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Sarah Greggor leaned into the
microphone and smiled at her guest, giving her a quick wink. “Hello
everyone, and welcome to the Wife Swap Chronicles, your radio show
for the real and liberated sex fans. Don’t forget that over at
Ogee’s strip club tonight, there’s a special for couples. So, boys
and girls, if you’ve wanted to see your man or woman with someone
else but haven’t yet got up the nerve to take the plunge head over
there. You’ll get two for one lapdances, and it’s a safe way to
watch your partner with someone else without having to go the whole
way.” She turned her attention to her guest.

“My guest tonight, though. She went
the whole way. Welcome to the show, Brynne!”

“Thanks, Sarah.” The girl smiled
warmly.

“Okay, Brynne. The microphone is
yours. Tell us all about your fun on your…ooooh, your
honeymoon.”

Brynned laughed, a beautiful lilting
sound. “Well, neither Aaron and I ever expected anything like this
would happen, but when Clarissa and her husband showed up…wait, let
me start from the beginning…

***

I had always wanted to see France and
so, as Aaron and I planned our wedding, we also saved for our
honeymoon. We were both young and still in college, though Aaron
had graduated with his bachelor’s in Art History in June, he was
planning on entering the master’s program the following semester
and so, money was tight. Eventually, we decided that we would
travel through France and some of the rest of Europe in the
cheapest possible fashion, camping half the time and spending time
in hotels when we could afford it. We planned to spend at least a
month traveling before we returned to the states and
school.

Our wedding was beautiful, a lot of
tears and laughter, well, you know, the usual, and then we were on
the plane and headed for Paris. The city would be our most
expensive stop, since the rest of the time we were going to rough
it, but for our first few days, we had booked a lovely hotel so we
could give the city its deserved time.

It wasn’t until we hit the beaches in
Provence, though, especially a little place, Porquerolles, that we
felt we were truly on our honeymoon. The beach there was secluded
and very beautiful and there was a wonderful little hotel that was
so different than the ones in Paris where it was so busy and
chaotic.

On our second day there, we were
dining in a little café not too far from the hotel, relaxing after
a luxurious day in the sun, when we noticed another couple at the
table next to ours. “Hey, are they looking at us?” Aaron whispered
at me and signaling with his eyes, he indicated the couple to my
right.

I looked around casually and I noticed
the couple Aaron was talking about as they were in the midst of a
passionate kiss. I did take the time to register that they both
seemed extremely attractive, at least the parts that I could see
that weren’t mashed together. I turned back to Aaron and shrugged.
“Looks like they’re pretty occupied, Hon.”

“Well, it seemed like they were
totally checking us out, and not just the guy with you or the chick
with me. They were both looking each of us over, I
swear.”

“Uh huh, well maybe you need some time
out of the sun.”

“Well, maybe you need to give me some
of what that guy’s having.”

I laughed and then I leaned over the
table to give Aaron a kiss. He was a great kisser, soft lips, not
too slobbery or pushy, just sensual and sweet. I felt myself
getting aroused and when we pulled apart, I suggested that, maybe,
we could head for the hotel and enjoy some alone time
together.

Aaron readily agreed and we paid our
bill and hurried back to our room, where we pulled each other onto
the bed, not even taking the time to undress before we hit the
sheets. Then, just as we began getting down and dirty, there was a
knock at the door. Aaron gave me a look of utter disbelief.
“Really?”

The knock came again. “Well, fine,
I’ll get it.” I climbed out of bed and straightened my clothes,
buttoning my blouse and pulling on my jeans. Finally, I made it to
the door just as the third knock was heard. I swung it open and was
shocked to see the couple from the café.

“Uh, hi, we saw you leave the café
and, well, you left this behind.” The girl held up my
purse.

“Oh, oh my God, thank you.” I felt
late relief flood through me. Everything was in my purse – our
money, passports, credit cards, my phone. Anyone could have just
walked off with it, but instead, she had brought it right to our
door. “How did you find me?”

