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My Secret Porn Film

It was a hot Sunday afternoon in the suburbs.  The kids were swimming, the husbands were golfing and doing lawn things and the wives were drinking Moscow Mules while keeping one eye on the pool.  They figured that if the noise level stayed constant, then no one was at risk.  Quiet or louder, spelled trouble and called for intervention.  Otherwise, down the hatch.

“We can’t all be porn stars like Melonie” declared Virginia Halstead a little too viciously.

Melonie shrank at the comment as the other four women looked in her direction.  She knew she shouldn’t have told them.  It had been a year ago on one of those ‘let’s share secrets’ kind of afternoons.  Melonie didn’t mean to tell them.  It was something she was going to take to her grave, but all of a sudden it just came out.  Too much wanting to belong and way too much liquor.  It had been margaritas that day.  Tequila is the drink of the devil, she thought.

No matter how hard she tried, Melonie never quite fit in.  Oh, they were polite enough and they included her in almost everything, but there just wasn’t that closeness, that chemistry that made the relationship flow free and easy.  That intimate chumminess that some women share.  Melonie had never experienced it. She just wanted to fit in and before she knew it, she was spilling her guts about one of her most private moments.

Melonie was prettier than the other wives and a few years younger.  If she had been more outgoing and girly she might have been able to overcome their envy.  But women are women and when the claws come out, someone is going to get scratched.  It’s like a knife in some cultures.  You just can’t put it back in the scabbard unblooded.

Melanie didn’t have the tits of Gail Cannery.  Talk about endowed.  Or the long, legs of Kimberly.  But in every other category, Melonie ran away with the prize, and it didn’t help that the other husbands all wanted a taste of luscious Melanie.  She could tell about those things and so could the other wives sitting at the table.  Every one of them was convinced their husbands had fucked them more than once, while privately thinking about sweet Melonie.  Her shapely legs, perfect ass, and cute, firm petite breasts.  Melanie had an angelic face, long flowing black hair, and a perfectly proportioned body on a small frame.  The fact that she had studied classical ballet just added to her appeal in the eyes of men and Melonie had to admit that her dancer's thighs were magnificent.  More than one man had told her that they called to him across the room.

It was just a come-on line of course.  But she’d heard it repeatedly, so there must be some truth to it.  It seems that every guy in the world wants to fuck a dancer and ballet dancers are at the top of the list, right above strippers.  Melonie shifted in her seat at the attention of the other women and her cheeks colored a bit.

“Now Virginia” cautioned Sally Everson.  “We all agreed that those secrets would not be repeated.  If I had Melonie’s body, I might have done the same when I was younger.  Haven’t any of you ever just wanted to throw convention to the wind and do something deliciously naughty?”

“Sorry Melonie,” said Virginia, but her voice lacked sincerity.

Melonie wondered if Virginia knew how many times, she had turned down her husband’s advances. The man just would not take no for an answer.  He offered his bedroom services at every opportunity and hinted more than once that his wife was a “cold fish” as he called her.  Maybe I should take good, old Ted for a little ride.  Payback’s a bitch, thought Melonie.  Lucky for Virginia I’m not the slut she imagines.

Many women have a sex tape in their history.  A boyfriend or a husband gets a little frisky with the camera and suddenly half the world is watching you fuck.  For some women, it’s a bit of a badge of honor.  All those men getting off on “little ol me”; it’s kind of a secret thrill.  But Melonie’s was in a full-blown skin flick, with lights, camera, and “Billy the Bat” as the star slugger.

It had been five years ago.  Melonie’s husband had tried to start his own business and things just didn’t go his way.  They were penniless and didn’t have money for rent, power, or food.  The car had been repossessed and Melonie was working for minimum wage handing out fast food through a drive-up window and taking the public bus back and forth to work. They were desperate for cash and her child was hungry.

Her husband Jerry had some provocative pictures of Melonie and was showing them around in a bar one night.  He was drunk and feeling sorry for himself and needed the ego boost that a beautiful, desirable wife could provide.  One of the patrons was in the porn business and expressed interest in Melonie.  He was a bit of a slick operator, but his cash was green, and he seemed to have plenty of it.  He assured that he would pay top dollar for some erotic footage of the lovely and alluring Melonie.

It took some doing to convince Melonie, but Jerry eventually broke her down.  His persistent persuading was one factor, but the lights going off and no money to pay the bill was the decider.  They sat arguing about eating cold soup straight from the can because the electric company wanted a deposit to turn the juice back on.  Actually, it was the thought of a little fun that finally pushed her over the top.  Their sex life had been in the toilet.  Jerry was so anxiety-ridden that he hadn’t had an erection in months and Melonie was so disappointed in their marriage that she didn’t want to share his bed.  In fact, she was wondering why they were even still together, except she had cosigned for all his business debts and figured it would be cheaper to work them out together than run two households.

The audition was nothing like Melonie expected. Clint, her husband’s new friend, turned out to be a handsome man in his early thirties, stylishly dressed.  He was tall, blond, and well-built with mischievous eyes and a honeyed tongue that dripped more compliments than Melonie had ever dreamed existed.  Every one of them praising Melonie’s womanly virtues, and each charmingly delivered. If she’d met this man during her dating years, she would have spread her legs the first night.  Maybe even in a restaurant bathroom or in the parking lot right after dinner.

“Have a seat” Clint said, motioning to the couch as he eased himself into the chair behind his desk.  “By the way, I am taping this interview,” he added.  “By God, your pictures don’t do you justice.  You are magnificent.”

