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I guess I always knew that I was never going to fit into the mainstream working world and become some 9 to 5 drone. Long-term employment and I were never going to happen but I was also worldly enough to know that I needed money to live and more importantly at that point to escape the hell of parental interference and constant sibling comparisons that I called home.

I was going to hustle my way through life and that was just fine with me. As a kid, I hustled free cinema tickets, food court sodas, and whatever else I could with a girly smile and a few choice compliments to whoever had what I wanted.

I left home at nineteen when I got a job driving a car across the country. Mr Mooney, the middle-aged, chubby dude who hired me was skeptical of my youth and my newly acquired driving license but a coy smile and a flutter of my baby blues convinced him. All part of the hustle. I had no interest in him or any man.

My high-school crushes were cheerleaders and cool rock chicks not quarterbacks or skate punk boys, if you get my meaning. In short, I was a full-on, horny-as-hell nineteen-year-old lesbian on her first cross-country adventure.

It took me an hour to get out of the city and then I was on the highway and it stretched out before me, endless and brimming with possibilities.

By the third day of bad diner food, cockroach-infested motels and an endless stream of creepy truckers leering at me from on high, the thrill had definitely gone. Five days for $500 did not seem like such a great deal. In fact, I was pretty sure I’d been played by Mr Mooney.

That was the first life lesson of my new life and the first mistake made that would not be repeated.

By the fourth day on the road, I was regretting the whole deal. I was bored, it was hot, and if truth be told, I was lonely, and as always, horny as all hell.

I needed company and although Mooney had told me no hitchhikers I started to scan the road ahead.

For a while all, the potential hitchers looked like serial killers, including the women, and an old hippie couple with banjos and a black cat. Then I saw the tanned brunette, standing by the side of the road, a sign on top of her rucksack saying NYC or nearest offer and a smiley face at the bottom.

She might be a serial killer too but damn she was hot. Maybe mid-thirties, a little frayed around the edges, but in her shorts, white T-shirt and denim jacket, she made my mind race, my mouth water, and my pussy throb.

I slowed, honked my horn as I passed her and pulled to the side of the road about fifty yards ahead of her. For a while, she just stood there and then picked up her rucksack and her sign and walked to the car.

I watched her in the rearview mirror. She had beautiful, massive tits that rose and fell with each step, round hips which swayed as she walked, and long, muscular legs that I wanted wrapped around me.

In truth, I’d only had a few sexual encounters in my life. On my eighteenth birthday, I gave up my cherry to a sweet but insecure science geek and after that had a few one-nighters with a drunk soccer mom and a depressed but horny college girl. None of the sex had been all that earth-shattering, but that small taste of pussy, that feel of skin on skin made me realize that I wanted more and I wanted better. I wanted someone who could teach me. I wanted a lover who was not some awkward teenager or frustrated cougar. I wanted someone who knew how to give and take pleasure.

As the brunette approached the car, my heart and my cunt hoped that I had struck gold or at the very least she wasn’t a spleen-eating serial killer or a boring heterosexual.

She opened the door, leaned in and eyed me suspiciously. “Did you steal this car, sugar?” she asked with a soft, southern drawl.

I shook my head and could not help taking a long look at her impressive cleavage as she leaned inside the car.

“And you’re not a serial killer?”

I shook my head again.

“And are you going to stop ogling my titties and actually speak sometime soon?” she asked.

I looked up into her large brown eyes. They were alive with a playful curiosity and mischief.

“I’m not a serial killer and there's a contract in the glove box that says I am driving this car to Philly for $500,” I said, trying to sound grown up and a little sassy. There was no contract, of course, Mr Mooney gave me five greasy $100 bills and that was the deal done. It was obviously somewhat shady but I was fine with that.

The brunette tossed her rucksack onto the back seat, got in the car and closed the door. “$500, oh boy you got screwed on that deal, sugar.”

“My name is Orion,” I said, “And that’s just half. I get the rest of the fee on delivery.” That was a lie of course.

