was high.  Not one of those bargain-basement, help-yourself stores.  This one had fitting chairs and gadgets to measure the proper size and fit.

“Those were made for you.  Those long elegant legs of yours.  It’s a perfect match.”  It was a strong masculine voice.  His delivery was almost flawless, but his tone cracked a bit.  He was trying on suave but didn’t quite fit yet.

The sales guy in the doorway was cute but younger than his bravado indicated.   He was a good-looking kid, maybe nineteen.  The all-American boy type.  Tall and lean, with unruly dark hair and a boyish grin. 

Allison answered him with a noncommittal stare, coolly appraising him.  ‘Not bad’ she thought, ‘but a little unsure of himself.’  She suspected it took every ounce of gumption he had in him to approach her like he had. 

He couldn’t keep his eyes off of her.  His inspections were long and lingering like he was savoring the experience and deciding where to put his tongue first.  It gave Allison a little shiver and it brought on some moisture in her panties.  

‘A girl can always use a good eye fuck to boost her confidence.  Not that I need any more’ she laughed to herself.

Allison’s response hadn’t been as expected and that made the young man unsure.   She hadn’t run away, but neither was she tumbling to his attempts at charm.  Allison could see the uncertainty on his face and refused to alleviate his anxiety.  ‘When a guy like this gets a few more miles under his belt, he’ll be in constant conflict’ thought Allison.  ‘Which ones do I fuck now and who do I save for later?  We’ll you’re not there yet handsome and I’m not that easy.  Not even for a future stud like you.’

But she flashed him a smile anyway.  He had dealt the cards and she might as well play a hand or two.

“Not on my budget” Allison declared, drawing closer to him as she spoke.  Blue eyes.  Fuck!  He had to have deep blue eyes and they were still crawling over her lithe figure like wolves on the hunt.

She straightened a bit.  Offering him her best profile as she gave those wonderful shoes one last yearning look.

“Ignore that price.  We have a sale going on” declared the boy.

“How much?”

“Depends on your size.  Some stuff is on clearance.  Come sit in the chair and let’s get you measured” he advised. 

It was too much to pass up.  Those shoes, a great price, and that gorgeous man.  What the fuck! Thought Allison.

“You seem to have already done some of that.  Measuring I mean” she observed with a twinkle in her brown eyes and was pleased to see color flood his cheeks.  Allison loved the power her beauty conveyed.  It was a social muscle life had given her and she enjoyed flexing it.

She sat in a chair and the kid pulled up a stool across from her, which was much shorter.  He picked up her foot and slipped off her heels and set them aside.  He had gentle hands and he looked up at her when he was finished.

Allison was a bit of a scamp and was always up for a little shock value.  Her sheer pink panties were little more than a thin veil across her female treasures. The thought of exposing herself was irresistible and she spread her thighs a little.  Just enough to give him an unobstructed view of her full glory. ‘What the hell’ she thought.  ‘Let him look.  Maybe it will stiffen him up and I’ll get a hint of what he’s hiding in those tight pants.’

Unfortunately, he wasn’t terribly subtle about it.   Instead of drinking in her beauty silently and casually, he froze, sitting motionless and entranced as he gawked at her panty covered pussy.  Allison finally closed her legs and broke his reverie. 

“Sorry! He sputtered”, looking away from her as he laid the measuring board on the floor.  Then placed Allison’s foot on the board and centered it.  “Please stand” he requested, and Allison complied.

“A perfect seven and a half” he announced.  “I’ll be right back’”.  The boy had yet to look at her since the incident.  ‘So much for Mr. Cool’ thought Allison.

Allison watched the girl as she crossed the room and took the boy’s seat in front of her.  The girl was striking, in a mauve blouse and short black skirt, and she moved with a statuesque grace.  Not as tall as Allison, but she stood ramrod straight, giving the impression of height.  An illusion that was reinforced by fashioning her light brown hair into a top knot, the fine strands cascading half-way to her waist. The total effect was a graceful elegance that tugged at Allison’s bi receptors.

The woman sat down on the stool in front of Allison and had the pink heels in her hand.  “Hi!  I’m Camille” she announced as she lifted Allison’s foot and slipped it into the pink shoes.  She had soft hands and a warm touch.  A lover’s hands.

The girl’s facial skin was flawless.  She could have been an ad for a leading brand of cleansing cream.  Her beauty presented with a quiet poise.  High brows, long elegant lashes, and the corners of her eyes had just the hint of an upward slant, giving her an exotic Eurasian look.  Her soft brown eyes were wide and welcoming as they wandered over Allison from head to toe.  They studied Allison’s body as intensely as had the boy, but her gaze was warmly approving, lingering a long while on both Allison’s breasts and thighs. 

Her lips were somewhat subdued, but Allison was drawn to them.  Imagining their softness as they caressed her lover intimately.  A tiny glint in the girl’s eyes signaled that she also had a special appreciation for female beauty and the erotic delights that it could provide.

Allison had never been able to decide whether she liked men or women better.  Her passions seemed to run in waves as she wandered from one type of lover to another.  Today, she was definitely leaning female. The boy had given her a charge.  He would be an interesting conquest, but this girl would be a very special adventure.

The girl in the jewelry store had sparked Allison’s interest.  Raised her temperature a bit.  Made her remember the magic of a woman’s embrace.  Women knew just where to touch and tease.  It was instinctive.  Not like the guys that you had to train.  ‘Here shit head.  That’s the spot.  Why can’t you get that?’

But this gal was a lot more enticing than the tall, slender brunette.  She oozed sexuality and lewd visions flooded Allison’s thoughts.

“How’s that feel?”

The words broke Allison’s musing.  The salesgirl spoke in a soft, sexy voice, with just a hint of a southern drawl.  It fit her and added to her allure.

She raised her head to face Allison, but just like the guy, she hesitated mid-move.  It was obvious that she spent a few moments admiring Allison’s thighs and panty covered cooze.

Allison looked around.  “What happened to the hunk?”

“He had some things to do in the back room.  I’m the manager and I’m the only one who can discount prices.” 

She had an engaging smile and held Allison’s gaze as she slipped the other shoe onto Allison’s foot.  She had put her hand on the back of Allison’s leg to support the effort, cupping Allison’s calf in her palm.  But once the shoes were on, she didn’t let go.  Her fingers lingered, massaging Allison’s calf muscle as she spoke.

“You have incredible legs!  Her hands were warm, her touch soft and her voice seductive.  The girl was older than Allison by a few years but strikingly beautiful.  She held Allison’s gaze and her eyes danced with desire.

“You are lovely, and those thighs are exquisite” she announced as she returned her attention to between Allison’s legs.  Her hands moving higher to stroke the full length of Allison’s leg below the knee.  Her touch was gentle, but insistent, her hands moving in slow, sensuous strokes.  Allison could feel the woman’s sexual need and she responded almost subconsciously by spreading her legs a little wider to improve the view.

Camille looked up quickly and smiled as their eyes met again.  She took a quick glance toward the door, noted that they were alone, then leaned in and lightly kissed the inside of Allison’s lower thigh.

“You little scamp” she teased, raising her eyes to meet Allison’s.  Her voice almost a giggle.  “Is that a pink landing strip I see through those panties?”

Allison’s face colored slightly, but her smile deepened.  Allison looked around.  They were alone.  Then she reached down and pulled her panties aside, disclosing her pink pubic hair.

“Want these shoes?” Camille asked.

“Not sure I can afford them” replied Allison.

“I’ll make it easy.  I’ll trade them for your panties.

Allison’s lovely facial features quickly expressed delight.  She laughed.  Half from amusement and half from nervous release.

“Deal!”

Camille’s face took on a very serious mask as she drew closer and slid both of her hands along the outside of Allison’s thighs.  Allison raised her butt off the chair and allowed Camille to pull her sheer panties down her legs and off.  Her skirt riding up higher and her legs spreading out wider during the effort.

Allison looked around.  She was sitting in a public store, it was hard to see into the store through the window displays, but the door was open to the mall.  Allison could see shoppers walking past.  Allison had a secret fantasy about public sex and this woman was so fucking tempting.

As if reading Allison’s mind, Camille asked “Is the coast clear?”

“Go for it!” answered Allison and Camille put her head under Allison’s skirt and her mouth on Allison’s opening.

“Oh fuck!” moaned Allison as Camille’s moist tongue found her groove.  Its soft roughness teased her labia, causing the tender skin to swell a little and her tiny bud to stiffen.  Camille was no stranger to the female regions and Allison was quickly squirming and pressing her pussy hard against Camille’s warm, wet onslaught.  Periodically, Allison remembered to glance at the door, but mostly her head was thrown back, her gaze locked on the ceiling.

Allison’s moans grew louder.  The spontaneity, the naughtiness, and the danger of being discovered all magnified the thrill.  Somewhere in the back of her mind, she wondered where the hunk was, but Camille’s oral talents were incredible and most of Allison’s thoughts were simple ‘Right there.  Yes, that’s it.  Don’t stop!  Don’t stop!’