Clint’s staring both excited and unnerved Melonie.  “I do look good,” she thought to herself as she squirmed in her seat.  She had spent hours getting ready and selecting her outfit.  Rejecting more than half of her wardrobe in the process, but finally deciding on a red blouse that split up the front, exposing the base of her breasts, and a short black skirt, with leather laces on one thigh.  The combination of tease and tucked-away was captivating and the effect was more than apparent on Clint.

Melanie was braless of course, and her nipples played delicately against the thin material of her blouse. They were embarrassingly erect, and she knew they were showing through.   Melanie was exceedingly nervous and crossed and recrossed her legs under Clint’s continuous scrutiny, but despite her anxiety, she had the presence of mind to flex her calf muscles during each cross.  Well-defined calf muscles were one of Melanie’s strong suits. 

Men always commented on their perfection and Clint did not seem to be an exception.  She was also virtually certain that she had given Clint more than one quick glimpse of her red satin panties.  A certainty that thrilled her more than she expected.  “What the hell” she thought.  “I’m here to show him everything, aren’t I?”

“Please ignore the camera” he cautioned.  “I just need to know, how the camera sees you.  You’d be surprised how many beautiful women, just aren’t camera friendly.  Act natural and be yourself.  Pornography isn’t about acting.  It’s about getting off and sharing that experience with the world through the camera.  Are you ready for that?”

“Yes” responded Melanie.  “I need the cash.”

Clint got to his feet and came out from around the desk.  Then he stepped to a large LCD screen on a stand and turned it to face Melanie.  It showed her sitting on the couch, legs crossed showing lots of thigh.

“That’s how you look.  The camera loves you and men will pay a lot of money to watch you fucking some guy.  Do you like big cocks or regular-sized?” Clint asked.

The question caught Melanie by surprise.  “I, I, I don’t think I have a preference.  But I don’t think I’ve ever had a really big one,” she stuttered.

“Some women love the big ones.  Something about the spread giving them extra pleasure,” responded Clint as he approached her.

Clint stopped right in front of her.  Melanie was seated and Clint was standing.  The bulge in his pants could not be missed and Melanie wondered if that was the big one, he was talking about.  She could swear that she smelled his desire, but she was extremely nervous and brushed off the thought as ridiculous.  However, the idea excited her, and she could feel some moisture flow.

“Oh, Fuck!” she thought. I’m probably going to have to undress and he’s going to see my wet spot.

Clint put his right hand on Melanie's cheek and tilted her head up.  “You have amazing eyes as well,” he commented.  “You’re quite the package.”

He fondled the side of her face for a moment.  “The second requirement for a good porn shoot is your willingness to go with the flow.  If some guy sticks a cock in your mouth, you need to be ready to do your best.  Just like he was the hottest stud in the circus, and you were dying to earn the right to get fucked proper.”

Melanie paused for a moment as Clint slid his hand around to the back of her neck and she didn’t resist when he pulled her mouth into contact with his crotch.  Melanie opened her mouth and using her lips and tongue searched for the contours of his cock and balls through the thin material of his expensive Italian silk suit.  Now she was certain that she could smell his arousal.  At the same time, she snaked her hands up and down the back of his legs and grasped his butt. 

“Nice tight ass,” she thought, grinding her mouth harder into his pants. Suddenly gripped by desires that surprised her, she desperately wanted what lay inside.

It had been a long time since Melanie had sex and even longer since she’d been sated.  When she finally got Clink’s cock in her mouth, she devoured it. Clint had had his dick sucked by hundreds of girls, but he was groaning like crazy at Melanie’s oral attentions, and that inflamed Melanie’s passion even more.

Clint put his hand on the back of her head, giving it firm, but gentle pressure.  Melanie swallowed more and more of it.  It had to be eight inches and she had almost all of it in her mouth and down her throat.  She began to gag, but he resisted her attempt to back off.  She choked and thought she was going to retch, but didn’t.

Her eyes were watering and she looked up at Clint.  “Easy baby, you can do this,” he urged.

She coughed up some saliva and it made his shaft slicker and he released his pressure and she fucked him with her mouth.  She noticed how his cock throbbed against her lips and in her mouth.  She’d never had that sensation before and it excited her.  She reached up to massage his balls with one hand and explored his ass crack and butt hole with the other. 

Clint was groaning and swinging his hips and his shaft was flying in and out of her eager mouth.  She could taste his pre-cum and her lust overcame her.  She clamped her mouth tighter and bobbed her head faster.  Her fingers raced over his balls, like scurrying spiders and she stuck a finger up his butt hole.  Melanie did not know this person, the one who was desperate to make a stranger cum, or brave enough to violate his ass.

“You have to stop, I’m gonna cum,” warned Clint.

But his words excited Melanie, not deterred.  She grabbed his ass with both hands and pulled him into her, anxious to feel his warm cum fill her mouth.

Clint pushed her away and jerked his cock out of her mouth.

She landed back on the couch, her legs askew, her short skirt hiked up around her hips, and her red panties on full display. 

“Sorry, I want to be inside you when I cum,” explained Clint, his eyes locked on her red panties.  Melanie was soaking wet and the thin silk clung to her vaginal curves like it was painted on.

Clint reached down and touched her opening, his fingers sinking in as far as the material would allow.

“Oh God, I want to fuck!  Please fuck me,” Melanie begged. 

By way of reply, Clint pushed the hem of her panties aside and thrust in his fingers.  Her pussy welcomed him by flowing around his hand, literally sucking it in.  She thrust up against his hand and pumped her hips.  Clint wiggled his fingers for a few strokes, then curled them, searching for her G-spot.

“Oh God,” she moaned, throwing her cooze at this hand as his fingers scraped along her G.

