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Chapter 1

I guess most people would call me a slut by today's standards. If I'm honest, I don't really worry about what other people think of me, so if that makes them feel better, I really don't care. Maybe I am a slut, but I like to think of myself simply as someone who is very comfortable with their sexuality, and I am fortunate enough to have a loving husband who encourages me to express my sexuality openly. Trust me, it wasn't always that way. My first husband, the father of my kids, was always controlling and pretty uptight about all things sexual. I have always been a very sexual being, so once our kids were grown, we divorced, and I have since moved on.
I want to share with you, dear reader, how I came to be a "sexual being." It's much better these days, but at the time when I grew up, everyone was pretty uptight about things, and it was incredibly taboo for a young girl to open up about her desires, so, like most girls my age, I kept my desires quiet, for the most part. That's not to say that I was a puritan by any means; I just didn't really know how to deal with my desires and when I did have experiences, I did my best to keep things, as they say, today, on the down low.
I think I had a pretty normal childhood, even though I lost my virginity earlier than most. Before you ask, yes, I was definitely legal, just early! It happened one night at a sleepover at a friend's house one summer when her older male cousin was there for a few weeks. He was 3 years older than me – a jock with a "bad boy" reputation, so when he made advances toward me, I gave in. Up to that point, I had only kissed a few boys, had my breasts felt a couple of times, and had only been fingered by one other boy, so it was a typical teenage experience, I guess. Nothing to write home about. We had sex six times while he was there, and it never got much better, but I was captivated with it anyway; I was so happy with an older boy being interested in me.
Over the next 3 years, I only had sex with two other boys, who were both my age and had no clue what they were doing, and one older man. My best friend (the same one whose cousin I slept with) worked part-time at her mother's hamburger stand, and I even got to work there on occasion to make a few extra bucks, but mostly I just hung out there when she had to work. There was this guy, who to me was an old man, but I guess at the time he was only in his thirties, who delivered to the drive-in. He was flirting with Penny and me, and she eventually told me once that she had sex with him and he was the best she had ever had. She also told me she thought maybe he and her mother had a thing going on.
So one Saturday morning, Penny had to go in early because they needed something delivered for the weekend, and Penny's mother had something else to do that day. I had spent the night, and Penny's mother dropped up off at the drive-in so we would be there to accept the delivery. When he got there and found just the two of us there, he really started flirting with me. Eventually, he began making comments about how he would love to show me what a real man was like. Penny kept egging it on, almost daring me, so when he finally stepped up behind me and grabbed my young breasts, I just let it happen. He was much better than any of the boys I had been with before and certainly much bigger, but that is another story I will save another time.
Right now, I just want to talk about what – as I look back on things – was really the first time I ever had what would be called a "passionate" experience. Just after school let out for the summer, my mother encouraged me to start babysitting to earn some spending money. Earlier that year, a young couple named Matt and Cassie moved in across the street and a few houses down. They bought the house because the apartment they had been living in was too small for their new family. Their baby was almost two and needed his own room. Well, that summer, I got my first babysitting job with them. Being a young couple in their twenties, they still liked to go out partying regularly, so it became a steady job for me almost every summer weekend.
Let me describe Matt and Cassie. As I said, both in their mid-twenties, Matt was very handsome. He was about 6' tall and probably close to 200 pounds, very stocky built, and had those oh-so-sexy sideburns guys wore back then. I don't remember what he did for a living, but I know it was a good-paying job, and they could afford to live a good life. Cassie had auburn hair, was medium height and weight, and had a really lovely figure with large, probably D-cup breasts. At the time, there was an actress some of you may remember named Mary Kay Place. Cassie could have been her sister. She was not some hot knockout but certainly very attractive. Me, I was stretching it to make it 5' tall and weighed about 100 pounds, blond hair down to the middle of my back. I was a perky B cup then but later grew into a C.
On a few occasions, Cassie and I had a few girl-girl conversations. She was so easy to talk to, and I felt I could tell her anything. She knew I had been with a few boys and had given probably more than my share of blowjobs. I even broke down once and told her about the older guy I had been in the back room at Penny's mother's drive-in. She also knew I was pretty frustrated with the young boys that were showing an interest in me and that I craved something better.
When Matt and Cassie would go out on a Friday or Saturday night, they would always try to be home by midnight, and then I would simply walk home, but Cassie had told my mom that if for any reason they were home any later than that, they didn't want me walking home (even though it was only 3 houses down) that late at night and that I would just stay on their sofa. My mom was okay with that. So, I had babysat for them twice that summer, and things went well, so they finally felt comfortable going out one Friday night and really having a good night out. Cassie told me to bring clean underwear and pajamas as I would have to stay overnight due to the time. I didn't want either of them to see me wearing my little girl pajamas, especially Matt, so I just took one of my dad's old T-shirts that I sometimes slept in. Again, I wasn't even 5' tall at the time, so it reached almost to my knees.
Matt and Cassie actually made it home a little after midnight, which was earlier than I expected, but they were both so drunk I don't know how they made it home. They were practically carrying each other through the door. Cassie looked sexy as hell, and Matt just had a debonair glow about him that seemed so manly and confident.
Once they were in the house and I updated them on the baby, I told Cassie that since it really wasn't that late, I would just put my clothes back on and go walk home, but she wasn't hearing of it.
"No, sweet Kate, you're staying here tonight. If the baby wakes up, I am far too drunk to tend to him." Then she did something that really caught me off guard. She took my face in her hands and said, "Thank you so much for being such a sweet girl," then bent forward and kissed me hard. No tongue or anything like that, but a long, firm kiss. I heard Matt, who could see us from the bedroom, say, "Hey, I want some of that!"
Cassie broke away and headed to their bedroom, and I stood there on shaky legs. Their house was lovely but very small, like most of the houses in the neighborhood. The way the sofa was positioned, if you lay so you could see the TV, you could also see right into the bedroom and see the bottom two-thirds of the bed. There was also a mirror on the closet door; if you set it up on the sofa just a little, you could see the rest of the bed. When Cassie walked into the bedroom, I was surprised that she didn't even close the door. My mom and stepdad always closed their door.
I made my way to the sofa and got comfortable. They had both walked past the doorway to go to the restroom before going to bed. Matt came out of the bathroom first, and when he did, I was shocked that he was totally nude! I didn't see much at first, just his gorgeous butt as he turned into the bedroom. I really couldn't believe it when he didn't get under the covers, just plopped down on the near side of the bed on top of the bedspread. I tried not to stare at his cock, which was the biggest I had seen at that age. Not huge, but bigger than even the old guy at the drive-in.
I was torn as I kept stealing glances of his flaccid cock as it lay across his lower stomach. I could feel myself getting moist, and even though I wanted this view to last all night, I also wanted Cassie to hurry up and go to bed so I could rub myself.
After about five minutes, Cassie came out of the restroom wearing just a white robe she was holding together. She walked into the kitchen and checked to ensure the door was locked, then walked by the back of the sofa, bent over the arm, and kissed my forehead, telling me, "Goodnight." She stood there for a minute or two, telling me if I needed anything to help myself. From where she was standing, she had to know the view I had into their bedroom as I noticed that she looked clearly at her husband lying on their bed through the doorway. Finally, she walked away and again, to my surprise, did not close the bedroom door.
She stood at the foot of the bed and allowed her robe to fall to the floor, knowing full well that her gorgeous butt was in my plain view. She crawled up on top of Matt, not even bothering to turn off the light on the nightstand. Even though I couldn't see their heads from this angle, I watched as she lay on top of him for the next several minutes, grinding against him as they kissed. I lay there on the sofa, wide-eyed as her butt ground against his body. I even saw a glistening of moisture on the folds of her sex. It was about this time that I realized I was rubbing my tender young clit.
After several minutes of kissing, Cassie slid the rest of the way over to her side of the bed and moved her head down to Matt's stomach. She took his now rock-hard cock in her hands, and I could really see how gorgeous it was. Much bigger than anything I had seen before, probably 8" and very thick. I lost sight of it when she began licking at his balls, but after a couple of minutes, it came back into view as she licked her way up the shaft to the head, then took him in her mouth. She had to know I was watching, but in my mind, maybe they were just too drunk to think about it.
Eventually, she moved her body over him, and they got into a 69. It was the first time I had seen anything like this. It was evident that they both enjoyed it immensely. Out of nowhere, my first orgasm came bursting through my body, and I am sure I let out a loud moan. My body shuddered for an eternity as I fingered my clit before finally calming back down. When I became somewhat coherent again, I saw Cassie looking straight at me as she continued to suck Matt's big cock. Then, she let the cock plop from her mouth and proclaimed, "Fuck me, now!"
Matt moved from underneath and got behind her as she stayed on all fours. I could no longer see Matt but had a perfect view of Cassie's face. She peered into my eyes as he penetrated her, and for the next ten minutes or so, I watched as her first massive orgasm built. Finally, she lunged forward off his cock, turned onto her back, and scooted to the edge of the bed. Matt came off the bed and was now standing directly in my line of sight. He pulled her ass to the edge and slammed his cock into her. I was mesmerized by watching him fuck his big cock into her. I was so engrossed watching them that I didn't even realize Matt was watching me finger my young pussy through the doorway. We made eye contact, and I know I must have turned beet red. It took a minute to overcome my shyness at being caught by Matt, but eventually, I looked back into his eyes and resumed rubbing myself. We stared into each other's eyes as he pumped his load into his wife.
It probably wasn't more than two minutes later that they were both sound asleep on top of their bed. I wouldn't be so lucky. As you would expect from a curious teenage girl who had just witnessed something far beyond the intensity of anything I had ever seen before, sleep was the last thing on my mind. I lay on the sofa for probably the next hour, gently caressing my tender young breasts and pinching my pert nipples, reliving what I had witnessed.
Sometime later, I got up to go to the bathroom. On my way back to the sofa, I couldn't stop myself from standing at their bedroom door, admiring the grown-up bodies lying on the bed. With the nightstand light still on, I had free access to viewing every inch of their bodies. I was drawn like a moth to the light and found myself standing at the foot of their bed, once again, my fingers instinctively inside my panties. Being a mother and a light sleeper, I had no idea when I flushed the toilet that it woke Cassie up. As I stood there at the foot of their bed, gently rubbing my pussy as I looked at Matt's now flaccid cock as it lay upon his thigh, I heard her gently whisper, "You can touch it if you want. He won't mind". When I jumped back, started by her voice, she simply said, "Shhhhh, it's okay. I know you're curious, and I'm pretty sure you enjoyed watching us earlier. Go ahead and touch it."
So I did.
On very shaky legs, I started to move towards the bed when Cassie whispered, "No, over here," patting her side of the bed. So I walked around the bed and gently took my place by her feet. She turned slightly on the bed as well, so we were both curled sideways on her side of the bed, her head by Matt's stomach and mine by his thighs. I was mesmerized by his cock, and she could tell all I was probably ever going to do was stare at it, so she gently took it into her fingers, lifting it off his thigh. She whispered, "I want you to touch it so you can feel it as it grows," so I pensively reached for his manhood.
It was so warm on my tiny fingers, almost hot. I let it just lay in my hand when Cassie reached over and gently stroked her fingernails up the underside of it. Immediately, I felt it start to stir. Cassie move her head closer and said, "Now, lick it, like this," and flicked her tongue across what I now know is called the frenulum on the underside of the head. As she did this, Matt's cock twitched in my hand. I did as she had shown me and soon heard him moan softly. I felt her move on the bed and saw that she repositioned herself so they could kiss. As their tongues toyed with each other, I took his cock into my mouth.
I enjoyed sucking cocks, even as a young girl. I loved the feeling it gave me that I was in control of things and could give so much pleasure. But this was different. Much different. This wasn't anything like one of the little teenage cocks I had sucked before. This was a real man's cock. It filled my mouth, and when it throbbed in my mouth, I knew, even at my young age, I was in control of this gorgeous man. I might have been barely legal, but I held all the power at that moment.
After several minutes of their kissing, Cassie moved back to his cock, and together, we took turns sucking him and licking his balls. With my inhibitions somewhat relaxed now, I determined it was time for me to push my boundaries. My friend Penny and I had fingered each other during sleepovers and had even experimented with cunnilingus (although we had no idea that's what it was called) a time or two. As Cassie was sucking her husband's cock, I moved around behind her and began kissing the backs of her legs. As I kissed my way up, instinctively, her legs parted, and I could access her adult vagina. It tasted very different from Penny's, but then, only an hour earlier, it had a giant load of cum pumped into it. I loved how it tasted and, even more, how her mature labia protruded and how her clit was much bigger than Penny's tiny bud.
Her hips soon began to buck on my tongue and fingers. I couldn't believe how wet she was. Penny's pussy never was that wet. I deduced it must have been all of Matt's cum inside of her. Suddenly I heard her scream out, "Fuck me NOW!" and Matt quickly moved into place as I moved to the side. I held two fingers inside her and took his throbbing wet cock into my other hand. It was an incredible feeling as I felt his manhood enter her against the backs of my fingers, into her wetness. It was also mesmerizing watching him spread her labia open to accommodate him, then disappear inside her body.
Cassie instructed me to get under her. The view was simply magnificent, watching Matt's beautiful big cock slowly moving in and out of her. Then I felt Cassie take my tiny clit into her mouth, sending shockwaves through my body. Only two other people had ever gone down on me before – Penny and a guy I had been with a few times, and I now realized that neither one of them had a clue what they were doing. Cassie knew exactly what she was doing.
She did a tongue dance on my clit for several minutes as I thrashed about – all the while watching Matt's magnificent cock working magic on her wet pussy. It finally dawned on me that I should reciprocate. I nuzzled my nose up against Matt's cum filled balls and darted my tongue up to Cassie's clit. She immediately convulsed, pressed her clit against my lips, and screamed to Matt, "Fuck my ASS!" I watched in innocent disbelief as his wet cock parted her and entered. Once the head was it, in one long, slow stroke, he buried his cock deep inside her ass and began stroking her. She pressed the lips of her wet pussy down over my mouth, and my tongue began darting into her just fucked hole. Her hips were bucking wildly against my tongue and her husband's cock, and I could hear her moans becoming more and more frantic as she continued to pleasure my vagina. I could feel my own orgasm building rapidly and could also see Matt's quickening his pace as he pounded into her.
Just as I was about to explode into the most mind-blowing orgasm I had ever experienced, Matt was pounding at full blast when he accidentally came out too far and, on the forward thrust, drove his hard cock past my tongue straight into her wet pussy. Simultaneously, the three of us exploded into orgasm, and Cassie squirted her wet juice into my mouth. I had no idea that could even happen to a woman. It was the most incredible experience of my life! At first, it shocked me and even scared me a bit. Then I realized that it tasted delicious, and I just lapped it up as my body quivered from its own explosion.
After a few moments, Matt fell back onto the bed, exhausted. When his cock plopped out of her, a flood of his hot cum gushed from her loins and right down onto my waiting tongue. I had no option but to swallow and lick as quickly as possible. Their juices tasted so wonderful, and I felt so powerful, feeling her quivering body over me as her womanhood leaked its juice and convulsed on my tongue.
I had not had intercourse that night, but it was still unequivocally the most erotic night of my life up to that point. I learned more about passion and losing inhibitions than at any time before that. We soon all fell into a deep sleep on their bed with me in the middle.