Toward the end, she put her hands on the back of Camille’s head and pushed Camille’s mouth harder against her. Then Allison felt that familiar feeling rising inside her.  Her legs and butt tensed, and she clamped her thighs tight around Camille’s head.  Camille was undisturbed and licked and sucked harder.  Lapping at Allison’s juices like they were a sweet elixir.  The fever within Allison grew in intensity, bursting out of her as she threw herself around in the chair and cried out repeatedly.

Slowly, very slowly, Allison came down from her high.  Camille’s face was covered in Allison’s fluids, her lips glistening in the bright lights of the store and Allison could smell herself on the girl.  Camille reached between Allison’s legs and touched her opening.  Fingering her gently, but Allison pulled away and looked around.

“Would you like to go in the back?” Camille asked.

Allison just nodded.  She rose and followed the girl, paying special attention to the way Camilla’s ass swung provocatively as it danced in front of her.

“Mickey, watch the front” Camilla yelled in a surprisingly authoritative voice.

*****

The door to the stock room was half open and Mikey stood at the threshold listening to the sounds of passion.  The girls had been at it a good ten minutes and showed no signs of stopping.  His head was on a swivel, switching back and forth from trying to watch the bi action and the front entrance at the same time.

His left hand was glued to his pants.  He was harder than he ever remembered.  It was like he had a steel rod in his pants.  Mickey was not a virgin, but he wasn’t exactly experienced.  He had never seen two girls go at it and these two were as hot and sexy as women get.

Finally, he locked the front door and hung out the gone to lunch sign.  Then he stepped inside the storeroom, unzips his pants, and took it out.  Oh God, it was such a relief to put his hands on it. 

There was a large staging table that they used to unpack shipments and sort them into sizes and styles, before stocking the shelves.  Camille and Allison were stretched out facing different directions, their legs intertwined as they rubbed their pussies together in a sensual dance.  They were both moaning and whimpering and throwing their bodies around like they had both grabbed an electric wire.

He had worked at the store for almost a year and every day he lusted after Camille.  She had always rebuffed him easily, but he never stopped trying.  Now there she was completely nude, her body slick with sweat and the sex juices of herself and another, even more, desirable than Camille.

Allison still wore her short skirt, but her panties had disappeared.  She lay topless on her back with her legs spread.  Her perfect tits on full display, their nipples hard as little bullets. They had finished up their twat to twat massage and switched back to oral.  Camille straddled Allison’s face and her own face was buried deep in Allison opening and Allison was taking long, languid, licks of Camille’s pussy lips.    

Camille saw Mickey's approach and she had to admit that his cock might be just what the doctor ordered.  It was bigger than she expected, not longer, but thicker and she did so love to be spread.   Camille had a yen to try him on but turning him down had become a game that she enjoyed too much to give up.

He’s a hunk but let him come back when he’s a little more seasoned, she thought.  Camille was a girl that liked her lover's virile and masterful.  She wasn’t into training sessions.  But today was an exception.  The feel of Allison’s soft, warm lips teasing her labia made her vulnerable.  She had already cum several times, and a woman’s touch is delectable. Especially this pretty pink blonde’s.  

But sometimes, a girl just needs a hard one, and Mickey had one ready to go.  Camille had been tonguing Allison’s labia and could feel the girl quiver and shake with her latest release.  Camilla raised her head, motioning to Mickey.  He was standing only a few feet away, stroking himself and watching intently.

As Mickey approached Camille grabbed his cock and brought it to her lips.  Mickey gritted his teeth and did his best not to blow on contact.  A few minutes later it was even harder.  Mickey thought it was going to burst.  She squeezed the base, tightening her fingers around it with a vice-like grip.  She swirled her tongue around his pee hole but could tell his urgency to cut lose had subsided.

Allison’s legs were still spread, her sweet cooze wet and ready. 

“I think you need a hard cock” Camille announced.

“Oh, I’m not sure about that” Allison responded, but she did not close her legs.

Camille took Mikey’s cock and ran it along Allison’s slit.  It was slick with precum and Camille’s saliva and it glided easily along her entrance.  Allison moaned and Camille teased her opening with it.  Pushing the head in just enough to give her that first exquisite sensation of being entered.

Maybe that’s not a good idea” Allison declared.  Laying as she was, she couldn’t see what was going on.  Camille’s body blocked her view.  Allison assumed it was Mickey’s cock, but she wasn’t sure.

“Oh, I think it’s just what you need” replied Camille.  Tracing the tip of Mickey’s cock back along Allison’s gash a couple of times.  Pushing it in just a little deeper.  Allison whimpered softly.

Camille pulled Mikey’s cock into her mouth to taste Allison.  She gave it a few sucks and ran her finger along Allison labia at the same time.  Then she ran his cock head back along Allison’s slit.

“Of Fuck” moaned Allison as she thrust her hips up to meet it.  Mickey felt Allison’s cunt welcome his shaft like a snake swallowing its prey.  Its warm wetness flowing around his stiffness, her cunt walls clinging to it, like a thousand tiny fingers.

“Don’t blow” cautioned Camille, squeezing his base again.  Allison needs a long, hard ride. 

Camille’s soft, sensuous tones drove both Mikey and Allison further into a sexual frenzy.  This was new to Mikey.  Not hurried in the back seat of his Nissan.  One beautiful girl massaging his balls, as his thick rod sank deep into another that was even more enticing.  This was what fucking was supposed to be like and he flung his hips and drove deep into Allison. 

She responded violently.  Throwing her pelvis up to meet his thrusts.  The wonderful thickness of his cock spreading her repeatedly.  Its stiff ridges teasing her cunt walls as it slid past with a delicious friction.

Then Camille was next to Allison, kissing her and pinching her nipples.  Her soft hands closed over Allison’s breasts, her warm tongue exploring deep in Allison’s mouth.

They fucked all through lunch and then some.  Mickey proved to be quite the stud and Camille and Allison switched off and the boy learned.  When Allison left the shop with her new pink shoes, her normal long strides were a little shortened.  She’d had quite a workout.  As usual, she drew appreciative glances.  But she kept her head high and looked right through her admirers.  Allison was done for the day.  At least this part of it.

*****


A Weakness for Bad Boys

I’d been faithful to my husband for twelve long years.  Not even a hint of desire outside the marriage bed.  But there he was.  So, fucking gorgeous, with that movie star jaw and unruly blonde hair.  Tall and muscular in a sleeveless jean jacket and bare chest.  His masculinity was all-consuming and the way he studied me made my pussy twitch.  I could almost feel his touch as his steel-blue eyes slowly undress every inch of me.   God, he revved my motor and I just sat there like a dear in the headlights, my panties getting wetter and wetter by the second.

I’ve always had a thing for the bad boys but never had the guts to cross the tracks and savor the darkness. I knew instinctively this time was going to be different.  If this guy came calling, he’d own me.  I’d do anything he asked.  Accede to his basest demands, revel in his craven needs, and be a vessel for his wanton pleasures.  One-touch and I’d be putty in those big powerful hands.  The thought of them roaming over my body, teasing and taunting, searching urgently for my most intimate and sensitive places, overwhelmed me.  I felt light-headed and dizzy and had to reach out with my hand and steady myself with the table. 

My only salvation was that he would ignore me.  No chance of that.  My nipples were as taut as his cock that was straining against his tight pants and my blouse was thin and form fitting.  If the smoking hot glance we had just exchanged didn’t give me away, my headlights sure would.  I was a life-sized billboard, flashing “Fuck Me!”  I half expected him to say, “Your place or mine?” I had my response ready “Which is closer?”

Thank God I wasn’t alone with him.  It was mid-afternoon and eight of the neighborhood wives were at Jan Peterson’s playing a few rounds of bridge.  The couple’s tournament was only a few weeks away and a few of us were determined to win the $1,000 grand prize.

We had all been chatting non-stop as we played our hands.  Banal stuff, that suburbs are made for.  Kids, recipes, husband bashing, and a little spice talk.  Nothing abnormal.  I was sitting with my back to the door when Trey walked in.  I heard but didn’t see him until he was standing next to me.  He was stunning and everyone was looking. Some openly gaping, others were playing it cool and sneaking their glances.  Mallory Cooleridge kept her hand steady in front of her face and studied it intently as if she were inspecting her cards for watermarks or trying to decipher a secret code.  But every few seconds her eyes darted up, appraised Trey, and then diverted back down again to hide her intrigue.  My bet was that she was as wet as I was.  She was just more adept at hiding it.

“This is my younger half-brother, Trey.” Jan announced as ‘lover boy’ stopped next to her and nodded to everyone.  Jan had told me all about him.  He was the black sheep of the family and had been in county lock-up for the last six months.  Jan’s own history with him was a little checkered, but she must have decided to give him one more chance. 

“Ladies,” he said, scanning the room, but his eyes kept coming back to me.  God, I hoped no one noticed.

I have never been the prettiest girl in the room. My mouth is too wide, and my nose is a little crooked.  However, I’ve often had the best body.  Long legs, an hourglass figure, and round, firm D-cups.  Sensuous is the label I have heard repeatedly.