Clint had four fingers in her, bunched together like a wedge and he thrust it repeatedly into her opening.  Melanie met every penetration by flexing her hips and trying to climb up his hand.  At the end of each thrust, she could feel the bridge of his hand stretch her opening wider than she had ever experienced and it gave her a delicious, unbelievable sensation.  She could not get enough of that stretch.

Then she came again and spasmed uncontrollably.

Clint took the opportunity to slip off her panties, then lay beside her.  Melanie helped by raising her ass, then she let her blouse drop and reached for his cock.

“Oh God those are lovely,” Clint announced. 

“I want you inside of me,” she declared and rolled slightly to open her legs to him.

Clint rolled and he was in.  Then he dropped his weight.

“Fuck, that feels marvelous,” moaned Melanie as Clint began to fuck in earnest. 

Melanie’s husband was a mild man and a docile lover.  She was a beautiful woman, but shy and did not mix well in groups.  She had not had many lovers and had never been with a raging bull like Clint.  Never experienced his brand of raw animal passion.  Never been overwhelmed by the ancient urge to just fuck, and fuck, just for the sake of fucking.

The passion and sexual heat of Clint were contagious and she flung her pussy at Clint’s cock, ever eager and urgent to envelop it and feel its hardness slide along the sensitive walls of her vaginal opening.

When they came it was body-racking.  Melanie had cum several times, but Clint just powered through them, but when he finally cut loose and she felt his body jerk and his cock swell and his warm juice flowed, something snapped in her and it felt like her whole body had been electrified.  The energy, or release, or carnal discharge, shot through her in hot waves of ecstasy and she was racked with quivers and spasms and uncontrolled shaking. Temporarily spent, Melanie lay in Clint’s arms for several minutes to recover.

Melanie was the first to speak.  “So was that an audition or training or what?” she asked, as Clint lay beside her, their arms entangled, their bodies still wanting the other.

“Some, but to be honest, it was mostly just because I wanted to,” he replied.

“Then we could do it again?” answered Melanie, reaching for his limp cock and stroking it back to life.

*****

Melanie fucked three guys that day, not including Clint, and three more on the second shoot.  Not just quick romps, but long, multi-position marathon fucks.  The kind that racks your body with more orgasms than you can count and leaves you exhausted and drained.

She had never had so much fun in her whole life and every orifice she had pulsed with both desire and fatigue.  She had learned more about her sexual self in forty-eight hours than she had in twenty-five years.

She didn’t know that she could take a long cock all the way down her throat.  That a thick cock, was a delicious experience and that extra few millimeters of spread could be a life-altering sensation. That a few beads up the ass, could tighten a girl right up and make a thin cock, feel like a thick one. After all, there is only so much room in there.  That you could slow a man down, but also keep him hard, by touching him in just the right spot.

But her favorite lesson was that she could sit astride a man in the cowgirl position and play to her heart's content.  Cum as many times as she wanted,  as long as she could keep him hard, but not let him shoot.  The other girls called it the cowgirl, but Melanie called it, the “I’m in control” position.

However, as much fun as porn could be, it had a dark side and it wasn’t for her.  The bills were paid and there was cash in the bank.  So, she thanked Clint and said “Sorry, this has been fun, but it just isn’t me!”

“If you run short of cash, come back and see me,” he offered.

I definitely will” replied Melanie. “If you promise me another audition,” she added giving him a wink.  Then she walked off, giving her saucy ass some extra swing.

*****

Suddenly, Melanie’s reverie was broken.  She was back in the conversation.  Around her, the girls were still gabbing, but the topic has shifted to the coming school play. 

Melanie looked at Virginia Miller.  “What a bitch,” she thought. 

Then she imagined teaching Virginia’s husband Ted a few tricks.  He wasn't a bad-looking man and there was part of Melanie that missed a strange cock.  A little revenge sex might be fun.  Give the action some extra spice.

But I’m not that kind of girl!   Am I?  Melanie felt a twinge between her legs.  Were her panties getting wet at the thought of giving Ted a ride?


The Stranger in the Next Room

Tisha Parks, Tish to her friends, rushed out of her hotel room and down the quiet corridor.  She was late for a meeting and Tish prided herself on her punctuality.  The man coming toward her was tall and well built, a real hunk.  He looked like an ad for GQ in his three-piece green suit.  It was tailored to perfection and fit in all the right places.  Tish tried not to stare.  “If I wasn’t in a hurry,” she thought and then pushed the notion aside.  They passed without making eye contact, but a few steps later Tish couldn’t resist a last glance.

She turned, fully expecting a view of him walking away.  But he had also stopped and turned, hoping to be treated to a glimpse of Tish’s tight ass swinging provocatively.  Tish froze, caught in the act.  Both of them.  What now?

The man smiled, amusement playing across his handsome features.  There was mischief in his eyes.  A playfulness that put Tish at ease.  Then he tipped his head and turned away.

Three hours later Tish sat in the hotel bar surrounded by mid-level executives of her company.  Tish hated these kinds of events.  She was never sure how to act or dress for this sort of business function.  Dinner, a short inspirational speaker, then drinks.  It wasn’t exactly the office, but it wasn’t party time either. 

Office dress was easy for men.  Clean shirt, a blue or grey suit, and a tie that didn’t clash.  But for Tish, the proper attire was more complicated.  If she dressed like a man, all covered up and formal, that just felt weird. Tish knew women that dressed that way, and it didn’t seem to serve them well.  At the other end of the spectrum was office sexy, which just led to constant conflict.  A never-ending stream of offers from men who thought a hot cock was one that lasted a full minute. 

Tish had always gone down the middle.  She kept it conservative, not trying to mask her womanly charms, but making sure that they were mostly covered.  With Tish’s assets, it would have been a losing battle anyway.  Men can sniff out sex appeal. You can’t ever really hide it.