Chapter 2

That first experience with Matt and Cassie introduced me to a night of firsts. Even though I did not have intercourse, it was my first exposure to a real threesome. It was most certainly the most erotic and passionate thing I had ever experienced up to that point. I didn't get much sleep that night, with Matt's semi-erect cock pressed against my thigh and Cassie's breasts pressed against my other side. I spent most of the rest of the night and early morning hours wondering what would be said between the three of us. Would they have remorse over what happened? Would Cassie be furious with me once she was sober, knowing I had sucked Matt's cock? Worst yet, would she tell my mother! I had a million things going through my young mind, and most of the scenarios in my head did not end well.
I guess I did dose off a time two because I was asleep when I heard the baby crying. Being stuck in the middle of Matt and Cassie, I was planning my strategy for getting out of bed without waking them when Cassie woke up. She jumped out of bed and grabbed her robe. When she saw that I was getting out of bed too, she said she would go get the baby and change him if I would warm a bottle of milk. I was pretty relieved so far. At least she didn't go berserk on me. She quickly left the bedroom to get the baby, and while I was looking for my T-shirt/nightgown, I couldn't help but steel one last long look at Matt's now almost erect beautiful cock. I had no idea if or when I would ever see it again.
I went to the kitchen and began heating a bottle. Just as it was almost ready, Cassie came in with the baby. No one spoke for a few minutes, and it was really uncomfortable in the sound of silence, so when I handed Cassie the bottle, I asked if I could make her a pot of coffee. All I got in response was an "umm hmm." I didn't know if she was just preoccupied with tending to the baby or if she was formulating a plot to kill both her husband and me. Then with the baby and bottle, she disappeared down the hallway back to the baby's room. I thought about throwing on my clothes and running and never looking back. Instead, I just took the opportunity to run to the restroom. Fortunately, upon Cassie's instructions, I did bring clean underwear and a toothbrush. As I brushed my teeth, I heard Cassie walk back to the kitchen.
When I finished, I sheepishly went to the opening at the end of the hallway that went into the living room and kitchen, the same opening I had peered through the night before to watch Matt and Cassie have drunken sex. Cassie was fixing her cup of coffee when I asked if she would mind if I took a quick shower. "Of course not, sweetie, go right ahead. Towels are in the closet."
It was somewhat of a relief that at least she called me "sweetie." Or was that really just some term of endearment she was using to get me to let my guard down? I was petrified, wondering how all this would play out.
In the shower, under the influence of the warm water washing over my body, the worry on my mind gave way to relive the night before. Unconsciously my hands found my breasts and pinched my nipples as I remembered how Cassie's hands felt on them. Just as the vision in my head was turning to how it felt to have Matt's man-sized cock in my mouth, the bathroom door opened, and Cassie stepped in. I was a little taken aback that she came it, not even crossing my mind the night before we obliterated any personal boundaries we might have had.
Cassie began brushing her teeth. I was really through taking my shower but lingered, kind of expecting her to finish and leave. The bathtub was one of those old ones that had been converted to be a shower with a sliding glass door on the side of the tub. Cassie finished brushing her teeth, and as I was watching through the shower doors, expecting her to leave when suddenly her robe fell to the floor. She turned and, opening the shower door, said, "I want in there before all the hot water is gone."
I moved back to the open door and said I was just getting out anyway when she said, "Don't be silly; you can wash my back." And she stepped in. Then she went to step in front of me so she could wet her back, and as she did, our bodies rubbed against each other, causing me to catch my breath.
I took the soap and washcloth in hand, expecting her to turn her back to me once she was wet. Instead, she faced me, took my shoulders in her hands, and said, "Kate listen to me. I can tell you are very uncomfortable about what happened last night. Don't be. Matt and I came home drunk. We got a little carried away with things, but no one got hurt, and I believe everyone, including you, Kate, had a wonderful time. Am I right?"
I pensively responded, "Yes."
"Good. Now listen, last night wasn't planned, and if anything like that ever happens again, it won't be planned then either; it will just be something that happens in the heat of passion. This doesn't change anything. Matt and I love each other. We both think you are adorable and love having you babysit for us. I don't want that to change. Okay?"
Again I responded, "Yes."
"Good, now wash my back, please. We need to hurry before the baby is through with his bottle."
I can't begin to describe how relieved I was. The rest of the shower was uneventful. I washed her back and got out. She finished showering, and by the time she got out, I was dressed. The baby was still finishing his bottle, so I took the opportunity to make my departure. Cassie came out of the bathroom with her hair in a towel and told me she was going to get dressed. I told her I should head home, and she walked across the living room to where I was, took my face in her hands just like she did last night, and said, "You're such a sweet girl. I had a wonderful time last night." And kissed me softly, then I headed out the door.
One day that next week, I stopped by to ask Cassie if they needed me to babysit that weekend. I was a little disappointed when she told me no but said they were having another couple over to their house and said the other couple would need a babysitter the following week as the woman's mother was having surgery and they were going to be out of town overnight. She told me their names were Marcus and Gemma, and they have a 6-year-old daughter and two-year-old twin boys. They live in the next town over, which is 12 miles away. Cassie said she would drive me over to their house, and Marcus and Gemma would bring me home when they got back on Saturday. I called my mom to check with her about me being in another town overnight. Of course, she was okay with it, so I told Cassie I would come by that weekend and meet Marcus and Gemma. She told me they would be there around 6 on Saturday as they were going to grill burgers and just hang out, have drinks and play games.
Saturday evening, I went out and looked down the street and saw a different car in the driveway, so I knew they were there. I told my mom and stepdad I would be back later and went to meet Marcus and Gemma. When I knocked, no one answered the door, but it was open, so I went in. The house was empty, so I looked out the back door, and they were on the patio. I was a little surprised to see that Marcus and Gemma were black. There was not a single black family in the tiny town where we lived, so I had never really even been around a black person before. I stood there for a minute, just kind of sizing them up. Marcus was a big man in his late 30's or early 40's. He must have been about 6'2 and probably weighed about 250. He wore a tank top shirt showing off his strong arms and a Marine Corps tattoo. He had short-cut hair with a few strands of grey showing. My first thought of him was frightening, but he was also handsome. Gemma was also very tall. She had to be close to 6', with a slender body, and I couldn't help but notice she was a very attractive woman. She looked younger than Marcus, maybe 30.
I gathered my courage and went out the back door. Upon seeing me, Cassie immediately got up and came to me, giving me a big hug and kiss on the lips, which kind of took me off guard for a moment, then introduced me to Gemma, who also gave me a hug, but no kiss, then to Marcus who just stuck out his mammoth hand. His hand engulfed my tiny hand. Then Matt, who had been standing by the grill, came over and gave me a hug and, I think, started to kiss me, but in my embarrassment, because it was in front of strangers, I turned my head, so his kiss landed on my cheek.
I took a seat by where Gemma was sitting, and she began thanking me for helping with their kids on such short notice. She told me her sister was watching them tonight, but she worked shift work and would be unable to watch them the following week while they were out of town. We made small talk for a while, and I answered questions about myself. Marcus didn't say much, but Gemma seemed very pleased that I would be watching their kids for them. Gemma also mentioned her nephew Kris sometimes watched the kids but that he had just graduated with a basketball scholarship to Tech and would be at a basketball summer camp and wouldn't make it back before they needed to leave, so my stepping in on short notice was greatly appreciated.
We visited for another half hour or so, and they were ready to eat, so I told them I needed to go anyway, and I said my goodbyes after we firmed up all of the instructions.
The following Friday, Cassie took a long lunch and drove me over to Marcus and Gemma's house. We got there as Marcus was putting their suitcases in the car. Their house was lovely. It was a 3 bedroom brick house with a den in the back where the TV was and nice furniture. From what little bit I knew at that time about black people, they were not supposed to live in a home this nice. It's funny when you think about how the misconceptions we hear and believe when we are kids affect us until we find out what we've been taught was all wrong.
Gemma introduced me to their daughter and the twins, showed me around the house, and went over instructions once again. Cassie had to get back to work, so she left. Once again, she surprised me by kissing me on the mouth and telling me to call her if I needed anything at all. She would see me the next night when I would be babysitting for them again. I was suddenly very nervous when Cassie left, and I think Gemma could sense that. She put her arm around me and did her best to make me feel at ease. She reached in her purse, handed me a $20 bill, and told me it was okay if I just wanted to feed the kids pizza that night, just be sure they were all in bed by 8:00 and no later than 8:30.
Marcus said goodbye to the kids and said he was ready to go. As he walked by, he reached out to hug me, and I felt him kiss the top of my head. I felt like he could crush me with his massive arms. The kids kissed their mother goodbye and headed out the back door to play. Gemma hugged me goodbye, looked in my eyes, thanked me once again, and then leaned down and kissed my lips. Her lips were so full and soft and sent an immediate quiver all through me. As she walked out the door, she said, "Oh yeah, my nephew may stop by to check on you if it is not too late when he gets back from basketball camp."
The kids played for the rest of the afternoon, and we got to know each other. They went into the backyard for a while, but it was a pretty hot summer day out, so mostly they played in the house but were very good about not making a mess of things. Later I ordered pizza, fed the kids, and they all got their baths. As scheduled, by 8:00, I had them ready for bed. They didn't put up too much of a fight, although one of the twins kept wanting me to read one more story, and he finally dozed off about 8:30.
As soon as all the kids were asleep, I took the opportunity to take a bath so I could relax and watch TV for the rest of the evening. I had brought a robe with me, and when I got out of the bath, I just slipped it on with nothing underneath. After checking all the doors for about the hundredth time, I was ready to settle in for the night. I went to the den and quickly flipped through the channels. I didn't find anything interesting, so I decided to see what movies they had in their video collection. I finally settled on something, but when I went to load it up, there was already a movie loaded in the player. I noticed the file was named "Matt & Cassie."
"Hmmm, this must be some home movies," I thought to myself. I clicked play without thinking. At first, it was just some video of the house, but then the screen went blank for a few seconds. When it came back into focus, I got the shock of my life. The man holding the camera was pointing it down, recording Gemma with a very nice white cock in her mouth. The cameraman was standing, and Gemma was on her knees in front of him, taking his giant cock all the way down her throat as the man moaned with pleasure. I sat wide-eyed, watching Gemma give this man an incredible blowjob. You could hear other sounds in the background, and slowly, the cameraman panned the camera up. Marcus and Gemma's bed came into view, and as the camera panned up, I could see Marcus laying on top of a white woman as he kissed her. When he slowly raised up to insert his cock into her, I realized it was Cassie! From the angle they were in, I couldn't get a look at his cock, but I could see the pleasure on Cassie's face as she held Marcus's head in her hands and stared into his eyes as he inserted it into her.
About that time, the cameraman, who I had now figured out was Matt, moved a couple of steps to the side to get a better angle. As he did this, he panned back down to see Gemma move with him and resume deep throating his cock. She slowly withdrew his cock from her mouth and began licking and sucking his balls. This brought another deep moan from Matt. It was about this time I realized I had my fingers buried in my wet pussy. I couldn't believe what I was seeing.
Matt moved the camera back up to the action on the bed, and from this angle, I could see the most enormous cock I had ever seen. It was as big as my arm! I could tell from her moans and body movements that Cassie was in heaven with the massive cock slowly and rhythmically sliding in and out of her pussy, but even when he pushed in, there was still a good 4 or 5 inches of huge black cock that wasn't inside her yet to go along with who knows how much cock was inside!
I was engrossed in the scene before me, with one hand fingering my wet hole and the other pinching first one nipple then the other, when suddenly the doorbell rang! I jumped with a start and threw my robe back together, and re-tied it. I quickly hit the stop button and turned the TV off. For what may have been the first time in my life, I used curse words that my pleasure had been so rudely interrupted. I tiptoed to the front door and peered out the curtain on the side window. The person outside saw the curtain move and said, "It's Kris; I told my aunt I would come to check on things." Without opening the door, I said, "Oh, everything is fine. Thanks for checking." To which he replied, I need to use the phone. Can you open the door?"
I nervously opened the door and stood behind it as he entered. When I got a look at him, I realized who it was.
"Oh my, you're Kristopher Walton! I didn't realize you were Gemma's nephew." I exclaimed.
"Just Kris, nobody calls me Kristopher."
Kris was somewhat of a local celebrity. In his senior year in high school, he led an otherwise mediocre basketball team to the state finals before they were defeated. He was a big deal in the newspapers, and I had ever seen him on the local news a time or two. He was about 6'6" and had earned a scholarship to Tech, and now here he was, walking past me to go to use the phone. I stood there nervously for a minute while Kris made his call. When no one answered, he seemed aggravated.
"Is everything okay?" I asked.
"I told them, bastards, I'd call when I got back to town. We were supposed to meet up and party tonight, but they've just fucked off and left without me. Shit. I'm gonna have some of Uncle Marcus's rum." And he grabbed two glasses and started putting ice in them. I just stood there nervously watching this huge black man, not knowing what to say. He filled the glasses, poured some coke in each one, and then headed into the den where Marcus kept a small bar. He poured some rum into each glass, handed me one, and then went over and sat on the sofa. It all happened so fast I couldn't even get a clear thought into my head. I wasn't much of a drinker, but here I stood with a rum and coke in my hand. I had never been alone with a black person before, and here I was with a local legend. Plus, I was still dripping wet from the video I had been watching. My head was spinning with everything that was going on.
"Well, are you gonna stand there all night, or are you going to sit down?"
I walked around the coffee table to sit on the other end of the sofa.
"Gemma tells me you're from WD. I never met anyone from there. Do all the girls in WD look as good as you?"
I blushed.
"I'm Kate, by the way." And I leaned over to shake his hand. When I did, I noticed his face kind of light up. I noticed the same thing I had when I shook Marcus's hand. It was huge and dwarfed mine. I also noticed he held my hand much longer than a normal handshake. I know now that my robe must have gapped open a bit, allowing him a quick look at my breasts, which still had erect nipples from the earlier stimulation they were receiving.
We started chatting a bit about High School, him going off to Tech next month when summer was over, and stuff like that. He told me he wasn't dating anyone regularly, and I told him I wasn't either. He finished his rum and coke and got up to fix another. He just grabbed my glass off the coffee table and fixed me another one too. When he sat back down, he kind of turned sideways on the sofa and put his right leg on the center cushion. He was wearing a pair of loose-fitting gym shorts, and from this angle, I couldn't help but notice an enormous cock just under the material of the left leg, almost to the opening. I tried not to stare, but I'm sure he caught me looking. He just smiled.
Eventually, I started to loosen up a bit and enjoy his company. We laughed a lot, and when he got up to fix the third drink, I was beginning to feel it.
Besides his gym shorts, Kris also had on a zip-up sweatshirt. When he sat back on the sofa, he reached into the sweatshirt's pocket and pulled out a baggie and some rolling papers. Now I wasn't a total puritan. I had been around when other people were smoking weed but had never smoked any myself.
He rolled up a joint and lit it. When he handed it over to me, I didn't want him to think I was some naïve little girl, so I took it. The first puff had me coughing like crazy. Kris scooted over and patted me on the back as he laughed. I practically downed the third rum and coke to try and make the coughing stop.
"You okay? That first hit is always a killer." Kris said.
"Yes, I'll be fine." Then he got up and fixed another drink.
He sat back down, only this time right next to me so we could share the joint. We each took a couple of more hits before putting it out. My head was really starting to spin with the drinks and weed working on me. We talked and laughed for another fifteen minutes or so when he asked if I had ever had a "shotgun."
"What's that?" I asked
"Here, let me show you."
By now, I was kind of in a trance as I watched Kris light the joint again.
"Now, I'm gonna turn this around and blow the smoke into your mouth. It makes an excellent buzz."
I wasn't expecting what happened next, but Kris put the lit end of the joint in his mouth and moved his mouth right up to mine. We were practically kissing, only there was a joint in the way. He blew the smoke into my mouth, and my head was a fog.
"Hold it in!" he said.
"Now give it back to me," and he put his mouth up to mine so I could exhale into his mouth. It was very erotic, and I expected to feel his tongue enter my mouth, but it didn't.
By this point, I was no longer buzzed; I was flat-out wasted. We must have laughed at each other for half an hour. Suddenly, Kris said, "Let's see what's on TV."
I had forgotten entirely about earlier, and when the TV came on, the paused picture of Marcus on top of Cassie came on the screen.
"What the fuck!" Kris exclaimed, and I just busted out laughing. Because of my current condition, I had no filter for what I was saying.
"I found this by accident and was watching it when you got here. I was being a naughty girl!" I laughed even more.
Kris had moved back to his earlier position with his right leg on the center cushion. He hit the play button and said, "I recognize her. I've seen her over here before, her and her husband."
"Yes, that's Cassie and Matt. They are the ones that got me this gig with Gemma and Marcus."
We began watching the action on the screen, and both got kind of quiet. In a few minutes, Marcus and Cassie went to change positions, and when Marcus pulled out, I finally got a full view of his mammoth cock. I think I made a noise, which brought me back to reality. I looked to Kris to see if he heard me and immediately noticed his hand rubbing his cock and about two inches of cockhead protruding out of the left leg of the gym shorts. I bit my bottom lip. I don't know how long I stared at his glistening cockhead, but I snapped out of it when he said, "You can touch it if you want."
I had never been with a black guy before. I had never even thought about being with a black guy before. But at that moment, I was hornier than I had ever been in my life. My pussy was practically dripping wet, and my nipples were tearing holes in my robe. Without even thinking about it, his black cock was in my hand. This was getting real, and it was getting real, fast.
As I leaned closer, Kris reached his long arm inside my robe. "You've been flashing me those beautiful titties all night. Now it's time for me to play with them."
Just as I was about to lean forward and take his cock in my mouth, Kris took me with both hands and kind of lifted me up onto him as he slid further down the sofa so he was lying down. Before I even knew it, his tongue was in my mouth and his cock, which felt like it was 200 degrees, was against my leg just above my knee. There was no turning back now, and I didn't want to.
We kissed. Wet sloppy passionate kisses. Our tongues darted in and out of each other's mouths. Both his hands were now entirely inside my robe, and he was caressing my tiny ass as we kissed. My pussy grinding against his stomach. He reached down and unzipped his sweatshirt. Now my wetness was against his warm flesh. As we continued our passionate kisses, I could feel how wet his stomach was getting, with juices practically dripping out of my pussy.
Finally, he pulled me up higher and took my right nipple into his mouth. Everyone I had been with before had been very gentle, like they were afraid they would pull my nipple off, but not Kris. He sucked my nipple hard, and it sent shudders through my tiny body. I was up far enough that my clit was now pressed against his rib cage, and I was grinding my wetness onto him, enjoying the pressure his rib was putting on my clit. He sucked first one tit and then the other as his hand reached over my butt and found its way into my wetness. I raised slightly off him, and his fingers immediately found my opening. As his long, thick finger penetrated my opening, I had my first orgasm. There would be many more to come.
I heard Kris mumble, "Fuck, your pussy is wet. I want to taste some of that."
With that, he ran his hands in front of me, under my legs, and pulled me up even further. The next sensation I felt was his big lips surrounding my clit and sucking it firmly. The orgasms that hit me next were not powerful, earth-shattering orgasms, but they were more like tiny shock waves, one right after another until I finally collapsed backward onto him. I could feel his hard throbbing cock against the back of my head and just had to have it.
I rolled over on him, and his mouth again returned to my wetness. From this angle, he began driving his tongue into my wet opening. I now held before my waiting mouth the most enormous cock I had ever seen, other than maybe Marcus's cock I had only seen in the video. Kris's cock may have been a little longer than Marcus's but wasn't as thick. At that age, I didn't have experience of judging sizes, but looking back, Kris's cock had to be a solid 10 inches. I had both hands around it, and there was room for another hand at the head.
I really wanted to impress Kris. As I lowered my lips to the head of his cock, I tried desperately to remember what Cassie had shown me about giving head and other things I had picked up through trial and error. I'm sure what I gave him wasn't exactly an award-winning blow job, but on the other hand, he certainly wasn't complaining either.
After several minutes of mutual head giving, Kris wrapped his hands tightly around my body and stood up without his mouth leaving my pussy or my mouth ever leaving his cock. Now I hung upside down as he held me in place. He held my tiny body like that for several minutes before finally lowering me onto the sofa. He did that just to change his grip on me. He took me under the arms and lifted me up next to him. When we kissed again, I was just at the right height for his cock to press against my ass. Kris reached down, grabbed my ass in both hands, and slid my wet pussy over his cockhead as we kissed.
Once he had us lined up properly, he began slowly lowering my tiny body until I felt the pressure of his cock at my opening. Knowing he was probably much too large for my little 5' body, he just held me in place, suspended against his body, and slowly began rocking upwards, pressing his cock head against my wet lips. I felt the head start to spread my lips, and it felt so magnificent. He probably would have kept the excruciatingly slow pace had my body not involuntarily begun rocking in his hands, indicating that I needed more of his cock in me.
With our bodies now working together, I felt the bulbous head of his cock pop through my lips. My body trembled harder and harder and built itself up to a real, earth-shattering orgasm. I am sure my eyes rolled entirely around in my head. I had totally lost control of my body as my hips continued to buck back and forth, forcing more and more of his cock into me. Once I had about 4 inches of that gorgeous cock inside of me, Kris again firmed his grip on my butt cheeks and began moving my lifeless body up and down on his shaft.
Apparently, I was making some sort of guttural noises as Kris told me to be quiet before I woke the kids. Then, with me suspended on his cock, he walked us into Marcus and Gemma's bedroom. He held me at the side of the bed, kissed me deeply, and then said, "Now we gonna get down to some serious fuckin".
This was already far beyond anything I had ever experienced before, and if this wasn't already "serious fuckin", what exactly was I in for? He lay me back on the bed in the process, and his giant cock popped out of me. I took the opportunity to slide quickly down onto the floor and take his rock-hard cock back in my mouth.
"Oh, you like sucking my big dick, don't you?"
"Mmmmm."
I looked up into his eyes and, for the first time, realized that even in this situation, I could have at least some control over him. I worked his cock in my mouth for several minutes, all the while stroking it with my hands, before finally taking his cum filled balls in my mouth. This really seemed to get him going as he grabbed my hair.
Finally, with a moan, he pulled me up by my hair and practically threw my little body onto the bed. He was on me immediately with his hot throbbing cock once again parting me. He raised up on his arms, and now we could both watch as his cock opened me up. He worked up to the four or so inches that had been in me before and, from this angle, could really control the force he used to press deeper into my wetness. Suddenly I felt like a foot of cock had entered me but watched as only another 2 or 3 inches penetrated my folds. I could hardly breathe as another powerful orgasm shook through my body. I think this may have been the first time in my life I actually squirted as I became super wet, and he was now able to pick up the pace and begin fucking me from one orgasm into another.
He began rhythmically stroking into my body, and I was finally able to look down in shock to see there was still another 4 inches of dick meat that had not had the pleasure of entering my wetness. Instinctively, I locked my legs around his waist, trying my best to pull him deeper into me, but that really set him off.
He quickened his pace and began fucking harder into me. Suddenly he pulled my left leg over to his chest, straddled my right leg, changed the angle of his penetration, and began driving even deeper into me as I shuddered hard into yet another orgasm. This time I am sure I squirted all over his cock, soaking the bed in the process. I must have been screaming as Kris placed his hand over my mouth as he relentlessly drove his cock into me. I vaguely heard the sound of our bodies slapping together and realized my little 100-pound body had taken close to a foot of cock into it. Kris's pace went into overdrive as all I could hear was our bodies slapping together in a steady rhythm. He began to grunt from deep down in his stomach, a guttural moan that I will never forget, then held my tiny body tightly in his massive hands as he shot an enormous load of juice into me, one jet, then another, then another, and another.
"Unnnnnnnn gggggggggg g!!"
Our lips locked in another passionate kiss as he filled my body with his hot cum. It seemed like he pumped cum into me for at least 2 minutes before finally collapsing with all his weight onto me. He rolled slowly to the left, and I could feel his cock slowly making its withdrawal. His cockhead exited my pussy with a pop, and I looked down to see it absolutely covered in cum.
At that moment, wild horses could not have stopped me from cleaning that gorgeous cock that had just sent me to places I had never been. Out of his spent member, I sucked what would have been an average-sized load of sperm for most men. I can't begin to tell you how wonderful it tasted mixed with my juices. As I licked the gorgeous cock clean, I heard Kris mumble something about a dirty little white girl. Inside, I smiled. Yes, I was.
We lay there in silence for some time, each composing ourselves. After several minutes, Kris said, "I'm so glad Tony didn't answer his phone cause I would have hated to miss out on that. You got some tight-assed pussy, girl".
I responded, "Me too, but my pussy is not as tight as it was when I got here." And we both laughed.
Kris was relentless. Before that night was over, he would cum in my pussy two more times and twice in my mouth. At one point, he even inserted a finger into my ass, which no one had ever done before. At the time, he was driving his cock into me, and when his finger pushed beyond my sphincter, I came again.
About 5 the following morning, Kris got dressed and left. He needed to get home before his mother got off work at 6. We said goodbyes, kissed again, and off he went. I lay on the sofa thinking about everything that had happened on this magical night. Before this night had started, I had never even thought of being with a black man. As I lay on the sofa in the darkness, I knew this would not be my last.