Trey was only a few feet away when he stopped to greet the room.  I was wearing a short jean skirt that displayed a substantial expanse of my tanned thigh. While smiling and nodding and charming the ladies of the room, his glance kept returning to me.  More than once those blue eyes swept up my legs from ankle to crotch.  His vision was so intense that it seemed to be prying my legs apart.

As he left the room, I stared at his ass and those magnificent glutes, well presented in his tight leather pants. It was mesmerizing and I was a mess.  The girls were chattering away and not a word they were saying registered. I would not even have answered if someone had called my name.  My face had to be beet red, I felt like I was having a hot flash.  There was a terrible itch between my legs, my nipples felt like they were going to explode, and my throat was dry.   I wasn’t even sure I could speak in a normal tone. 

I managed to find some courage and announced in a semi-calm voice “I need to visit the power room.”

“Use the one downstairs” instructed Jan.  “Nancy is in the one up here.”

Maybe Nancy Bounds was having a similar reaction? Or maybe she just needed to pee.  There was some comfort in imaging the former.

I was half-way down the stairs when I saw him.  He was lying face-up on a couch and could see right up my short jean skirt.  He smiled at the view and watched me blatantly as I quickened my pace.  No chance he missed my green panties, a fact that both thrilled and embarrassed me.

The bathroom was down the hall and I made a dash for the safety of the porcelain sanctuary.  I was in there for about ten minutes, afraid to leave.  But finally, I splashed some water on my face, fixed my makeup, then steeled myself for the next encounter.  

When I opened the door Trey was there, leaning against the wall, just waiting.  A spider ready to pounce on its prey.  I had fallen into his web and escape was impossible.  The hallway was narrow and dim.  I half turned to pass him, but our bodies had other ideas.  They just kind of flowed together.  Suddenly I was pinned against the wall, his imposing frame holding me down.  He was tall, at least six foot four, and his stiff cock throbbed against my belly, hitting just below my navel.  God, I wanted that cock as much as I wanted my next breath.

Trey had a sexual magnetism that was overpowering. It swirled around me like a carnal fog.  Calling to me, enticing me, conjuring up my darkest cravings and most forbidden hungers.  I made a half-hearted attempt to shove him off, but he was solid muscle.  His jacket was open, his brawny chest crushed into mine.  I swear I could hear his heartbeat or maybe that was mine.  I tried again to push his arms away, but that turned into a caress.  His biceps were huge and when they flexed his tattoos seemed to animate.  I ran my hands up and down them, marveling at the definition.  I never imagined that there were that many muscles on an arm.  The feel of them was an elixir and I ground my pelvis into him.

He leaned down to kiss me, but I found enough willpower to turn my head.  He settled for kissing his way up my neck.  My nipples were as hard as walnuts and damn near as big.  He squeezed one between his knuckles.  It should have hurt but instead, it was exhilarating. His kisses had reached my jawline and were open-mouthed.  His smell was compelling.  A thick musk.  He was all male and I was lost in him physicalness.

“You taste like spring rain” he whispered.

He grabbed my hair and tilted my head back.  I knew if he kissed me that I would surrender completely.  He gave me one of those smoldering looks again. The heat flowing between our bodies was like an electric current.  He dropped my nipple and spread his fingers out over my breast.  I arched my back and pressed my nipple into the center of his palm.  His hand was huge, but my tits were bigger and overflowed his grip.

He grabbed a shock of my hair with his other hand and pulled my mouth to his.  I could feel the rush pulsing through me as our lips met.  His mouth was softer than I expected but demanding and insistent.  This guy was a taker, not a giver.  He tasted like liquor, nicotine, and motorcycle fumes.  His hands roamed over me freely, hungrily; and the good girl in me ached to be violated.  

I didn’t have to wait long because his fingers were stroking my labia through my panties.  His tongue was demanding, ruthlessly exploring.  I whimpered at his touch and he brushed the hem aside and slid in two fingers. Oh God, the pleasure was intense, and I could smell my arousal.  My cunt burned with a need for him to probe deeper and pump faster.  I got lost in his kisses and his thrusts.   My whole world vanished. It was just me and a primal male that I wanted desperately. 

While my was tongue dueling with his, I did some exploring of my own.  I ran my hands across his rock-hard abs.  It felt like he had rolled up magazines under his skin.  I pushed my hands lower, brushing the top of his pants.  He wore them low slung.  I wasn’t far from his cock and I felt some pubic hair.  My fingers traced the outline of his prick.  It felt like an iron bar.

I had spread my legs a little more to give him full access.  I felt him rip the crotch out of my panties and another finger go in.  That was three.  He was spreading me so magnificently wide.  The sensation was exquisite, a thin line between exhilaration and pain.   I flexed my hips to meet his thrusts and humped his hand wishing all the time it was his cock.

I came hard. It was a real gust buster.  The kind that seems like they are being yanked out of you.  I could feel its violence tearing through every inch of my body.  It left me weak and dizzy.  All the time I was trembling, Trey just kept pumping my pussy with his clumped-up hand.  Never missing a stroke.  Oh, Fuck! He had thick fingers.

I could feel a second one rising.  That tingle way down deep that lets you know it’s coming.  I sucked on his tongue with an obsessive intensity.  He moved his hands even faster and added a fourth finger. I responded by clawing at this zipper.  God, he was splitting me in two.  But the sensation was so overwhelmingly delicious.  I flung my cunt at his onslaught.  Desperate for his next thrust.

Then I came suddenly, forcefully enough that it buckled my knees and I slumped to the floor. I was panting and heaving and sucking in oxygen like I had just run five miles.

“We have to stop” I panted. “What if someone comes down here?”

“If it’s not my sister, we’ll ask her to join us” he laughed.

Then he finished fishing out his cock.  I had gotten the zipper down but was still working on the buckles and snaps when I collapsed.  It wasn’t porn star quality, but it was a big son-of-a-bitch.  It dangled inches from my lips.  The smell was overwhelming.  I wondered if he ever washed it, which somehow made it even more desirable.

“While your down there” he announced.  “Why don’t you take care of me?” he commanded as he grabbed my hair and pull my mouth to his cock. 

I’m usually not a big fan of blow jobs.  I do it for my husband on special occasions, but its never been something I enjoyed.  So, I was surprised as hell how much I wanted his meat in my mouth.  I jacked that shaft and he moaned and that excited me even more and I kissed and licked the tip and ran my tongue around it.  He jerked when I forced his pee hole open with my tongue and then he grabbed my hair and forced himself deeper in my mouth.

I took as much as I could before starting to gag.  But after chocking on it a few times, I let it slide down the back of my throat and he started to swing his hips and fuck my mouth.  It was my first deep throat and I reached up and massaged his balls as the pounded his hips into me. 

I was amazed how much I loved getting face fucked.  He was leaning against the wall, with his pants around his ankles. I was kneeling in front of him and both of his hands were on the back of my head while he slammed his cock down my throat.  The feel of those hard ridges gliding past of lips was a real turn on and I learned I could control his moans with the pressure of my mouth.  Why did it take me half my life to catch on to the fun?

Trey didn’t give me any warning when he blew.  I knew it was coming because of his change in intensity and the taste of his pre-cum, but it still a surprise.  I managed to catch most of it and swallowed it down like a pro.  I usually spit it out, but it was a real turn on to swallow.  I still had some in my mouth and I stood and kissed Trey with full tongue.  He didn’t seem to mind at all and stuck his tongue halfway down my throat.

*****..

I awoke in his bed. He had fucked me for more than an hour and then I dozed off.  After the blow job, he fucked me up against the wall and I came screaming.  I was surprised the other women hadn’t heard me and come down to watch.  I came twice against the wall, then he staggered into his nearby bedroom and I stayed impaled on his cock every step of the way. He threw me down on his mattress and rumbled through a bedside drawer to put on a cock ring.  I had heard about them but never seen one.  God did they work!  Permanent erection, just like the ads promise.  I thought he was never going to blow.  He flipped me over and pounded my ass doggy style for what seemed like forever.  I lost count of how many times I came.  My only thought was, “don’t ever stop”.

I had never enjoyed being mounted so much.  This guy could fuck!  We would go at it, catch our breath, they try another position.  We were animals, slamming into one another with a primal hunger. My whole body ached for him and I felt empty every time he flooded me then softened.  Finally, we both collapsed from exhaustion.

I paused at the door and looked back.  He was lying face down, sound asleep. My tattered green panties hung from his bedpost and that wonderful long, lean body was stretched out nude.  His round, tight glutes still called to me.  I wanted another go, but my cunt was sore, and I didn’t think he had it in him. 

I was a mess when I staggered back up those basement stairs.  Every step a reminder of the abuse my body and my pussy had taken.  My hair was mussed, my makeup smeared, cloths rumbled, and I smelled like a one-woman whore house.  Luckily, the girls were gone.  Jan was in her kitchen.  One look is all it took; she knew I’d been fucking.  It was written all over her face.”

“Don’t judge me” I demanded.

“I won’t” she assured.

“You’re not the first.  I knew this would happen when he moved in.    I should have put out a warning, but I didn’t know which one of us would stray.  He has always fucked my friends.  He’s hard to resist.  If I wasn’t his stepbrother, I would probably fuck him too” replied Jan.