“Okay, Orion. Don't get all bent out of shape. A scowl is nothing to be wearing on such a pretty face.” She held out her hand. “Call me Rochelle, or Chelle but never RoRo and we’ll be lifelong pals,” she said and grinned a smile that melted me.

As we drove, I took little sideways looks at her and the wetness grew between my legs and my nipples began to harden.

She stared out of the window and seemed lost in her own world, one that I was not and never would be a part of. It was just a ride. A way to get from A to B.

Her body was trim and athletic. She had muscular arms and legs. dark tanned skin and oh boy did she have an amazing pair of tits.

They were massive, firm, and bounced and jiggled every time we hit a rough patch of road. As I drove, I could not help but fantasize about getting my hands on them and the rest of her but in truth I was pretty inexperienced in seduction.

“So, New York?” I asked, trying to start a conversation.

She nodded but didn’t turn and look at me.

“Why there?” I asked.

“Why anywhere? replied Rochelle and she finally turned and took me in. “Sorry kid, I’m tired as hell, moody and need to get some sleep but if you just let me snooze for a few hours I promise I will be a lot more entertaining.”

I saw the weariness in her dark eyes. She probably saw the disappointment in mine.

“And I will let you play with the girls and maybe my kittie too if that’s your thing,” she said and squeezed her huge tits together and grinned.

I was lost for words but she had already turned away and within a few minutes she was snoring gently.

It was just a joke I told myself. But as the sky darkened and she slept my head was full of very X-rated images and my cunt ached for attention.

Rochelle awoke just over two hours later. “Damn, I needed that,” she said.

I smiled.

“So, how do you want me to pay for the ride?” she asked. The weariness was gone from her eyes and they brimmed with that playful mischief again.

My cunt tingled.

“It’s okay,” I said, “I just needed some company.”

“And I went right and fell asleep on you. Sorry about that. I’d been stuck on the side of the road for hours,” she said and smiled.

“That smile and those tits are more than enough to stop traffic,” I said. The words just came out, right from brain to tongue, unfiltered and unabashed.

Rochelle looked at me, frowned for a moment, and then let out a huge howl of laughter. “Well they certainly have had their moments and it's nice to know they’re still appreciated,” she said.

“I can’t believe I just said that,” I said.

“I like a woman who speaks her mind,” said Rochelle, “and if you find us a halfway decent motel room I’ll show you some of the other things I like about women.”

The playfulness was still there, but it had been joined by lust. 

“I guess I’m going to wake up in a ditch soon because I’m pretty sure that I'm asleep at the wheel right now,” I said.

Rochelle reached over, cupped my left breast and pinched the nipple that poked through my shirt.

I let out a yelp.

“Nope, you're awake and if you are as half as horny as I am, I suggest you find us that motel as soon as possible.”

Twenty minutes later the neon sign of the Brite Side Motel appeared.

Ten minutes after that I was on my knees licking my way up Rochelle’s thighs towards her dripping wet cunt. We were both naked. There were no words required as we stripped. This was where we both wanted and needed to be.

She stroked my hair and whispered soft instructions as I worked my way to her sex. I was happy for the guide as I knew that I was still unskilled when it came to sex. Eager as all fuck but without a ton of practice.

I did as I was told. I lapped slow, slick circles around her cunt. I teased the soft folds open and let the tip of my tongue ease into her.

When her breathing became harder and a few moans expelled from her mouth I couldn't help but slip my hand between my legs and start to caress my pussy. I was wet and I loved the familiar pulse of need as I stroked the hood of my clit and ran a finger down the slit.

Rochelle let out a long moan and then sank onto the bed and spread her legs wide. I crawled onto the bed and carried on with my explorations.

I added a finger inside Rochelle, then another. Her moans rose and filled the seedy motel room. When I added a third finger, and she began to move her hips in time with my thrusts, I moved up the bed. My naked body pressed against hers. I was no longer able to resist the lure of her massive tits and groped for them as I carried on slamming my fingers in her cunt.