Chapter 3

After Kris left in the pre-dawn, early that Saturday morning, I was actually able to take a nap before the kids woke up. After a breakfast of cold cereal, for the most part, the kids played quietly in their rooms or watched Saturday cartoons on the TV in the playroom. In midafternoon, the kids finally all three went down for a nap simultaneously. I was finally able to get back to something I had been thinking about all day when I wasn't reliving the incredible night I had with Kris, and that was the video I had discovered by accident of Gemma and Marcus and Cassie and Matt. The night before, I was so stoned for most of the video that I wasn't even clear about what I had seen. Still, now my mind was clear as a bell, and it was such a massive turn on watching the things this foursome did to each other.
I was deeply engrossed in the video with one hand inside my pants fingering my wetness and the other inside my shirt pinching my nipples when I heard the front door. In my haste, I shut off the TV, straightened my clothes as best I could, and ran to greet Gemma and Marcus. I was totally unaware of the evidence I was leaving behind of my voyeurism, but that is another story for another time (if you want to hear about it).
I greeted Gemma and Marcus and let them know the kids were all down for a nap and should be getting up anytime now, asked how things went at the hospital with Gemma's mother, and so on. Just small talk mostly, but I got the feeling Gemma suspected I was a bit uncomfortable about something. Let's face it, a few minutes earlier, I was watching them both engaged in an extremely erotic foursome with my neighbors. Now here I was trying to make idle conversation without picturing them both doing insanely erotic things and envisioning their naked bodies. When Gemma would speak, as I watched her lips move, I couldn't help but picture her full, wet lips taking Matt's cock and even glancing at Marcus imbedded the thought of the enormous cock that hung between his legs into my brain.
After many uncomfortable moments, I heard the door close again and couldn't stop myself from shouting, "Kris!" when I saw him walk through the doorway. I immediately wished I could have hidden my excitement.
"You two know each other?" Gemma asked with what sounded like a bit of concern in her voice.
Kris quickly constructed a lie, "Yea, we've met before but don't really know each other. I came by to check on things last night when I got back into town, and we recognized each other and visited for a while. I know a couple guys over at WD. One that's going to Tech this year, but he plays football, not basketball. Me and Kate met over there before."
His story sounded convincing, so Gemma quickly let it drop. After some time and more idle conversation, the kids started getting up from their naps, and Gemma said, "Well, shoot, I was hoping I could drive you home, Kate, before the kids got up, but it looks like I will need to start getting them something together for dinner." I think she was about to ask Marcus to take me home, which made me kind of nervous when Kris said he would be glad to take me. He wanted to see if he could find his friends in WD anyway. I was relieved when Gemma decided that would be fine since we already knew each other. Besides, I really wanted to spend a bit more time with Kris. I knew he would leave for Tech the week after next as he had to report early for basketball pre-season. Then I would be going to my first year at the junior college a couple of weeks later, so I didn't know if or when Kris and I would get a chance to see each other again.
Gemma handed me my money for babysitting the kids, thanked me again, and we all said our goodbyes. They were great kids, and I was sure to let Gemma know that as long as I was around, I would be happy to watch them again. That's when she said, " Well, in two weeks, my sister will be back on night shift, and Kris will be off to college. It might be nice for Marcus and me to have a night out while we still have a good sitter we know we can trust."
I told her I would be happy to and thought to myself maybe I could finally finish watching the video without interruption. And then it hit me. Oh crap! I know I must have had a deer in the headlights look on my face when I realized I had just turned the TV off and not closed down the browser or anything else. Would they know? There simply wasn't anything I could do about it now. I just had to hope for the best.
We all said goodbye, and off I went with Kris.
As soon as we got in the car, I told him about the video, and he said not to worry, but I was scared as could be. How could I have been so careless?
It didn't take long, though, as I watched Kris driving and reminisced about the incredible night of passion we shared the night before, to take my mind off of my carelessness and focus my full attention on the black Adonis who had taken me to places I never even dreamed of.
Not in a big rush to get to WD, Kris bought us drinks at the drive-in and took the back roads, staying off the main highway. This also gave him a better opportunity to rub my leg and even grope my left breast a time or two with his giant black hand. I was getting aroused beyond my control and knew we would be in WD very soon, so in a cloud of foggy judgment, I simply leaned over to Kris and took out his beautiful big cock. As he slowly drove down the country road, I marveled at the magnificence of his cock as I slowly stroked him.
"Would I ever see the gorgeous cock again?" I wondered.
Knowing that was a great possibility, I wasn't about to miss the opportunity to bring him pleasure one last time. I took him into my mouth. To this day, I can still remember how his cock tasted and felt in my mouth, my tongue slowly circling the giant head and how he filled my mouth with his warm meat.
There was nothing passionate, tender, or teasing about how I sucked his cock. There wasn't time for that. There was only hunger. Hunger to make him cum. With almost frantic desperation, I did every single thing I had ever learned about pleasuring a cock in a span of a few short minutes. It paid off handsomely as Kris fought to keep the car on the road while he exploded into my mouth. I was flicking my tongue under the head when he first exploded, and I missed the first spurt but caught all of the rest of him in my greedy mouth. I savored its salty taste before consuming his essence.
I raised my head just in time to see us on the edge of town, only 3 blocks from my house. I instructed Kris how to get there and to drop me off at Cassie and Matt's, then showed him where it was. It was still daylight out, and I didn't want my mom to get mad since I never told her the family I was babysitting for was black. I don't know if it would have bothered her or not, but things were different then, and I wasn't going to take that chance. I was going off to college in another month and didn't want to rock the boat now.
I was a little hurt when we pulled in front of Cassie and Matt's house, and Kris didn't make an attempt to kiss me goodbye. As I was getting out of his car, it occurred to me it was probably because I just let him cum down my throat.
As I walked up to the front door, I was a bit surprised when Cassie opened it.
"Was that Gemma's nephew that brought you home?"
"Yes, Kris."
Then, as I had come to expect, as I stepped inside and Cassie closed the door, she turned to kiss me. After a brief mouth-to-mouth kiss, she held onto my shoulder and paused for a moment to look at me.
"Oh, Kate," Cassie said, "You taste like cock, and it appears you have some of Kris's cum on your neck." Then she totally shocked me by leaning forward and licking my neck. Then with her tongue out and a dollop of cum on the tip of it, she leaned in to kiss me again. It was totally embarrassing but, at the same time, so very erotic! Our tongues traded the sperm back and forth as they danced in our mouths. I was already aroused from sucking Kris off, but I felt my wetness rushing to my vagina.
All too soon, Cassie broke the kiss to exclaim, "Damn, you're dangerous! That tiny little body of yours just gets me going!"
Cassie turned away and took a seat at the kitchen table, so I followed. Once we sat down, she said her and Matt wouldn't be going out that night, so they wouldn't need me to babysit. That's when I first noticed that Cassie's eyes were red and slightly swollen. She had been crying.
"Cassie, is something wrong?" I asked.
She looked down and paused before answering, "Matt and I had a fight."
Cassie fidgeted in the chair and tried desperately to hold her emotions in check before finally breaking down and sobbing. Immediately my arms wrapped around her, trying my best to console her. It took some time before she finally calmed down enough to say, "It will be okay. Don't worry about me. Go home and go out tonight and have some fun with your friends."
"No way! I'm not going anywhere and leaving you here to cry all by yourself. Let me run home for a few minutes, and I'll be back in a bit."
I went home only to find a note from my mother telling me they had gone down to see my older brother and would be back the next day. Also, in the note, she said she had a surprise for me when they got home. I packed a few items and headed back down to Cassie's.
Cassie was just finishing feeding the baby his supper, and then we gave him a quick bath and settled him in for the night after I fixed his last bottle. She poured us a glass of wine, and we settled into the living room to talk about what was happening.
Over the next hour or so, Cassie opened up about her life with Matt. She told me how in college, she had been a typical college girl, exploring new things and being pretty loose. She dated a few different guys, went to a few parties, and enjoyed being alone. When she met Matt at one of those college parties, they had sex the night they met and soon fell in love. The first couple of years of marriage were pretty good. She said she learned quickly that Matt liked to show her off and really liked it when she would openly flirt with other guys. Trying to be a good wife and please her husband, she did her best to keep him happy. Admittedly, being a young girl with a strong libido, she really enjoyed all of the attention she received and the incredible sex they always had together. When she got pregnant, though, things started to change, and she really wasn't into it as much. After the baby came, she said she was just too tired all the time and didn't do a very good job of taking care of her marriage. She told me Matt had an affair, maybe more than one, and they almost split up. Matt said to her that if their marriage was ever going to work, she would have to return to being the free-spirited party girl he had married. That's about when Matt got his current job, and they moved here to start over.
She told me that once they settled in here in WD, Matt had started bringing up the idea of swinging with other couples. Knowing her marriage was hanging in the balance, Cassie decided to go along with it. She told me they had been with 3 other couples, and their marriage had really never been better. She even really looked forward to getting together with other couples, and the sex was always incredible each time they did something wild. Even the sex between her and Matt seemed to escalate to more frequency and intensity, but Matt seemed to want more. Like whatever she did, however "hot" she tried to be, he wanted the next level.
For tonight, Matt had made plans to go to A____ where there was an adult video store. She even told me where it was. He had taken her there once before. Cassie explained to me how the store had a theater to watch adult movies and how people would have sex right there in the theater. Then she told me about the video booths, and for the first time, I learned about glory holes. She told me men would put their cocks through the glory holes and get a blowjob. That's what Matt wanted. He wanted to watch Cassie giving blowjobs to total strangers, and that's where she just had to draw the line.
Cassie had told Matt that having sex with other couples was one thing and that she even really enjoyed it, but what he wanted seemed too perverse for a young mother and wife. That's when the fight broke out between them, and Matt left.
It was about that time the phone rang. Cassie went to the kitchen to answer it, and it was Matt. I went in to check on the baby and give her some privacy. Even in the baby's room, I could hear the heated conversation. The phone call only lasted about five minutes. They argued back and forth the entire time. This was so foreign to me as I had never even heard either one of them say anything that would indicate there were problems in their marriage before tonight.
Cassie got off the phone, the baby fell asleep, and the sunset. I returned to the living room as Cassie poured us another glass of wine. Strangely, it seemed the phone call was the best thing for Cassie. Now she seemed more angry than hurt, so at least she wasn't crying.
For the next hour, she continued to unload. She told me she was sure Matt was spending the night with some woman he worked with or had met somewhere. In either case, he wasn't coming home that night - that much was clear. Cassie told me how thankful she was that I was with her and that she would be a basket case without me to help her through all this mess.
After killing off the second bottle of wine, Cassie asked, "Kate, do you ever get high?"
"Well, yes, I have a few times," I admitted.
"Matt has some pot in his nightstand, and I could really use a good buzz tonight." And she went to get it.
She returned with a metal can. When she pulled off the lid, inside was a small pipe, and the can was about half filled with marijuana. I watched as Cassie loaded up the bowl, and then we fired it up. After just one bowl, on top of the two bottles of wine we had already consumed, we were both feeling no pain. That's when Cassie said, "Come talk to me while I take a bubble bath. Or better yet, come join me." And she smiled her beautiful smile. I saw a very definite longing in her eyes. Even at my young age, I recognized that longing. She was happy to have me there with her and welcomed the thought of something between us. After all, a few weeks earlier, we had shared an erotic and passionate night together but didn't really have an opportunity to truly focus on one another. It was obvious that there was strong bonding chemistry between us, even though we were ten years apart, she an adult woman, wife, and mother, me still an awkward teenager; her curvaceous, sultry body with full breasts and wide hips, my tiny young body and pert breasts. This night, she needed me here with her, and I was thrilled to be there and was up for whatever the night would bring.
Cassie checked on the baby once more, and we walked into the tiny bathroom. I had sat down to pee, and when I stood up, Cassie turned and took my shoulders in her hands and thanked me again for being there with her. We shared an innocent embrace before she broke away and began undressing. I followed.
Cassie stepped into the tub and slid forward so I could sit behind her. It was a tender and gentle moment as I just snuggled up to her back, pressing my small, pert breasts into her and wrapping my arms around her. It only seemed fitting to lightly kiss her neck as she cooed. It was such a treasure to gently wash her body and take little opportunities to explore her, like after washing under her arms and using my hands to rinse the soap, then slowly moving my hands forward to cup her voluptuous breasts. There was nothing overly sexual about our bath; it was more of a moment of gentle expression between two aroused women - well, one aroused woman and one very horny teenager.
After we dried off, Cassie stayed nude, so I figured I should do the same. She retrieved the tin of marijuana from the living room, and we went to her and Matt's bedroom. Cassie lit a couple of candles, and we settled onto the bed as she loaded the pipe once more. That's when she began asking me about Kris.
I began recounting the events of the night before. Even though she had told me she and Matt had been with three other couples, she didn't mention Gemma and Marcus by name, so I left out the part about discovering the video, not knowing how she might react. I told her how Kris and I had gotten stoned, how he gave me a "shotgun" hit, and how it was so erotic. She said, "well, I'm not good at rolling a joint, and you can't give a shotgun hit with the pipe we have, but we can still share the hits." With that, she lit the bowl, took a deep hit off of it, then leaned into me. As I had imagined Kris would do the night before, the closeness of our lips as Cassie exhaled into my open mouth really got to me, and I expected her tongue to enter my mouth. But again, just like Kris, she finished exhaling the smoke and moved back. But now it was my turn.
I hit the pipe, then laid it on the nightstand and leaned into her. I felt her breath, took the back of her head in my hand, and breathed the smoke into her open lips. I felt our lips touch ever so slightly, and that was it. I pressed into her and followed the smoke up with my tongue into her open mouth. We leaned in closer, and our breasts touched, sending shivers through my body.
As our tongues made tender love, we sank into the bed, and I was instantly consumed with an overwhelming passion. I loved this woman. I cared for her. I wanted her. I wanted more than anything to please and console her in her time of trouble. At the same time, I was inexperienced. I could not dominate the situation and readily gave over control to her maturity as she rolled me onto my back and wedged herself between my legs. Our kisses continued forever, and I savored having her tongue in my mouth and having mine explore hers. This was so different from kissing a man; so much more tender, passionate and loving. And the feelings were compounded greatly by our breasts rubbing together. She was much taller than me (as just about everyone is) and had moved her right leg outside my left leg, so I felt her furry wetness press against my thigh as her left hip pressed against my mound.
When I felt her begin to shift her body lower, I panicked at the thought of her tongue leaving my mouth and aggressively sucked her tongue with my mouth, holding her with my lips. She pressed her hip firmly into my wetness and shifted back up to me, and our kisses' passion reached a new level. As she ground against my clit, I felt my passion building and knew I was only moments away from orgasm. I was about to have an orgasm brought on by nothing more than passionate kisses and the pressure she applied to my mound.
As I moaned into her mouth, her tongue became even more aggressive, sending me over the edge into wanton bliss.
"Ummfffff, ummmmffffffff, uuummmmfffff:" I cried
Between kisses, Cassie gasped, "Yesssssss, cum for me, beautiful girl!"
Cassie quickly moved down my body and took my nipple into her mouth as I threw my head about. She sucked my nipple with wild abandon and passion, circling her tongue around my nipple before gently and teasingly nipping it with her teeth, then aggressively taking as much of my pert tit as possible into her mouth, like she was trying to swallow the whole thing.
As I began to come down from my orgasm, she started tenderly kissing her way down my stomach, but she wasn't just kissing and licking my belly; she was making passionate love to my hot flesh. What Cassie could do with her lips and tongue was indescribable. She would open her mouth wide and draw my flesh into her wet mouth before gently suckling her lips as she trailed slowly lower down my hungry body. She was a master, and I, her eager student.
As her tongue reached the edge of my pubic hair, her fingers gently trailed over my wet vulva, sending shivers through me and causing me to buck my body up off the bed. As her tongued danced just ever so close to my clit, making my body involuntarily try to inch upwards and press my clit to her tongue, her fingers began a magical dance over my soaking lips.
The passion was so great that I recall wondering, "Why am I crying? Why are there tears running down my cheeks?" But just then, she finally allowed her teasing tongue to cover my swollen clit, and my body responded with a powerful explosion, "NNNGggggggggg, FUUUUUUUCK!" I screamed. My hips bucked wildly into her as her fingers dove into the depths of my wetness.
I made a series of incoherent noises as she withdrew her fingers and covered my entire pussy with her mouth. I somehow realized then that I was squirting into her mouth, and she was taking my fluid with a passionate hunger, her tongue lapping at my wetness.
"OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO MMMMMMMmmmmmmmmmmmy GGGGGGooooddddddd!" I thought I would pass out as I cried out. I sank lifelessly into the bed, exhausted from my orgasm.
The next thing I knew, Cassie's mouth was on mine, and she shared the taste of my nectar. I practically sobbed with emotion.
We lay there motionless, not saying a word, just holding tightly onto each other and enjoying the moment together. We soon both drifted off - the wine, the pot, and the passionate love we shared took their toll.
Sometime in the night, Cassie shifted in the bed. Not being used to sleeping with someone, it woke me, and I felt my breast pressed against her side - my hand gently holding her left breast. Hers were so much bigger than mine. I lay there in the dark glow, the candles almost gone but still shedding enough light for me to be drawn to her breast. I gently caressed it with my tiny hand, mesmerized by the difference between her full breasts, probably D cup or maybe larger, breasts that had breastfed her children and lost some of their youthful firmness, and my pert but, to my thinking anyway, small, B cups. They would eventually grow into a nice full pair of C cups, and I am pretty happy with them, but at the time, I thought I needed bigger breasts.
I leaned over, gently allowed my lips to encircle her nipple, and gently began to suckle her. An ever so slight "mmmmmm" escaped her, but I could tell she was still very much asleep.
After gently sucking her nipple for some time, I was overcome with a desire to make love to her - to make every attempt to give her the kind of pleasure she had given me.
Cassie was lying on her back with her legs spread just enough for me to move in between them without waking her. As my face neared her, I inhaled her aroma.
I opened my lips and leaned into her, settling my tongue over her clit. Her aroma was intoxicating with a tangy sweetness to it. As my tongue settled over her clit, her body instinctively raised both legs slightly - just enough for my hands to wrap underneath her legs and my mouth pressed firmly into her mound. Her moan was just a bit louder now.
I settled into a rhythm with my tongue, licking and circling her clit while my fingers began exploring her wetness. Cassie started to rock her hips gently, pushing up against my tongue, then down onto my fingers, welcoming them deeper into her wet abyss.
My fingers had only been inside my pussy and my friend Penny's. I was used to only using one or two fingers, but as Cassie began to swell and her tunnel began to open, I soon realized how she could take Marcus's massive cock inside her. Three fingers entered her wetness, and still, my fingers moved freely about inside her. Then a fourth. Her bucking became more pronounced, and her moans louder. I used my thumb to join my tongue in stimulating her clit as she bucked harder into me.
"Put your hand deeper into me," Cassie gasped.
I folded my thumb into the palm of my hand and began working it into her, and my tiny hand entered her completely. Inside her, I formed my hand into a little fist and started slowly fucking her wetness. I reached my free hand up to her breasts only to find her hands already covering them, pinching her nipples.
Cassie began bucking up harder and harder, my hand penetrating her well beyond my wrist as I licked her clit. In the soft candlelight, I could see her glistening wetness on my arm as I would withdraw from her before plunging back into her wetness. Her pussy began making slurping noises as I fucked her deeper and faster. Then I had an idea.
I pulled my free hand away from hers and moved it under her ass. The wetness from her pussy quickly lubricated her ass, and I slowly worked one, then two fingers into her. With my fingertips facing upwards, I could feel the movement of my hand in her pussy through the thin lining. This pushed Cassie over the edge as she began to buck wildly in orgasm.
It was a bit awkward using both hands on her and keeping my mouth attached to her clit while she bucked against me, but I did my best to keep flicking at her clit as I knew she was ever so close to cumming again. Her second orgasm didn't seem nearly as powerful but seemed to last for a full minute or two until her legs finally squeezed against my head, and her hand involuntarily began pushing me away. I knew the sensation she was having. Her body just couldn't take any more. This made me all the more determined to give her more.
I drove my tiny fist as fast and hard as possible into her exploding pussy while my other hand fucked her tight ass, and my tongue refused to let up from her clit.
"FUUUUUCCCCCCKKKKKK MMMMMMEEEEEEEEEEEE!" she screamed as her body jerked uncontrollably.
Up to that young point in my life, sex had never been more gratifying; giving total pleasure to another person was an unbelievable experience.
Somehow, Cassie managed to grab me under my arms and pull my body from her, up onto her torso. She was done. She was in some euphoric place where troubles just didn't exist. I had given her peace, and it was exhilarating.
I wrapped my arms around her, my head resting on her breasts, and held her tenderly. I adored how the wetness of her pussy felt with my stomach pressed against it. I was still there when we woke up the following day.
************
About noon the next day, I looked out to see my mom and stepdad were home, but my brother's car was also parked in the driveway. I later learned the surprise my mom had talked about in her note. They had co-signed on a car for my brother and bought his old one for me to take off to college! It was an old banger, but at least it ran well and gave me newfound freedom!
I will never forget that night with Cassie. Yes, Penny and I had experimented a few times, but that was just curious teenage girls who had no idea what they were doing. This night with Cassie was a night of passionate lovemaking between two women. I learned that sex between two women could be much more than just experimenting. She was the first woman I can say I ever really made love to, but I was sure she would not be the last.