“I told the girls you haven’t been feeling well.  They think you have been in the bathroom puking” she added.

“Thank you,” I said.  “You’re a good friend.”

“If it helps, I know he will get at least three others that were at the table today” Jan speculated.

“Really?”

“Guaranteed!  They had all the signs and I know my brother.”

Jan smiled.  There was a long pause, then she asked, “You get your fill?”

I hadn’t thought of that, but once the question was out there, it was an easy answer.  I looked her in the eye and declared “Probably not!”

“Well keep it discrete.  He’s not worth ruining your marriage.”

I took a big sigh and replied, “I know!”

*****..

The next few nights were hell.  My loins were on fire.  I fucked my husband that evening.  Packed the kids off to bed early then slipped into something slinky.  He was ecstatic to get lucky, but it didn’t help his performance.  It was the same old stuff.  Just like always, I didn’t let my disappointment show.  The next day I bought a vibrating dildo.  One that spins the shaft and has a little extension than stimulates my clit.  It made me cum like crazy, but it wasn’t the same as the raw animal sex that Trey dished out. 

Masturbation gets you off, but it has a downside.  My little toy will do in a pinch and it’s a lot safer for my marriage, but it’s just plain lonely.  I like the feel and smell of a man when I’m cuming and I couldn’t stop thinking about Trey’s magnificent body and the animalistic way he fucked me. 

It took me three weeks to build up enough of a craving to return to his bed.  It was against my better judgment, but a pussy wants what a pussy wants.  When I entered Trey’s bedroom for the second time, there were three more sets of panties on his bedpost.  One had the initials MC, Mallory Cooleridge.  He’d been busy as had some of my neighbors.  But I didn’t care.  At least not enough to turn and leave.  Instead, I swallowed my pride and dropped my skirt, and crawled into bed beside him.

*****..

My whole world vanished. It was just me and a male I wanted desperately.  He was a lot rougher this time.  No tender kisses, no gentle caresses.  He just plain used me.  I was something to wear on his cock and empty into.  The seduction was over, and he owned me, and I fucking loved it.

He was on his back stretched out on the bed completely nude.  His cock was standing straight up, and he stroked it leisurely. 

“Get to work Baby,” he said.  It was a command, not a request.

I had picked out a sexy set of underwear.  A mesh bra that barely contained my girls and a pair of sheer panties that formed a ‘V’.  Pointing to the pleasure source.  His eyes devoured me and that excited me.

I teased it with my mouth, rolling my tongue around the head, sucking the tip with my lips. “Quit fucking around and suck it” he demanded.

He grabbed my hair and forced my mouth all the way over it and it went in deep.  The thick head bumped against the back of my mouth, causing me to gag.  The saliva just made it slide easier

He had a fist full of hair and he wasn’t shy about causing me a little pain.  He bobbed my head up and down his length with no regard for any discomfort that I might be feeling.  I coughed and choked and that just turned him on even more and he just kept flexing his hips and shoving his meat into my mouth. I finally got my stride and felt it slip down my throat and then he fucked a sway and I just hung on.

The first time he was gentle and let me work at my own pace.  Bringing the pleasure to him at my own pace and in my own way.  This time I was just a mouth to fuck.  He wanted it his way and he didn’t care if I enjoyed it.  He picked up the pace and was literally pounding into me.  He started to tense, and his cock throbbed.  The taste of his precum changed and got thicker.  I grabbed his balls just as he emptied into me as if to squeeze out every drop.

My mouth bubbled with cum when I looked up.  I swallowed the last of it and wiped my lips with a corner of the sheet. 

“What are you waiting for?  Get it hard again slut” he demanded.

I stroked it with both hands.  It responded quickly, then I gave it a few finishing touches with my mouth to bring it to full stiffness.

“You grew it, you climb it” he snarled.

I threw my leg over his body and lowered myself down over it. I stopped to rub the tip along my slot and groaned loudly at the pleasure.  It was a guttural response.  God, I wanted that cock.

“You like that Baby?” I asked making eye contact.

He answered by flinging his hips up and driving it in.  “No.  I like that!”

Oh God it went in so deep it took my breath away

I rode him, cowgirl, for about fifteen minutes, bringing him up and then cooling him down.  He showed me how to cool him off and I came a half a dozen times, but Trey hadn’t spilled a drop.

“You ever ride the Jack?” he asked

“What’s the Jack?”

Then he stiffened his legs and threw his heels against the mattress as hard as he could.  He had a lot of power in those long muscular legs and the action through me into the air and I dropped back down and drove that cock in the deepest yet. Then he did it again and up I went again.  I thought I was going to pass out.  His cock was driving in and out of me at a fantastic speed and gravity was driving him in deep on the downstroke.  I couldn’t believe how long he kept it up.  I had to be taking a lot of energy.  I think I came three times in mid-air.

When he finally stopped slamming his legs on the mattress, I took over and pumped my ass up and down his cock like it was a power too. We both came hard and I rolled off panting, exhausted.

It didn’t take Trey long to recover.  I was still huffing and puffing but he didn’t care.  He flipped me over and slid that cock along my butt crack to stiffen it up, then grabbed my hips and slammed that wonderful cock in hard.

I don’t know where he got the energy, but he pounded into me with a ferocity that scared me a bit.  I was spent, but Trey just kept swinging her hips and jamming it in.  His nuts were hitting my ass like two miniature wrecking balls on each plunge.  I buried my face in the bedclothes, dug my fingernails into the mattress, and hung on until he was done.

Trey grabbed my neck with his massive hand.  His fingers wrapping almost all the way around it.  His palm pressed against the front of my throat and his fingers squeezed in from the sides.  I couldn’t breathe and his entire weight was on me and the whole time he was viciously slamming into me with all the force in those long legs and powerful muscles.

I was coming and choking at the same time.  I started to lose consciousness. Drifting in some blue-black fog then my body jerked and quivered.  An incredible wave of pleasure swept through my body and I came hard.  Hard enough to make my stomach muscles clench and spasm.  Just like I was retching something up from the bottom of my soul.  My legs shook and cramped as my muscles tied themselves in knots.   

Then I could breathe, and I rolled and gasping for breath.  It was incredible.  I have never come so hard.  I can’t explain it.  It was like cuming on steroids.   I just lay there wondering who I was.  I was too weak to lift my arms, but I wanted him again.  I could still feel that last surge he fired into me.  It was over and Trey was lying beside me, but the feel of him lingered.  He was on his back and I felt for his cock.  I could barely move, and I still wanted to be fucked.

My desire scared the shit out of me, but I still wanted it again. What was happening to me?  I’m normal and married and a mother.  I had just fucked him dry and all I wanted to do fuck some more.

When we were done, he reached up and looped my panties over the bedpost, it was getting to be quite a collection.  He watched me as I dressed.  Then said casually, “Next time give me some notice.  I’ll have my buddy over and you can do us both.”

I didn’t answer and I should have told him to fuck off!  I had no intention of fucking two guys, but I didn’t tell him that.  I left the door open.  If I wanted to see him again, I knew the price.

*****


One Enchanted Evening
 

When Jinx strode across the room, head held high and tits jutting straight out, every man in the bar turned, watched, and dreamed.  Their conversations stopped, their pants tightened, and their mouths watered as visions of intimate delights flooded their thoughts.

The grey-bearded man at the end of the bar paid rapt attention.  He was especially into brunettes and he liked them long and lithe.  The words from an old show tune echoed in his mind, “Some enchanted evening, you will see her standing, across a crowded room.” 

Except she wasn’t standing.  She was heading straight for him.  Her tall frame flowed as much as walked, elegant legs flashing out as tight, white thighs ate up the distance between them.  He was an older man and he could scarcely believe his luck when she slid her tight ass onto the barstool next to him. 

“Buy me a drink?” she smiled.  “A White Russian.”

His only response was to nod his head.  “Make mine a double,” he told the barkeep, never taking his eyes off Jinx.  She had alluring eyes; a guy could get lost in them.  They danced in the dim light that hid their true color.  He tried to keep eye contact, but his gaze was drawn to her wide mouth.  She had painted her lips a sensuous red and he could almost feel them closing around his cock.

I’m Jinx” she offered, extending her hand.  It was invitingly warm, and she had a lover’s touch.  He shook it twice gently and smiled, but he was actually picturing those long, limber fingers spreading out to caress his balls.

She was talking to him.  What the fuck did she say?  All he could think of was that incredibly alluring mouth.  He couldn’t remember a mouth he wanted to kiss more.  He steeled himself, lest he act on his impulse.  Those lips had to be incredibly warm and soft.  They called to him like a siren bewitching a lonely sailor.  His thoughts exploding with flashes of intimacy, blocking out all but the soft soothing sound of her voice.  He leaned toward her, subtly moving closer.  Her body responded and her heat was electric.

She looked up and smiled at the attention, her mouth even more enticing.  God, he wanted her. She moved her head closer.  She was a bit of an animated talker.  Her lips danced seductively, teasing him like a fly, taunts a trout.  They were absolutely captivating.