With my other hand, I cupped each breast in turn as it rose and fell in time with her breathing and the thrust of her hips.

My small hand could not contain the flesh. I couldn’t believe how soft they were to the touch.

“Suck them,” whispered Rochelle.

I didn’t need to be told twice.

I opened my mouth and licked a slow circle around the hard nipple of her left tit. I sucked hard, nibbled playfully and opened my mouth wider to suck and slurp on the tender flesh. I moved on to her other breast until both were sloppy with spit.

Rochelle’s hands found my ass and I let out a yelp when her nails dug into the flesh of my round butt. The pain was a shock but the pleasure that followed was divine.

Our bodies locked together as we writhed into a single skin. I moved to her mouth and we kissed, deep and dirty, all tongues and tease. The passion tore through me. My whole body ached with pleasure and need. All my previous lovers paled in my mind. This was what sex was all about. A wild connection of flesh and heat. I moaned in my lover’s mouth as she slapped my ass. I continued to drive my fingers into her cunt. Pounding as deep as I could with my dainty fingers. Her cunt clenched around them each time I slipped them into her. Her hips slammed hard. She groaned as we kissed and her hands slipped from my ass and slid between my legs and into my dripping wet pussy.

It was as if the next piece of the puzzle had been found. The switch had been thrown. She pushed deep inside me. Her fingers were long and strong and I was sure she was going to split me in two with her urgent thrusts but I did not want her to stop. I wanted to be broken. To be ripped into shreds. To be made anew by her touch.

“Oh fuck, I can’t hold it any longer,” I squealed breaking off from our kiss.

Rochelle increased the depth and power of her fingering and I was hurtling towards a massive orgasm. “Them come. Come with me, come for me,” she said and slammed her hips against my fingers in her cunt.

I let out a scream and flooded hard against her penetrating fingers. The orgasm shook my whole body, it broke me, repaired me and made me again. I shook hard as Rocheele slid her finger out of my cunt and shoved them into my mouth.

When I felt her orgasm against my fingers I did the same. We both came with mouths full of our cunts. It was perfect as we shook and moaned on the bed. Her eyes locked onto mine. I felt vulnerable, revealed and seen and the thrill was enough to bring on a whole new wave of pleasure that pulsed through my young body.

For a while, we did not speak. I saw the last of the pleasure ebb away from her eyes and they looked at me with that mischievous curiosity.

“What’s your story, kid?”

I told her of my shitty childhood and my plans to live a hustling life. She smiled but did not reply.

“Maybe we could hook up for a while,” I said, trying to sound casual and not as if my heart’s desire was to be with Rochelle on the road, playing all the angles, living life, wild and free from the shackles of normal society.

“Kid, you’re smart and pretty but you have a soft heart. I don’t need a disciple following me around. In this game most of the time you live with your head just above water. You’re sweet but you’d be better off going home and getting a normal job and a normal life.”

I knew the tears were filling my eyes and so I turned away. “I'm not as soft as you think,” I said.

Her hand touched my shoulder. “Sure, kid and I spent hours waiting for a ride. Look at me, do you think I wait more than ten minutes for someone to offer me a ride?”

I turned back to face her. “I picked you up, sweetie, not the other way around. You were young and cute and I was horny for some pussy. If I had wanted something else, maybe money, or a car I’d have picked someone else to ride with. No one does anything by chance in this life. Everyone has an agenda and that’s why a sweet kid like you will get used and abused by every asshole out there before you realize this is not the life for you.”

The tears were gone. The anger rose within me.

“You've had your teen pussy now get out,” I said.

“Are you really going to throw my hot ass out of bed? Do you know how much I can teach you before the sun rises?”

Rochelle reached for my breasts. Her touch sent a shiver through me but I pushed her hand away.

“You’ve taught me enough, now get the fuck out of my bed.”