The guy answered this time, and I
noticed he had a British accent like his girlfriend? Wife? I had no
idea, but I didn’t care. I was just happy to have everything back.
“Well, you two were definitely quick, but the moment Clarissa saw
you had left your bag behind, I jumped up and grabbed it and we ran
after you. We saw you walk into the hotel and we were able to ask
at the desk which room you were in.”

The girl, Clarissa, laughed. “Of
course it’s really the only hotel in walking distance. It was a
safe bet you’d be there.” She had beautiful deep red hair that fell
to her shoulders and framed a pixie face with beautiful blue eyes.
When she laughed, they lit up and made her even more
beautiful.

“Well, thank you again. I’m sorry you
had to run after us like that.”

“Yeah, that was going way out of your
way. Hon, why don’t you have them come in for a moment and we can
share the wine we’ve been saving since Paris.” Aaron’s voice cut in
behind me and I turned around to see him dressed and waving the
bottle in his hand.

“Um, okay,” I turned back to them.
“Would you like to join us for a drink?”

The man made a little bow, his gold
hair falling over his eyes. “Oh, I don’t think that would be very
polite of us. You two are having your own time together. No, we’ll
let you enjoy yourselves.”

Aaron stepped up to the door. “Come
on, man, help us celebrate our marriage and the recovery of my
wife’s purse.”

“Well,” he looked at his wife, who
smiled. “All right. Sounds wonderful.”

They came in and we all sat in the
little front area while Aaron got the bottle open and poured the
drinks. The girl sat with her husband on the loveseat, while I
picked the chair opposite. “Well, you know my name is Clarissa. And
this is my husband, James. We’re actually on our second honeymoon.”
She leaned toward me confidentially. “Our first one was just down
to the local pub.” She laughed. “So, we saved and here we
are.”

“Um, my husband and I did the same
thing. Saved, I mean, for the trip. Uh, my name is Brynne, and this
is my husband Aaron.”

James nodded at me and I noticed how
very green his eyes were. Brynne? That’s Welsh, you know. It means
‘hill’.”

“Oh, wow, I had no idea. My mom just
picked it out of a baby name book, I think.”

He smiled. “Well, it’s a lovely name.
For a lovely girl.” His green eyes seemed to focus more intently on
me.

I sat and blushed, not sure where to
go after that. I was thankful when Aaron showed up with the drinks.
We talked for a while, exchanging wedding tales and talking about
the different things we had seen in France and where we were
planning to go after this, and then Aaron got up to refill the
drinks for a third time. And while he was gone, Clarissa got up and
sat on the arm of the chair and leaned over and kissed
me.

I was completely stunned. I had never
been with a girl. I had never done any kind of sexual
experimentation. Aaron was only my third boyfriend and we had never
even talked about having another girl in our bed. Now, apparently,
one wanted to make out with me. But then she got up and walked over
to Aaron standing by the little minibar and left me with her
husband.

James got up and walked over to me,
and I’d be a liar if I said I didn’t feel an attraction to him. His
eyes alone pulled me in, but his body was the kind of tall, lean
build that I was partial to, and he had the most beautiful
smile.

When he got to me, he reached down and
took my hands in his and pulled me up to stand beside him. Then,
leaning down, he kissed me, softly, using his tongue to slowly part
my lips and push inside. For a moment, all thought of Aaron slipped
my mind and I leaned into James, feeling his hands on me and
wanting to have more.

Then, my mind snapped back to reality
and I pushed away. “I can’t, you know I . . .”

He smiled and pulled me close again
and turned my head in Aaron’s direction. I was shocked to see
Clarissa with her arms wrapped around Aaron’s neck and her head
tilted upward, kissing my husband passionately. “You see,” he
whispered in my ear, “we want you both to have fun.” With that, he
turned me to him again and kissed me once more and I didn’t fight
the excitement that flooded my body.