Chapter 4

After my incredible night with Cassie, things kind of went back to normal, if there really is such a thing. Matt came home Sunday afternoon, and they began the process of making up and putting their marriage back together, and I began the process of getting ready to go off to college and enjoyed the newfound freedom from my mom and stepdad giving me my older brother's used car.
Over the next few weeks, I didn't have any babysitting jobs, so I went out with my friend Penny on a double date with her boyfriend and his brother. After the experiences I had over the past couple of weeks, I quickly realized how little tolerance I had developed for boys my age. I knew Leonard since he and Penny had been dating for a couple of months, but I had never met his brother Kyle.
Kyle was a nice enough guy, but my tolerance for teenage boys and their awkwardness veiled behind their bravado, childish attitudes, and boyish hijinks was at an all-time low. I did let Kyle kiss me a few times and even play with my breasts. Still, after the past couple of weeks, my libido was running rampant, and I would have loved to have had sex. Still, the poor guy just wasn't doing it for me, so I never let him get past the proverbial second base. It must have been torture for him as we sat at the drive-in movie hearing Penny and his brother having sex in the back seat, but for the first time in my young life, I just wasn't into him at all. In just a few weeks, I had gone from a giddy teenage girl with constant boy crushes and an easy reputation into a young woman who had discovered what she craved, and I knew Kyle wasn't it. Even though the only person I had had intercourse with was Kris, who was still a teenager, he was sexually mature and confident. That, coupled with my time with Matt and Cassie, showed me that sex was so much better than awkward kids wallowing in the front seat of a car.
I guess that night, I came to realize something and made a transition. Up to that point, I had been the girl with a shady reputation with who boys could get a bit of experience on a date. Now I realized I wanted men who already had experience and knew what to do with a woman. Poor Kyle just didn't match those criteria.
The following week, I got a call from Gemma to firm up babysitting for her and Marcus on Saturday. I told her about getting a car and that I would have my own ride to her house. She was excited about that but said they would probably be out pretty late, and she didn't feel good about me driving home so late, so I just needed to plan on sleeping at their house on the sofa.
After talking with Gemma, it appeared that her and Marcus did not know I had discovered their sex video and accidentally left it loaded up on their browser, so that bullet had been sufficiently dodged. I couldn't wait to finally get a chance to get their kids to bed and be able to watch the whole thing without interruption. I already planned on bringing my robe so I could easily access where I knew my hands would need to be as I watched.
For the next few days, it seemed like every time I wasn't totally focused on something, my mind drifted back to the vision of Marcus's massive cock and how I had seen him using it on Cassie. I must have masturbated fifty times that week. He was such an imposing man and really scared the crap out of me, but my God, that thing, and how he used it, was just incredible. I was really consumed with seeing the rest of that video.
Saturday finally arrived, and all day I was on pins and needles. I packed my overnight suitcase and off I went. I had to really concentrate on not speeding on the highway on my way to their house.
I arrived at Gemma and Marcus's house a little early, just before 7, and their daughter answered the door. She told me her mother was getting dressed and for me to go into their bedroom. I felt a little uneasy going in there but did as I was instructed, calling out as I stood in the bedroom doorway – visions of my night with Kris on that same bed flashing through my mind, followed by visions of Gemma and Marcus and Cassie and Matt in the video taken in this same room.
"I'm in here," replied Gemma from the bathroom, "come on in."
I walked around their bed and rounded the corner of the doorway to their bathroom to find Gemma just drying off from her bath.
"Oh, excuse me," I stammered.
"Don't be silly; come in. Talk to me while I put my makeup on."
I stood there nervously as Gemma finished drying off when she said, "Here, sit on the counter and let's talk."
I hopped up on the counter, and Gemma sat down at her vanity to put her makeup on. I was a little taken aback that she was so comfortable staying totally nude in front of me.
Her body was incredible. Her body was toned to the max for someone with three kids, including a set of twins. I had seen her totally nude body in the video, but now that I was seeing her in person, I was just in awe. Her breasts were very small, fitting for her athletic build, probably an A or possibly a B cup, but no bigger than that, but the amazing thing was her nipples. They stood out almost an inch and straight out.
I blushed uncontrollably when she caught me staring and said, "I know, I have long nipples."
When I couldn't muster any type of response, she graciously let it pass. She told me Marcus's brother George had come into town, and Marcus was with him. They were going to meet her later at a club they were going to. She told me George was from A____. "Isn't that where you are going to college?"
"Yes. My grandmother lives less than a block from the Junior College, and I can live with her."
"That's good. Marcus and I go over there every so often, so maybe we can meet for dinner sometime, and you can catch us up on how you're doing."
My youthful innocence showed through again as I failed to even muster a response. For whatever reason, being around Gemma and Marcus made me feel like a little girl again. I guess technically, I was, but that was changing until I got around them.
We finally were able to carry on some semblance of a conversation, and for the next half hour, as Gemma got ready, sitting nude at her vanity, she went over their plans and gave me the instructions for the kids. Then the conversation moved on to other, more sensitive topics. Gemma started talking about sex and what men like. She went into great detail, informing me that in her mind, sex was to be enjoyed, and too many women had too many hang-ups about it. She said she hoped I would always go after what I desired and not become a prude as I got older. Then she began talking about what men like, saying that a woman should never be afraid to talk dirty during sex, always look a man in the eye when giving him a blowjob, and always swallow! She talked about men's egos and how they want to hear a woman tell them how good it feels and for a woman to show with her passion that they are really into what the guy is doing. Then she said to always hold him inside you after he cums and passionately kiss him to show how great it was. I couldn't believe the conversation we were having, but she was giving me some great pointers. She also told me how pretty she thought I was and that I must turn a lot of heads, then she added about how I had really turned Marcus's!
I blushed again. Marcus was such an imposing figure and really kind of scared me, but knowing what he had in his pants was also a constant turn-on for me, and to think that tiny little me could get his attention was unbelievable and really made me feel like a desirable woman.
When she finally got up from the vanity, we moved to the bedroom so she could get dressed, but instead, she asked me to sit down on their bed. I did, and again, to my surprise, she sat down too, still totally nude.
She took my hands in hers and said, "Kate, please don't freak out, but we need to have a conversation."
The tone of her words sent my mind reeling, but I tried to relax.
"Matt told us about what happened at their house between you, him, and Cassie."
Oh my god! I thought to myself. This caught me totally off guard and embarrassed the crap out of me. Knowing that, did she really still want me to watch her kids? Then I remembered the video.
She continued, "we know a lot more about you, Kate."
"W wh, what do you mean?"
"Well, we know you found the video we left here the last time you babysat for us." Seeing the look of sheer panic on my face, she went on, "It's okay! We left it for you on purpose. We were hoping you would find it and watch it. When we met you at Cassie and Matt's and saw what a hot little vixen you were, and how sweet and innocent you are, Marcus and I both decided we wanted to play with you a bit. Just tease you a little... and let you know exactly who we are and what kind of lifestyle we have, so you could make your own decision about whether or not you wanted to continue knowing us and being around us."
I finally found words, "Well, of course, I do! You guys are really nice, and your kids are so easy to watch."
"No, I'm not talking about watching the kids. We can always find a sitter. I'm talking about actually being friends with Marcus and me. Are you comfortable with that, knowing that we swing, because it freaks some people out when they find out?"
"Sure, Gemma. I'm not one to judge. Besides, that video was really hot!" and she laughed out loud.
"We thought you might think so, but tonight, I have a special video that I think you might enjoy just as much. It's already in the VCR for you."
I couldn't believe it; she was actually giving me permission to watch a video of them having sex!
I somehow mustered up the courage to ask her how she and Marcus got into swinging. I was surprised by just how candid she was with her answer, "Honestly, Marcus is way more than I can handle. He has the sex drive of a herd bull, and when he gets really into it, he just keeps coming at you, even after you think he might be finished. As you already know, he is enormous."
"That's an understatement," I mused to myself.
"Also, Marcus and I both really enjoy the variety that being with others brings to our marriage, and like I told you earlier about how if you want something, to go after it. I have that freedom that most women don't have, and in return, I give Marcus that same freedom."
It made sense to me in a strange, twisted way.
"There's something else, and again, don't freak out; I just want you to know what we know about you, Kate."
"Ummm, okay"
"We know about you and Kris – I said don't freak out!" She reached up to grasp my shoulders, and my eyes zeroed in on her still nude and fully erect nipples. "Is this really happening?" I wondered.
"You two made a mess of our bed sheets. There were wet spots everywhere. If he hadn't come over Saturday and I found out he had been by here the night before, when I found the bed in that condition, I would have thought you had an orgy in our house!"
Then she asked straight out, "Is Kris the first black man you have ever been with?"
"Yes," I stammered.
"And you're okay with what happened?"
"Sure, I had never even thought of being with a black guy before, but honestly, Kris was by far the best sex I have ever had."
She contemplated that for a moment, then offered, "Kate, Kris may look like a grown man, and in many ways, he is, but he is also still an eighteen-year-old boy. If he's the best you've ever had, and he's my nephew, and I love him dearly, but if he's the best you've had, we need to get you laid, child!"
For about the hundredth time, I blushed again.
Looking at the clock, Gemma said she better start getting dressed and instructed me to get the kids started on their baths so I could get them to bed and enjoy my evening.
"Yes, Gemma." My emotions were going in a million different directions. Even though they weren't mad at me for watching the video or even for having sex with Kris in their bed, the conversation was not easy for me. I was kind of glad it was over. Now I just needed to process everything.
As we both stood up, she took my face in her hands and leaned down, "You're so pretty, Kate. No wonder Marcus has had a perpetual hard-on since he first saw you."
Then she briefly kissed my lips and turned to her closet.
*****
Just like the last time I watched them, the kids were superb. No arguments at all. They all took their baths, got their pajamas on, then kissed their mother goodnight. I took them in to read a story, and about halfway through, Gemma came to the bedroom doorway to say goodbye. She looked so sexy. She had on a dark silk button-up blouse with a floral pattern, no bra (her nipples looked so sexy pressing against the smooth fabric), a short white skirt that really accentuated her long, athletic legs, and 4" heels making this already 6' tall woman even taller. She looked like something out of a magazine. She said goodbye, and off she went while I finished reading the bedtime story to the kids.
They all lay there quietly while I tucked them in and then headed for my little overnight bag to get my white cotton robe and take a nice bath of my own. By the time I finished my bath, the kids were all sound asleep. Perfect.
I still didn't have much of a taste for alcohol but helped myself to a tall glass of rum and coke. Practice makes perfect, right? I checked to make sure Gemma had locked the front door, then I walked over to the sofa and took my first sip of rum and coke and said to myself, "alright, let's get this party started," then turned on the TV, and lit a couple of candles before I turned off the lights and settled in on the sofa. I leaned back on the couch, hit the play button, and prepared myself for a night of erotic debauchery. Little did I know.
As soon as the video began, I realized the quality was much better than the first video. The first video was taken here in their house with low lighting and was very grainy. This video took place in a hotel room, and it looked like all the lights were on. It began with Marcus kissing a large blonde woman. When I say she was large, I don't mean obese or anything like that, but she was only a few inches shorter than Marcus, who is probably 6'2 or 6'3, so I would say she was probably 5'9 or maybe even slightly taller. She was 40ish, had a few extra pounds on her with wide hips, big breasts that were beginning to sag a bit, had wavy blonde hair just past shoulder length, and thick thighs and butt. She looked a bit rough around the edges, but it was apparent she had gone to great lengths to make herself look nice for Marcus. She wasn't wearing a ring, so I don't know if she was married or not.
After several minutes of very passionate kissing, the couple moved to the bed. The woman moved between Marcus's legs and began a slow, tantalizing worship of the massive cock she held in her hands. She started by licking the big black balls for several minutes before slowly flicking her tongue on the underside of the shaft, working her way up to the head. She slowly repeated this maneuver several times up and down the entire length before focusing her attention on the head.
I sat there mesmerized by the giant shaft, envious of the woman. The camera person, Gemma, brought the camera close, giving me a bird's eye view of Marcus's impressive manhood up close and personal. I was in a state of awe as I watched her manipulations.
Kris's cock was impressive, to be sure, and even a little longer than Marcus's. As I watched the close-up video, I realized fully just how thick Marcus was. Where Kris's cock was about as big around as my tiny wrist, this massive specimen was more like the size of my forearm. Having grown up in a small town and being around many horses, Marcus reminded me of some of the giant horse cocks I had seen – not as long, but almost as thick. The woman in the video couldn't even come close to wrapping her hand around it.
My brain was transfixed to the screen, and I was lost in my state of erotic bliss, hardly even aware that my fingers had found the wetness between my legs. I was totally mesmerized by the site of that gorgeous cock and what this lucky woman was doing with it. Many times, she tried desperately to put it in her mouth but succeeded in only barely engulfing the head and first inch or two. She must have spent at least fifteen minutes worshiping this monster.
Earlier, I had made sure the front door was locked, but I had failed to check the door going into the garage from the laundry room in the small hallway behind me, and I was so engrossed in what I was viewing that I never heard anyone come in. As I sat there, my eyes glued to the screen and my fingers busy working my clit and wet pussy, dreaming of what the woman must be feeling as she held this freakish specimen in her stroking hands, I never knew Marcus was standing a few feet away, slightly outside my peripheral vision, slowly stroking his cock as he watched me. He and Gemma had never even left. They had been waiting in the garage the whole time, knowing I would soon be masturbating on their sofa.
"Damn, you look fine doing that," he murmured with his deep, baritone voice.
I jumped in fear as I turned and saw him there and quickly pulled my robe together as I stammered incoherent words.
"Don't stop! Open that robe back up and keep doing what you're doing." It wasn't a request; it was a demand.
I sat there frozen in fear as he stepped over to the sofa, giant cock in hand.
I couldn't even move. I couldn't think. I don't even know if I was even breathing, but I could feel my heart pounding in my chest like never before. Where did he come from? How long has he been watching me finger my pussy? What do I do???
I watched, spellbound, as his giant paw reached down and opened my robe to reveal my nakedness to his eyes.
"Put your hand back in your pussy." he ordered. ... and without even conscious effort, ... I did. Only now, my hands were shaking uncontrollably. In fact, my entire body was trembling. It was a surreal moment of shock, fear, worry, and anxiety piled on top of my already aroused condition. My head was absolutely spinning.
I was eventually able to peel my eyes away from the giant cock being stroked maybe a foot away from me. My eyes trailed up Marcus's body to see his lust-filled eyes as he gazed in wanton admiration at my young and tender body before him.
"Damn, you so fuckin hot." He growled.
I realized in an instant how dry my mouth was and, without taking my eyes from his, reached forward to the coffee table to take a long drink of rum and coke. This movement brought my face only inches from his throbbing cock. I held my position and intently watched his hand, stroking it slowly, but my new position obstructed his view of my body. His hand found my shoulder and gently pushed me back on the sofa.
"Mmmmmm, that's better. Keep stroking that sweet little pussy."
He slowly moved around the coffee table over to my right side, never taking his eyes off me and never stopping the slow stroking of his cock. As he stood at the far end of the sofa, he ordered me to scoot over to that side, which I obediently did, using the opportunity to take another long pull off of my rum and coke.
I settled back against the sofa, my left foot up on the coffee table and my right foot on the floor, the massive cock only a few inches from my face. As Marcus slowly stroked his cock with his right hand, his left hand extended down to pinch my erect right nipple. That's when I realized just how hard they were. His first pinch of my nipple sent a shudder through me. With my fingers digging at my wet hole and Marcus tormenting me with this slow, deliberate cock stroking while pinching and rubbing my overly sensitive nipple, I felt my orgasm building, ... and he could tell.
"That's it, White Bread, show me how you make that sweet little pussy of your gush."
Oh yes – the wet spots on the bed – he knew I was a wet one.
I could smell his cock only inches from my face, his masculine aroma adding to the sensory overload I was already battling. Somehow in my haze, I remembered the explicit details Gemma had told me about what men like.
"Yes, stroke your big cock for me," I whispered and heard his deep, low moan at the words. My God, did I really just say that? I thought to myself.
We teased each other for some time. Several times I was very close to orgasm but held it off. I wanted the first orgasm Marcus saw me have to be explosive, so I tried desperately to let it build. I don't really know how long we teased each other, but my orgasm was right on the brink when suddenly I heard the woman on the video, the long-forgotten video, cry out, "OOOH MYYYY GOOODDDD!" and cut my eyes to the screen to see her lowering herself onto the massive shaft, her pussy absurdly stretching around the thickness of it.
As I watched the shaft slowly disappear up into her, my orgasm ripped through me – "AAAAAAAAAAAAHHH OOOOOOOOOOWEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!!!!
I felt the nectar explode from my pussy, drenching my hand and soaking the top of the coffee table.
My entire body jerked in convulsive spasms. I must have squirted 3 or 4 streams before my juices settled into a small flow.
I think I may have hyperventilated as I was seeing stars. The last thing I recall was seeing Gemma standing across the coffee table with a video camera in hand.
*****
In my next coherent realization, I was lying on their bed. I'm sure Marcus must have carried me as I surely would have known if I had walked of my own accord. Someone had removed my robe.
Marcus had his tongue on my wet pussy, lapping at me as I felt a finger penetrate me. His one finger was easily twice as thick and twice as long as the two fingers of my own that I had been pleasuring myself with. I also realized at that moment that Gemma was sucking my right nipple. Without conscious thought, my hand found her nipple just beside my head, and I gave it a light pinch.
Soon Gemma moved up to my lips, and her tongue entered my mouth. I instantly remembered Kris. Her lips were like his, those fat, full, African lips, but her tongue was long and snaked its way deep in my mouth to the base of my throat. I instinctively closed my lips around her tongue and sucked it gently.
I felt Marcus begin working a second finger into me. His two fingers were as thick as any cock I had ever had, including Kris's, but because my young womanhood was so swollen and wet, he could maneuver them into me. He began methodically finger fucking me to my next orgasm, ... and it didn't take long.
Just as my orgasm was building, Marcus worked a third finger into me, sending my world crashing out of control.
"HMMFFF hmmmffffffffff hmmmmmmmmm, ggaaaaaaaaaaahhhh" I snorted into Gemma's mouth as I erupted.
Gemma relentlessly worked her tongue in my mouth as I slowly emerged from my ecstasy. Where did those fingers go?
Then I felt the head of that enormous cock sliding the length up and down my wet opening. At that moment, I realized Gemma was holding one of my legs in the air as we kissed. Marcus was holding the other and using the free hand to alternately slap my clit with his cock and then slide it up and down my lips.
"Oh my God," I thought, "he's going to try to penetrate me with the biggest cock I've ever seen." Fear and anticipation are a fantastic combination. I was frozen.
This was such an emotional roller coaster I was on. I wanted so desperately to know what that massive cock would feel like, but at the same time, I was scared out of my mind. Would he rip me open? Would he do some internal damage to me? Was there a damned thing I could do to stop him?
Of course, the answer was, No.
In a swift move, Gemma moved her body over me, and her giant clit loomed just above my lips. Her pussy was so fascinating. Had I been able to do so, I would have studied it intently. This was the first black pussy I had seen, and I was mesmerized at how her smooth black flesh turned to pink wetness just below that huge clit. And it was genuinely enormous, larger than I had ever seen, as it rested just below her tuft of curly black hair. But my current state did not allow for taking time to study it closely. I arched my head and sucked the big clit into my mouth like a tiny cock, and began working it with my lips.
I felt discomfort as the head of the big cock entered me, but not as bad as I had anticipated. Marcus was used to taking his time with women, giving them ample time to adjust to his freakish girth. Whenever Marcus applied more pressure and worked another fraction of an inch into me, I would moan around the clit in my mouth, causing Gemma to begin bucking her hips back and forth on my face. My nose was wedged between her lips, and her aroma intoxicated me. As I worked her clit with my tongue, she used one hand to stimulate my nipples while the other found its way to my clit.
"Fuck, that's unbelievable," Gemma exclaimed, "I gotta capture that," With that, she jumped off me to grab her phone to record.
With my distraction gone, my focus was now entirely on the cock working into me. I looked down and could see what Gemma had seen. My tiny 100-pound body had been stimulated beyond comprehension. It had accepted 3 or 4 inches of the massive cock meat.
Much to his credit, Marcus gently and slowly began rocking back and forth. His entire movement could not have been more than an inch at a time, but with each slow movement forward, he stretched me ever so slightly to new limits. There would be a brief moment of sharp pain, followed by extreme fullness, followed by incredible pleasure.
Just when I was about to decide the massive cock wasn't going to kill me, I vaguely heard Marcus say, "let me have her."
With that, Gemma moved to the side, and Marcus picked me up off the bed. His arms under my legs, he held me suspended on his cock. In the standing position, next to the edge of the bed, he began actually moving in and out of me with slightly longer and faster strokes. I was only passively aware of my nipples pressed into the hair of his barrel chest.
His mouth found mine, and for the first time, we kissed. As our tongues met, he began bouncing my body like a ragdoll on his cock, and Gemma maneuvered herself under us. An orgasm of hurricane force intensity was building inside me. I felt the massive cock working deeper and deeper into my wetness, stretching me in places inside my body that had never been stretched to that capacity before, and the sensation was indescribable. I had absolutely no control over my body as he plowed up into me when suddenly Gemma plunged her long tongue up to my anus. I had been fingered there before, but this was something totally new and totally unexpected that sent me into orbit.
An array of incoherent noises escaped my body as yet another torrential orgasm wrecked through me like a locomotive. Through the mind-numbing sensations, Marcus had now managed to penetrate my tight wetness almost entirely. He was no longer simply rocking up into me. He was now plunging the massive member in and out of my body and moving my body up and down with his strong arms like he was jerking himself off with my pussy. Just as I was beginning to reach some level of coherency, I realized he was experiencing his own explosion.
I whispered into his ear, "Yes, fuck my pussy full of your cum."
My tight pussy gripped at his cock as one throbbing jet after another shot up into my womb. His growl sounded like a jungle beast.
My brain could no longer comprehend what my body was going through at that moment. I guess some sort of defense mechanism kicked in as I totally blacked out as the cock was repeatedly slammed into my body.
*****
When I awoke, Gemma was gently cleaning my body with a warm, wet cloth. Marcus was not in the room. I lay there speechless at what had transpired while she gently patted me with the cloth.
After several minutes I was able to lift myself up to my elbows. I gasped as I gazed down at my swollen, red, angry-looking pussy.
Gemma looked up and gently smiled. "You'll be fine, just maybe sore for a few days."
Just then, Marcus walked in with 3 beers, handed one to Gemma, and set the other on the nightstand next to me.
"We'll drink these before we go again," he said.
"NO, Marcus! This poor girl's done. You're not going near her again tonight!"
I was so thankful she told him that, as I would have never been able to. I don't think I could have come close to uttering a coherent sentence at that point. I fell back into the bed and collapsed, and was instantly asleep.
At some point during the night, I guess Marcus carried me into the living room, laid me on the sofa, and covered me with a blanket, I assume, so he and Gemma could have another round of it without waking me up. If that was the case, I was certain Gemma had made him take me in there and was eternally thankful.
I awoke to the sound of the kids running through the house and the smell of Gemma frying bacon and making pancakes.