Rochelle shrugged, She dressed in silence and left the same way.

I cried myself to sleep.

The next day I awoke to a different world. It was cruel and lonely, it was just one scam after another and as I dressed I decided that it would not beat me.

After breakfast, I called Mr Mooney and told him that unless he wired me another $500 in the next hour his car would end up in the nearest chop shop I could find.

He ranted, he raved, he called me all kinds of nasty names, and threatened me with the cops.

“Look at it this way, Mr M, who will the cops believe, some sweaty old creep or some sweet innocent kid who you probably tried it on with because that’s what creepy old assholes like you do?”

He was silent for a while and then hung up. He sent the money ten minutes later. He knew he was still getting a bargain and I was pretty sure he had way more to be worried about when it came to the cops than I did.

He cursed me some more when I delivered the car a few days later but I just smiled and my heart got a little harder. Rochelle was right, I was smart, I was pretty and I was soft-hearted but I could rely on the first two to get me through for long enough until my heart was a fortress that no one could breach.

It took about three years.

Yeah, I was used, screwed and abused a few times over that time but I learned my lessons quickly and by the age of twenty-two my old soft heart was transformed into steel and I was living the life I wanted to live. No ties, no home, no destination, just moving on to the next place, the next lover, the next payday.

One of the best ways to make easy money was to sign up for clinical trials. They paid well for healthy, young subjects and the only thing you had to deal with was the side effects roulette.

Mostly it was just a few days of feeling like crap, but once I lost my sense of smell for a month, another time my hair turned green and fell out (it grew back to the regular color a month later) and there were those crazy-ass dreams, mostly nightmares, that a number of these experimental drugs gave you.

But like I said, they paid well and that was why on a bright, August afternoon I sat in a large, white room with about ten other people waiting for the first day of some new health supplement trial.

I sat at the back. It would be the same routine. Some old geezer in a grubby white coat would give us some PR sales pitch and then lay out what would happen in the trial and then drone on a long list of possible side effects.

We’d take the drugs for a few days, be monitored for a few more, fill out some questionnaires and then unless we ended up in hospital be sent on our merry way with a nice check and some mild nausea.

The door of the room opened and a woman entered. She wore no lab coat, grubby or otherwise. She was in her late twenties, I guessed and was a stunning brunette whose expensive business suit showed off her curves, legs and firm big tits to perfection.

For once I paid attention to her spiel, I watched her perched on the edge of a desk, legs a little apart, as she went through the details of the trial.

Her name was Dr Amber Tell and as she spoke I decided I was going to fuck her. It had been a few weeks since my last hookup and that had been pretty below par. I picked this bi-curious soccer mom up at a bar and she was pretty enough but far too uptight to give herself up to the act of a random fuck with a total stranger. I needed something more. Something free and wild. Something new.

For the next three days, I tried every move in my seduction playbook and none of them worked. Dr Tell was not interested in the innocent, virginal flirt. She ignored the broken, needy attention-seeking slut. She didn’t bat an eyelid when I went braless and pantyless and made sure she got plenty of view of the promised land. Hell, I even just straight up propositioned her and she shook her head and told me it was against test protocols.

So when I left with my check and a folder full of post-trial questionnaires to fill out (I usually didn’t bother) I was pretty bummed out but I was not defeated.

Along with the money and the paperwork, there was also a contact number to call if we had any serious side effects and I decided that was where I would make my Hail Mary pass and get Dr Tell into bed and fuck her until she screamed my name, passed out with pleasure or hopefully both.

So instead of getting the first bus out of town I booked into a cheap hotel near the medical center and wrote a list of some bizarre side effects that would get the doctor’s attention and give me one last chance to get my hands on that killer body of hers.

After an hour or so, I had a bunch of side effects listed that I figured I could fake pretty well. I was tired but after three days of frustration, I was also crazy fucking horny and knew that I wouldn’t sleep unless I came and came hard.