Tish had long, taut, and elegantly shaped legs.  Her stomach was reasonably flat, her C-cup chest was impossible to miss and at thirty-five, her ass was still tight.  Add a pretty face, green eyes, blonde hair, and an overly sensuous mouth and you had a woman that just naturally stirred a man’s innards.

Tish knew that she was a hottie. She had developed early and had long ago become inured to men’s attentions. There were six of them around the table. Tish was the only woman. At one time or another, each had suggested a liaison. Some openly, others slyly, so that the attempt could be denied in case it was rebuffed. None had succeeded. Tish had shut them all down, firmly. But they persisted. Not openly or continuously, but often enough to make her dread their collective company.

The alcohol had been flowing for about half an hour, not counting the wine with dinner nor the aperitif during dessert, and the jokes were getting bawdy. The words “cock” and “cunt” and “fuck” were being freely used. The cocktail waitress delivered a drink for Tish accompanied by a piece of Godiva white chocolate.

“Complements of the gentlemen in the green suit” she announced.

“Oh God, that’s good. It tastes like raspberries,” exclaimed Tish, taking a tentative sip. “What is it?”

“It’s called a Chambord Kiss.  I don’t know what’s in it. You’d have to ask the bartender” the girl replied.

Tish looked around the room and spotted the man that she had met in the hallway.  She tipped her glass and nodded her head to him.

“Someone’s got the hots for the ice queen” jibed Charlie Winters.

“Cool it” commanded Jay Falcone.

“Thank you, Jay,” responded Tish.

The banter continued and the dirty jokes flowed faster than the alcohol.  Tish joined right in. After all, she was just one of the boys, wasn’t she?  But it gave her a secret thrill to use phrases like “slow fuck” and “hard cock” in front of the group. She knew it tightened their pants a little to hear those words roll off of her sensuous tongue.

When no one was looking, she cast a glance toward the stranger, and periodically he looked back, and their eyes met. Under other circumstances, Tish might have joined him. She was married, but what the fuck? A little flirtation would add some spice to her life. She would never sleep with him. That was a line Tish had never crossed. She loved her kids, her husband, and her life. Straying, jumping on a stranger's hard cock just for a romp wasn’t who Tish was.

*****

Twenty minutes later Tish called it quits.  She could only take so much of the boys, and she had reached her limit.  She had drunk too much, and her tongue had gotten looser than she liked.  But no damage was done.  She was going to bed alone and that was the way the evening was supposed to end. 

Tish turned as she stepped into the elevator and was a little startled to find the stranger in the green suit standing next to her. Tish nodded politely but said nothing. As the elevator hauled them skyward, making several stops along the way, the silence between them grew ever more awkward.

“Thank you for the drink. It was delicious. I ordered another” she finally blurted.

“My pleasure.  It was the least I could do. You seemed rather caught, with that group.  Were they your colleagues?” he spoke excellent English, but his accent was unmistakably French.

Tish had had a French lover once. He gave excellent oral and whispered French phrases in her ear at the height of her passion.  She could feel her panties getting very moist. She needed a distraction.  Any distractions.

“What was it called?” she asked.

“A Chambord Kiss” he answered softly.

“How’s it made?”

“Chambord and Irish Cream, equal parts.”

“I’d never heard of Chambord.”

“It’s made from Raspberries.”

“Well, it was elegant. Thank you” she replied, turning to look at him.

The elevator door opened, and they walked down the hall side by side, but in silence.  Tish stopped at her door, turned, and said, “Good night and thanks again.”

“My pleasure madam” the man replied, stopping only a few feet away and sliding his key card into the electronic lock. They exchanged surprise glances.  They were in adjoining rooms.

“Good night,” Trish said again, much more nervously this time.

“Bonne nuit” he echoed.  (French for good night)

“Merci monsiour,” replied Trish, breaking into a smile, that was almost a laugh.  His charm was exciting,  compelling, and she was drawn to it.  She paused for one indecisive moment, and he paused too.  They each froze in their own doorway, uncertain which way fate would twist.

Then Trish propelled herself into her room, quickly shut the door behind her, then leaned against it.  Her breathing heavy, her heart racing, and her panties dripping with desire.

*****

It had been a long day.  Tish hated traveling from the west coast to the east. You had to get up ungodly early to catch your flight, then when you landed everything was three hours off. Then it was bedtime, their time, but you were still wired from travel and still three hours behind. That meant you’d be short on sleep and eating breakfast at 4 AM your time.  It was just the shits and sent her body clock spinning. 

Besides, that man in the green suit had disarmed her.  He really got her juices flowing.  Tish was a lusty woman by nature.   Hot pants, her husband called her, and he was good about attending to her needs.  But he was four thousand miles away and she was on her own. No sense trying to sleep, she thought “That alcohol will probably put me right out, but then I’ll be wide awake at four in the morning and won’t be able to get back to sleep”.  Tish was a girl that needed a schedule and traveling was the shits.

Tish glanced around the empty room. That bed sure looked inviting. She stripped off her clothes, dug into her suitcase in search of her personal travel companion, then stretched out in the middle of the bed.  The vibrator wasn’t that large. It didn’t give her the thick insertion that she craved, but it had several speeds and motions and had a curve that reached her G spot.

When Tish stripped off her panties, she was amazed how wet they were.  Was that the stranger?  All sorts of situations warmed Tish up and wet panties weren’t a surprise.  But these were wetter than usual. At some point in the evening, she’d been flowing like a river.  Tish spread her legs, selected her favorite setting, and started with her clit. It didn’t take her long to get off, but the orgasm was deeper than usual.  A real gut twister and she cried out loudly as she threw her body wildly.