Chapter 5

The summer before I headed off to college had certainly been eventful. Aside from the everyday activities of what you might expect from a teenage girl coming into her own, going on a few dates, letting a few boys feel me up, giving a few blowjobs, and even allowing a couple of them to have awkward teenage sex, I had also crossed over into a new realm. I had participated in my first threesome, even though I did not have intercourse with Matt and Cassie. I had experienced my first sex with a black guy on my incredible night with Kris. I had an unbelievable lesbian experience with Cassie, and I topped off my summer with what was still, to this day, some thirty years later, one of the biggest black cocks I have ever seen with Marcus and Gemma. But now, a new chapter was beginning in my life. I was heading off to college and newfound freedom.
You might be expecting that my early college days were filled with dorm room parties, frat house gang bangs, and the usual slutiness that goes along with a young girl getting her first taste of freedom. While I did have my share of good times in college, for the most part, that simply wasn't the case. Mainly because of my financial situation. My mom and stepdad didn't have the means to pay for college, so I had to cut corners every chance I had. That included enrolling in Junior College and moving in with my Grandmother, who lived just half a block from the campus.
Now before you go thinking, "Okay, living with your grandmother takes all the fun out of college," I should explain my Grandmother to you. Her and my granddad had been divorced since before I was born. She was single from about the age of 40 until she died. She was also a very successful seamstress with a shop in the garage behind her two-story house. She was famous for making handmade western shirts and both men's and women's suits. When she was young, she even made many of the shirts seen in western movies and had many photos of old western actors wearing her shirts.
Not only was my Grandmother a successful businesswoman, which was rare in those days, but she was also pretty open and free-spirited. She went out dancing when she wasn't traveling to see one of her sisters or kids, so even though I lived with her, I did have a good bit of free time when I was home alone. She also had a few "boyfriends" she dated regularly, and on those nights, she would often stay overnight at their house, but she would never let any of them get too serious. She had no plans whatsoever of remarrying.
Like me, she was also tiny. Barely over 5' tall and maybe 110 pounds, and she herself very fit. She was a member of a women's spa with various fitness classes that she definitely got her money's worth from, and she always laughed a lot and never took life too seriously.
My schedule was pretty full. Within a month of arriving at college, I had managed to find 3 sources of income. I got a part-time job working three or four nights a week as a night clerk at a hotel by the airport; since I was working towards a degree in accounting, I got a job keeping the books for a small electrical contractor, and I still would get an occasional babysitting job. All of that on top of going to college, so I really didn't have a lot of free time to be the wild college girl you might expect.
I should also tell you about my Grandmother's house. She had a charming two-story house that was really decorated nicely inside. Grandmother was a garage sale fanatic and would usually go to garage sales on Friday and Saturday mornings to find all sorts of treasures to decorate with. Downstairs was the living room, kitchen, dining room, and her bedroom. There were two bedrooms upstairs, and each had a separate bathroom, but the bathroom on the left was just a sink and toilet, so I took the bedroom on the right. Although not attached to the bedroom, that bathroom had a bath/shower combo.
My family had been visiting my Grandmother regularly all my life, so I was familiar with things and knew something about the neighborhood. Next door to Grandmother's house, on the side of my bedroom, was another two-story house where a 40-something divorced man named Jordan lived. Jordan was some sort of scientist who worked at a research facility. He had two sons I knew from when we would visit. One was about two years younger than me and the other about five years younger, but when Jordan and his wife divorced, she moved out of state and took the boys with her.
Jordan was kind of odd. I guess he must have been really smart to have the job that he had. He was about 5'10 or so and a bit overweight, maybe 200 pounds, wore dark frame glasses, and had a flattop haircut. Not exactly a hottie, but he was a nice enough guy. He was pretty much a loner, but he had been neighbors with my Grandmother for several years and had developed a friendly relationship. He always seemed to be keeping an eye on the house and sometimes offered to come over and fix things or help my Grandmother move a piece of furniture.
One of Jordan's spare bedrooms had a window directly across from my side bedroom window. There were only about ten feet between the two houses. When they divorced, I guess his wife took most of the furniture, including the kid's bedroom furniture and curtains. The night I moved in, there was an upstairs light on next door, and the light shining into that bedroom showed me the room was completely empty. I felt kind of sad for Jordan when I saw that. His entire world had moved away and left him alone in that big empty house. Even for an odd duck like Jordan, that was no way to live, and I felt awful for him.
After a couple of weeks and having gotten settled in, I began to form a routine. Two nights a week, I had evening classes and would walk to school. I would walk home and get there just after 9:00. On the nights that I worked at the hotel, my shift was from 3 to 11. I would get home at about 11:30. I began to notice that no matter what time I got home at night, Jordan would be sitting on his front porch drinking a beer. I didn't think too much about it. Jordan would always wave at me as I walked from my car to the front door. I would always come in and take a shower or a bath, then go to the bedroom wrapped in a towel and would put on a tee shirt and panties to sleep in. It wasn't uncommon for me to stand nude in front of my vanity mirror while I brushed my hair. I also had a full-length mirror on the side wall that was a straight view to my side window across the room and the bedroom window on Jordan's house.
I guess Jordan didn't know my exact schedule yet, so one night, I didn't have class and had a night off at the hotel, so I actually got home from school before Jordan did. A couple of hours later, I was sitting on my bed doing some homework. Since I knew Jordan's bedroom was empty, I never bothered closing the curtains. But this night, the bedroom door was open. When Jordan clicked on an upstairs light, it lit the bedroom just enough for me to see that there was now a folding chair and small table with an ashtray and a lamp on it, but they were not placed on the far wall where you would expect. They were only a couple of feet back from the window facing out.
"Oh my God!". I thought, "has he been watching me at night?"
I quickly reached over and turned off my lamp, and hid behind the side of my bed. As I peered over my bed in the darkness, I saw Jordan come into the empty bedroom. He looked over at my bedroom window, but when he saw my bedroom light was off, I guess he figured I might have already been asleep. He turned and walked out of the room, closing the door behind him.
I lay in bed that night, doing my best to recall the past couple of weeks and what Jordan might have spied on me doing. He could have certainly seen me standing nude in front of the full-length mirror, brushing my hair, but had he also seen me lying in bed masturbating? I felt relieved when I realized I had only played with my pussy with the lights off, but at the same time, to think of the poor lonely guy spying on me kind of turned me on.
The next day in my classes, I could hardly concentrate, thinking about Jordan watching me. It was creepy but a big turn-on at the same time. I thought about Jordan all alone in that big house. I wondered how long it had been since he had been with a woman. I hope this doesn't sound conceited, but I wasn't angry about it. After all, to Jordan, I was probably the hottest little thing he had seen in a long time, maybe ever! Why wouldn't he take every available opportunity to see my tight young body?
That night, when I got home from class, sure enough, there sat Jordan on his front porch. I went in and said hi to my Grandmother, who was still up watching TV. After a few minutes, she said she was going to bed, and I told her I needed to get something out of my car. I went out the front door, and sure enough, Jordan had gone inside, perhaps waiting patiently in the upstairs bedroom.
I went up and took my bath, and for the first time, it dawned on me that the smoked glass little bathroom window above the tub faced Jordan's house. He couldn't see through it, but he could tell when the bathroom light went off.
That night, instead of drying off in the bathroom, I just wrapped the towel around my wet body, turned off the bathroom light, and walked into my bedroom. A quick glance to the window told me the lights were off at Jordan's.
"Is he there? Is he watching me?" I wondered.
I closed my bedroom door and undid the towel, and began slowly and seductively drying myself off. I took my time about it, carefully placing each foot on the edge of the bed to dry my legs. I began noticing things I hadn't even thought of before, like how high my bed was and that if I were standing in front of my mirror, he could see from my butt up, not my legs. I also realized that if I went to my closet, which was on the side of the bed with the window, I would only be about ten or twelve feet from him. I couldn't resist.
I finished drying and acted like I was going to my closet. I wanted to see if I could see him, but as I glanced as I walked by my window, the room was totally dark with the door closed, so if he was there, I couldn't tell for sure. The more I thought about him watching me, the more it turned me on.
Strange thoughts ran through my head. I wanted him to see me, but I didn't want him to know that I knew. Not yet anyway. Not only did I want him to see me, I wanted to put on a show for my lonely neighbor. I wanted to make sure he would be there watching for me every night. The idea of it really got me going. If Jordan was sitting over there in the darkness, I was to make it an enjoyable night for him.
I walked back over to my vanity, grabbed my hairbrush, and stepped over to the full-length mirror. I slowly bent at the waist, my hair dangling toward the floor, and began brushing it. Very slowly. In this position, Jordan had a perfect view of my tight little butt and maybe, just maybe, a slight glimpse of my pussy. I spread my legs ever so slightly just to add to the possibility. I brushed my hair out this way about twice as long as I usually would. Then I stood up and brushed out my hair while standing in front of the mirror. Oh, how I wished I had known if he was watching or not. After several minutes of this, I lay the brush on my vanity and reached for a bottle of lotion, and began a slow and seductive show of moisturizing my body. I sat on the edge, turned slightly sideways to give a better view, and extended my leg in the air to rub in the cream, then the other leg.
I stood up, again with my butt to the window, and massaged the lotion into my butt, then my shoulders, and finally my breasts. I turned sideways, again giving him a profile view, and looking at the mirror, began examining my breasts, rubbing in the lotion, and slowly toying with my nipples, almost like it was just an accident, but my erect nipples made it clear that I was aroused.
I began making a show like I had innocently started by applying moisturizer, but during the application, I had become aroused. I pinched at my nipples. Bit my bottom lip. Admired my body in the mirror. Then I slowly, like I was getting carried away, moved over to lay on the bed. With the lights still on, my fingers made their way slowly down my torso to find my wet, swollen lips.
Was he seeing this? If so, he surely has his cock in hand right now.
In my mind, I began visualizing Jordan sitting in the dark in his folding chair, cock in hand, furiously stroking to the naked college girl just a few feet away. Just the idea of it was so hot and making my juices flow. I was so worked up. I even thought about turning sideways on the bed so he could see me fingering my pussy, but I thought that would be too obvious, and I didn't want to take a chance of scaring him off. For a busy college girl who hadn't really found any kind of social life yet, this was the most excitement I had encountered since I got here!
I took my time working myself to orgasm, and when it came, it came with visions of Jordan furiously stroking his cock and shooting his cum on the bedroom window. Immediately when I came, I got off the bed and turned the light off. I wasn't sure if Jordan saw the little show I put on for him or not, but I was confident that, if he did, he enjoyed it just as much as I did.
***
Over the next couple of weeks, I wanted to tease poor Jordan a bit, so some nights I would not give him a show, even putting my nightshirt on in the bathroom. Other nights were a repeat of my fingering my pussy to orgasm on my bed with the light on.
One day I had an idea. During the day, while Jordan was at work, I unscrewed the lightbulbs in the overhead light. That night, when I turned off the bathroom light, I walked into the bedroom and flicked on the light switch, but it stayed totally dark. I turned on the little reading lamp on my nightstand, which did little to light my room. Then I went and got two new bulbs and returned to my room and climbed on top of my bed to replace the bulbs. I had on a short t-shirt that barely covered my nude butt. When I reached up to take the cover off the bedroom light fixture, my t-shirt pulled up, totally exposing my butt. With my back to the window in a barely lit room, Jordan wasn't quite as careful as he should have been. There in the semi-darkness, in the reflection on the mirror on the wall, I saw a flicker of light as Jordan sat in his chair lighting a cigarette. He had covered the lighter with his hand, but the soft glow was still enough for me to make out in the mirror that he really was there watching me. Now I was sure he was taking part in our little voyeuristic game. And I was more than a willing exhibitionist.
Now that I had proof that my activities were mutually beneficial, I began stepping up my game. One night, after my Grandmother had brought home groceries, I even pleasured myself with a small cucumber. Two days later, Jordan brought over some bigger cucumbers with a made-up story that someone at work gave them to him, and he had more than he could eat. I put on an outstanding show for him that night with the biggest cucumber of the bunch.
Being September, the nights were starting to get cooler, and one evening when I walked home from school, I told my Grandmother, "It's a gorgeous night out; let's turn off the air conditioner and open some windows." That night, before taking my bath, I opened my bedroom window.
When I got out of the bath, instead of turning off the bathroom light, as was my routine, I left it on, got down low, and went into my bedroom to peak just over my bed, thinking I might be able to tell if Jordan had opened his bedroom window as well, but not only had he opened the window since the bathroom light was still on, he must have thought I was still in the bathroom. There he sat in the folding chair in a men's robe, smoking a cigarette and drinking a beer.
I scurried back to the bathroom and turned the light off. Earlier I had brought up the last of our cucumbers. This one was the smallest of the bunch but still about the size of a smallish cock. I knew he was there. I knew he was watching, and tonight, I also knew he was listening.
I lay on the bed and began using the cucumber as a simulated cock that I was licking. Between licks and sucks, I would moan the words, "Oh Jordan, I love sucking your cock. I love how it feels in my mouth. I can't wait for you to fuck me." I hoped he could hear me okay. Grandmother's bedroom was downstairs, but I still didn't want to be too loud.
That night, as I fucked myself to orgasm with the cucumber, I burst out, "Yes, Jordan, fuck me! Fuck me! Cum in me!". As I came down from my orgasm, I uttered, "Oh, I wish I could see his cock for real." I hope he heard me.
***
With all of the cucumbers gone, I had to change up my game plan a bit. That night, I worked at the hotel, so I didn't get home until 11:30. I took a quick bath and went to my room, but tonight, I had made a decision. I loved knowing that Jordan was watching me and was jerking his cock off, and it excited me. Tonight, I put on a robe in the bathroom, and when I finished brushing my hair, rather than laying on the bed or standing in front of my mirror pleasuring myself, I walked around the bed and stood close to the window, facing out like I was just drinking in the night air. This had to have caught Jordan off guard as in the darkness, I saw a light glow of him snuffing out his cigarette in the ashtray.
Knowing he was there, watching, listening, I reached up and peeled the robe off my shoulders and let it fall. There I stood, totally nude, ten feet away from my neighbor. I stood at the window and began pinching my nipples and caressing my breasts.
I rolled my head back and moaned out, "Oh, Jordan, I wish you were there to tell me what you want to see me do to myself."
I knew he had to have heard me, but would he respond?
"Yes, Jordan, tell me what you want me to do, ... and please let me see you stroking your cock for me."
It would either bring him out in the open or drive him away; I didn't know which.
"I need you, Jordan. I need to know you see me, ... and I need to see you."
Then it happened. As I stood there looking into the darkness next door, Jordan turned the lamp on. He sat there in the folding chair with his robe open, cock in hand, slowly stroking it.
Jordan's cock was a bit disappointing, considering the men I had been with, like Marcus, who was just enormous. However, Jordan's was still a decent size. It was a solid six inches, maybe seven, and relatively thick. Our eyes met, and for the first time since we began our little game of exhibitionist and voyeur, we both knew that the other person knew.
I stepped back after a couple of minutes to the edge of the bed, and there we were, him in his folding chair stroking his cock and me on the edge of the bed, fingering my wetness. Occasionally I would moan little teasing phrases like, "Oh, your cock looks so hard. I wish I was sucking it for you." And through the open window, I would hear him moan.
Jordan never did speak. He let his motion do the speaking for him. After several minutes of our mutual self-stimulation, I could tell Jordan was close to erupting. I sped my action of fingering my pussy and clit. I knew I was getting close myself, watching him pleasure himself only a few feet away.
As my orgasm built, I moaned out, "Yes, Jordan, cum for me! I'm gonna cum. Let's cum together!" And as my fingers enticed a small squirting orgasm, Jordan erupted with a groan. All too soon, it was over, and I lay back on the bed panting. After several minutes, I caught my breath and raised up to look at him, but he was gone.
***
We spent three of the following four nights watching each other masturbate, but Jordan still wouldn't speak; he would only watch. I did notice that each time I would utter something about sucking Jordan's cock, I would hear a low moan come from his window.
That weekend, on Saturday morning, Grandmother left to go visit her sister. She would be gone for eight days. I had befriended a young girl at college, Mel, who had lived her whole life there and was still living with her parents while going to college. We had a couple of classes together and got along very well, and I sensed that she might be somewhat attracted to me. With my Grandmother gone for a week, I told her I was really nervous about staying by myself and invited Mel to stay with me. She could even sleep in since I was only half a block from campus. She readily agreed to stay the week with me.
I had my first Saturday evening off work. I had worked earlier that day at my bookkeeping job at the electrical company but was finished by about 3:00 and called Mel to let her know she could come over any time she was ready. I was just walking in the door when I saw her drive up.
Mel was taller than me, of course. Just about everybody is. She is about 5'4", probably about 110 or 115 pounds, and had shoulder-length red hair. She had a very light complexion and had a small sprinkling of freckles on her face and more on what I had seen of her chest. She wasn't like a model or anything, but Mel was cute with a nice body and a great smile. She had smallish breasts but full, maybe close to a C cup. She came across as pretty shy and had obviously come from a closely monitored childhood.
One of the nice things about living with my Grandmother, she was open-minded enough that she didn't mind if I drank alcohol and had a nice supply. She figured at eighteen, I was going to find a way to drink and would much rather I did it at her house rather than out somewhere where I could get myself into trouble. Don't get me wrong, I wasn't a heavy drinker by any means, but I did find that a couple of drinks really helped me loosen up. Mel said she had only drunk a couple of times and didn't like it, but she had only tried beer.
I convinced her to try a rum and coke with me, and we went out on the back patio to visit. It was the first time away from class that we had a chance to talk, and we needed to really get to know each other. I sat where I could see Jordan's bedroom window, and sure enough, it didn't take long for him to appear in the window and see us. I had plans but was in no hurry. At least he knew I had company. The night before, I had told him through the open windows that he needed to keep his bedroom lights off tonight.
After about an hour of chit-chat and getting to know each other better, the drinks were starting to have an effect. The chit-chat soon turned to girl talk. I was a little surprised to learn that Mel, quiet and reserved as she was, also had a wild side.
Earlier, when I went in to make fresh drinks, I had ordered a pizza, and it was about time for it to be delivered. Plus, we had teased poor Jordan long enough, so we went inside to continue our chat. I learned that Mel was not a virgin like I thought she might be. In fact, she had slept with two different guys in high school, but the last one was three months ago, and she was itching for some action. She just really had a hard time getting guys' attention. I started to ask if she had ever been with a girl but thought maybe it was too soon for that. I chose instead to begin telling about my sexual history, especially about the things that had happened over the summer.
I could see her cheeks flushing when I told her about my night with Kris, but what really seemed to get her going was when I told her about Cassie and me. She wanted to know all of the details, what it was like kissing a woman, touching a woman, and even going down on each other. I could tell the interest was there; I just needed to take my time with her. I went into great detail, telling her how passionate it was with Cassie and how in many ways, it was even better than being with a man.
"Wow, Kate. I just don't know if I could ever be with a woman that way."
"Why not?" I asked.
"Well, what if I don't like it? Or worse, what if I do!"
"Oh, you WILL like it, I assure you. I think the secret is to be with someone who has been with a woman before. When Penny and I tried a few things, we had no idea how to please each other. It was sort of awkward, but Cassie and Gemma both knew what they were doing, and I learned a lot from them, especially Cassie."
"So, you mean my first time with a woman should be with someone like you that has been with other women before?"
"Well, that would definitely be my pleasure," I responded as I got up to freshen our drinks, leaving her to ponder that remark for a while.
As I was returning with our drinks, the pizza arrived. The delivery guy was in his early 20s and kind of cute, and after he left, Mel and I joked about how we weren't very prepared, or else we would have been wearing something revealing to tease him a bit. Oh well, next time, maybe.
We continued our conversation while eating pizza and having more rum and cokes, but the whole time, I was trying to come up with a plan of just how I was going to seduce my new friend.
By the time we decided it was time to go get ready for bed, Mel had managed to nurse five rum and cokes over several hours. Still, with her low tolerance, I could tell she was a bit woozy and starting to loosen up. I fixed fresh drinks, and we headed up the stairs.
"Do you want to go first?" Mel asked, referring to taking a bath.
"Oh, don't be silly, we can go together. The tub isn't that small." I replied.
This seemed to make her a bit nervous, and I was afraid I had pushed too far, but she relented and said, "Okay."
We opted for a shower instead of a bath, and that gave us more room to wash each other's backs. When she took off her shirt and bra, for the first time, I saw her nipples and freckle-covered breasts. The nipples were slightly inverted but had large areolas, and when she slipped down her panties, she displayed a tuft of fire engine red pubic hair. Of course, I took the lead handing Mel a washcloth and soap, and turned around, telling her, "Here, you wash my back, then I'll wash yours."
Mel was pretty reserved in her actions, never venturing too close to any of my 'private parts.' This was going nowhere fast. I knew I had to turn up the heat. As I washed Mel's back, I made comments about her alabaster skin and the cute little freckles on her back and shoulders. Then I leaned forward and lightly kissed her shoulder. She froze but made no attempt to stop me. I slowly trailed my kisses up her shoulder to the base of her neck and ever so slightly felt her head tilt. Her being somewhat taller than me, I raised up on my toes and slowly continued up her neck to just below her ear and whispered what a lovely body she had.
I continued kissing her neck as I slowly pressed my breasts into her back, then began slowly raising my hands up her sides and slightly forward. When my fingers touched the underside of her breasts, I heard her gasp slightly. Gently I turned her around to face me. She offered no resistance. I kissed the other side of her neck and slowly worked my lips to hers. At our first gentle kiss, Mel melted into me, her supply body pressed firmly against mine.
I felt her lips tremble as we kissed, but she was soon eager with passion. Our tongues began a slow and sensual dance. I slowly traced my fingers down her back and caressed her ass, pulling her tighter to me. With our bodies pressed together and our kisses becoming evermore passionate, she began to respond in kind, actually participating. I felt her hands travel down my back to caress my butt. We stayed like this for several minutes until we began to feel the water cooling off.
We broke our kiss, and without saying a word, Mel turned around and turned off the shower, and reached for a towel. We took turns drying each other off. I took an extra amount of time drying her legs, slowly bringing the towel up to her red mound. When I touched her lips, even though the towel, I felt her body shiver as she moaned lightly.
Once we were dry, we started out of the bathroom, and Mel reached for her robe. As we were walking through the doorway, she began to put it on. I stopped her at the doorway, turned off the bedroom light, signaling Jordan that we were through in the bathroom, and took the robe from her hands.
"You won't be needing that," I said in the sultriest voice I could muster.
We stepped into the bedroom, into Jordan's view. Before Mel had time to reconsider anything, I turned her around to face me and immediately kissed her deeply. She moaned into my mouth. I gently led her back against the bed, and we slowly descended onto it, with our mouths locked and our tongues dueling one another.
Knowing Mel had limited experience, she was a pretty good kisser. Her tongue was thick, and her lips soft as velvet. She really seemed to enjoy it when I would gently suckle her tongue into my wet mouth and was soon mimicking my actions. As we continued our make-out session, I moved one leg over hers and slowly began pressing my thigh into her mound while grinding my own mound against her thigh. We were both getting very wet.
After several more minutes of kissing and grinding, I broke the kiss. I casually looked up, winking at the window, knowing Jordan was watching. Then I began slowly kissing my way down her body, stopping to lick her neck and listen to her coo gently as my hands found her breasts. I kissed my way down her freckled chest to see her once inverted nipples were now beginning to poke out, and I gently traced my tongue in slow circles around each nipple. I felt her hands on the back of my head, holding me there.
I teased her nipples until she finally began pressing my head down, trying to force me to suck her nipple into my mouth. After a painfully long time, I finally relented. She gasped, "Ohhhhh, Kate," as my mouth eventually engulfed her left nipple.
After a bit of nipple play, I nudged her to move up so we could get more comfortable, knowing as I worked my way down her body, I would be off the bed. Of course, I also figured we had teased poor Jordan long enough and wanted to give him a better view of the action.
Mel asked, "Can we turn off the light?"
"No, I want to see you, but let me do this," and I turned on the reading lamp and turned off the overhead light. I knew this would make poor Jordan have to strain a bit to see everything, but I wanted her to be more relaxed.
I then began under her breasts, resuming my kisses down her stomach. She had just the cutest little bit of baby fat on her soft stomach, and I felt her breath catch several times as I worked lower. As my lips and fingers trailed lower, I felt her hips rise for the first time.
When my lips finally reached the edge of her pubic hair, I moved down to the inside of her knees. I wanted to torment her. I wanted her to be begging me to lick her pussy. I wanted her first time with a woman to be something she would never forget.
As my lips touched the inside of her left thigh, she instinctively brought her knees up and spread herself wide, inviting me in. What Mel was too shy to say with words, she was saying loud and clear with her body. I began licking, kissing, and sucking the inside of her thighs, slowly working my way up. I could now smell her intoxicating womanhood. She wasn't uttering a word but was making constant moaning sounds softly into the night air. I was hoping Jordan could hear her.
When I got up to her upper thigh, and her hips were starting to buck her mound toward my mouth, I moved over to the inside of her right thigh, and she groaned her impatience. As my lips repeated the action on her other thigh, my fingers began lightly tracing all around her mound and outer lips, but never quite touching her most inviting parts. Everywhere my fingers moved, she pressed her vulva that way, begging for relief.
As I looked up in the dim light, I noticed for the first time that her clit was now swollen and firmly protruding from her mound. I got to her upper thigh, then began tracing slow wet circles with my tongue around her womanhood.
"Ohhh Kate, I can't take ..." and her words trailed off. Her fingers clutched at my head, pressing me closer and closer and closer until, with all of her strength, her passion beyond its limits, she forced my mouth to her aching pussy.
'Ohhhhhhhhhh, Yesssssssss." She moaned loudly. I was sure Jordan had no trouble hearing her now.
As my tongue flicked at her clit and alternated with tiny circles around its edges before sucking it into my lips again, my fingers danced on her outer lips. I could feel the wetness leaking from her.
Then I had an idea.
"Get on top of me," I ordered as I lay sideways on the bed. When she quickly got over my mouth, I knew from this new position that Jordan was sitting in the darkness only a few feet away, staring straight at her. She lowered herself onto my waiting mouth. This time, as my tongue engulfed her swollen clit, I slowly sank my fingers up into her wetness.
"Oh God, YES!" She screamed.
Also, from this position, I could look up to see her pinching at her nipples, which were now standing firmly erect. Her body began to buck wildly, pressing first onto my mouth, then back to push my penetrating fingers into her tunnel. I pretty much held my hand still and let her set her own pace of stimulation.
I let her continue this action until her orgasm began. As it surged through her body, my fingers began fucking steadily up into her, knowing if left to herself, she would slow her pace as orgasm overtook her. But I wanted this orgasm to be like no other.
Her entire body shuddered and shook as I mercilessly worked her g-spot, and the sounds she was emanating were primal. I felt her knees squeeze together on my head and knew she had reached her limit, so I brought my fucking fingers to a slow pace as she came down from her orgasmic high.
Mel fell off of me in a heap.
"Oh my God, Oh my God, Oh my God, Oh my God," she mumbled into the bed. Her body was still quivering from its release.
I raised up slightly, looked over at the open window, and blew a kiss, hoping Jordan had just had his own orgasm.
Once the proverbial dust settled and Mel was getting back to some semblance of normal, we just held each other tightly and fell asleep.
I knew she wasn't ready to reciprocate my cunnilingus. That wouldn't come until the third night, but I was in no hurry. Over the next few days, Mel and I explored every inch of each other's bodies. We put on countless shows for poor Jordan.
I had to work all day Saturday at both of my regular jobs, and my Grandmother was coming home Sunday, so Mel went home when I left for work on Saturday morning. She actually thanked me for giving her sexual experiences better than she had ever had before.
***
Saturday night, my relief was late, and I didn't get home from the hotel until midnight. I was afraid Jordan might already have given up and gone to bed, but since it was Saturday night and he didn't have to work the next day, sure enough, there he was, sitting on his front porch when I got home. As I was walking to the front door, Jordan got up to go inside.
After an entire week of making love to Mel, you would think my libido would be satisfied, but instead, the nonstop arousal had only exacerbated my cravings. I loved caressing, kissing, and sucking Mel's tight little body and how it made me feel to bring her so much pleasure, but I needed a nice, hard cock. I longed for the feeling of having a hard cock in my hands and in my mouth and having control over it.
I went through my regular routine, took a bath (Mel and I had been taking showers all week, so I needed a nice, relaxing bath), stood in front of my mirror and brushed my hair, then walked around the bed to face the window. The bedroom next door was dark. I opened my robe and began seductively caressing my breasts and pinching my nipples.
In the darkness, I saw the glow as Jordan took a drag off of a cigarette. As my fingers touched my pussy, I moaned, "Oh, Jordan, it's been a week since I've watched you stroke your cock. Turn your light on, please."
Jordan's lamp came on, and there he was, cock in hand, hard as a rock. As I watched his hand moving up and down his cock, my yearnings overtook me. Jordan wasn't much to look at, but his cock was nice, and dammit, I wanted that cock. I decided we had both waited long enough and that our teasing of one another had reached its peak. Without saying a word, I closed my robe and walked around my bed and through the bedroom doorway. About a minute later, I was ringing Jordan's doorbell.
I stood on Jordan's front porch for much longer than I had anticipated. Was he going to answer? I was just about to give up in frustration but decided to ring the doorbell again. Finally, the door crept open. There stood Jordan, fully dressed, in khaki pants and a plaid shirt.
"Seriously," I thought to myself, "I'm standing at his front door, and he takes time to get dressed! What is it with this guy?"
I stepped inside and took his hand and led the dorky man over to his recliner, turned him around, and told Jordan, "Don't say a word."
I'm not sure if he was even capable of saying anything at that moment. I reached down to unbutton his pants, and as I lowered the zipper, I also dropped myself to my knees. I had briefly thought about kissing him, but there was just no attraction there, so I decided against it. I just wanted his cock.
As his pants traveled lower, his now semi-erect cock sprang free inches from my face. For such a dorky guy, his cock was actually quite nice, now that I saw it up close. It was pretty thick and had a nice thick vein that zig-zagged its way through the top and side of the shaft and a nice bell head. Jordan was circumcised, luckily, because I'm really not a fan of uncircumcised cocks, but there was just a bit of overlapping skin that just covered the ridge of the head. But most impressive were his big hanging balls. Jordan was old enough that his balls had begun to hang low, and one hung about an inch lower than the other.
Before I ever even touched his cock, as I stared at it and studied it closely, I saw the full hardness returning. I slowly brought my right hand up, lightly touching the flesh on his inner thighs, until my palm finally lifted the weight of his sack. I brought my left hand up to the underside of his shaft and pressed it up against his stomach, leaned forward, and flicked my out to his cum filled balls. The night air was pierced with the sound of Jordan's heavy breathing.
I gently took the low-hanging ball, the left one, into my mouth. Jordan uttered incoherent sounds in the night.
Then I began lightly tracing and licking my tongue up the underside of the shaft, up to the head, then repeated several times. I felt pre-cum leak into my left hand. Up the shaft a final time before circling the head with my tongue and lapping at the leaking fluid, then slowly opened my mouth to enclose the head, my tongue flicking at the underside of the head. The stimulation was too much for poor Jordan, and he fell back into the recliner.
I leaned up over him, and he scooted to the edge. I took the cock slowly back into my mouth and began descending my wet lips down the shaft. On my tongue, I could feel the underside of his shaft pulsing as his blood engorged it. He was hard as stone, and it felt so good to finally have him in my mouth.
I moved my mouth slowly up and down his shaft several times. With my left hand now free, it found its way to my pussy, and fingers toyed at my clit.
Jordan began bucking his hips up, fucking my hungry mouth. His actions were becoming erratic, and I felt his cockhead swelling. I forced my mouth all the way down his shaft, my tongue now flicking at the tightening balls I held in my hand. With his cockhead forcing its way into my throat, I felt him swell, his balls tighten, then begin to pulse as he pumped his fluid into my throat. There were no sudden jets of cum, but rather a slow and steady heavy leaking into my mouth. His cum was slightly bitter and not very creamy, but there was a lot of it.
I swallowed his juice and slowly began with tightened lips, working my mouth to the tip, pulling out the last of his seed. This had all happened in less than five minutes. I was disappointed that he came so quickly. I was really enjoying sucking his cock and would have fucked him if he had held out, but I knew it would be some time before he could recuperate enough for sex.
I simply stood up and walked over to the front door.
"Good night, Jordan. Sweet dreams."