His hands roamed over my sides and my
back, settling on my ass and rubbing my cheeks through my skirt as
his mouth pressed harder on mine. When he broke away, he moved back
slightly to grab my shirt and pull it over my head, leaving me in
my lacy bra. His hands came up to trace underneath the rim of my
bra before reaching for the straps and pulling them off my
shoulders, exposing my round pert breasts and making me
gasp.

He didn’t let me get too shy about
them, though. He just instantly bent his head down and began to
kiss and suck each one, pulling on my nipples with his lips until
they were hard and standing at attention. My breathing was becoming
harsher and I found myself reaching up to hold his head against me,
pressing his mouth more firmly on my breast.

He pulled away, though, and smiled
into my half-closed eyes. Then, he took my hand and moved me
towards the bed, stopping me beside it to reach down and unzip my
skirt. His fingers worked skillfully and soon, my skirt was puddled
at my feet, my silk panties the only article of clothing on my
body.

His hands traced the curve of my hips
up to my breasts again, where they cupped each breast while he
leaned in and kissed me deeply again. Then, his hands released them
and reached for my hands, where I was holding them at my sides, and
he moved them slowly to his pants. Without thinking, I began to
undo his belt and unzip his pants, opening them and pulling them
down over his narrow hips until his cock was freed and it pressed
into my bare stomach. It was only as he pushed me back on the bed
that I thought of Aaron and Clarissa again because I practically
fell on Aaron, who was stretched out on the bed from the other side
with Clarissa kneeling between his legs, sucking his cock with loud
luscious slurping noises, like it was a giant lollipop she couldn’t
get enough of. I might have said something, but at the same time, I
felt my legs being parted and my panties being moved aside. Then,
James’ mouth was on my pussy and his tongue pushing inside and I
closed my eyes as I groaned and turned my head.

His mouth moved slowly on me, his
tongue thrusting in and out, making my hips rise from the bed as
they sought to push harder and faster. My hands gripped at the
sheets and I moaned loudly, almost growling in frustration as James
kept me at bay. His hands caressed my thighs as he moved his mouth
over me, and I writhed on the bed beneath him.

Suddenly, Aaron gasped and I opened my
eyes to see Clarissa had climbed on top of him and was now
straddling his waist, moving on top of him, slowly rocking her hips
back and forth. The sight sent a thrill through my body and, when I
felt James climb on top of me, I felt an electricity flow through
every nerve. His legs parted my own and he thrust inside me with
slow even movements, pressing his body against mine as he pushed
deeper.

Both Clarissa and James moved on in
the same rhythm, slowly moving faster. Then, Clarissa climbed off
Aaron and pulled him up, crawling in front of him on hands and
knees. When he seemed hesitant, she turned and grabbed his hand and
put it on her ass, and then she backed up, pressing herself against
his cock. Needing no other encouragement, Aaron thrust forward and
made her cry out. Her body began moving toward mine, her face near
my stomach, and I watched her lean forward and give her husband a
kiss as he fucked me.

Then, it was Aaron pulling out and
moving me, keeping me on my back, but turning my body so that my
legs slipped around Clarissa and my pussy was right under her head.
Aaron didn’t need to tell his wife what to do, she simply bent her
head and put her mouth on my pussy and slid her tongue inside me,
finding my clit and sucking and licking it. My husband’s thrusts
pushed her forward against me and made each touch of her tongue
more powerful.

But I lost sight of all of this when
Aaron came up to me and lifted my head and shoved his cock into my
mouth. He pushed deep, sliding into my throat and making me choke.
He started to move in fast deep thrusts, filling my throat and then
pulling completely out. The feeling of him in my mouth heightened
everything that Clarissa was doing with my pussy and I began to
feel my orgasm building. I started moving my hips up from the bed
to push against her sweet little tongue, making it thrust into me
like a little cock.