Tish was a moaner. She expressed her sexuality openly and orally. She couldn’t help it.  It was just part of who she was. Despite the intensity of her orgasm, it left Tish unsatisfied. She caressed herself with both hands, one searching out her clit and the other dipping as deep inside her as her hands would reach.  Then she switched to the toy and pushed it in until it made contact with her G. After that it was full power to the vibrator and the other hand on her clit.  Tish’s moans grew louder and louder and she screamed when the release rushed over her.  Then she lay panting, her breasts heaving from the exertion.

A loud knock at the door startled her and Tish froze.  She decided to ignore it. At first, she thought it was the hallway door. Had she put out the do not disturb sign? Oh God, she hoped it wasn’t one of those clowns she worked with. They wouldn’t dare?  Would they?

But the knocking was insistent, and Tish suddenly realized it was coming from the door to the adjoining room.

Tish went to the door and touched the wood.  “Yes.  What do you want?” she called in a breathless voice.

“I heard you scream,” the male voice answered.

“It was nothing.  No need to concern yourself” Tish assured, her voice shaky and uncertain.  Her legs were still weak from the overpowering orgasm that she had just enjoyed. 

“I would like to make sure that you are OK,” he replied.  His tone was insistent. 

Tish stood frozen and did not reply. 

“I can call the desk and have them check on you” he offered.

“Not necessary,” she insisted.

“Please open the door.  I heard you scream several times.  I need to make sure that you’re unharmed.”

*****

Later, on the plane home, Tish relived the incident.  She could not remember moving her hands to the latch or the motivation that drove her to such a foolish act.  But suddenly the door was open, and they were just inches apart.

“As you can see, I am fine” declared Tish, but her voice did not convey certainty. 

Tish had changed into her sleeping T-shirt.  It offered her more comfort than fancy lingerie.  This one hit Tish high on the thigh and clung to her like a second skin.  Portions were damp from her sweat and exertions. Tish’s nipples hardened as the man inspected her.  His eyes devouring every inch of her.

Tish wasn’t the only one getting eye fucked.  Her eyes were busy as well and every glance added to her wetness.  He was still dressed in his green suit pants but was naked to the waist.   His physique was impressive, much more than Tish had expected.  His chest muscles were pronounced, his stomach amazingly ripped, and his biceps bulged invitingly.  It was all Tish could do not to reach out and touch them and she felt her legs weakening again. 

“I’m sorry to disturb you,” he declared.

Tish never saw his hand move until she felt it caressing her wetness.  He had a tender touch, the kind that melts a woman, and builds a fire in her.  One that begs to be quenched.  Without even thinking about it, Tish leaned into his hand, spreading her legs slightly to give him more entry.  Then she moaned long and slow that left no question of her pleasure.

“That’s some of what I heard,” he announced. Then he pushed her back onto the bed. Tish landed on her back, face-up, legs spread.  He knelt and put his mouth between her legs.  She moaned again, much louder as his tongue lapped at her entrance and teased her labia.

Then he spread her labia lips with his fingers and slid his tongue along the groove between them.  Pressing firmly, so that the warmth and wetness of his mouth teased her most tender flesh. 

He licked and sucked and lapped at her for a long time. Periodically adjusting his attentions from firm and insistent to light and teasing.  Tish was squirming and writhing and groaning up a storm.  She could not remember the last time that she had felt such bliss and she lost count of her orgasms.  Each one was deeper and more powerful than the last.

Tish could feel her juices flowing like water and she could smell her sex filling the room.  Finally, she wrapped her legs around his head, and threw herself sideways.  The spasms racked her body and she lost control as she shook and shuddered and cried out a scream of ecstasy that filled the room.  Tish had never come so hard in her entire life, and she wanted more.

Tish was anxious to return the favor, but before she could recover, he spread her legs again and rammed his cock into her wet opening.

*****

The engines of the big plane roared, and Tish looked out the window as the clouds flew past.  She squirmed in her seat, remembering the power of his thrusts, the feel of his magnificent cock pushing her opening wider than ever.  He wasn’t as long as her husband, but he was thicker, and she relished the way his girth stretched her.

There was a special, deliciousness to his strokes as they forced her wider than she thought possible.  She was surprised it didn’t hurt, instead, it was wonderous. Perhaps the most marvelous feeling she had ever had. It filled her with lust and the overwhelming need to slam her pussy up to meet him so that he would never stop.

There was a fullness to it that she had never experienced and as he lunged into her, he whispered in her ear, French phrases of love and desire that spiraled her ever higher into a sexual euphoria. 

“Oh God, where have you been all my life,” she whispered and clung to him even tighter.

When he shot, he recovered quickly and then ravaged her again.  They had fucked for hours and when he finally went soft, she had sucked him back to life.  She could barely get her mouth around it, and it choked her, filling her mouth with saliva that made the swallowing easier.  She had wanted him to fuck her again, but he had gotten carried away, as had she.  Swallowing his load a second time in had been strangely satisfying.

Then she had straightened up and kissed him with his cum on her lips and some still in her mouth.  He could tell that she was not fully sated, so he went down on her again. After a few more releases, he reached for her vibrator and went back to work on her.  He got off on getting her off.  What a strange, wonderful man.

Tish crossed her legs, looked out the window again, and squirmed again in her seat.  God, she was horny.  She could hardly wait to get home, kiss her children, and feel her husband inside her.  It wouldn’t be as big, but Tish was hoping that it would do.