“So, what do you do?” she asked.

“Many things, but at the moment I am a writer” he answered.

“What do you write” she replied.  “Maybe I have read something of yours.”

“Do you like erotica?”

“Your fucking with me!” she exclaimed, flashing an enticing smile. The way her lips formed the ‘F’ word tantalized him.  It rolled off her tongue like she was screaming it locked in passion.

His cock strained at his pants.  It was caught at an angle and was becoming painful.  He opened his phone, found a digital book, and shoved the screen in front of her.  “Carnal Impulses” it read.

She scanned a few lines.  “You wrote this?” she asked, turning her face toward him and raising her eyebrows.

“Yes.”

“It’s hot!” she opined, continuing to read.  The prose absorbed her, she leaned further into him.  The emotional attraction between them was like a gravitational force.  Silent, but irresistible.

“Oh God!”  she murmured, reading on.

Her head was down, and his nose brushed a few wisps of her long dark hair.  Her smells filled his nostrils.  Her shampoo, the soap she used to shower, the subtle orders that were just her.  They flooded into him, deepening his arousal.  His cock was caught in the material but straightened anyway.  Fuck that hurt, but he didn’t care.

She looked up after several pages.  “Impressive” she announced. “It made me so fucking hot!” Her eyes danced with mischief and locked with his, the invitation clear.  She put a warm hand on his thigh.

Her lips were closer now, near enough for him to savor their promise.  Their bright red outline taunted, teased, and beguiled.  Oh God, lips like those could make a man forget his own name.  Then she struck.  Full contact and full tongue.  His legs went weak and his cock strained against his pants, screaming for its freedom.  He was right.  Those lips were heaven.  She drew it out, her tongue announcing that he had been chosen. That this was just a taste.  A hint of pleasures that he could not truly imagine.

Her mouth explored eagerly.  Searching, entangling, entwining.  He felt her warm hand move higher, then brush his hardness.  Her long fingers danced with an urgency that fired his most primal instincts.  Time to rut!

“Let’s get out of here?” she implored, asking with both her eyes and her mouth.

“Catch my bill later” he called to the bartender as they left hurriedly.  He followed her out, watching that alluring ass swing provocatively in front of him as the other men stared in wonder.  Each ordering another drink to bemoan their fate.

*****

That was the night I met my lover and I must admit to a bit of theater.  I didn’t pick him from happenstance.  I was looking for him in specific, but I figured a little romantic drama would spice up the encounter.

A friend suggested that I meet him, and I had heard tales of his sexual prowess.  It wasn’t that he had a killer body or a giant dick.  His allure was in his attitude. He got off, getting women off.  Where the fuck have you been all my life?

Most men are out for their own pleasure.  What can you do for my cock, pretty lady?  Pleasing me is secondary if they think of it at all.  They shoot their load and then realize that I haven’t climaxed.  That’s when some of them rush to please me because they want to slip it back in at some point in the future and they know I’ll be a little more charitable if I get some jollies of my own.

He was also a writer and among his works were several erotic novellas.  I downloaded a few and WOW!  Could this guy be graphic?  His language was sometimes raw, but it was never crude.  His descriptions were vivid and his prose elegant.  I could feel the people in the scene.  Even insert myself into the action.  But I had to put his books down several times in favor of a little self-release.  If you know what I mean?  They were definitely a wet panty read.  Meeting this guy became a compulsion.  An itch I had to scratch or more correctly, get scratched!

We were on each other before we even cleared the parking lot.  I came four times in the first five minutes.  My body was on fire, a seemingly unquenchable blaze of need and heat.  He was a master of the intimate touch, playing my body like it was a finely tuned musical instrument, while I screamed out my own personal carnal melody.

“God, I love your breasts,” he said, half moaning in pleasure.  “I haven’t had a nice set of tits in my life for a long time.”

His hands were warm and his touch soft, but insistent.  My nipple felt like exploding and he rolled it between his fingers, pinching it just enough to make my juices flow even more.  I teetered on that exquisite edge between pain and pleasure.  Then he brought it to his mouth, covering my breast with its warmth and wetness.  He swirled the nipple with his tongue, teasing and taunting.  I had never cum this way, but I was getting close.

I arched my body, driving more of my breast into his welcoming mouth.  He responded with a hand on my crotch, brushing my panties aside.  He pushed hard and moved his fingers in short, quick staccato bursts and I came hard.  Clamping my thighs together and screaming like I just took a cock up the ass for the first time. 

He was a mind reader, quickly sleuthing out all of my intimate secrets and when he found a new button, he pushed it with fervid determination, driving me into a sexual fever that I have seldom felt.  I was awash in my juices and my pussy ached for his cock that was still in his pants.  He had pulled me across his body and taken me in his arms, like a teenager at a drive-in movie.  The position put the whole front of my body within his reach, but my only access to his cock was feeling it poke into my backside.

I could not remember wanting a man so much.  The primal call to rut filled every fiber of my being and my hips writhed and wriggled in search of contact with any part of him.  There was a confidence to his lovemaking and when he slid his fingers inside me, my pussy just flowed around them, like a snake swallowing its prey.

I was super wet and two went in easy.  He added a third finger almost immediately and scrapped them along the front of my vaginal wall.  Right where my G-spot was waiting for attention.  I surged my hips up at him and his fingers went in deeper.  He fluttered them, God Damn!  I thought I was going to kick right through his car door.

Then he bunched those fingers and drove them into me like a wedge, quickly picking up speed.  In just seconds he was slamming them into me like a dildo on superpower.  I screamed when I came.  The car shook with the sound of my release and I locked my legs around that incredible hand.  My body bucking and jerking.  He’s lucky that I didn’t break his wrist.  I was that violent.

I was still twitching when he kissed me softly and then started in again.  This time pushing deeper, his digits bunched even tighter.  Forcing my entrance as wide as it would go as it slid up his wedge.  Every cock feels good sliding up my cunt.  But some stretch me out to the point of rhapsody.  They’re just a little wider than most and they spread me enough to feel a wonderful fullness.  Those last few millimeters of dilation offer an exquisite titillation that sends shards of pleasure coursing through my body, quickly pushing me over the edge. 

That’s what he was going for with his hand, searching for that special point of exhilaration that would deliver indescribable pleasure.  The wedge shape pushed me ever wider.  He was gentle about it but persistent and when he got close to the bridge of his hand, Oh Fuck, Bingo.  He hit that magic width.  My reaction told him he was there.  It was easy to tell; he didn’t have to fucking guess. Then he pumped my pussy with that hand right up to that same width, then withdrew and thrust it in again.  It was like getting rammed by a custom-sized cock and it didn’t take long for me to go off again like a fucking skyrocket. 

He held me while I shook and quaked and convulsed.  I had no control over my body.  Then his hands and lips turned gentle, the urgency melting away.  Kissing me softly, his hands wandering lovingly.  Their tenderness a stark contrast to the frenzied passion of just a few moments earlier.

I flipped over and grabbed for his zipper.  I wanted that cock.  It had been sticking into my back long enough.  It was my turn to dish out some amusement.

It was impressively hard, and I wrapped my fist around it.  No, give in this baby.  Pure steel and I wanted it desperately.  But I owed him a little something first.  So, I jacked it a couple of times.  I loved the way he groaned.  It excited me even more.  Like he hadn’t had a decent hand job in forever.  Still stroking his shaft, I ran my other hand over his cock head, then put my palm right on his pee hole and made small circles.  He jerked and twitched, and I gave him a few more rubs, before snaking my hand down his crotch and cupping his balls.  He moaned louder and I spread my fingers out and began a soft massage.

I kept one hand stroking his shaft but covered his cockhead with my mouth.  That’s when he really started to moan and buck and babble about my marvelous mouth.  Sure, I’ve got some great oral skills.  No one has ever complained.  But from the praise he was heaping on, I’m either the best fellatioist in the state.  Maybe the whole fucking Northwest, or this dude hadn’t had a hummer in years.

I loved his cock.  Some taste a little foul and you only suck it because you’re kind of stuck at that point.  But this guy was clean and had that aroused male smell that makes my pussy flex with anticipation.  I swirled my tongue around his pee hole, and he jerked again.  Then I made a tight seal with my mouth and bobbed my head like a dashboard bobblehead on a bumpy road.

He wouldn’t stop moaning and that just urged me on.  I was determined to give him a head job that he’d never forget, suck his balls right out through his straw!   He laid one hand on the back of my head.  He didn’t force me, it was a tender, loving touch, but he did start flexing his hips and gently fucking my mouth. 

His precum was thickening, he was close.  My left hand was still jacking his shaft and I dropped it down to the base of his cock and squeezed as hard as I could.  He stayed stiff as a flagpole, but it bought us some more time.

Things got a little heated.  I was sucking like crazy, jacking like crazy, and massaging his balls like they were wired directly into my own pleasure centers.   All the while he was thrusting his hips up trying to drive that baby right down my throat.  I could feel him starting to blow and I let it happen this time.

Fuck did he have a load! I thought that thick white stuff would never end, but I drank it all and then cleaned him up with my tongue.  He got hard again almost immediately, but we decided to rush to his place, before starting round two.

