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“Mmmm…,” I hissed, watching
Craig stealthy (or so I thought), his short, damp brown hair,
spiking out in every direction as he panted for breath, dropping
the weights in front of him with a hard thud.”

Wooo, I’m so sweaty, I need a nice hot
shower after this workout.” He smiled at me as he sponged down his
machine, the workout room totally empty except for the two of us as
I continued my run on the treadmill, swaying my hips from
side-to-side almost erotically as he walked behind me. “Give me a
few, and I’ll walk you back to your hotel,” he sighed deeply, I
could feel the heat of his gaze, the authority of his stare
scraping over my hardened ass as he walked by, patting away the
beads of sweat that had massed across his body with a small
towel.

After he left I immediately got off the
treadmill and went into the woman’s locker room. Striping away my
sweatpants and sports bra, I slipped out of drenching wet panties,
the heat between my inner thighs growing intensely as I heard him
moan through the almost paper thin walls. His voice deep and low as
it rattled through me, forcing me to drape the tips of my fingers
gently across my hot, moist opening, my feminine aroma quickly
filling the room.

“Shit,” I thought, standing
up and exiting the locker room with only a towel wrapped around my
body. “I need to get it hard… and rough,” I whispered to myself as
I stood just outside the men’s locker room, the faint fog of hot
steam quickly filling the room as I took a step further into the
room.

“Hot damn,” I thought as the
site of my best friend since childhood stood before me in the bare.
The pure unadulterated site more than my body could take, more than
I thought possible as my eyes glazed over every inch of his
offering, etching the fine, sharp curves of his hard, muscular body
of wet hot flesh in my mind, never wanting to forget that
moment.

“Ex…excuse me,” I said
almost in a whisper, my crimson brown hair caressing my shoulders
as I stepped into the shower room, already feeling the throbbing
heat of the water as it spayed lightly across the exposed parts of
my body.

“Nikole… I was hoping,” he
said boldly, not even attempting to conceal his nakedness from my
eyes, in fact he did quite the opposite. Standing there in front of
me, the hot water pouring down his body, he swept his arms over his
hardened abdominals, down across the light brown pubes of his
mound, only to drape the tips of her fingers across the base of his
shaft.

“I… I…,” I panted, holding
the bright yellow towel around my body as I became perplexed,
continuing to gaze at the hard older stud in front of me, becoming
more aroused, more wet by the second as slight stream of my own
erotic juices began to trail down my inner thighs, forcing me to
gasp to the pleasures consuming me. The tickle deep inside my pussy
twitching as his cock continued to grow harder and larger by the
second.

“You?” he repeated my words
playfully, cocking a smile as his brought his eyebrows inward as if
already thinking of how he was planning to seduce me, to take me
hard and fast as I stood there.

“I…I was wondering if I can
use the showers along with you?” I asked, pausing for a moment as I
let loose of the towel covering my body, allowing it to the slowly
fall away from my small frame, exposing the ripened rounds of my
lush tanned pillows to his eyes as it slowly continued to glide
down my body.

“I had a LONG, HARD and
SWEATY workout and it seems,” I paused again, the towel falling
past my hips, exposing the thick puffy lips of my light reddish
brown pussy before completely falling away from my body and onto
the tiled covered flooring. “I need a hard fuck to get myself
relaxed.” I panted, images of my husband feathering through my
thoughts only to be subdued by Craig’s massive cock curving towards
me.

 

Unable to control myself,
unable to think for but a second, a moment, I violently arched my
head back as far as I could, “SHIT… I NEED YOU TO FUCK ME, FUCK ME,
FUCCCCK MEEE!” I demanded, my hot erotic stallion rushing me where
I stood, taking me hard and fast, the sound of his hips crashing
back into mine, his wet hard balls slapping across my ass
repeatedly cracking like thunder with each new thrust, the sounds
of our lust, our fucking, echoing through the shower
room.

Like a real man to his woman, he
continued to pump his hardened penis into me as I trembled around
him, clamping my insides down like a vice with each hard, passing
thrust.

“Fuck… yes… so damn tight.”
Craig growled, jerking his head upward before biting down onto his
bottom lip, forcing a light spray of blood to trail across my
heaving breasts. “Fuck… you’re so… so tight around me, your
chocking my cock around you.” He gasped, draping his hands around
the back of my ass, holding me firmly in place and he continued to
drive into me, in long, hard thrusts, driving me closer towards my
own edge.