It was Clarissa, though, who suddenly
cried out. “Oh fuck, yes, I’m coming!” And her mouth lifted off me
as her body tensed and contorted with the powerful climax ripping
through her. In a few moments, though, she turned and buried her
mouth on me and I came soon after, my body writhing as I
yelled.

The men both kept moving in us, Aaron
in Clarissa’s ass and James in my mouth. Then, James moved out of
my mouth quickly and swung me around so that my face was next to
his wife’s and, pulling Clarissa’s head up by her hair, He held his
cock over our waiting faces and, with a grunt, spurted his come all
over us, into our open mouths, our cheeks and our chins. Before he
finished, I heard Aaron shift on the bed and suddenly, my husband
was there, coming over us, his semen mixing with James’ as it hit
our faces.

As the men fell back, exhausted,
Clarissa bent down and began licking my face, cleaning the come
that hadn’t hit my mouth. Finally, she gave me a deep kiss and her
tongue pushed in and made me swallow whatever I hadn’t already.
When she pulled away from me, I gasped and turned on my side, my
body still shuddering with the remnant of my orgasm. I felt arms
around me and a body pressing against mine and turned my head
enough to see Aaron burying his face in my hair.

I don’t even think we heard them
leave. I was aware of them leaving the bed, but I was simply too
tired to get up, and too content resting in Aaron’s arms. When we
did finally move, we looked at each other and then slowly got
dressed. There really wasn’t much to say, though we did agree that
going back to the café tomorrow would be a good first
step.

***

Sarah felt a stirring between her legs
that almost made her miss her cue. She signaled for Tommy to start
the bumper music and smiled at her guest. “Wow, Brynne. That was a
great story. Did you find them again?”

Brynne shook her head. “No, but let me
tell you. There’s no shortage of couples in France ready to jump
into bed.” She gave a little giggle. “I guess I’m nothing like the
innocent girl my husband married.”

 Sarah smiled. “Maybe not, Honey, but I don’t think he’ll be
looking for anyone else any time soon.”
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It was the day my wife and I were
going on our romantic camping trip. Of course, my wife Julie had
thrown a wrench into the works when she invited her friend
Charlotte along. Then, Charlotte had thrown a wrench into
everything by catching me looking at her tits. The next thing you
know, I’m fucking her hard while Julie was out of the house! I
wasn’t sure how the weekend would go, but waiting for Julie to show
up was madness. I couldn’t believe how turned on the whole thing
with Charlotte had made me, and just hours after, it felt like I
hadn’t had sex in a week!

Julie finally came home. It wasn’t
much later than either of us had expected. She bustled into the
living room and said hi to both of us before rushing off to the
bathroom to take a shower before we left for the camping site. She
slipped out of her form-fitting clothes and got right into a nice
hot shower. I slipped out of my seat, and walked right up the hall
to the bathroom. I was still so damn horny from my interlude with
Charlotte.

Entering the bathroom, I slowly
slipped the curtain back, quietly admiring her as she soaped and
lathered up her supple ass. She wiggled it in the hot running
water. She turned slowly. She gasped as she saw me there. She hit
me with her loofa before giggling about the whole thing. “What do
you want?” she asked innocently.

I stood the quietly working my eyes up
and down every inch of her body, examining every luscious curve,
from her curvy hips to her full rounded bust. She smiled wryly
before menacingly saying “Well, come on then, peeping
Tom”.

We both smiled. I slipped off all my
clothes in a nanosecond and got into the shower with her. I was
already excited and my cock showed it. She didn’t seem to mind as
she moseyed on up to me and slowly slipped her fingers down to my
hard cock. “Is that for me?” she smiled.

She began to kiss my chest and neck as
she slowly jerked my cock loosely in her hand. I was most enticed
by the feeling of those big perky breasts rubbing against me as she
shifted around focusing her kisses on each inch of my upper body.
She bent down to kiss my abdomen and her breast swept across my
hard cock. It tingled with every moment of contact. She noticed my
pleasure in it, and kneeled down.