*****

When we got to his place there wasn’t any foreplay, we just tore at each other’s clothes and fell on the bed, already going at it.  I grabbed his dick, spread my legs, and showed him right where to put it.  As if he needed any help.  This guy knew my lady parts better than I did and he pounded me for God knows how long.  I came and came and came again and he just kept fucking me.  The first two times he just powered through it.  Left me spasming on my own and never missed a stroke.  Acted like he didn’t even notice.  On the third, he slowed down a little and we both caught our breath.  Then we were off again, and I was throwing my cunt up at him just as hard as he was slamming his cock down into me.

I had cum five more times and he was still fucking me, and I was fucking him right back.  I couldn’t get enough of this stud.  I could tell he was tiring, his strokes were slowing, but then he’d get a burst of energy and really hammer into me.  Swinging his hips like a wrecking ball and I was the building he was knocking down.   Except my pussy was enjoying every minute of his assault.

When he finally shot, he roared and held me like I was his long, lost love.  The minute I felt the warm stuff filling me up, I came again, and I reveled in the desperate way he clung to me.  Like he couldn’t even get close enough.  This was more than just sport fucking.  There were a lot of emotions flying around and he reached out to touch my hand, even after he rolled off exhausted.  Funny, thing.  I held that hand right back.

A few minutes later I reached down to grab his cock.  I wanted it again and was hoping it still had some life it.  It didn’t take much urging.  Just a few strokes and he was showing some interest, so I firmed him up with my mouth and then jumped on. 

I love the cowgirl position and he knew the most important rule.  Keep it hard and fondle my tits while I ride.   I came a good half a dozen times while I played.   Toward the end, he flipped me over and pumped the crap out of me.  We came together and collapsed in one another’s arms.  There was that clinging again.

I thought he was done for, out of bullets and out of fire, but he moved between my legs and used his mouth.  I was a little messy by then, but he didn’t seem to care and stuck his tongue right up my snatch, then repeatedly licked the full length of my slit.  Oh, God! What a fabulous tongue.  He pushed that soft, warm baby firmly against my most sensitive flesh, spreading my labia, letting its heat and wetness seep into every contour of that sweet, tender skin.

I thought my pussy was on fire.  He was down there a long time and I lost count of my orgasms. But I’ll always remember his grand finale.  He sucked my clit with that amazing mouth while he hand fucked me.  His thumb in my pussy and a finger up my ass.  I was pumping moisture like a broken pipe and he had enough lube that I could smell my arousal and hear us sloshing. I damn near bit my own tongue off when I came.

I lay on his bed too tired to lift my head.  There was a table in the corner that was devoted exclusively to sex toys.  I could see dildos, cock rings, anal beads, strap-ons, and vibrators of several sizes and configurations.  They were all laid out side-by-side like a carnal smorgasbord.

“Oh, Fuck.  This guy is the Candy Man!” I whispered to myself.  Everything on that table was designed to make me cum and cum hard.  Just the sight of that pleasure-giving collection started my internal batteries recharging.

I felt a warm hand working its way up my inner thigh.  Fuck he had great hands.  I was wet by the time his fingers slid into my opening. Just the thought of his touch and I was damn near flooding.

“You up again?” I teased, my hopes rising.

“No, but you have a choice of options” he replied.  

“I think I am looking at them” I laughed.

“I love your laugh” he declared.

“Pick One,” I asked.  “You’re obviously the expert.”

He returned to bed with a U-shaped toy and I rolled and spread my legs.  He looked at my labia, with hunger in his eyes.  Then he leaned down and gave my slit a few long loving licks, before inserting the toy.  One side of the U slid up my front vaginal wall, nestling itself right up against my G-spot.  The other fatter end rested against my clit.  Then he switched it on with a remote.

Oh my God!  Why do I need a man?  I just lay back and floated into a sexual bliss.  I forgot all about him for a few moments.  It was just me and my new little friend tucked up against two of my biggest pleasure buttons.  I put my hand on the fat side and pressed it more firmly against my clit, then I just lay there, squirming in ecstasy like an undulating worm. 

He watched me with delight for a few minutes, touching himself as I wiggled and writhed.  Oh God, this thing was fucking delicious.  Then he lay beside me, kissing my lips softly at first.  I felt his fingers slide inside me.  There was room for them below the toy.  Fuck gentle, my tongue leapt into his mouth.  Searching, exploring, entwining with his.  I was on fire and he stoked my flames until I arched my body and howled like a she-wolf baying at the moon.  ‘Come to me all you swinging dick alphas and make it quick.  The lady needs to rut.’ 

It was like that half the night.  Once he used a vibrator with a small ball on the end and teased the shit out of my G-spot, while he stuffed a string of anal beads up my ass.  But he didn’t pull them out when I came.  He switched to a much fatter dildo that stretched my pussy to a delicious extent and worked it until I was climbing the walls.  I came so hard my legs cramped.  That’s when he jerked out the beads and the intensity of the sensation was indescribable.

Sometime during the night, I fell asleep, passed out would be a better description.  We were working our way down his line of sexually gratifying devices and I just plain gave out.  Light was streaming through the window when I woke, and he was lying beside me.   I reached for his cock and it stiffened.

“I have to go” I advised.  “But fuck me one more time.”

“Glad to” he answered, and we rolled toward one another and I guided him in.

*****

The Submissive

I am a submissive.  A subset of the population that most people don't even know exist.  They may have heard the term in conversation or read it used in a novel.  But a true understanding of what I am, how I feel, and why I give myself to specific men is beyond their understanding.

I am not a whore.  I turn away advances from good looking men all the time.  I have a pretty face and a sexy body with a nice set of tits.  But I am putty in the hands of a certain type of man.  I can't describe them.  They are all different.  They don't even have to be handsome.  I have fucked some pretty ugly guys. 

It has to do with chemistry.  Some men are just commanding, and I obey.  They say “raise your skirt” and I do.  They command “spread your legs” and I get wet and show them my pussy, instantly aching for their cock, but knowing that I have to wait until it’s offered.

I have made some poor choices in my life.  I was looking to put my submissive episodes behind me.  To go straight as they say.  I married a wonderful husband.  He makes a good living; we have two beautiful children and the sex is good, if not stunning.  He enjoys my body and despite his gentleness, I cum when we make love.

But I have been married for seven years and I still have submissive urges.  I long for the command of a true alpha male.  To be ordered to service him.  To give myself to him, my only reward his pleasure.  Lately, it has gotten worse.  I have dreamed of being enslaved.  Awakened in the night in a sexual fever; desperate to have a man dominate me.  I lay sleepless next to my loving husband, stroking myself, and pretending that I am being instructed.  Aching for a cock to chock me as my master jams it down my throat, headless of my discomfort.  Its hardness filling my mouth, its stiff shaft lathered in saliva from my gag reflex.  Its ridges rubbing against my lips, the feel of it when it pulses just before his hot fluid shoots down my throat, some of it backing up into my mouth, leaving my lips white with the overflow.

That's what I crave.  I don't need it nice.  I need it demanded, taken.  I live to serve, and I have no one to succor.  I reach out and touch my sleeping husband, my eyes filled with tears.  He will never truly understand me.  Someday, some man I don't even know is going to take me away from him.  End my life as I know it, but give me what I need to be woman.

*****

I’m not exactly a showstopper, but most men find me attractive. They seem to like natural blondes, which means both up and down.  I’m about five foot five and some would say well rounded.  Yes, I carry a few extra pounds. I'm not a stick figure, but not chunky either.  It’s all well distributed.  Less than an extra half-inch around the middle, a smidgen on my thighs, an extra handful on my ass.  Most of it is right where men want it, my pendulous breasts.  Men love to see those baby swing from side to side.  They jiggle like jelly when I walk, and I can't bend over and show my cleavage without every male in eyeshot vying for a better view.

I work for an insurance salesman.  We have a two-person office.  Just him and I.  Jerry is a nice guy.  Nothing to look at, but happily married and in love with his wife.  He has never been inappropriate with me and diverts his eyes when I bend low enough to show my tits.

It all started on a Wednesday afternoon.  Harold Pettigue is one of our clients.   How's that for a name.  Girls can you image fucking a Harold Pettigue, let alone snapping to attention at his command.  Will neither did I.   I don't see him often, but he has dropped by the office on a few occasions and always gives me the once over.  My boss Jerry took his family to Disney World and will be gone for ten days.  That left me to man the office and I was expecting a very light week.  The first day Jerry was gone, Harold dropped by the office just before lunch.  I informed him that Jerry was out of town and he said he knew that.  He announced that he came to see me and asked for my measurements.  I told him they were none of his business and that the question was inappropriate.

He looked at me sternly.  His whole posture and demeanor changed.  “If I have to estimate your size and it doesn't fit, I am going to make you wear it anyway” he declared.

He had that master’s voice and the submissive in me came front and center.  Anxious to please.  As obedient as I remembered her.  Then I gave him my sizes.  I was sitting there hanging on his every gesture.  Literally waiting for instructions.