The Oral King - A Girl’s Best Friend

I hate pool parties. It seems like that’s all our little neighborhood group seems to do. I used to love them, but I guess everything gets old if you do it too much.  Even sex. Over the years I’ve fucked my husband, Peter, so many times, I don’t even want to think about doing it again. But there he is after every pool party. I call it his bikini boner. I should be pissed that he gets hard after gawking at all our neighbors dangling their stuff. But after fifteen years, what the fuck? He can get hard over anything he wants, just as long as he takes care of it himself. I know that’s mean, but a girl has to have limits.

If he’d show some spontaneity, it might be different. But he never does. It’s the same old wham, bam, thank you, mam, without the thank you and most of the bam! He hardly kisses me, and I can’t remember the last time he went down on me. I like that a lot. It has always been my favorite part. Of course, he still expects me to perform my oral duties. I wouldn’t mind if I got a little in return. It just isn’t fair.

I shouldn’t feel sorry for myself, from what I hear at bridge, I’m not the only lonely, neglected wife. There’s a lot of sexual frustration out there in suburbia. No wonder vibrator sales topped a billion dollars last year. When you consider that condoms are below 500 million, that’s a lot of women that aren’t getting laid.

Most of the moms in my neighborhood would kill for an afternoon with a hard cock.  If only the UPS man knew that. Come to think of it, I know a few pool boys who have figured it out. Me? A stiff one would be a nice diversion, but what I really need is a man who knows how to use his tongue.  That’s what I miss. A hot, talented tongue, parting my labia and letting its warm wetness seep into my special spots.  Oh, Fuck. I could lay there all day and just let Mr. Mouth do his thing. If only I knew a Mr. Mouth!

But those kinds of guys are hard to find. Ya can’t just up and ask them if they’re any good at pussy licking? They will all say yes, most of them anyway. I suppose I could just start holding auditions, going through men until I find an Oral King. If all I had to do was lay back and let them perform, I’d try that in an instant.  But the world doesn’t work that way. I’m a mom and a wife and have a job. Besides, they’d all want to fuck instead.

What was that they say about “everyone gets 30 seconds of fame.” Thirty seconds! A girl should be so lucky!

There has to be a better way to find a magic tongue. I’ve tried the mechanical ones. They’re not half bad, but they sure aren’t the real thing. When I start moaning, I want the guy to pick up the pace. I want to be driven over the top, and that requires a partner who is sensitive to my feedback. It’s just not as much fun sending myself.

I’ve gotten so desperate that I started examining mouths. When they first meet a guy, a girl eventually sneaks a glance at his bulge or lack thereof.  Some still measure the size of their thumbs, for Christ's Sake.  Bullshit dies hard. Well, I’m not a crotch watcher. I’ve given that up. I go for the lips and the tongue. Are they wet? Is it flexible? Can he curl it? I am constantly on a search for a lizard tongue. Then one night at, you guessed it, a pool party, I spotted one. Oh, My God, was it long and flexible!

He sure wasn’t the handsomest guy in the room. Balding and a little overweight, but God could he swirl that tongue around. He curled it up and sent it up the neck of a beer bottle, in search of the last drops. I’d seen a cocker spaniel do that once, no thanks, I’m not that kinky. But the bald guy, he has possibilities and I think about that tongue at least once a day.

For a while I figured, what the fuck! I can live without sex. I’m losing interest anyway. With the house and the kids and the bills and work, who has time? But then it hit me. A fucking hormone spike.

I guess some women get them about this age, mid-thirties. Pants so hot I just can’t sit still. I used to be able to shove my needs aside and get my pleasure from family life. But not anymore. I can’t think of anything but sex, and what I think of most, is a warm, wet tongue on my throbbing pussy.

I guess I didn’t get enough in high school and college. Boy did I love that oral. If a guy was good with his mouth, he struck gold with me. I’d do anything he wanted for a little tongue time. My husband never was very good at it, and he didn’t improve with age. Not sure why I even married him.

I loved him, despite his sexual shortcomings and he has been a good provider and given me wonderful kids. I figured that would be enough until this hormone thing hit me like a bolt out of the blue. Besides, he was the guy that I was dating when we all graduated, and it just seemed like the next step. Sometimes, life is just a huge game of musical chairs. Who was where, when the music stopped?

If I’d been dating Tyson Collins, at that point in time, my life would have been entirely different. Same neighborhood, same school for the kids, and about the same family income, but there’d be one big difference. I’d still be getting my pussy eaten. How do I know? Because I used to date Tye before I met Peter. I can’t remember why I let him go. I was a silly young girl and way too capricious. But my sorority sister, Allie knew a good thing when she saw it, or perhaps more properly, felt it.

Because Tye had a magic tongue. God could that man suck a clit. I get wet just thinking about it and he loved it. It wasn’t just a duty. He really fucking dug lapping at me. Well, not just me! From what I heard, The girls on campus called him the “Oral King.”  He never had a problem getting a date. All the girls wanted some of his magical attention, but he was mine, all mine, for a while anyway.

But now he belongs to Allie and to hear her tell it, he still has that marvelous tongue and is still eager to use it. I get wet every time I think about what he used to do to me. I’ve kept my figure pretty well. I was always more shapely than Allie and she has packed on a few pounds over the years. But that apparently hasn’t reduced Tye’s ardor because unless she’s lying to me, she gets her clit sucked a couple of times a week, minimum.

I wouldn’t mind pool parties if they weren’t so scripted. Most of us have lived in this neighborhood for five to ten years and I know exactly what everyone is going to say. They’re as boring as sex with my husband. I’ve heard it all before, especially the little flirtations and innuendos from the husbands.

I’m so horny I’m tempted to give some of them a try, but I play bridge with their wives. The word is that they’re all as orally challenged as my Peter. In fact, I suspect that Allie is the only one getting any tongue action at all.