Chapter 6

With the advent of the internet, I read about many people who think cuckoldry is a relatively new phenomenon. They are very mistaken. As an eighteen‐year‐old college student, I had no idea what cuckoldry was, and if someone had tried to explain it to me, I would have never believed them. My summer experiences with both Matt and Cassie and with Marcus and Gemma were not cuckoldry, not in the true sense, as both couples were swingers. There is a difference; although some cuckolds are swingers, not all swingers are cuckolds, if that makes sense.
I would first like to explain what I have learned over the years regarding cuckoldry, and maybe along the way, I can clear up some misconceptions. Clearly stated – a cuckold is someone who willingly offers, and often encourages, their spouse the opportunity to explore sexual activities outside of their primary relationship while they, themselves, abstain from participating – participate only as a voyeur – fully participate – or participate as a subservient.
In viewing adult videos on the subject, I have heard many times when a woman would tell her bull to cuckold her when, in fact, they are not cuckolding her. They are cuckolding the husband.
Typically, a cuckold relationship exists when the male partner or husband encourages the female of the relationship to take on another lover. In which case, he is the cuckold, she the cuckoldress. In rare situations, like mine and Stoney's, the female may also be a cuckold by giving the male her blessing to pursue others. We don't do this often, as primarily, ours has been a traditional cuckold marriage, but what I am writing about here took place long before I ever met my husband.
I think I should also explain to those who may not know much about the subject. There are actually different types of cuckolds, but each falls into one of two primary categories. The first category is those who are typically completely submissive and seem to get something out of the humiliation aspect of cuckoldry. In effect, they forfeit all or part of their own masculinity in the process of being cuckolded. This group might often employ such practices as being tied and forced to watch the cuckolding, being vocally humiliated by both the wife and the bull, or even forced to wear a restrictive device keeping them from self-stimulation.
The second category is much different. These are guys like Stoney, whose desire is more voyeuristic in nature in that he really gets off on watching me receive pleasure and completely removing any inhibitions that would be regarded by society as unacceptable. However, I don't have many of those inhibitions. This type is very sexually liberated and puts the primary emphasis on their partners' pleasure over their own.
Perhaps another way to explain it would be that type 1 is more into the jealousy aspect of being humiliated and degraded, while type 2 is more about the simple pleasure of the act of sex with others and jealousy never enters into the picture.
In most cases (certainly not in all), there is one other primary difference between the two, and that is a matter of love and respect. With type 1 cuckolds, part of the degradation and humiliation experience is that they are not worthy of the love of the cuckoldress. Therefore a certain degree of love and respect is forfeited since, in effect, they are saying they are not worthy of giving pleasure to the cuckoldress to the degree to which she desires.
On the other hand, some of the most loving, caring, and devoted marriages I have ever seen are in what I am calling here type 2 cuckoldry situations. Stoney's desire to see me being pleasured strengthens the love and devotion I have for him. I should also mention that I would never, under any circumstances, do anything to humiliate or disrespect him as both a man and my husband.
So I hope this may clear up some of the confusion for some of our dear readers. Now on with the story.
Going off to college was huge for me. I had dated plenty while in high school but found most of the guys to be very immature, and there was never much in the way of physical attraction for me. From very early in life, I have been much more attracted to older men, and being in college would open those doors a bit, even though they were still my age or only a few years older. A few years can make a big difference. But when I got to college, for the most part, I found myself still surrounded by nerdy guys who all either thought they were Casanova or who were still too boyishly shy and inexperienced to even talk to an attractive girl. I found no attraction whatsoever to either of these types, so I didn't waste too much time on guys my own age.
Being tiny was also a curse. Many of the older guys I was attracted to saw me as a little girl. I spent most of my young life wishing I was just average-sized. Now, it's a much different story as I am thankful for being small. Today, in my 50's, my breasts still pass for those of a thirty‐year‐old. I've never had a weight problem like so many larger-framed women. Still, at the time, as a college freshman, I looked more like a high school freshman, and a lot of guys avoided me for that reason. So after my first month of college life, I was desperate for someone to ask me out. Enter Luke.
He was the first guy that asked me out, and even though he was not someone I was really attracted to, he was also not a complete idiot. He was twenty and was actually only a part-time student. Luke was a smallish build, maybe about 5'7 and 140 or 150 pounds, and had dark hair that was just past his collar, but at least he didn't wear a mullet. He actually seemed a little surprised when he asked me out, and I accepted. He also drove a maroon Monte Carlo with t‐tops.
To be honest, our first date was pretty lame, but I didn't expect much and even though he did flirt a bit, I could tell he was not exactly a ladies' man. The night ended with my giving him a blowjob in the front seat of his Monte Carlo as he was driving me home. He pulled into the college parking lot, and I finished him off under the street lights. After that, he was hooked.
On the second date, he took me back to his apartment. He shared an apartment with two other guys, but they were both gone, so I didn't meet them. That night we had sex for the first time. It was not earth-shattering by any means, but Luke was okay and kind of fun to be around. Plus, he had some excellent weed that made it more tolerable. His cock was small, like the rest of him, only about 5 inches and relatively thin. Still, he was just as eager to go down on me as I was on him, and even though he was no expert, he wasn't bad either.
During our first two dates, which happened in the same week, Luke had done nothing to make me even think about him being anything other than just a regular guy. He asked me to go the following week with him to a big house party where he knew some people. He said it would be a big party with lots of people there. This would be my first chance to really experience a real-life college party. The problem was, I had to work the night of the party at the hotel, and it would be close to midnight before I could get there. Luke gave me the address and said he would just meet me there.
I discovered one of the perks of working at the hotel was that if we had an empty room, I could use my master key and go there and shower and change, as long as I left the room ready for the next person. When my relief arrived, I took a quick shower and changed clothes. I had brought an aqua-colored skirt and top. The skirt was pretty short, and the top was short as well, coming to about 3 inches above the top of the skirt and having a scoop neck on it. Nothing too revealing but did show my cleavage and was very loose fitting. I decided to go braless, and you could just see a hint of my nipples.
The party was in full swing when I arrived. I had to park down the street and walk to the big two-story house. As I approached the front door, I could hear the music being played a bit loud, and as I stepped up the front door, which was open, you could smell pot. I walked into the crowd of people and turned a few heads but didn't see anyone I recognized. Pretty much everyone I saw was holding either a joint, a beer or drink, or some combination thereof.
I began making my way through the house, looking for Luke. With so many vehicles parked up and down the street, I didn't notice his car as I walked up, but it could have been parked in the other direction somewhere. I couldn't find Luke anywhere but did make my way to the kitchen area, where there was an ample supply of various alcohols and a massive bowl of spiked punch, so I helped myself to a drink.
I asked a few people about Luke, but they either didn't know him or hadn't seen him. I finally found one guy who said he had seen Luke earlier but not in a while. Just inside the front door and through the entryway was a big living room. In there, it was mostly just people talking. I made my way down a hallway and found a room that was sort of a den area with two sofas and a pool table. There were couples arranged on the couch, and most of them were at some level of making out, mainly kissing, but one guy had his hand up a girl's skirt.
Someone told me there was also a game room upstairs, and I thought maybe Luke was up there. What I found wasn't really a game room at all. It was just another big room with two sofas and two oversized chairs, and French doors that went onto a balcony. Here, things were a bit more serious. One guy was sitting in one of the chairs, and a girl was giving him a blowjob. Another couple on one of the sofas was practically nude as he was sucking her breasts while she stroked his cock. Others were standing about, kissing and feeling each other to one degree or another.
I was taking in the action when I heard someone ask if I was old enough to be there. I turned around and saw an Adonis. The guy was probably in his mid‐twenties, tall, handsome, and had shoulder-length light brown hair. He was also smoking a joint. I told him I was eighteen and in college, and I was looking for Luke, and he said, "I think he left. You can hang with me. I'm Andy."
He offered the joint, and I took a big hit that I really needed to calm me down a bit. We talked for a few minutes when Andy pointed and said, "Woah, check that shit out." I turned to see a girl being fingered who was rapidly approaching an orgasm. As I stood watching the action, Andy stepped behind me, reached around, and offered me another hit. It was almost gone, and when I handed it back to him, he put it on the ashtray on a table by where we were standing, then stepped back up behind me and casually put his hands on my hips. When I didn't protest, they moved up to the bare sides of my torso.
His hands on my flesh felt really good, and watching the various stages of action going on in the room had my mind racing and juices flowing. The pot I had smoked was also starting to have its desired effect. I was watching a girl swallowing a guy as he came in her mouth (secretly wishing it was my mouth) when I felt Andy begin to slowly move his hands up my sides and forward a bit, under my loose-fitting top, to cup my bare breasts. At the same time, I felt him press himself up against my back and sort of melted back into him. I soon rolled my head back into his chest and stood there enjoying the effect his hands were having on me.
I realized he had bunched my top up enough that my breasts were exposed to anyone who cared to look, but I really didn't care at that point. He methodically caressed my breasts and would bring his thumb and forefinger up to lightly pinch my nipples, making them stand out. I did have one guy reach over and squeeze one of them and comment about how nice they were.
When I reached back with my right hand to press against the bulge in his pants, Andy took my hand and led me into the hallway. We walked down the hallway and checked the first two doors, but both rooms were already occupied. The third door was an empty room, and in we went. The room had two twin-sized beds up against opposite walls. We went over to the bed on the far wall, and Andy turned me to face him, and our lips met. As Andy kissed me deeply, he paused, and his hands moved my blouse up over my head. We resumed our kiss for a moment before he stopped again to take his shirt off. Someone opened the bedroom door, saw that it was occupied, and walked away without closing it.
As we kissed and our bodies pressed together, Andy's hand went down to the hem of my skirt and up to my wetness. He was an excellent kisser, and I was absolutely loving how it felt to have his arms around me, and his body pressed to mine. I gasped slightly as his fingers found my wet panties. I had my hands around Andy's neck as we kissed but lowered them down to his belt as I felt his fingers move my panties to the side and touch my outer lips. Soon, I broke the kiss and sank to my knees as I lowered his pants. He wasn't wearing any underwear, and his cock sprang free. Much to my delight, it was absolutely beautiful. I thought maybe with his slim build, he would also have a thin cock, but this was certainly not the case. His cock was a nice 7 or 8 inches and quite thick, with a prominent vein running the length of the top of the shaft all the way to the nicely circumcised head.
I pressed it up against his stomach, looked up into his bluish green eyes, and flicked my tongue out to his balls and the base of his shaft. His hands instinctively found the back of my head as I toyed with him. From my peripheral vision, I caught glimpses of people peering in from the doorway.
When I finally took Andy's gorgeous cock into my mouth, I had every good intention of giving him a slow, teasing blowjob, but my intentions were soon overruled by my passion, and I was quickly devouring his cock like a hungry animal, forcing it deep into my throat and relishing at the sounds of his groans. He soon jerked me up by my arms and peeled my skirt and panties off. In one rapid motion, he bent me over the bed and plunged into my wet pussy in one stroke. Thank God I was dripping wet, allowing him to glide into my depths. Now it was my turn to let out an animalistic groan as he sank his length into me.
He wasn't slow about anything. He was simply fucking me – methodically pistoning his shaft in and out of my wetness, and it felt incredible. Soon, he nudged me up onto the bed. With the small twin-sized bed, I had to turn sideways, so my head was at the foot of the bed, and he was behind me. I planted my face into the mattress as he continued to pound into me. After several minutes I felt his hands move off my hips, and I felt him jerk my head back by my hair. For a very brief instant, I thought I caught a glimpse of the long-forgotten Luke duck behind the open doorway, but I really didn't care much at that point. Let's face it, there really wasn't any emotional attachment to Luke, and Andy was fucking me much better than Luke did. I also discovered the reason why Andy had pulled my head back. Standing there beside the bed was another guy with his cock in hand. It was average-sized but looked inviting. I felt the guy put his hand on the back of my head as I stared at the hard cock and pulled me toward it. My mouth instinctively opened, and in it went. For the first time ever, I had one cock plowing into my pussy while another began fucking my hungry mouth.
I was in heaven.
I guided the guy I was sucking to the foot of the bed so my body was straight and I could do a better job of deep throating him. Just as my own orgasm was building from the relentless cock plunging into me, I grabbed the guy's ass firmly and pulled him deep into my throat. When my orgasm began, it set off a chain reaction. As my throat vibrated from the moaning of my climax, he started his eruption into my open throat. As he moaned loudly, I felt Andy slam his meat deep into me, clamp his hands onto my hips, and felt his cockhead throb with a torrent of explosions.
In a matter of seconds, we went from a threesome of sexual activity to a heap of spent bodies. As I lay there with Andy's body on top of me, the thought of Luke popped into my mind. Even though it wasn't any kind of serious relationship, I didn't want to hurt him. I quickly worked my way out from under Andy and threw my clothes on. As I exited the room, I heard him ask, "Hey babe, where are you going?"
I answered, "I need to find Luke."
"Who"
"Luke, the guy I was looking for."
"Oh. Well, come back anytime. Maybe I'll see you again." He answered.
I had to push my way past a few guys who were clapping their appreciation for my performance. I went to the end of the hallway and started down the stairs and sure enough, at the bottom of the stairway stood Luke. I hoped I had been mistaken about seeing him and that I had not hurt him.
When he saw me coming down the stairs, he had an excited look on his face. "Kate! There you are! Someone told me you were here, and I've been looking for you." Then he took me in his arms and, before I could stop him, kissed me with more passion than he had ever kissed me. I only hoped he could not taste the fresh cum on my breath.
He told me since he knew I was coming, he decided to leave his car at home and rode with one of his roommates and was insistent that we leave the party right away and go back to his place. I didn't want to have an awkward encounter with Andy or whoever the other guy was or with any of the many onlookers, so I readily agreed.
As soon as we got to my car and got in, Luke again reached over and kissed me deeply. I could feel the fresh cum drenching my panties.
When we got back to Luke's apartment, he was adamant about going down on me. I was so afraid he would know I had fucked at the party, but he said, "I never fuck a pussy until I've tasted it." And down he went. He had gone down on me before, but not with such vigor and enthusiasm. I wondered what brought this on but was so thankful that he apparently had no idea what happened at the party.
Over the next few weeks, Luke and I went out a couple of times, but nothing really to tell about.
Then one evening, during the week, I had a night off, and Luke and I had planned to go to a movie. When he came and picked me up, he said something had come up, and he needed to make a delivery, but it wouldn't take long.
We drove to a part of town I had never been in before. We went through a rough-looking neighborhood and finally turned down a dirt road with only a few houses on it. We turned into a dirt driveway that went back to a very secluded house. There was a junk car sitting out front and an old Cadillac. It was pretty apparent that this might be the home of a drug dealer.
Andy told me to "Be cool; Joe is cool but may not be too hip on you being with me."
He knocked on the door, and in a few minutes, a black guy, about thirty, stocky build, wearing gym shorts and a tank top shirt, opened the door.
"Hey, Big Joe!"
"Who's this?"
"Oh, this is Kate."
"What the fuck, man. This ain't cool."
"Oh, she's cool. Trust me, man. You know I wouldn't do anything to fuck this up."
The man, Big Joe, I guess, turned and went inside, and we followed, me quite tentatively.
The place looked like a typical bachelor pad. It wasn't filthy, but it wasn't clean either. The ashtray on the table was overflowing with cigarette butts and marijuana roaches. We sat on the sofa while Joe sat down in a worn-out recliner. There was a small TV playing music videos on a TV stand under the window.
Joe lit a joint, and we passed it around while he and Luke made small talk. Joe finally spoke to me, sort of, "Girl, go get us some beer out of the fridge."
As I walked past him into the kitchen, I heard him say to no one in particular, "Damn, she fine." I had to smile a bit, hearing that, and probably shook my little butt a little more than usual.
I returned with 3 beers.
As I handed the guys their beers, a song I liked was coming on, so rather than sitting down, I commented about liking the song and brazenly began dancing with myself, showing off my moves. Since our original plan was to go to the movies and it is often cold, I had on a pullover v‐neck sweater, no bra, and since there was the possibility of being felt up in the theater, a short spandex skirt. Not a bad outfit for dancing.
The talk continued, but I wasn't paying much attention. As I danced, I did notice Joe checking me out pretty closely. I had taken inventory of him as well. He had short hair, was clean-shaven, and had a deep, sexy voice. He was handsome, and even though his first impression was not the best, I appreciated the attention and used my moves to tease just a bit more than I probably should have. Occasionally, I would hear a muffled, "Umm."
Finally, Luke got up to go, and Joe reached beside his chair and handed Luke a brown paper bag and a piece of paper. When I stopped dancing and took a step toward the door, Joe said, "Wait a minute, she ain't goin'. They would freak out if you had somebody with you. She gonna have to wait here till you get back."
Suddenly, this whole thing seemed not quite right.
"That's cool," Luke answered. "Kate doesn't mind hanging out for a while. Do you, Kate?"
"Umm, I guess. How long will you be?"
"Oh, not long. Not long at all."
Not really an answer, but okay.
As soon as Luke got in his car and began down the dirt drive, I heard Joe from his chair, "Hmmm, not long, my ass. He'll be gone at least an hour or more. Let's smoke some more."
I tentatively moved back to the sofa, trying to assess the situation.
"Hey, I got some better shit in the back," Joe said and got up to go into one of the bedrooms.
I was sofa dancing, trying not to act nervous when he returned. With me sitting on the sofa and him standing, I was at just the right height to notice the big bulge in his gym shorts that extended almost all the way to the opening of the left leg. He stepped in front of the sofa between it and the coffee table and stood there with that giant bulge staring at my face as he fiddled with the bag of pot. I was sure he was doing it on purpose to make sure I noticed his package.
He finally sat on the sofa and reached beside the couch to grab a bong. "This a good shit. I don't roll it; it goes straight into the bong."
He was right. After just two hits off of the bong, I could feel my head spinning and my mind beginning to cloud over. Soon, the pot grabbed ahold of me, and I got a serious case of the giggles. Every time Joe would say something, I would giggle.
"What you see in that white boy?" and I giggled. "You gots a tight little body, girl." And I giggled. "Why don't you dance some more?" and I giggled.
This went on for some time, and I was really feeling no pain. I'm not sure, but I think Joe switched channels to some R&B music. I'm not sure how it happened, but we ended up standing up in the middle of the floor, dancing to an upbeat tune. And I giggled.
Soon enough, a song finished, and a slow beat came on. Before I even knew it, I found myself with Joe's strong arms around my tiny body.
The killer weed I had smoked took complete control over me. I don't remember too many of the details of what happened after all of that. Still, I do remember Joe fucking me on his sofa, then later throwing me on his bed. Mainly I remember that because it was a cool fall evening and the bedroom window was wide open. The sheer curtains were blowing in the breeze.
As we were on his bed with Joe slamming his cock into my tiny body, I remember him cumming inside me, then quickly moving up my body to have me clean the remaining juices off his cock. I guess it was about that time that I actually took notice of his cock. It was big. Not like Marcus, big, but big, and his was the first uncircumcised cock I had ever had. Too bad I don't remember much of it.
After we finished and recuperated for a few minutes, I got up and found my clothes that were scattered about. Joe got up and put his clothes back on as well, and no sooner had we done that and returned to the living room than Luke returned. I had not heard him pull in, but he came through the door.
Luke only stayed a couple of minutes before asking, "Are you ready to go, baby?"
We said goodbye to Joe, and as we walked to the car, it dawned on me that Luke had not given Joe any money. If this were a drug deal, wouldn't there be money involved?
Once in the car, Luke immediately reached over to give me a passionate kiss. The same kind of passionate kiss he had given me the night of the party. Now I'm really starting to put two and two together.
"You know, Luke, I got so stoned at Joe's house; why don't we just go back to your apartment?" "That's cool. No one's there right now anyway."
I don't really know how exactly, but it seemed like we were at Luke's apartment in no less than 10 minutes, tops.
We got inside, and once again, Luke was all over me. In his bedroom, I pushed him onto the bed and climbed up over his face, hiked up my skirt, pulled my panties to the side, and lowered myself onto his hungry mouth.
As his tongue attacked my cum‐filled pussy with a vengeance, I had to wonder, "Is this what gets him off? Does he know my pussy is full of cum? Was he watching Joe fuck me?" All of these questions were running through my mind as I was grinding my sloppy pussy onto his face.
At this point in my life, I had never heard of such a thing. I had never imagined such a thing even existed, but it seemed much more than a coincidence that when I would have sex with someone else, Luke would suddenly appear and be far more passionate than at any other time. I had to know the truth and was determined to find out.
***
Sure enough, only a few days later, on the following night that didn't have class or didn't have to work, Luke wanted to go out again. This time, he was upfront and said he needed to make another delivery for Joe. I readily accepted. That night, I wore a short spandex skirt and a white peasant's blouse that hung at the edge of my shoulders and had an elastic band around my stomach about two or three inches below my breasts, so my stomach was completely exposed. Also, with the white blouse and, of course, braless, you could just make out the outline of my nipples.
Just as we were about to pull up to Joe's house, Luke also told me the delivery he had to make was a bit further away tonight, so it would take him a little longer than last time.
"Okay, that's cool, I guess," I replied.
As we pulled up in front of Joe's house, there was another parked in front. Hmmm.
We went to the door, and this time was different than the last time. This time, Joe opened the door with a big smile on his face when he saw me. We stepped inside, and there were two other guys inside, one white and one black. They introduced themselves as Dean and Richie. Dean was tall, maybe 6'3". He was a light-skinned black man who wore glasses, slender built, and rather handsome. Richie was a hippie throwback. He had long hair pulled back in a ponytail, was also pretty thin built, but only about 6' tall. He was handsome, I guess, to some people, but not really my type. Both were in their late twenties or early thirties. They were sitting on either end of the sofa when we arrived. I could feel them both staring at my braless nipples and was a bit uncomfortable with the situation. I hadn't planned on this and wanted to see how Luke was going to handle it, but to my surprise, he acted as if the other guys being there and me being left alone with three men was to be expected, so I just went with it.
After a few minutes of small talk, Luke said he had better get going. Then, almost as if an afterthought, asked Joe about the 'delivery.' Joe got up and went into the kitchen, and I could hear him opening a paper sack. He put something in it, came back, and handed the bag to Luke, who took the bag, kissed me goodbye, and said, "Have fun," as he walked out the front door.
I was pretty sure by now that Luke was setting me up to be fucked by three men. The idea both excited me and also made me scared out of my mind. "Is this really what he wants?" I wondered. I was sure he had seen me getting fucked and giving the guy a blowjob at the party, and the timing the week before when I had fucked Joe seemed more than coincidental, and now here I am with three grown men looking at me like I am a steak dinner and they haven't eaten in a week!
Luke had no more than left when a joint was lit and passed my way. "What the hell," I thought, "If this is what Luke wants, I may as well enjoy myself, right?"
Several times, Dean and Richie would pat the space on the sofa between them and tell me to sit down. "Oh, I'm okay. I'm just going to stand for a while."
Joe chimed in, "Well if you gonna stand up, you may as well show them yo awesome dance moves." And turned the music on. After a few minutes, Richie went to the kitchen and returned with a bottle of tequila, which I had never tried before, and 4 shot glasses, salt, and lime slices. He poured us all a shot, and we did the first shot with just the salt on the backs of our hands. They also mentioned doing body shots later. I had heard the expression but really didn't know what they were.
I was starting to get a bit buzzed and was ready to relax. The guys all seemed pretty cool, and I could feel the tension in the room, that something was going to happen, and I was started to be ready for it, but first, I excused myself to the restroom. I don't know why I did it, but while I was in there, I slipped my panties off and left them lying on the bathroom sink.
I looked in the mirror, liked what I saw, with my nipples clearly visible under the bathroom light, and mumbled to myself, "Okay, whatever happens, happens."
While I was in the restroom, the music had been turned up, and the lights had been turned down. Another joint was circling the room. I stood at the edge of the coffee table, took a deep hit off the joint, and handed it back to Richie, then sauntered around the table and began lightly swaying to the beat. This drew immediate cheers from the guys and put this little girl up on cloud nine.
"Dance, baby, dance!" Richie shouted, "Shake that thang!"
As luck would have it, the next song that played was Bob Segar's 'Night Moves,' one of my all‐time favorite dirty dancing songs. After many cheers and comments, I made my way over in front of the recliner where Joe sat. I turned my back to him, shook my tight ass in his face a few times, and squatted down to press against his lap. When I did, he reached around and pulled me back against his muscled chest. As he pulled me back, I turned slightly and put my leg over the arm of the recliner, exposing my naked pussy to the two new friends. The impact was immediate.
My head was tilted back as I kissed Joe, then I felt a tongue working up my inner thigh. I glanced down to see Richie's long hair, and I opened my legs further for him, reached my left hand down to the back of his head, and pulled him to my wet pussy.
Richie was quite skillful. Between his lips, tongue, and fingers, he brought me to my first orgasm as Joe, and I kissed. I had no idea what Dean was doing. Turns out, he was still sitting on the sofa, watching the action and stroking his big cock. After my orgasm, I slid down to the floor and beckoned Joe to stand up. I tugged down his gym shorts, and this time I was actually still coherent enough to really enjoy his fat cock. I inspected the uncircumcised cock as I pulled back the foreskin and lightly stroked him. As I pulled him gently into my mouth, a white cock came into vision on my left and another big black one on my right. I would say I was as giddy as a teenager, but I guess a more accurate description would be to say that I WAS a giddy teenager.
My hands found the inside of the two new newcomer's legs and began slowly tracing their way up the muscular legs to the rapidly swelling cocks. As my fingers found them both, I took my mouth off of Joe for a moment and leaned back to inspect my prizes. Richie was a nice 6" cock that was hard as stone, and Dean was a fat 9 inches that was meaty and tilted slightly down and to the left.
What more could a horny college girl from a small town ask for? I was surrounded by hard cocks ready to pleasure the fuck out of me! But first, I had a responsibility to pleasure them, and I certainly gave it the old college try. I could take Richie entirely into my mouth and still manage to tongue his balls. I couldn't do that with Joe or Dean but tried to make up for it in other ways by suckling each of their cum filled ball sacks into my mouth. As I was tonguing the back of Dean's balls, I heard him say, "Damnnn, you right man, this girl is hot as fuck!" My inner slut smiled.
Soon I found myself being carried into the bedroom.
I was placed on the bed, and Richie was the first to take his place between my legs as Joe and Dean moved to either side of my head.
I was in heaven with the two big cocks in my hands, my tongue flicking over the cockheads, my breasts being fondled, and Richie sliding the entire length of his rock-hard cock up and down my slit. After several minutes of this torment, I finally had to take my mouth off the two cocks and order, Richie, "FUCK ME, Dammit!"
I heard Dean, "Yea, either fuck that pussy or get out the way! Now get in there and loosen that shit up for me!"
I was relieved from my frustration when Richie sank the length of his manhood into me in one long, slow stroke, and I went back to sucking the two big cocks in my face.
After Richie brought me to orgasm, a thought came to mind. I remembered seeing an adult video once where a woman had two cocks in her at once, one in her pussy and one in her ass. A couple of times, I had a finger in my ass but had never had anal sex, and I remember the woman in the video really seemed to enjoy it.
I looked up at Dean and asked him to lay on the bed, looked at Richie, and asked if he had a condom. He said he did, and I told him to put it on.
Richie pulled out of me, Dean laid down, and I mounted his enormous cock. It felt so good feeling that fat cock stretch me out.
I looked back at Richie, who was climbing back on the bed, and said, "I want you to fuck my virgin ass, but please take it slow."
"Fucking awesome!" I heard Richie as he moved in behind me.
I should explain that I have never been that into anal sex, but when I am really hot, it is a tremendous experience. This night, I was boiling! And why wouldn't I be? Here I was, surrounded by three stiff cocks that were focused on giving me pleasure.
My eyes rolled back in my head, and Joe's cock fell out of my mouth as I felt the cock head push past my sphincter. Richie was very patient with me and took his time in penetrating me further. It hurt a bit at first, but soon the sensation was incredible as he began to move in and out of my ass. As one cock would penetrate, the other would withdraw, and it seemed like I had continuous orgasms. Dean was soaked with my juices, and I couldn't even focus on sucking Joe's cock anymore.
Finally, I couldn't take it anymore and asked Richie to pull out of my ass. I had had enough anal sex for my first try at it.
Richie took a break, and I could now focus once again on the two black cocks in my mouth and pussy.
With me riding Dean, he lasted forever. It was Joe who was the first to cum. I felt his hands on the back of my head as he tried desperately to force his cock deeper into my mouth as he erupted. My God, he was a heavy cummer!
After Joe came and pulled out of my mouth, Dean rolled me over. He put my ankles on his shoulders and began driving his cock deep and fast into me. I could hear the rhythmic sounds of his cum filled balls slapping my ass. His pace quickened even more, and I knew he was close to exploding inside me. He soon started making growling, guttural noises, and I knew he was there, then felt his cock pulsing its juice into me. That's when I first thought of Luke as I glanced over to the open window and screamed, "Oh God, YES! Fuck my pussy full of your hot cum!" I pulled his ass as tightly as I could, "Give me every drop of your cum!"
When Dean fell to the side, and his cock came out of me, I immediately felt his fluid leaking from my pussy. Louder than I needed to say it, I said, "God, I wish Luke was here. I love it when he eats the cum out of my pussy after I just got fucked!"
I heard the guys groan, and one of them mumble something about that being some, "Sick shit."
Dean and Joe, having both just come, walked out of the room, but Richie hadn't cum yet and was well rested and ready to go some more. I lay on my side, and Richie had my right leg on his shoulder. In this position, I was facing the open window, and Luke would have a clear view of my pussy as Richie pounded me.
When he began pumping me faster and was getting close to his orgasm, I told him I wanted him to cum down my throat so I would have his cum still fresh in my mouth when I kissed Luke. He didn't say anything, but this seemed to excite him as just a few seconds later, he withdrew from my pussy and was filling my open mouth with his juice. He gave me a nice, thick load to savor. I let my mouth stay open wide as he took his cock in hand and stroked his load onto my tongue before I swished it around a bit to thoroughly coat my mouth before swallowing.
After Richie came, we got dressed and went back into the living room. As if on cue, in not more than 3 minutes, Luke walked through the door. He had hardly walked in the door when I told him we needed to go.
We said goodbye, and as soon as we got to Luke's car, he asked if I was okay, and I mumbled, "I'm just horny, is all," as I reached and planted a deep kiss on his open mouth. Again, he kissed me back with a vigor he only had after I had been fucked. There is no way he could not have tasted the cum as we kissed.
We finally broke the kiss and drove off. When we got to the end of the drive, I told Luke to find a place to park. He quickly pulled into a dirt trail behind some trees and asked again if I was okay.
"Yes, just get in the back seat. I really need you to eat my pussy right now!"
Luke never hesitated. In no time, he was lying in the back seat, and I was straddling his open mouth, feeding him the pussy cocktail. He ate my wetness with a vengeance. He never asked about where my panties were, which I had left on the bathroom sink.
Even though I was 99% certain that Luke was getting off on watching me get fucked, there was still that 1% of doubt. If this was his thing, why was he so reluctant to admit it? Figuring out that I was somewhat of an exhibitionist, I was turned on by it, but if he wasn't ready to accept it, I wasn't going to embarrass him by letting him know that I knew. But then, he would have to have been a total idiot to not know that I knew.
***
In the few weeks, Luke and I had been going out, I had never met either of his two roommates. That finally happened a few days later when I went over to his apartment, and they were all three there. As it turns out, one roommate was named Andy. Yes, the very same Andy that had fucked me at the house party. The other roommate was named Keith, and he was the guy I had given head to.