But all he said was “That's all.  Go back to work.” Then he left.

The next day he was back. Around mid-morning carrying several packages.  He set them on my desk.  Then walked over and locked the outer door.  I heard the thick metallic 'click' as the bolt fell forward.  The sound sent chills of anticipation coursing through my anxious body. 

“Go into Jerry's office and change into these clothes.”  I thought he must be crazy, but he used ‘the voice’ and I responded.

“Before you go, slide back from that desk I want to see your legs.”  I looked at him.  His face told me he wasn't fucking around.  He was dead serious.  I pushed away from the desk and slid a few feet back on my plastic mat.  My skirt came to mid-thigh and he took a long look.  It made me wet.

“Spread your legs and show me your panties” he ordered.  I didn't argue, I just did it and spread them wide.  I wanted to make sure he got a good look.

“I love pink on a woman” he observed. 

I just let him look.  Wondering if he could see them getting wetter by the second.

“Touch yourself,” he said.  “Through the panties.  Don't expose yourself.  Understand?”

“Yes Sir.”

“Do it now!”

I put my fingers along my slit and rubbed it.  The material molded into my labia.  I could feel the moisture.  God, I was soaked.

Harold just smiled.  “Go get dressed” he demanded.

He grabbed one box back saying “Not this one.  These are my tools.”  That made me twitch with excitement.  I knew what that meant.  He was going to do things to me.  Things I could not guess nor anticipate.  I walked into Jerry's office with the boxes in my hand, but I made sure that my ass was swinging provocatively because I knew Harold was watching.

I closed Jerry's door behind me and opened the boxes.  The attire excited me.  The thrill of being ordered was making my nipples hard.  I had not been this excited in years.  Oh Fuck, I was giddy with anxiety.  Part of the lure of submitting is the not knowing what is coming next.  It's always a surprise.   Masters are never predictable.  All I know is that it will please my dominant and that brings me joy.  Often extreme joy.  But the anticipation of a reward is ever-present. The spectacular things he will do to me is what I live for and until that moment, I serve.

*****

He sat in the bosses’ chair and said, “take out your pad.”  Then he looked over at me.  “Show some thigh.  Always show some thigh.  That's what a short skirt is for.”

I adjust my legs, showing lots of thigh.

“I can see your garter.  That's a little slutty.  This is a professional office.  You have to be punished.  Standup and lean against the desk.”

I leaned in far enough from the desk to draw the dress up tight across my ass and struck a pose with my butt out.  I wanted to look good for my new friend.

“Pull up your skirt.”  He rubbed his hand over my bare bottom.  Touching, feeling, taking liberties.

“Spread your legs” he barked, and he explored more freely with his hand.  Then he picked up a ruler off the desk and whacked me with it.  Fuck it stung! And I yelped.  He rubbed the spot, then hit me twice more, just as hard.  I knew I had welts.  He rubbed my ass.  “Nice bottom” she observed.

He rubbed my butt cheeks, his fingers lingering and straying down my crack.  They hovered over my labia.  I could feel the heat of his fingertips poised over my opening.  Barely grazing my most tender skin.  Oh, fuck!  I wanted him to touch me.  Prayed for him to touch me and to slide those long fingers into me.  To squeeze my labia together and rub my tender lips between his thumb and finger.  God, I love that when a man does it right.  But I didn't dare beg, that was the rule you never break.  Everything would happen in his own time and, as I suspected, he was just taunting me.

“Drop your skirt” he commanded as he walked back around the desk.

“Does Jerry fuck you?” he asked. 

“No Never” I assured.

“You play any games?  Give him a flash up those short skirts you wear?  Maybe dangle those tits in his face?”

“No. Never.”

“How big is his dick?”

“I don't know.”

“Never been curious?”

“No.”

“Does he want to fuck you?”

“Yes.”

“How do you know?  Does he eye fuck you?”

“Yes.  All the time.”

“And you let him.”

“He's my boss.”

“Slut!” he said disgustedly.  “You are a bad girl.  That will call for some discipline.”

“Yes sir.  I know I deserve it” I agreed.

He got up from the chair and fished in his box.  “Open your shirt”.  I unbuttoned my transparent blouse and let it hang.  I had on a half bra that was pushing up my D cups.  It didn’t have a full front and the nipples were uncovered.   I have big nipples and large areola.

“Those are nice,” he said and squeezing the nipples hard, rolling them around between his fingers. It hurt, but I didn’t cry out. Then he placed a nipple clamp on each.

Oh God, it had been a long time since a man was rough with my nipples.

“Sit your ass back down and don’t cover your tits” he demanded, and I complied.

Christ my ass hurt when it hit the seat, but my pussy was flowing.

I was sitting in a straight back chair and he stood behind me and put both hands on my shoulders.  His touch was firm, and he massaged my muscles with a welcome expertise.

“You’re tense” he observed.  ‘Of course. I’m stiff. I have no idea what the fuck you’re gonna do next,’ I thought but kept my mouth closed.  You don’t backtalk the master!

He tied my arms and behind me and to the chair.  Next, he knelt and pushed my legs apart and took a long look at my pussy, before he tied each of my legs to the corresponding chair leg.   He slid his hand to my breasts and fondled them, adjusting the clips.  Fuck I thought my nipples would burst.  He lowered his hands to my pussy and ran one finger up and down my slit.  He didn’t penetrate.  His touch was light, and I shivered at the pleasure. 

“Your wet” he observed.  “That’s a little naughty” he mused, then paused and there was a long silence.  I sat waiting, quiet, and motionless. 

Then he moved his finger to my clit and rubbed it tenderly.  I moaned; I couldn’t help it.  Fuck that felt good.  He sped his hand up and I lay my head back and closed my eyes.  Oh God, he was good at that.  He sure knew what he was doing, and I was getting close.  My thighs started to tense and began to spasm a little.  I was getting so close.  Oh, Fuck! just a few more seconds.  He increased his speed again and pushed a tad harder.  His finger was flying over my hard-little bud.  Then he stopped cold and removed is hand and straightened up.

I crashed.  I was all set and ready; right on the edge; just a few more fucking strokes.  It was going to be a good one.  A fucking great one.  I was going to shake like shit, but nothing.  Just disappointment.

Harold had taken something from the bag on Jerry’s desk and was coming back to me. 

“You’re a slut!” he declared.  “You need to be punished.”

He held a dildo, with big bumps and other protrusions from its shaft.  It did look like something that would punish and it gave me more than a little anxiety.  Submission is all about good fun, but the catch is that the master is in charge of defining “fun”, and his opinion and mine don’t always match. 

He held up the dildo as he approached, and it began to rotate.  It was electric and those protrusions whipped around.  Fucking thing was also loud.  It made an intrusive clacking sound along with the motor noise.

I frowned and tried to close my legs, but they were bound tight.  I really didn’t want that thing inside me.  This game was getting a little scary and I pulled and tugged at the ropes and eventually tipped over the chair.  Fuck that hurt!

Harold just stood over me and shook his head.  “That calls for an extra dose of punishment” he declared solemnly and tipped my chair back up.  The toy was still spinning and whirring.

Then he held it against my opening and worked it up and down my slit a little.  It felt good but that thing was thick, and it still frightened me.  Then he shoved it in fast.  No four-play, just wham.  All the way in.

Oh God, what a shock.  I panted a little.  It really spread me.  Then he moved it and it wasn’t so bad.  It had wider parts and slimmer parts and some of those bumps spun around like a finger teasing my opening.  After I loosened up and got used to the width and it felt pretty good.  He pumped me with it, slowly, languidly and that was fantastic. 

He worked it like an expert, getting me more and more excited and upping the tempo a little at a time.  I wanted to throw my cunt at that thing, anxious for the next thrust.  Oh God, it was marvelous and when he hit the speed control and it spun like a fucking top, I thought I would pass out from the pleasure.  Oh, fuck I was cuming.  I could feel it building.  Fuck, I was close.  So, fucking close.

Oh God, here it comes.  I was whimpering and begging.  I knew I wasn’t supposed to talk.  Silence!  That’s the golden rule of the master.  But it felt so God Damn wonderful. 

Suddenly it stopped spinning and he froze his hand.  It was in me, but there was no motion and I couldn’t flex my hips to give me some slide.  That wondrous, huge orgasm that was ready to rush through me, never happened and I cursed.

“Not very ladylike” he chided and untied my hands. 

“Untie your legs and get your ass back to your desk” he ordered.  “This is a place of business.  I have some calls to make and be sure you unlock that outer door.”

I did as instructed, but it worried me.  I wasn’t exactly wearing office attire and Jerry would have a fit if any of anyone walked in and saw me.  My blouse was see-through, my nipples were sticking out of my bra, my skirt was too short to hide my stocking tops and I wasn’t wearing any panties.  I assumed that I could pull off the nipple clips and button-up.  I didn’t ask permission, I just did it. 

I busied myself at the desk for about a half an hour, hoping every second that none of Jerry’s clients would walk through that door.

Then my worst fears were realized.  Someone opened the door.  He was tall with a nice smile and I’d never seen him before.  I knew most of Jerry’s clients, but I’d never seen this guy. 