So I undressed and pulled ‘old yeller’ my favorite ten-inch dildo from my rucksack and began to tease the tip up and down the folds of my wet cunt.

I usually would tease myself for at least ten minutes as I loved that feeling of anticipation but tonight after about thirty seconds I slipped the dildo inside and started to work it back and forth. I just needed a release tonight. Hopefully in the next few days, I’d have the good doctor teasing my sopping-wet pussy but for now, all I wanted was to come quick, hard and fast.

I spread my legs wide and pushed my hips up in time with the thrusts of the dildo as I slammed the whole ten inches inside my needy little fuck hole.

I groped my tits in turn, played with the large soft flesh and pinched the nipples. I closed my eyes and there was Dr Amber Fell perched on the desk, naked and spread. She was watching me masturbate with aroused curiosity.

As I rammed the dildo deep and true, as I hit that secret sweet honeypot spot of mine her eyes widened and she slipped a couple of fingers into her cunt and started to match my speed and intensity.

I pumped the huge yellow sex toy inside me, moaning loudly as I ground my hips, teased my titties and fantasized about Dr Fell watching me get off as she did the same.

With that image in my head and ten inches of silicone buried deep in my cunt I soon felt the waves of orgasm rising and for once let them come on the first wave and drown me. I groaned, thrust my hips one last time, slapped my heaving tits in turn and then came loud and long until my hotel neighbor banged on the wall.

I licked the dildo clean, placed it on the bedside table and within a minute had drifted off to sleep.

###

I awoke to a black and white blur. I was naked and couldn’t move.

The blur began to resolve itself, and there I was, naked and strapped to a large, slab-like table.

The room was large.

It was filled with laboratory equipment and machines that beeped and buzzed. The color did not come to this world and I knew what it was.

Just a crazy side-effect dream. I relaxed, things may well get weird and fucked-up but that was fine.

The door of the room burst open and Dr Amber Tell entered. She wore a white lab coat and blood-red lingerie. 

Maybe this dream wouldn’t be so bad.

She stalked around in the room, her hair was wild, and her eyes were aflame with insanity. Full-on mad scientist with added hotness.

My cunt was wet as I twisted my head to watch her. She checked machines and a large array of test tubes, beakers and siphons held together in some intricate set up.

“The beast has risen. The beast is unleashed,” said Amber in a wild maniacal scream.

She turned to look at me, eyes red, mouth frothing like a wild dog. “You are the beast!” she bellowed.

###

I awoke with a start.

"Damn, that was messed up," I said to the empty room. The bed was damp with sweat. I pulled off the sheets and was confronted by a large, erect cock that sprouted between my legs. I laughed. "Man, this is a fucked up side effect dream."

I reached down for the cock. It throbbed in my small hand. It felt so damn real. I pinched the skin and a jolt of pain shot through my body. It hurt like fuck, but I also felt that familiar sense of arousal began in the pit of my stomach.

"Okay, I wouldn’t mind waking up now,” I said. I closed my eyes and opened them again. The cock was still in my hand. I slapped it hard. More pain, more sweet arousal but the cock remained.

I took a deep breath. I’d spent my whole life rolling with the punches and this was just another weird side-swipe that I would take on the chin and move on from or turn to my advantage.

"Fuck it, if I have a dream cock I might as well get some use out of it,” I said to the empty room.  The first light of dawn shone through the ratty curtains as I spat in my hand and began to work the hard shaft back and forth.

It felt so good to have the pulsing cock in my small fist. I pumped it up and down and waves of pleasure consumed me. Man, this was so sweet, it was almost a shame that it would be gone when I woke up. I twisted the shaft until it hurt. I jerked the thick rod over and over and began to thrust my hips in time with the beat. The room began to swim with colors. I arched my back. I slammed my fist up and down and let out a loud, low moan as I came. Spunk shot into the air, thick arcs of creamy white cum that landed on my thighs and my stomach. I let go of the cock and it continued to ooze spunk. I scooped up some of the cum and tasted it.