Chapter 7

For a young girl experiencing life on her own, working at the airport hotel presented some exceptional experiences. I knew when I took the job that there would be many times when guys would flirt with me and do everything they could to get me into their rooms. And yes, some of them were even successful in doing just that, but working the evening shift and checking in all those business travelers would also present situations that would leave an indelible Matt on me.
Let me first explain the layout. It has changed a lot since then, but in the 1980s, when you exited the airport where I went to college, there were 2 hotels right next to each other. Both were three-story hotels. Down the road, maybe a quarter of a mile, was another old mom-and-pop type hotel and a 24-hour diner that had been there for years. Everything else was at least 3 or 4 miles away from the city, so the area was pretty isolated. Where I worked was just a two-story hotel and a swimming pool, nothing else. But the three-story hotel across the parking lot from us also had a swimming pool, a restaurant, and a nightclub they called The Hideout. The nightclub wasn't much, and there were rarely ever more than a few people there at once. Still, for business travelers, especially those without a rental car, it was the only option available. The whole time I worked at the hotel, the restaurant part was boarded up, so the diner down the road was all there was.
Another thing I quickly learned was that we had a lot of regular customers – sales reps, district managers – that sort of thing. They were men mainly, but an occasional businesswoman of some sort would come through. If you made an effort to be friendly with them, which I always did, I'm just an outgoing sort of person, they would usually be nice back to you, and often the men would flirt a bit before going up to their rooms. Over time, you would get to know them, at least on a casual basis.
One of the first men I got to know anything about was a man named Peter Carter (not his real last name). Peter was in his fifties. He was a very distinguished-looking gentleman. He was tall, about 6'1" or 6'2", thin built with just a hint of a few extra pounds that come with age but still very fit, and he had salt and pepper hair. He was always exceptionally well groomed and wore a tailored business suit. With my grandmother being a seamstress, I noticed that type of thing. In fact, our very first conversation was about his suit, and I mentioned that my grandmother was known for her suit-making. Peter was also a bit soft-spoken, but when he did speak, his baritone voice and slight southern accent were dripping with an eloquence that would catch any woman's attention. Perhaps his most noticeable feature, at least to me, was his grey/blue eyes that looked like he could see right through your soul.
At the time, the air traffic controllers had gone on strike that summer. You may recall that President Reagan fired them because of all of the problems their strike was causing with business travel and the economy. It took them a long time for things to get back to normal, and Peter got caught up in that one evening and didn't arrive at the hotel to check in until after 10:00 that night.
When he came in, I could tell he was visibly upset about something. He just wasn't the friendly man he had been the few other times we had visited. I went through the registration process and tried to make small talk, but his answers were short and to the point. He wasn't being rude, but it was apparent he was upset.
As we were wrapping things up and I gave him his room key, I took somewhat of a bold step. His left hand was on the counter, and I reached over and placed my right hand on top of his.
"Mr. Carter, is everything okay," I asked.
This seemed to catch him off guard a bit. He peered at me with those beautiful eyes, paused as he took a breath, then I felt his thumb close around mine as he pulled my thumb up against the palm of his hand and lightly stroked the backside of it. This minuscule gesture sent a spark through me.
"I'm sorry... it's just been a bad trip." And then another pause as we looked into each other's eyes.
I thought he was going to pull his hand away and end the conversation there, but after a few seconds, he opened up.
"My flight was late because of the air traffic controllers. We sat on the tarmac in DFW for two hours, waiting on them to get their sh..., get it all together. Then I had to wait in baggage claim about twice as long as normal, and by the time I got out of the airport, the car rental place had already closed, so I had to take a taxi. I figured I could just walk down to the diner for something to eat after I got checked in, I hadn't eaten since breakfast, and I was starving, only to have the taxi driver tell me the diner is closed for remodeling. Is there any chance anyone delivers out here?"
"No, I'm sorry, but let me see what I can do."
He gave me a smile that kind of said he wasn't going to hold his breath, gently squeezed my thumb and thanked me for listening to his problems, then took his bags to his room.
I felt terrible for him and wanted to make his day better if I could.
My relief manager, who came on at 11:00, was an older retired guy named Johnny. Johnny was a widower and lived about 10 minutes from the hotel. He would usually stop at the drive-in by his house and pick up a hamburger and milkshake on his way in. When Mr. Carter left, I quickly gave Johnny a call and was surprised when he answered the phone.
"Oh Johnny, this is Kate at the hotel; you haven't left yet. I'm glad I caught you."
"Hey Kate, what's up?"
"Would you do me a big favor on your way in?"
"Sure, what is it?"
"Would you mind picking me up a hamburger and milkshake?"
"Not a problem. I'm just leaving. See you in a bit."
Johnny got there a little before 11:00, and we did a quick change-over. Johnny just assumed I was hungry and the food was for me, and I didn't tell him any different. I figured if I told him it was for a customer, he would ask what room and would deliver it himself. I paid him for the burger and shake and left, but instead of going to my car, I used my master key to go in the side door, then up to the second floor to Mr. Carter's room.
I knocked on the door but got no answer. I was afraid maybe Mr. Carter had left to try and find something to eat, but I knocked a second time and heard, "Who is it?"
"Room service," I said with a smile.
"Just a minute." I think he may have been putting his pants on.
When he opened the door and saw me, he jerked his head back in surprise, "What's this?"
As I suspected, his pants were on, but the belt was undone. He also wore a white undershirt, and I could see a small tuft of silvery chest hair. There was a hint of shave cream just under his right earlobe.
"I felt awful for the kind of day you've had, so I brought you a hamburger and milkshake. Not exactly a gourmet meal, but at least you won't go to bed hungry," I said.
It really felt good seeing the huge smile come over Mr. Carter's face, and you could see in those steely blue eyes that he genuinely was appreciative of my gesture.
'Oh my Lord, how very considerate of you!" As he took the sack and drink from me and sat them on the dresser. I stood awkwardly in the open doorway.
As he turned back to face me, he immediately pulled his wallet from his back pocket, "Here, how much do I owe you?"
"Oh no, this is my treat. I just wanted to make your bad day end on a good note."
Then he stepped forward and leaned down to hug me and said, "Well, you've certainly done that!"
His body was solid, and I could smell the soap he had washed his face with.
After a brief, cordial hug, he backed away and asked, "If you won't let me pay you for the food, then the very least I can do is repay your thoughtful gesture. I will have a rental car tomorrow. Would you at least let me take you to dinner?"
"Oh, you don't have to do that. Besides, I have class tomorrow night until 9:00."
"You must let me do something to repay your act of kindness. I know you probably don't want to go to dinner with an old guy like me, but you have to let me repay you somehow."
"Oh, you're not that old! And besides, you're very handsome, and I would go anywhere with you." I immediately wished I hadn't said that and thought perhaps it was too forward of me, but I also wanted him to know my dinner refusal had nothing to do with our age difference.
"I'll tell you what, Mr. Carter..."
"Please, call me Peter."
"I'll tell you what, Peter, maybe the next time you are in town, we can go for dinner."
"I don't want to wait that long," he exclaimed. "How about a drink or two after you get out of class tomorrow night? That's the least I can do, and it would make an old guy feel good to be seen with a beautiful young girl like you."
How could I say no to that? I accepted his offer, knowing I was taking a big chance of being humiliated if they asked me for an ID.
"I can be here around 10:00 tomorrow night, and the lounge across the parking lot stays open until midnight."
"Hey, I'll take whatever I can get," Peter said with a smile.
"Okay then, it's a date," I said. As soon as he heard the word, 'date,' I noticed a twinkle in his eye.
"You have truly put a happy ending onto an otherwise frustrating day."
I smiled.
Peter reached for my right hand. I felt that little spark again when he took my hand in his, then he did the most debonair thing as he brought my hand to his lips and gently kissed the back of my hand as his eyes pierced into mine. I felt my breath catch.
"I'll see you tomorrow night then. Enjoy your gourmet meal!" I said with a smile.
***
The next day in class, I had a hard time concentrating. I kept thinking about it later that night. I found myself thinking about Peter in ways that were strange to me. Certainly, I found boys my age to be obnoxious, for the most part. I often found myself fantasizing about older men, but Peter was in his fifties, my step dads age. My fantasies had not taken me to that place before, and I found myself not so much fantasizing about being with Peter but just thinking about him – how he carried himself with such confidence, how he was always so gentlemanly, and how it felt when he gently pulled my thumb to the palm of his hand. It was just ... different and strangely erotic. I was trying to wrap my head around the fact that I found this extremely attractive, despite the tremendous age difference.
I hurried out of my last class and practically ran home, took a quick shower, and began getting ready. I didn't even pay any attention to Jordan, my voyeur neighbor, even though I knew he was watching me. I put on my sexiest pair of underwear, a skimpy black panty with white polka dots that barely covered my mound with an elastic string waistband. I don't know why I put them on, it just felt right, and I really wanted to feel sexy in the company of this much older gentleman. There was a matching bra, but I went braless under the halter neck dress I put on since it was an open back. It was chocolate brown on top with a flared breast area, gathered in the center to accentuate my small cleavage, with a 4-inch band of loose fabric over the head strap piece that held the whole thing in place. It had a very sheer breast lining since it was meant to be worn without a bra. The lining kept my nipples from being visible but would not contain them if I got stimulated. The bottom half was jet black and form-fitted around my hips and came to mid-thigh. I topped it off with black 4-inch black heels that accentuated my calves. I put my hair up and applied just a bit more evening makeup than I usually would.
I looked hot.
It was a little later than I had hoped. It was almost 10:00 when I left the house, and by the time I got to the hotel, practically 10:30. I parked towards the side entrance and used my master key to enter, and went up to Peter's room.
I stood outside his room door, gathering my confidence. "Why am I so nervous? Why are my palms sweating? God, I hope he likes how I look. Is my lipstick okay?" After much fidgeting, I lightly knocked.
When Peter opened the door, I took great delight in his immediate reaction.
"My God, you look stunning!" It was the first time I had ever had someone use that word to describe me, and it felt really good hearing it.
Peter stood there with his mouth agape as he drank in the young woman standing at his doorway.
"You're just absolutely amazing."
"Isn't it amazing what a dress and a bit of makeup can do!" I kidded.
"Well," he stammered, "You always look fantastic, but in this dress and the way you are made up just takes my breath away."
I was on cloud 9 with the way he was talking about me.
"I hope there is a big crowd at the bar."
"Why is that?" I asked.
"Because I really want people to see the beautiful woman I am with!"
"Oh, Peter, that's so sweet of you to say."
At this point, it crossed my mind that I really didn't care if we went to the bar or not. I would have been delighted if we had stayed in his room and talked, or even if he had made a move on me, but he was the perfect gentleman.
"Let me just grab my jacket. Shouldn't you be wearing a jacket? It's kind of cool out."
"I thought about it, but since the bar is just across the parking lot, I thought it would be fine without one."
Peter slipped on his sports coat and looked absolutely dashing. His grey slacks and blue striped shirt highlighted his eyes, and the grey sports coat with grey leather elbow patches made him look so very handsome. I also noticed the distinct aroma of his cologne.
"What is that wonderful smell?" I asked.
"My best bay rum cologne," Peter answered. I became an instant fan of bay rum.
We walked the short distance to the elevator. The only time Peter had actually touched me since I had arrived was when the elevator doors opened, and he placed his hand gently on my back to guide me into the elevator. I felt the tingle of electricity through my body when his hand touched the flesh of my bare back.
When the elevator doors opened, I was nervous that he would lead me through the lobby, and I really didn't want anyone to know I was going out with a hotel guest. It was no one's business, but you know how people talk. When the doors opened, I took the lead and turned left to go out the side entrance.
We walked across the parking lot, and as we neared the entrance to the bar, my anxiety level rose sharply. It would be so embarrassing if they asked me for an ID.
Luckily, that didn't happen.
The bar was in the shape of an 'L' with the bar in the corner by the door, tables and a small dance floor down the side, and a small room with a couple of tables and a pool table on the far side of the bar. There were only the bartender and three guys at the far side of the bar who were holding pool sticks but not playing at the moment. All eyes turned toward me.
The bartender spoke up, "It's a slow night tonight, and I just sent the barmaid home. What can I get you?"
I told Peter I would take a screwdriver, and he ordered a scotch. "Haig & Haig if you have it."
"Only the best for you, sir." Replied the bartender.
We took a table towards the dance floor, far enough away from the bar so as not to be disturbed. Peter pulled out my chair, and as I sat, I noticed the three patrons still staring our way. They were all in their twenties and shabbily dressed in jeans and t-shirts. One of them had on a tank top, trying to show off his muscled arms. They were loud when they spoke to one another and had no issue with foul language. No doubt, they had been in the bar for some time and had consumed tremendous volumes of beer.
The bartender brought our drinks to the table, and we began the exercise of getting to know one another on a more personal level. We talked about college, Peter's job, hobbies, the air traffic controllers getting fired, and just casual conversation between a man and a woman. It was enjoyable, and I felt very much at ease with Peter. Numerous times, he commented again about how wonderful I looked.
The rambunctious guys decided it was time to play some more pool, but not before one of them brazenly shouted across the room, "Hey mister, wanna match for the winner?"
"No thanks," Peter replied without looking away from me.
The guys moved into the area where the pool table was, and it got a bit quieter for a while. Our conversation continued quite pleasantly until one of them, I guess the loser of the first match, came toward our table. He was the youngest of the bunch. Not bad looking but was obviously drunk and full of himself.
With the jukebox playing in the background, he asked Peter, "Hey, you mind if I dance with your daughter?"
Peter cut a steely glance his way, but before he could answer, I reached across the table and placed my hand over his and said, "He's not my dad, he's my date, and all of my dances are reserved for him."
I left my hand on Peter's as we watched the drunkard walk away.
"I could have handled that," Peter said, "but you actually handled it quite nicely."
"Well, thank you, Peter. I'm sitting here with the most handsome man in the place; why would I want to dance with the likes of him?" as I flipped my head toward the retreating jerk.
Peter hesitated for a moment, and I could tell he wanted to say something, and it was making him uneasy. I had an inclination about what was on his mind and interjected, "So tell me about your wife and family."
For the first time, I saw a momentary deer in the headlights look before Peter composed himself.
"How did you know that's what was on my mind?"
"A woman can sense these things," I replied. "Even a young woman like myself."
"I think you are older than your years. You're obviously very astute about how life is." Peter rolled his hand over, so my hand was no longer on top of it, but we were actually holding hands.
"So you know I am married, and you are thinking me a leach for being here with you."
"Not at all, Peter. I think you are a very nice gentleman that I would like to get to know better. Tell me about your marriage."
This brought a grin and a slight chuckle from him. "My marriage. Well, let's see. I guess it's sort of a typical story. We raised two kids, and about the time the youngest left home, my wife went through the change, and her hormones are about as far out of kilter as they can be. Don't get me wrong, I love my wife. She has been a good wife and mother, but I was really looking forward to not having kids in the house and us being able to make up for years of being too busy with work and raising kids..."
I interrupted, "and now you are a passionate man in a passionless marriage."
"You really are wise beyond your years, Kate. In the four years since our youngest left home, I can count on one hand the number of times my wife and I have made love. I still love her. I always will, but I'm just not ready for that part of my life to be over."
There was a silence between us, and I tightened the grip as we held hands and smiled into those deep eyes.
"Don't get me wrong," he continued, "I'm not out chasing women, but when I get an opportunity to spend time with a stunning (there was that word again) young woman over drinks, I'm going to seize that opportunity. You can be sure of that. I need another scotch. Would you like another?"
Peter went to the bar to get us two more drinks. As he did so, the group of three had decided to call it a night. As they walked past Peter standing at the bar, I heard one of them say to Peter, "Goddamn, you're a lucky old fucker."
Peter ignored their comments.
It occurred to me as I watched the young men leave – they were all attractive guys, even though obnoxious, and on another night, under different circumstances, I would have had a good time flirting with them, but tonight, my full attention was on the distinguished gentleman who brought me.
When Peter returned with the drinks, I quipped, "So, since those trolls left, am I going to get any more offers to dance?"
Peter's face beamed as he extended his hand to mine, "My lady, may I have the honor of the next dance?"
In my best southern drawl, I replied, "Why fiddle dee dee, I thought you would never ask!"
Peter led me to the tiny dance floor, and I still recall the song that was just starting – Patsy Cline's "Sweet Dreams."
When Peter drew me to him, I realized how he towered over my tiny frame. As my face drew to his chest, I once again inhaled the aroma of his bay rum. When his hand touched my back, I shivered. As we slow danced, Peter gracefully moved his fingers on my back, gently massaging my flesh. I purposely pressed my breasts to him and heard an ever so slight "Ummm" escape his throat.
He took my right hand into his left, and we held them against his chest as we slowly moved about the small floor.
When the song ended, Peter asked, "One more?"
"Umm hmm"
"Thank you. I could dance the night away with you."
The next song was a waltz, and Peter really knew how to move. He taught me the steps as I had never waltzed before but always wanted to learn. He moved with such manly grace. Being in his arms was just magnificent.
After the waltz, we returned to the table to finish our drinks and have a more stimulating conversation. Now, he guided the conversation toward why such a beautiful young girl would give up her evening after a hard day of study, to be with an old guy like him. I explained that I found guys my age to be immature and full of themselves, just like the guys who had just left, and about how I really preferred the company of a man with style and confidence and who knew how to treat a woman.
When we finished our drinks, Peter said we were probably keeping the bartender from closing early. It was just a few minutes before midnight, and doubtful anyone else was coming in tonight. I got the feeling Peter was about to bring our night to an end, so I interjected, "Why don't we get one more drink to go?"
"Sure, same thing?"
"No," as I looked deeply into his eyes, "I think what I would really like is a slow screw, knowing he would catch the double entendre."
Before walking to the bar, Peter pulled my hand to his and gently kissed the back of my hand. I rose to walk with him to the bar.
At the bar, Peter ordered our drinks. The bartender looked at me and said, "You look familiar."
"I work next door. You've probably seen me in the parking lot. I'm Kate."
"Jeff. Good to meet you, Kate. Come back some time."
Bam, just like that, my world changed. I had found a bartender who wouldn't ask me for an ID. I would most definitely be back.
We stepped into the night air, and Peter noted how chilly it was getting. Like a true gentleman, he quickly placed his sports coat over my shoulders. It smelled like him, which was nice. After my comment about wanting a 'slow screw,' I thought he might rush me back to his hotel room. Instead, we absent-mindedly found ourselves strolling slowly around the parking lot, soaking in the brisk night air and gazing at the stars.
Perhaps it was knowing I was a sure thing; the conquest was inevitable. Peter surprised me by asking rather bluntly, "Kate, tell me how you like to be made love to."
I stammered a bit, not really knowing just how to answer.
"Well, Peter, honestly, I like a lot of different things. Sometimes, I like things a bit on the rough side; other times slow and passionate. I guess that's really my favorite. As I'm sure you've already figured out, sometimes I can be quite flirtatious. I'm even a bit of an exhibitionist."