“Hi! I’m Tommy Cass and I need to see Jerry” he greeted.  His eyes were roaming all over me.  

“He’s not it.  Out of town” I informed, trying to look as business-like I could with my tits on full display.

He was in his mid-thirties and well-proportioned and I was sitting there like a stripper ready to grab the pole.  Speaking of poles, I could see I was having quite an effect on him.  His package was impressive.

“I need him right away.  It can’t wait” he demanded.

“If you give tell me the nature of the problem, I’ll try and reach him” I assured.

This guy had tall legs and his crotch was a few inches higher than my reception desk.  I could tell from the way he was looking at me and the pulsing in his pants, that this guy was ready to play.  Whatever his emergency, it wasn’t the only thing on his mind.

“Can I help?” Harold’s voice startled me.  He was standing in Jerry’s office doorway pretending that he worked here.  Fuck, I was sure that I was going to get fired.

“Yes, I need some advice” declared the stranger.  There was urgency in his voice.

“You seemed stressed” Harold judged.

“I am” answered the stranger.

“When I’m stressed, I like to let it out.  Find some sexy thing to fuck!” advised Harold.

“What’d you say?” the stranger replied, looking at Harold in amazement.  It was the first time he had taken his eyes off of me.

“I said that the best way to relieve stress is to fuck!  I’ll bet Helen here can help you out.”

Tommy Cass looked back at me and there was plenty of interest.  Now that the subject was out on the table, he was obviously willing to pursue it.  I just sat there wishing I wasn’t wearing Harold’s idea of a low rent whore.

“Spread your legs, Helen.  Let him see the prize” Harold demanded.

I didn’t know what to do.  I was supposed to be watching Jerry’s business and I was on the clock.  But my master was telling me to act like a super slut.  I was positive I was going to get fired.  Saying “No” to Harold, just wasn’t in me.  My only option was to rock this new guy’s world so much that he would never want to squeal on me, just in case he wanted to come back for seconds

He was still standing there waiting.  Looking at my legs.  So, I pushed back my chair a few feet to give him a better view.  Then I smiled coyly and spread my legs. 

Tommy took a deep breath, eyes glued on my labia.  I checked out his crotch and it looked like he had a snake in there that was moving around.  Then our eyes locked, and he could tell I was in play.

“Touch it for him” Harold ordered, and I ran a finger up and down my slit a couple of times, then dipped two in.   I gave out a little whimper when my pussy spread.  Our eyes were locked the whole time.  I winked and gave him a ‘come get me smile’.

“You kids play.  I’ll lock the door” announced Jerry.

I rose from my chair and nestled up against Tommy, pushing my tits against his chest.  Then stuck my fingers in his mouth.  The wet ones.

He sucked on those two digits eagerly and had his hand up my skirt in a flash.  He was sly about it and I didn’t realize he had moved his hand until I felt his fingers going in.  I was wet and he shoved in three.  I moaned and let my weight drop a little to make sure they were all the way in.  Then he curled them.

I pulled him back a few steps and sat on the edge of my desk, legs spread wide and he bunched those three fingers and pumped them like crazy.  Oh Fuck, that felt good.  I snuck a quick glance at Harrold to make sure it was ok to enjoy this, and he nodded.  Then I lost myself in Tommy Cass. He hammered me like a teenager who had just discovered pussy, while his tongue went down my throat.  I came quickly.  Oh God, it was a gut-wrencher.  A lot bigger than I expected, and Tommy held me while I shook.  My body clinging to his.  At least a minute passed before I whispered in his ear, “I need your cock inside of me.”

I reached down and grabbed his dick.  He was already dropping his pants and I wrapped my fingers around that baby.  It wasn’t the largest I’d ever had, but it was thicker than most and I was sure looking forward to that.  I couldn’t wait to get it in me, and I pressed his cockhead against my slit and slid it up and down.  I was wet and pre-cum was pouring out of his pee hole.  It was like I had a slip and slide down there.  Then he twitched his hips and he was in. 

I glanced over at Harrold and he was rubbing his crotch and watching us.  I leaned back across my desk and Tommy went to work with his long, hard lunges.  He was an energetic guy and the force of his thrusts were pushing me away and across the desktop.  I was still a submissive and I wasn’t sure of the protocol, but the urge to vocalize was overwhelming. I was going over the top and couldn’t help it.  “Fuck me harder” I scream.  “Oh, God! Harder, Harder!” I demanded.  Tommy responded by grabbing my thighs and pulling me back toward him, then locking his arms around my thighs while he just kept pumping.  God he was a brute and his cock was deliciously thick.  I just laid back and drifted into a carnal bliss.

I felt hands on my tits and opened my eyes.  Harold was squeezing the shit out of my nipples.  He pinched them hard and it hurt, but the pain was all mixed in with the pleasure and it just added to the sensations rushing through me.  Then he leaned further over and rubbed my clit. 

Holly fuck that sent me into overdrive and I started flinging my ass around and thrusting my hips up to meet Tommy’s hardness.  Tommy was standing and swinging his hips like he was a wrecking ball and I was that door he was knocking down.  He had one hand on each of my legs, holding them up and spread.  In short, I was getting royally fucked. Plus, Harold was working my clit, and believe me he has masterful hands.  The guy sure knows how to jack a clit.  Makes a girl think it’s the fucking center of her being.

Harold had dropped his pants and his balls were swinging just above my face.  God, I love the way a man smells down there.  So raw and primitive.  So, I opened my mouth, sucked on his sack, and reached up to jack his cock with my hands.  Tommy really packed a punch and Harold’s attention to my clit added another level of ecstasy that was rushing through me.  Blasting through me would be a better description because I was exploding with sexual elation and rhapsody.  

I don’t know how many times I came, but the guys were far from done.  They both blew their juice and then switched things around.  Harrold took charge as soon as Tommy squirted and went soft.  He reached in his bag and found a thin dildo and told Tommy to shove that up my ass.  Tommy did just that and wasn’t very gentle about it.  But I soon forgave him, because he put his mouth on my clit and his fingers up my snatch and hand fucked the shit out of me. 

While Tommy was tuning up my asshole, Harold pulled me across the desk a little, until my head was hanging off the edge.  Then he slipped his cock down my throat to the hilt. I love to give deep throat and hanging upside down like that just makes me better at it.  No craning my neck to get into the right position.  I just opened up and let him slide in.

Harold was getting his jollies, but so was I.  Tommy had quite a mouth and my clit was sending me one orgasm after another.  His fingers pumping my pussy were also no slouch.  Tommy definitely knew how to excite a girl. 

They fucked me the rest of the morning. Harold had a whole collection of toys and they used several of those to tease and torment me.  Tommy caught on quickly to Harold’s little game of lighting me up and then not letting me finish and much of the morning was total frustration.  If I’d been the stronger partner, I would’ve grabbed their dicks and screamed “Leave it in.”   Tommy also loved to have his ass licked and I gave him two rim jobs. 

*****

Tommy took off a little after one o’clock, so Harrold and I went down to the food court to catch a late lunch.  Harold made me change back into my less revealing blouse, but I kept on the short skirt.  He also stuffed a vibrator up my pussy and slipped the remote control into his suit pocket.  We sat at a table for about a half an hour just talking and being normal people, but Harold was distracted and kept looking around. Suddenly he got up and walked to a nearby table.

“Hi, fellows” he greeted as he slid into an empty seat. 

“Sorry to interrupt but are any of you interested in fucking my girlfriend over there” and they all looked toward me.  I was showing a lot of leg and I wondered if my pussy was on display but was afraid to close my legs while they were watching.  I just froze.

“I confess that I like to watch” he informed and slid the remote across the table to one of the men.

They looked like construction workers. They were young and dressed in jeans and t-shirts.  Form-fitting t-shirts at that. Probably remodeling somewhere in the building.

“Go ahead give it a try” Harold urged.  “It controls the vibrator up her snatch.”

One of them cranked it up to full and I squirmed in my seat and threw my head back a little.

That did it.  They were hooked.

“Better turn it down or she’ll be rolling around on the floor and cuming right here in the food court.  Why don’t we go up to my office and have some fun?” suggested Harold.

They were at me before the elevator doors even closed.  There were seven of us in the small confinement and one of the guys behind me was rubbing my ass and trying to slide his hand up my skirt.  The elevator stopped on three and two women got off.  Then we were alone and they were pawing me and pressing that remote with delight. 

Harold hadn’t lied to them.  He did love to watch, and they fucked me for a couple of hours.  When I had sucked them all dry they dug into Harold’s magic bag and got real inventive. 

I closed the office early that day and went home exhausted with an aching cunt.  I hoped like hell my husband wouldn’t want to fuck tonight.  I just didn’t have anything left.  Besides, I was chock full of seven guy’s syrup and I was damn sure he didn’t want to stick his dick or tongue into that concoction.

Probably wouldn’t have really mattered.  Just sped up the ultimate resolution.  One of these days, Harold isn’t going to let me go home.  I know that one day he’ll call and say pack a suitcase because you’re mine and I’m tired of sharing. 

*****
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