Salty.

It was my first taste and I liked it. Shame it usually came attached to dudes.

I laid in the bed, and let my breathing return to normal and ate cum. Outside, I heard the buzz of morning traffic begin. In the next room, a phone alarm started to chime.

This was real. This was not a dream. I stared down at the thick, spent cock between my legs and knew that I was wide awake and this was happening. I had scored a big fat double zero in the side effects roulette.

I did not want to have a cock for the rest of my life. It was a fun fantasy for a while but in the end, I was happy with a pussy, which thankfully I still had.

I showered. I stood naked before the mirror and looked at myself. The same tits, legs, and hips but now with added cock. I grabbed my phone and took a couple of full-length shots. This needed to be fixed and the person who needed to do it was Dr Amber Tell.

I dressed and called the contact number for the medical trial. I asked for Dr Tell but was instead put through to some bored intern who asked for the details of my issues. I was not in the mood to be dicked around.

“You know what, maybe I should talk to a lawyer,” I said to the monotone moron on the other end of the line.

Those magic words got me put through to Dr Tell.

“Hello, Ms Chambers,” she said, all business, “I believe you have encountered some side effects from our recent trial.”

“You could say that,” I said.

“Can you describe them?”

“Not without you hanging up on me. Give me a cell number. I have some pictures to send you.”

She was hesitant at first and then gave me a number. I sent the pictures.

“It’s amazing what people can do with computers these days,” she said.

“I figured you would say that but I am hoping you have enough sense to check this out for yourself before I really do get a lawyer and sue your company into bankruptcy.”

There was a long silence.

“Okay, I’m calling your bluff, Ms Chambers. Give me your address.”

I gave her the hotel address. She hung up.

There was a chance she could turn up with the cops or at the very least security from the medical company but that was a chance I had to take.

Thirty minutes later there was a knock at the hotel door. I looked through the peephole and she was alone. I opened the door. She frowned at me and followed me into the room.

I decided not to waste time with chit-chat and so dropped my trousers and panties and let my semi-hard lady cock spring out.

“Holy fuck!” said Dr Tell.

“That’s one way of putting it,” I said.

I could see her fighting a rising panic. She took a deep breath and a step back, getting control of herself. “Okay, Ms Chambers. This is a severe side effect and I promise you I will work tirelessly to resolve this issue.” The perfect corporate response.

“I’ve shown you my girl cock, you should call me Orion,” I said with a smile because as freaked out as I was, the pulse in my hardening cock was starting to take over my thinking. I realized that whatever happened I needed to fuck Amder before this cock was gone. I knew that there was a chance it might become a permanent fixture but right now all that I could think about was how it would feel deep in the doctor’s cunt.

The doctor did not smile back at my flirty remark. “This could capsize five years of work,” she said.

“Not if we keep it between us. You’re smart doc, take a look, figure it out, get me back to normal and maybe drop me a few bucks compensation and we can both move on.” I was always playing the hustle, even now.

She was quiet. I carried on.

“You need to keep this off the books, doc. We both know that.”

She shook her head. “We need to go back to the lab, but…”

I was losing her.

“Before you decide anything, why not take a look and see what we’re dealing with,” I said. I played the ‘we’ card hard. We were in this together. We could fix this.

“Okay,” she said and then she was on her knees in front of my bobbing cock. She studied it closely. I wanted to stroke her hair and thrust my cock into her slightly open mouth. But I resisted.

She touched it with her fingertips and ran them down the length of my cock. “Do you feel that?”

I nodded. My cock hardened a little more.

“It seems to be a fully functioning penis,” she said with clinical detachment, but when she looked up, I saw something else in the corner of her eye. The tiniest spark of desire. The flame of need seeking to be fed and become a blaze.

“Oh it works just fine,” I said and gave her my dirtiest smile and moved my cock just a little closer to her lips.