There was just something amazing about
the feel of my wife’s mouth on my cock while hot water flowed over
her hair and on our bodies. The heat of the water made the
temperature in her mouth feel almost cool, and the effect was
astounding. I pushed my hips forward, thrilling to the feel of her
lips and tongue.

She got back up and we entangled or
bodies under the hot steamy water of the shower. We kissed each
other’s lips slowly. The water felt nice as it ran down our bodies.
I kissed her full lips as I squeezed her supple ass. I squeezed it
tightly before spanking it fiercely. The sound rang throughout the
room. Julie loved it. I pushed her up against the wall, kissing her
passionately on the neck. Slowly, I worked my way over to her ear
and then to her neck and then I bit gently down. Her mouth opened
wide, but she withheld any audible pleasure. The last thing she
need was Charlotte to hear.

She ran her hands down my back,
scratching softlywith her nails and making me shiver under the hot
water. I bent down slightly, wrapping my arms around her knees and
pulled her up. She wrapped her arms around my neck as I lowered her
slowly down onto my cock. I wasn’t sure if it was the water or her
own juices, but it slipped into her tight pussy easily. There is no
greater feeling than slipping into a moist pussy. It made my breath
hitch and Julie couldn’t hold back a low moan.

Now, I leaned back against the wall
and wrapped her legs around my waist. I gave her a quick thrust.
She squirmed a little bit and whimpered. I gave her another thrust.
She moaned softly into my ear. I began thrusting slowly in and out
of her moist pussy. With each thrust I increased the force, until
her whole body shifted with each thrust. She needed to let out a
loud moan. Instead, she found my shoulder and bit down hard. It
hurt a bit, but I took it as a sign that I was doing
well.

I clasped down onto her ass, while her
breasts were forced against my chest. They were warm and inviting,
but this was no position to play with them. I laid her down under
the hot water and met her on the floor. Moving her knees over my
shoulders, I quickly slid my cock inside of her. She moaned with
pleasure, pressing a hand to her mouth to muffle the sound. My
balls slapped loudly against her ass. I thrust deeper and deeper
with every passing moment. Soon, I was balls deep in her pussy and
she was ready to scream.

I gave her tits quick slaps, and she
was ready to melt. She couldn’t hold it in much longer. I let down
her legs and laid down on top of her still thrusting vigorously.
She bit down much harder this time. She was still moaning a bit but
it was hardly audible. There wasn’t much room in the tub and her
legs were tight against mine. Each thrust was deep and hard. She
loved it. She bit a little harder. There was going to be a massive
bruise on my shoulder later, I knew.

She began clawing her way down my
back. Each thrust and scratch brought me closer and closer to
filling that tight wet pussy. I was lost in pure ecstasy. I
continued to pound her pussy until I was finally ready to fill her
with my hot white juices. I gave her two of my hardest thrusts
before pausing there.

She let out a loud moan. Her pussy
began contracting around my cock, like a hand squeezing it and
releasing. I slid in and out against the squeezes. It made me moan
with pleasure, but it made Julie scream.

And that ended it. Charlotte was
suddenly at the door and rushing in to make sure Julie was okay.
She pushed me off, stepped out, and assured her friend she was
fine. I assumed she was going to step back in, but no dice. I
washed off, a raging unfulfilled hard on for my trouble. When I got
to the living room, we were all packed and ready to go. I glanced
at Julie with a pained look on my face, but she didn’t even seem to
notice.

I put all of the luggage and the tent
into the trunk and everyone piled into the car. I closed the door
and we were off. It was a good three hours or so driving and the
girls begged me to stop for dinner. I gave Julie a hard time about
it, but I think I was just still pissed about the way she left me
in the shower, and I gave in. We found a little diner on the edge
of town. It was a nice place. It was quiet and the staff was
attentive.