This drew a lecherous laugh from him, "Oh really, do tell!"
"Well, there have been a few times where people saw my body, and it really turned me on, that's all."
"So you like to tease?"
"I guess you could say that."
"What else?"
"Well, I guess I would have to say I like variety, and I'm pretty open to just about anything, except maybe pain. That's not really my thing."
"So, you're comfortable being nude?"
"Yes, I am. In the right situation."
We were at the far end of the parking lot. I stood in front of Peter, and he wrapped his arms around me as we silently watched what was probably the last flight of the night as it came over for its landing. I felt him lightly kiss the top of my head.
"I can't believe you've spent your evening with me," Peter whispered in my ear.
"Our evening isn't over, Peter. ... Make love to me."
"I hope you're not teasing me now."
I turned in Peter's arms to face him, "I would never tease you about that, Peter. I know you are a passionate man with a lot of that passion stored up inside. I want it so. I want to share myself with you, Peter. Completely."
"Oh ... my ... god", he whispered as he leaned down, and our lips met.
There under the stars, my lips parted slightly as his tongue found mine. The passion was simply electrifying, and I felt my nipples hardening against his chest. His free hand was inside the jacket, touching my warm flesh, and slowly trailed down to cup my ass in the moonlight.
Somehow, we broke the kiss and began making our way to his room. Inside the building, we walked hand in hand to the elevator. Once inside the privacy of the elevator and the doors closed, I turned to face Peter, and our passionate kisses resumed, even extending our kiss after the elevator doors opened.
Once inside his room, we both immediately put our drinks down on the dresser so we would have both hands free. I slipped off the sports coat and went to hang it up. As I did so, I felt his arms wrap around me from behind and his warm breath on the side of my neck.
"Oh, Peter," I moaned softly.
He kissed his way down my neck, over the neck strap of my dress, and onto the flesh of my back as his firm hands gripped my soft shoulders.
It felt impossible to gather air into my lungs at the feel of his kisses on me. I felt his fingers trace across my shoulders to the strap of my dress, then gently stretch the fabric up, lifting it over my head. His hands held the material as they trailed down my breastplate, and when his palms covered my breasts, he released the fabric, allowing the dress to fall in a heap around my feet.
"Oh dear God, your breasts are magnificent," he breathed into my ear as I leaned back into him. He held me there, caressing my firm breasts as he gently nibbled my earlobe. Instinctively, my hand snaked between our bodies to press against his stiff manhood, and a low moan escaped his throat.
His soft kisses trailed down the side of my neck and slightly forward. I turned slightly so he could continue towards my breast. My feet tangled slightly in the dress, and I broke away, stepping out of the dress and picking it up to toss it across the side chair. This move put some distance between us.
"My God, I just want to look at your magnificent body," Peter exclaimed.
"Peter, you can do anything you want with me. I feel so good with you." And I did.
We stepped over to the bed, and I bent over to take my heels off. When I did, Peter stepped up in front of me. I don't believe he moved there with the intention of a blowjob, he simply moved to stand me back up when I got my heels off, but when I looked up, his firmness was straining against the tailored slacks right in front of me.
I reached for his belt, and as I was undoing it, I said, "Did I mention I really like oral sex?"
"Oh my god, I haven't had that in twenty years." He gasped.
I looked up into his lust-filled eyes, "Peter, you're going to have that as much as you want tonight."
"Ohhhmmm"
He pulled me up to him, and our kisses resumed as I fumbled with the buttons on his shirt and his gold cuff links. I then desperately peeled off his undershirt so I could move my bare breasts against his chest. Our slow, passionate kisses quickly turned more desperate. I felt his soft chest hair against my breasts as he pulled me tight against his body, my leg wrapped around his.
As our kisses continued, I moved my body back just enough to complete the task of undoing his pants. I noticed that while we were kissing, he had managed to kick his shoes off. When they were unbuttoned and unzipped, I slowly trailed my kisses down his chest as I held his slacks in place. His hands held firmly against my back. I moved painfully slow down his torso. I loved how the flesh of his firm stomach felt against my lips. The tuft of soft hair below his naval tickled at my chin.
I was now on my knees in front of him and slowly began lowering his slacks as my kisses circled his lower stomach. Peter stepped back slightly to step out of the slacks. As he was maneuvering, his cockhead parted the opening in the front of his boxers. It was gorgeous. There's just no other way to say it.
I hypnotically gazed at his cock as it descended from the opening. His cock was quite unusual, and I was captivated by it. It was not overly large, a good 6 or 7 inches, and not too thick either. I would say it was maybe only slightly larger than average. What was so fascinating about it, though, was the head. I have seen others since then that were similar, but this was my first one like this, and it was just mesmerizing. The cockhead seemed to be much too large for the rest of the cock. Not that it was an overly large cockhead either. In case you may not know (I didn't until I looked it up), the ridge around the head of the penis at the base of the head is called the corona. Usually, the corona only protrudes out from the shaft about an eighth of an inch, but Peter's corona protruded out close to a half inch all the way around, making it look much too big for the rest of him. It was freakishly fascinating to me.
I gently ran my tiny hand up his boxers to press the shaft up to his stomach before gently taking it in my hand, examining it with the fascination of a child seeing something complex for the very first time. I moved my face up to it but kept my lips closed as I proceeded to press the burning cock flesh against my cheeks. I felt his shaft pulsing against my skin, throbbing for relief and hard as stone. I have always been fascinated by how a cock can be so hard yet so silky soft at the same time.
I hear myself whisper, "Your cock is so beautiful, Peter," as my fingers reach up to the waistband of his boxers and begin slowly pulling them down. I encounter resistance as his throbbing member strains against the fabric before finally springing free. That's when I first saw Peter's big balls hanging low from his cock. This is one of the things that has always attracted me to older men. I love how their balls hang loose and low from their body.
As my left hand pressed his cock back up to his stomach, my right hand slowly and gently trailed up his inner thigh until the heavy sack came to rest against my palm. I looked up into those sexy blues and told Peter, "I love how you feel in my hands."
"Kate, you are so stunning. I can't believe you are here with me."
Peter stepped back out of his underwear, and as he did so, he placed his hands on my shoulders and drew me up to him. I was dying to get that gorgeous cock in my mouth, but if he was going to take things slow, then so was I.
I pressed myself against him, forcing his cock between us. It felt almost on fire against my stomach. I took the momentary break in the action to ask him, "Peter, when we were outside, you asked how I like to be made love to. Now it's your turn. Tell me what you like."
"Oh Kate, I've been in a sexless marriage for so long, I've forgotten what I like."
"Come on, Peter, don't feed me that," I cooed into his chest as my fingers toyed with the sides of his shaft pressed between us, "tell me what you fantasize about."
"You mean if I found myself alone with a hot young girl, what would I do with her?"
"Exactly! Or what would she do with you?"
"Well, to begin with, it couldn't be just any hot girl."
"Oh, what are the qualifications?"
As his fingers trailed over my arms and up my sides to caress my breasts, he continued, "She would have to have delectable breasts, not too big, and not too small, with pert, erect nipples," as he pinched my nipples between his thumbs and forefingers.
"Ummm, tell me more."
His hands trailed down my sides and around my lower back, then down to firmly cup my ass in both hands, "and a tight little butt that wiggled when she walked."
"Mmmmm," I purred.
His right hand reached lower as I spread my legs for him to caress my hot panty-covered mound in his hand from behind, "and a sweet, wet little pussy that smelled like the nectar of lilies in the valley."
"Ahaaaaaaa," I breathed as he caressed my wetness.
His left hand came around and up my body to my chin, lifting it to look into my eyes, "and she would have to be as beautiful as the morning dew, just like you, Kate," as he bent to kiss me again.
Of course, I wanted to hear more but wasn't about to stop kissing him. I would just have to hear more as we progressed. I wanted to know exactly what he longed for, and I wanted to submit myself entirely to him.
When we finally did break our kiss, I asked, "Peter, how many times can you cum?"
A bit shocked, he answered, "Kate, I'm not sure. It's been years since I've had the opportunity to cum more than once in one night."
I pushed gently back from him, took his hands in mine, and brought them back up to my breasts as I looked into his eyes, "Tonight, we are going to find out, and if you only cum once, that is fine. I know you will be back in two weeks, and I know for certain I am going to want to be with you again... if that is okay with you."
"You're kidding, right?"
"No, I'm not kidding. So tonight, I want to do what you said hasn't happened to you in over twenty years. Tonight, I am going to use my mouth to make love to your cock until you feed me your cum. If you can cum again, I want you inside me. If not, then I will definitely want you inside me when you come back in two weeks."
With that, I spun him gently around and pushed him gently toward the bed.
"Lay down, Peter. Lay back. And enjoy receiving this as much as I am going to enjoy giving it."
Peter crawled back onto the bed, "You are so incredibly beautiful, Kate."
I peeled my wet panties off and removed Peter's socks, then crawled between his feet, with my hands on his legs, our eyes locked as I wet my lips. We held our gaze as I moved ever so slowly up his body, getting my mouth closer and closer to him. I could see the lustful torment in his eyes, and it empowered me. It encouraged me to be the best I could at pleasing him... fulfilling his needs.
I trailed my fingertips ever so lightly over his inner thighs as we held our stare. I breathed out the first gentle breath over his engorged cock, my fingers just centimeters from him. I traced my right hand lower, underneath his sack, and brought it up ever so slowly to cup them, lifting them gently, holding our eye contact, allowing my tongue to flick out once, just a gentle tease and taste of what was to come. His body jerked slightly at the first contact between my tongue and his cum filled balls. Then a second flicker of the tongue. A third, before opening my mouth to give a light, open kiss to his scrotum.
"Uuunghaaaaa," he exhaled deeply.
My left hand trailed lightly up the length of his shaft on the underside, then slowly back down. I felt his upper legs tense under my arms as I opened my mouth wider to gently pull one of his balls into the warm wetness of my mouth.
"Hoooo, dear, God."
His hips began to rock slightly. I stroked my left hand gently up and lightly encircled the gorgeous cockhead with just my fingertips, lightly stroking the head with the pads of my fingers. My mouth released his balls and licked his sac momentarily before slowly beginning the journey up the underside of his throbbing shaft.
"Ohhh, Kate, .... You are .... A Goddess"
I flicked my tongue lightly from side to side as I slowly traveled up the shaft, getting closer and closer to the head, my left hand going under the shaft to raise it from his stomach, my right hand still gently toying with his balls. Another slow exhale of breath at his most sensitive frenulum before flicking it with my tongue.
"Hoh, Jesus, Kate, ... this is incredible."
I pulled up gently with my left hand, his cock now standing at a 90-degree angle from his body, and began tracing my tongue around the crown.
"Nggaaaaa, ... sweet Jesus."
I opened my mouth wide, brought the head of his gorgeous cock into my mouth, and gently closed my wet lips over it, my lips now touching his shaft, my wet lips stimulating his crown as I lightly rolled my head in slow, twisting circles as my tongue flicked at the head inside my wet mouth. I felt Peter's hands as he worked his fingers through my hair. I could ever so lightly feel his pulse as blood throbbed in his shaft against my lips.
I began slowly descending the length of his shaft, taking him deeper and deeper into my wet mouth, my hand gliding smoothly with the saliva I was coating his shaft with. I forced my head lower... his cockhead prying open my throat just enough to gain entry so I could lift his sac and flick it with my tongue.
"Epfhhhoooo, ... fuck!" and I could tell from the movement on the bed that he was rolling his head from side to side, his fingers gripping my head more firmly.
I gasped up for breath, his cock now soaked with saliva.
"Mmmm, I love how your cock feels in my mouth." I purred.
I spent the next few minutes basking in the glory of pleasuring his wonderful cock, listening closely as his breathing quickened to short gasps and hearing an occasional sound escape his body.
"Kate, I know you said you want me to cum in your mouth, ... and believe me, ... I want to, ... but I oh so want to be inside you."
Without hesitation, I moved up his body, straddling him with my legs, and pinned his throbbing cock between us. I pressed my wet mound over his shaft and began slowly gliding up and down, savoring the big cockhead each time it rubbed against my clit.
"Peter, I'm going to put you inside of me, and I am yours to do with as you please, but I would really like it if this first time, you would feed me your cum".
"I will, Kate, but I have to warn you, I cum a lot anyway, and I haven't even masturbated in over a month, and you've got me so turned on... my load is going to be huge."
"Ummm, ... then I definitely want you to shoot your hot cum into my mouth. I want to drink every drop of you."
"Whewww, you're so fucking hot!"
I raised up off him. His throbbing cock raised up with me to press against my clit, and I gently rocked from side to side, savoring how it felt.
"I'm going to slide down over you now, Peter. I'm going to take your cock inside me. Is that what you want?"
"Oh God, YES!" and I rocked my body slightly forward, holding downward pressure, so my lips enveloped his cockhead in their wetness.
I leaned forward slightly, lining him up with my tunnel. I placed my hands beside his head and looked deeply into his eyes.
"Here it comes, baby. I'm going to slide down your shaft now. Is that what you want"
"Yes, ... I want it!"
"Are you sure?" I teased as I felt his body quivering under me.
"YES! I want to be inside of you!"
"Now?"
And before he could respond, he did exactly what I had hoped he would do; he drove his shaft up into me.
"Ohhhhh, Peter." As my fingernails dug into his shoulders. I fell down toward him, and our lips met in a frenzied kiss as he pumped up into my body.
I had a feeling the giant ridge around his cockhead would feel incredible inside of me, and I was right. It did. I held myself still above him and allowed him to drive himself up inside of me as we kissed before finally breaking the kiss and raising myself up to settle down onto him and ride his manhood. His hands immediately found my breasts, my nipples now fully erect and burning to be touched and toyed with.
I kept him deep inside me and began gently rocking my hips back and forth, savoring every second of having him and only pausing briefly to squeeze him with my vaginal muscles. Then Peter got very vocal.
"I've never felt anything like this, Kate. ... I've never been with such a beautiful woman." And I cooed.
As he focused momentarily on my breasts, he said, "Your body is just magnificent." At that, I slammed my pussy down on him, driving him as deep inside me as possible, feeling my orgasm building.
"Arggggg,... It's my turn to fuck you now, Kate," and in one quick, smooth motion, we rolled over without his cock ever leaving me. I immediately wrapped my legs around his taught body.
"Fuck me, Peter!" as he leaned in for another passionate kiss. "Use my body as your toy."
He began hitting me with long, slow strokes, gentle on the backstroke, forcefully back into me, his big, heavy balls slapping against my ass. Each time he plunged back into me, his engorged cockhead sent a surge through my body. I felt it coming.
Building.
Getting closer with each thrust.
Harder.
Faster.
Through our kissing lips, I managed, "Ats it, ... Gonna mmm, ... gonna cuuu, ...... I'm gonna, .... Oh, Peter... Here it cuuuu, ..... Fuuuuuck! .... Yes! .... NnnnnGaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa, ohhhhhh fuuuck yessssss! .... Cummingggggggggg!"
My legs gripped him like a vise. My fingers clawed at his back. I spat continuous noises as we kissed so passionately, with his cock relentlessly extending my orgasm into a series of orgasms.
"Ohhhhhh fuck yeeeeeessssss, ... so goodddddddd. Hummmmphh."
My body twitched and jerked under him. As my powerful orgasm was beginning to subside, I became aware that I had gushed fluid as my ass within a pool of juice, and the sound of Peter's driving cock was now a wet, slapping sound. My body suddenly felt utterly drained, with only enough strength to mumble, "Yes, fuck me, Peter. You fuck me so good."
Peter's pace began to quicken to a frenzied pace.
"hmphhhhhh, .... Ohmmm."
I bucked my hips up into his slamming thrusts.
"Yessss. ... Cum for me, baby. ... Feed me your cum! ... I want it! ..... I want to taste you!"
"So close... here it,....... Oafffffff"
And in one fluid motion, Peter withdrew from me and jumped forward over me and into my waiting mouth. His first thrust went deep into my throat before settling into a steady, rhythmic fucking motion as he groaned. My fingers clenched at his buttocks. His cock was slick with my juices.
"Here it .... Ohhhhhhh, .... Aghhhhhhhhhhhhh!" And an enormous stream of cum shot from him that seemed to continue in a long steady stream for several seconds, then another shorter stream, ... then another. His cockhead had swollen to even larger proportions in my mouth and pulsed with each blast of his sperm. His cum was thick and creamy with that ever so slight, salty bitterness to it, and I savored every sweet drop. My throat worked furiously to dispatch his fluid before it could pour out of my mouth. My tongue and lips worked to milk every sweet drop from him. My fingers gently coaxed his now taught balls to ejaculate every drop of pent-up semen.
"Hooooo, my Gawdddddd," Peter moaned, and it sounded as though every particle of breath escaped his lungs. Now his fingers lovingly massaged my scalp as I held his softening cock in my mouth before finally letting it fall from {my} lips.
"Ummmmmmmm, Peter, I knew you would taste wonderful, ... and you do. I murmured.
He moved down my body and fell to the bed beside me as we embraced.
"If you're not comfortable kissing me right now, I understand."
"Of course, I want to kiss you, Kate," as he pressed his mouth to mine.
After several passionate kisses, we simply held each other tight, savoring the moment of our shared ecstasy. We both breathed heavily as we regained our composure.
"Thank you, Kate," he whispered. "That was truly unforgettable."
"Thank you, Peter." I purred, and we drifted off to sleep.
Along the way, there have been many others, many, many others. But looking back, those are the experiences that truly shaped my development into the sexual being I am today.
The End.
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Big Black Neighbor: A White Wife Meets Her Big Black Neighbor
 
How did I end up in this situation? How did I go from being the wife of a successful businessman to the slutty girlfriend of a black guy with a huge cock?

I can't even begin to explain. It all started when I met Kevin and his wife Sam, the day they moved in next door. It wasn't long before Kevin's big black cock was in my mouth, and there was nothing my husband could do to compete with it.

There is more, so much more, like James and the enormous white cock as well, but for now I'll just leave it there for now.
Consequences: A couple push their boundaries when they enter the world of sharing
 
It was all supposed to be so simple. The plan was to join the local country club, attend a few events with my pretty young wife and make some contacts. Yep, contacts. I was there for business. We joined this club so I could make contacts and generate work, much like many other people that join.

So how on earth did it go from joining the country club to find clients, to watching my little blonde wife on her knees, in front of this guy with a massive black cock?

Well, we met him and his wife at the club, so I guess that bit sort of makes sense. In fact he was a prospective client. But that was the last part that made sense. His wife was pretty flirtatious, and it wasn't long before I was enjoying her, naked and at my mercy.

But as I discovered, everything has consequences. My pretty little blonde wife was the consequence. This started as a little fun, a bit of swapping for an hour, something different to spice things up. But it's brought something out of both of us.

Now it isn't really swapping any more. My wife is on her knees in front of him while she makes me watch. And he is much, much bigger than me and she seems determined to tell me all about it.

It was my idea in the first place to join the country club, and it was my idea to play along with this partner swapping thing with them. So I guess that makes it my fault my wife has just told me all about how huge this guy's big black cock is.

This is all the consequence of my actions, I'm just not sure if I like the consequences or not!
Discovering Her Dominant Side: A submissive husband discovers a new side to his wife
 
When I discovered my husband had been looking online at dominant women and clearly fantasied about being used by a dominant woman, I couldn't decide whether to be angry, hurt or turned on.

As I looked at what he had been watching, something about it turned me on more than I ever though it would have. I started to imagine what it would be like to dominate him like that, to use him, to humiliate him the way these women were.

And then we ended up here, where we are today. My husband locked in chastity, my best friend sat on his face while I'm pegging him. Just a normal Friday night once you fully embrace this lifestyle.
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