Her face flushed red. “Did you achieve completion?” More scientific distance but that spark in her eyes could not be denied now. It was a fire that was growing with each second.

“Oh yeah, I came like a motherfucker. Lots of creamy cun.”

“We will need to analyze the ejaculate, it may help resolve the issue," she said, her mouth open wider. She licked her lips unconsciously.

“Oh, I ate it all,” I replied. But feel free to take a new sample, doc,” I said and I moved my hips just enough so that the tip of my cock touched her lips.

She rocked back on her heels for a moment and I was sure she was going to run and then she opened her mouth wide and began to lick the tip of my cock with a wild hunger.

I grabbed her hair and she opened wider and slobbered over the cock and took it in her mouth inch by inch. It was obviously not her first. She worked her head up and down and soon had the whole, hard cock in her mouth, lips pressed against the base. I held her there until she gagged, her eyes watered. She drooled. She grabbed my ass and dug her nails in.

I let go of her and she pulled out. She coughed and drooled and grabbed my cock and continued to pump it.

“So what’s your scientific opinion, doc?” I asked.

Amber looked up at me, drool still spilling from her mouth. “I think I need more data,” she said and stood and shed her clothes. Her frown was gone. A big, sexy smile was on her lips. I pulled her close and kissed them hard. Our tongues found each other. My hands reached up and groped her massive tits. She let out a sigh of delight. Her hands still groped my ass. She squeezed my cheeks together. I teased her hard nipples and ended our kiss. My cock was rock hard. I needed more than her pretty mouth.

“Get on the bed. I’ve got all the data you need,” I said.

Amber did not need to be told twice. She was on her back with her legs spread wide.

“This is insane,” she said.

I shrugged. “It’s science,” I replied.

She giggled as I got on the bed and moved between her legs.

“I don’t ever do this kind of thing, but all that flirting you did with me at the lab made me so fucking horny, and then you present me with a perfect, throbbing cock. I just can’t resist.”

I leaned in so that the head of the cock teased her cunt lips. “Just lie back and think of science,” I said and pushed my cock inside her and started a slow beat with my hips.

She moaned loudly. She arched her back and grabbed my ass. “Fuck me,” she whimpered.

I thrust harder and deeper, leaned in and worked my thick, lady cock in her tight pussy. I rammed into her with a wild fury. She thrust her hips to meet me as I plowed into her sweet cunt. She wrapped her legs around me and pulled me in deeper. Our bodies fused as we fucked. The room was alive with flesh and sex. The world fell away to nothing but the rhythm of our bodies as we entwined.

I’d had a lot of sex since Rochelle but this was the first time since her that I felt that thrill of absolute connection and total abandon at the same time.

I sucked on Amber's huge tits. I licked them in slow circles and took the hard nipples into my mouth in turn. I nibbled on them and bit them. Amber purred with delight.

This was perfect. This was real. There was no hustle. There were no angles being played. This the the pure truth of sex and belonging.

I slammed into her cunt, she moaned my name. Our hips ground together. Our bodies locked into each other.

“Oh fuck, I'm going to come,” said Amber and sure enough there was a hot flood against my cock and that was enough to bring my orgasm and the spunk spurting from my cock.

I came hard and deep until the cum dribbled from Amber’s pussy.

I pulled out and the last few arcs of cum jetted across her stomach. I collapsed by her side as she shook through her orgasm.

When we were both spent, Amber turned to look at me. “What do we do now?”

I smiled. “Well give me ten minutes and I’ll have some more data for you.”

“But what if I can’t fix this?” she said, indicating my cock which lay on my thigh like a slumbering beast.

“I'm not sure it needs to be fixed. It freaked me out at first but I think it may just be another piece of the puzzle.”

“What puzzle?”

“The puzzle of me,” I said.

“Am I a piece of the puzzle too?” asked Amber.

I kissed her and scooped some of my cum from her stomach and fed it to her.

She ate it, smiled, and said, “Salty.”
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