I never realized that pussy eating was such a rare skill. I guess a guy really has to love it to keep at it.  The dick is the center of most men’s universe and that’s where they spend their energies. I remember Tyson telling me that every woman tasted different. I thought it was just a line. Every cock I’ve ever sucked was pretty much like the last one. I wonder if Tye remembers how I taste and if he ever wishes he had another chance. I guess I’ll never know. How the hell do you ask a man married to your closest friend a question like that?

I’ve considered women. The word is that they love sucking clit. But I tried girls once in college and it wasn’t my thing. I sure loved getting it. She had a magic fucking tongue, so soft and warm and wet. I came like a broken slot machine spitting quarters all over the floor. But giving it was another matter. She was sweet and understanding about it, but I could tell she was upset. I’m sure she went home and took care of herself because I sure didn’t.

There was a new couple across the pool. I don’t know if they just moved in, or if they were someone’s guests. He was a good lookin fox, well-muscled, and those speedo trunks didn’t make a girl guess about much. The guy was definitely packing; no question. His wife was a real flirt. Her tits damn near jumping out of that bikini and half a dozen of the local husbands looked like they were close enough to catch them.

They looked a little younger than the rest of us. This is an expensive neighborhood. He was either doing very well, very young, or one of them comes from money. 

“You are ogling the new meat,” Allie accused quietly as she took a seat beside me. We both sat there on the edge of the pool dangling our feet and sipping our drinks. Some concoction of fruit and alcohol. The names of the drinks are the only thing that changes at these parties.

“No not really” I replied, taking a long draw on my straw.

“Don’t kid me” challenged Allie. “He’s a good-looking guy with a full load and you haven’t been laid proper in years.”

“I don’t need to get laid. I need to get eaten,” I corrected.

“That’s just the appetizer. It needs to be followed up,” Allie corrected back.

“You're incorrigible. Does Tye know you talk like that and guess the size of other men’s cocks.”

“He probably suspects. The bedroom’s been dull lately,” she replied, giving me one of her knowing smiles.

“That’s too bad,” I said noncommittally, but my pussy was pulsing at the thought of Tye in need.

“I’m gonna get closer,” exclaimed Allie as she took off in the direction of the new hunk. She would have plenty of competition, but that didn’t seem to bother her.  As I said, she’d picked up some extra baggage lately. If I was honest, I had to admit that it just made her impressive jugs even bigger. Who knows, maybe Allie will get lucky, and the guy will be into giant tits. Judging from his wife, it was a definite possibility. Go, Allie!

Speaking of luck. There was Tyson sitting all alone nursing what looked like a margarita.

“Hi stud,” I said as I slid in next to Tye, maybe a little closer than was proper, but he didn’t seem to mind.

“Feeling frisky, are we?” he replied.

Tye and I have a unique relationship that is hard to define. We were close friends in college and then we started fucking like a couple of oversexed rabbits. He was my exclusive lover for more than a year and then he married my sorority sister, and I married his fraternity brother, and we have lived side by side in the same neighborhood for over ten years. That’s the kind of history that stretches the social barriers that are designed to keep wives away from other husbands and vice versa.

“I certainly am. Haven’t been laid in months, and it’s been even longer since I’ve had my clit licked.”

“Well, that’s certainly a shame,” he confessed, but he seemed reluctant to pursue the subject.

“God, I miss that magic tongue of yours,” I mused out loud. Then added, “I could sure use a session.”  Then I took another sip of my drink to avoid eye contact.

Tye didn’t answer that one. It wasn’t really a question. More of a declaration of my current state of frustration.

“Your wife seems to be enamored with the new guy,” I opined.

“Yes, she certainly does, and her nipples are letting everyone know,” Tye replied.

“That bother you?”

“No, let her have her fun.”

“She says you’re not taking care of her lately. Are you guys having problems?”

“No, just on a lull.”

“You’re looking good these days. All that working out shows,” I flattered.

“Thank you. It’s been a struggle.”

“Do you remember what I taste like?” I asked. Just slipping it into the conversation with no warning.

“Angela!” he responded quickly in that ‘don’t go there’ tone that husbands and x-lovers use.

“Well, do you?” I pressed.

No answer.

“You said I had a tangy taste. It went with my wild side.”

He didn’t answer for a long time and took two big gulps of his margarita. His face was stoic, but his cock was bulging in his swimsuit, and I didn’t care that he saw me looking.

“Yes. I remember. You did have a uniquely spicy flavor.”

“Well, if you miss it. I can slip you a pair of used panties, or you can text me the next time you’re all alone. Your choice. Just let me know,” I announced.

Then I stood up and turned to him so that my bikini-covered crotch was right in front of his face. I paused a few moments, adjusted my bikini a little by pulling it up tight, then walked away. It might have been my imagination, but I could swear he was taking deep breaths, trying to catch a whiff of me.

I saw Tye on his phone about half an hour later and Allie was still waving her mammaries in the new guy's face. So, I figured the coast was clear and excused myself from the ladies around me, and snuck into the bathroom. Then I took a selfie of my pussy.

Back on the patio when I had a straight sightline to Tye and could see that he was alone, I sent the picture. It had a note. “In case you’ve forgotten.”  When he heard the bell, Tye reached for his phone, looked at the picture, then snapped his head up like something had poked him in the ass.

Our eyes met across the room, and I just smiled and nodded. At a minimum, the next time he went down on Allie, he’d be thinking of me. Fuck I was wet.

*****

Three days later it was Saturday morning. Allie had taken the kids to some school event, both hers and mine, and Tye, and Peter were in some golf foursome at the country club. That left me alone, which rarely happens. A lazy Saturday, what a treat.

Then I got a snap Chat from Tye of all people. It was a simple message. “Are you alone?”