“Mmmmm, fuck yes, yes,” I
cried, streams of water ran down my body, before reaching up to
him, roping my arms around his back, forcing him closer to me as
his body molded into my own. “Fuck… me harder… deeper,” I gasped,
pressing my lips across his earlobe, my teeth grazing heavily
across his flesh.

“Mmmm,” he grunted deeply,
lashing his lips around the other side of my neck as he continued
to pump in and out of me, slamming himself as hard, as fast as he
could into my body, my pussy. Slowly pulling himself back, raking
the ridge of his long, round cock across my insides, forcing me to
feel every inch, ever centimeter of his manhood slowly sliding out
before plunging back into my slippery hot warmth.

“Dammmmnnn it,” I panted to
his long drawn out exit, gasping roughly when he slammed back
inside me. I was easily falling in love with the warmth, the heat
of his sharp muscular body brushing hungrily, fervently against
mine.

“Mmmm… so fucking tight baby
girl,” he growled before grazing his lips down the side of my neck.
His tongue dragging across my jawline only to suck my lips fiercely
into his mouth as he drove his tongue between my plush lips,
devouring me with his touch, he took me faster, holding me in the
kiss, his cock ravaging my body like a hungry beast, feeding on his
trophy. Moaning deeply against his lips, I could taste the
sweetness of his salty flavor lashing over my teeth and my
tongue.

“Mmmm… fuck yes,” he gasped
breaking away from the kiss as his fingers clutched my hardened ass
cheeks.

“Fuck… fuck yeah, I work out
all the time to keep it tight and ready,” I cried, feeling my
longtime friend, my fuck buddy, picking up the pace as he renewed
his attack by driving his cock back into me at an almost godly
pace. “Fuck… so hot, so hard, so much better than him,” I grunted,
feeling the ripples of his chest pushing up against my breast, my
hard aroused nipples scraping across his hot wet flesh as he drove
in and out of me again and again like a monster, a beast hell bent
on a mission.

“YES… FUCK ME HARDER, FUCK
ME FAST, FUCK ME DEEPER,” I screamed, losing all control as I gave
into the pleasured pain, gave into the feeling of Craig forcing me
closer to my sexual edge. Wrapping my legs tightly around him, I
roped my arms back around his neck, holding my body firmly against
his, tangling my fingers into the long damp brown locks as his
tongue continued to work its way across the side of my neck,
lashing across my heated flesh.

“OH GOD… YES,” I growled
darkly, almost sinisterly, thrusting my pussy into him, rocking my
hips along with his, and trying to keep up with his savage pace. It
was then in those few seconds that I felt it. Then I felt the small
flame of desire, of euphoria growing from deep inside. Closing my
eyes tightly, I arched my head up towards the ceiling, the pleasure
building inside me consuming my every though as my body quickly
gave into the heaven blast.

“FUCCCCCCCCKKKK YESSS!” I
gasped, thrashing my head from side-to-side as he, my lover
continued to drive into me repeatedly, his pace unrelenting as he
worked me through each heavenly wave of bliss. “GOD YES… YES PLEASE
BITCH BOY PLEASE!” I cringed to the feelings unleashed from deep
inside me. The pleasure of each passing wave devouring me more than
the last.

“Mmm. . .
Yeah” he grunted in my ear as he
tightened his entire body, ramming into me
one last time, I could feel him jerking against my pussy as he
filled me up from the inside, his scorching hot fluids filling me
from deep within my core.

“Fuck… fu----ck,” I gasped,
having little to no warning from him as my body twitched
uncontrollably to the felling of him bursting his load deep into my
body, his cum driving deeper into me than any other man’s before.
Thrashing into me once more, his knees weakened under the sudden
release as we both fell to the ground, tangled into each other’s’
bodies as he continued to thrust more and more of his cum into my
pussy, pounding more of his manly juices than my tight small frame
could hold.

“FUCK yes... take me girl,
take it all,” he came again and again, grunting each time until
finally in one final thrust, Craig rolled to the side, sliding into
a small pool of hot, streaming water.

“Fuck… I so needed that,” I
gasped, almost whimpering.

“So…,” Craig gasped, his
chest thriving up and down chaotically as the streams of the water
cast down over the both of us. “When’s your next business trip?” he
asked.

“Depends,” I gasped, feeling
the slight oozing of his thick, creamy cum drooling out of my
pussy. “I might have just gotten knocked up again,” I smiled
evilly.
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