Boy did that get my attention.

“Aren’t you playing golf with Peter?” I queried.

My phone did its little SnapChat tinkle and the screen said “I bugged out. Can’t stop thinking about the way you taste.”

I was getting very wet. Probably dripping on the floor. My reply was simple. “Door’s open.”  Then I hurried to get ready.

I didn’t have to do much, just freshen up the important parts. I was wearing a blue shirt of Peter’s and a pair of short shorts. I ditched the shorts and the panties and undid most of the buttons on the shirt. Then I splashed perfume in a few places and was ready to go.

I’m not the sultry seductress that I was fifteen years ago, but my ass is still tight, and my face is fetchingly mature.  My tits will never rival Allie’s, but they seem to attract plenty of male attention.  Whatever the condition of my body, it was all I had to work with. It had better do.

Evidently, it was enough because Tye stood in the doorway looking me up and down like I was the centerpiece of his erotic dreams. I could see it in his eyes. They were eating me up and I was getting wetter by the minute. Then I giggled and pulled him inside.

“We have at least two hour, probably three,” he said.

“Then don’t waste time talking,” I replied as I grabbed his hand and pulled him into the living room. I pushed him down on the sofa, stood in front of him, and undid the two buttons left on my shirt. The material parted and my pussy was a foot from his face.

“Can you smell it now?” I asked as I took a small step to close the distance between us.

His mouth went for my pussy like it was a magnet and his tongue was a piece of steel.

“Oh God,” I moaned, as he took his first long stroke along my groove. I petted the back of his head gently and pressed him into me. Tye didn’t fuck around, he went straight for the opening, and I bent my knees a little to let him have all the access he wanted, and his hands closed around my ass and pulled me in tight. His long, wonderful flexible tongue was even better than I remembered. Its warm wetness was sending me over the top and I moaned and whimpered and begged him to never stop.

Soon, I was on the couch, and he was kneeling between my spread legs. That’s when he really got busy, and inventive. God, I’d forgotten all his tricks. A minute later I was spasming and shaking uncontrollably. It started in my thighs, the muscles tightening, then they clinched, and the sensation spread up my body, and soon I was shaking everywhere from the waist up.

My orgasm didn’t seem to bother Tye, I clamped my thighs together involuntarily, but he just kept licking and lapping. He used his hands to spread me out and I felt his tongue go in a little. Very few men can do that. Then I came again, and he slipped in three fingers, moved his mouth to my clit, and began to suck. Pulling it in and out of his mouth between his lips.

“Oh Fuck, I’m cuming again,” I yelled.

He was sideways to me, his curved fingers stroking my G and his mouth playing a melody on my clit. It was more than I could take, and I came three times in quick succession. It was a fucking cascade, and my whole body was jerking and twitching. Then I pushed him away. The sensations were just too raw. So pleasurably intense, that I couldn’t stand them.

He tried to stroke my clit, but I batted his hand away. He gave me a few minutes then grabbed both my legs, put them around his shoulders, and pushed them up over my head. That spread me wide, and Tye dove in, licking and sucking and doing God knows what to my tenderest flesh. I couldn’t stand it, but he wouldn’t stop.

He was like a pig rooting for truffles in my pussy.

“Oh God, that’s so fucking marvelous” I whimpered. “Tye, Tye, Tye, I can’t stand that” I moaned, trying to twist out of his grip. But he had me pinned, his weight was on me, and I was doubled over with my legs over my head.

God, I don’t know how many times I came, Then I remembered this game. This was how Tye did it. He loved getting women off and he’d work on them until they couldn’t stand it anymore. The pleasure gets so intense that you just want to run from it. But he locks you down, and dishes it out just a little more, waiting for you to beg him to stop.

Then the big one hit me. I mean the huge, giant fucking one, I bucked my hips so much that I threw him off, then I clamped my legs around his head and twisted to one side, taking Tye with me. We were both on the floor now, and I lay there just trying to catch my breath.

When I finally looked at Tye he was smiling smugly and proudly. He knew he was on a shortlist of men, who could make a woman feel, the way I felt. He certainly had not lost his touch.

He put a hand on my thigh and began to stroke it high up. Kneading the tender skin, sending waves of anticipation through my entire body. But I pushed him away.

“Enough,” I said. “Maybe later.”

I was still weak, but I asked. “Your cock still work?”

“It did a couple of weeks ago,” he replied.

“Allie said she isn’t getting any,” I quipped.

“It you want to get fucked, let’s not talk about Allie,” he cautioned.

I spun my body toward him and spread my legs. He had a perfect view of my soaking, wet pussy.

“I want to get fucked,” I declared

Tyson loomed over me for a minute. I reached for his cock and pulled it toward my opening. He stopped before slipping it in and ran the head up and down my slit. Then without warning, he flexed his hips and jammed it in.

“Oh God!” I moaned, then threw my hips at him, trying to take in even more of his wonderful cock.

We fucked for about ten minutes straight. He came in the missionary position, then I sucked him back to life and got on cowgirl. Tye could always keep it up a long time on the second go around and he didn’t disappoint. I played to my heart’s content, and every time I leaned back, Tye rubbed my clit until I came.

Then we finished in a violent crescendo that left rug burns on my knees. I tried to pump him up again with my mouth, but no cigar. Age gets to us all. He would’ve been ready to go again in the old days. So, he went down on me again and I came until my stomach ached from the spasms. It felt like I’d done a thousand sit-ups. Oh God, I was sore.

We had fucked and sucked too long, and Tye kind of rushed out. I kissed him at the door, and he stuck a finger in my snatch.

“I’ll be back, Tangy Taste,” he promised, and I’m going to hold him to that.

*****
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