We ordered some fries and some burgers
and relaxed. I was nervous, frustrated, and I had a hardon that
wouldn’t quit. I had fucked Charlotte, and it was great. I had
fucked Julie, and it was great until it ended early. God, how do
you navigate a conversation after that kind of a day?

Both women were great fucks, and I
wouldn’t take back either experience, though I wouldn’t be able to
keep this up. Julie was my wife, and Charlotte was her annoying
friend. Oh, I suppose she had become slightly less annoying since
she let me in her pants, but I really had no idea how to move
forward. Did I just ignore it? Was I supposed to thank her? Did I
keep fucking her tight wet pussy on the side? It was still
something I couldn’t answer.

I know I’m not a bad looking fellow,
but for Charlotte to be so aggressive had been unthinkable. Still,
the thought of those beautiful bouncing tits was making my cock
hard throb. Thinking about how Julie looked under me in the shower
made it worse. Julie stroked my thigh affectionately before
intertwining our hands. I tensed nervously, but she was still lost
in a conversation with Charlotte. Her pinky finger slightly grazed
my engorged cock. She seemed surprised. She quickly glanced down.
She giggled briefly before continuing her conversation.

I was a little embarrassed, though I
knew I shouldn’t be. Julie had seen, felt, and tasted my cock on so
many occasions, what was one more. Charlotte was oblivious to the
matter. I wanted to get Julie back, though. I moved our hands over
to her lap. I moved our hands slowly up and down her crotch. She
spread her legs instinctively. She had only spread them slightly,
but it was enough to do more work. She continued to talk to
Charlotte. I rubbed her roughly. Her mouth began to open a little
more with each stroke and her conversation began to stall. Luckily,
Charlotte needed to use the rest room.

Charlotte got up and left. At that
very moment, Julie flung herself on me. She began kissing me
passionately. Julie soon regained her composure and sat back up.
She smacked me hard on the shoulder, knowing how sore it must have
been from the shower. “Don’t you ever do that again.”

“Well, God, honey. The way you left me
in the shower was evil!”

“Get over it, bub.”

I agreed reluctantly. The last thing I
needed was for her to hit my shoulder again. Charlotte was taking
her time, so Julie decided to drive her point home. She moved the
tips of her fingers up and down my cock through my pants, applying
minimal pressure. It tingled amazingly.

Charlotte came back moments later.
Everyone was done with their meals. We paid the bill and the girls
went back to the car. I sat there in the booth alone for a few more
minutes, waiting for my cock to deflate a bit. I was wearing jeans,
and even a partial boner showed pretty well. I waited for a few
minutes, and eventually it went back down.

I finally got up and went to the
bathroom. I wanted to wash my hands, splash some cold water on my
face, try to pretend my cock wasn’t begging for relief, and steel
myself for the drive. It was one of those little one-person
restrooms some small businesses have, and while I was washing my
hands, I heard the door open.

I turned around. I was expecting Julie
or Charlotte, but it was neither of them. I didn’t know this woman
at all. Her name tag read Linda. I stood there, looking at her
quizzically. She spoke. “I saw you in there. I mean I saw your
uncontrollable boner. I know plenty of people have problems with
that. I just wanted to know if I could help. ” She licked her lips.
Then, she locked the bathroom door, turned around again and dropped
to her knees. “See, my boyfriend is just kind of weird and doesn’t
let me suck on his cock, so I have to find it where I
can.”

I was dumbfounded. What guy would pass
up a blow job? Her boyfriend must be nuts, no pun intended. I
looked at her and then gazed down at my aching cock. I was still in
shock, but she slowly began to unbutton her tight white blouse. Her
breasts could no longer be contained. Within two buttons, they
began to fall out. Her bra was doing them no favors either. They
were beautiful, and her bra showed off enough of them that I could
see parts of her nipples. “I’m on a short break, baby, so you
better get that monster out of your pants.”

Well, if she was on a time constraint,
then who was I to waste her time? I willingly unzipped my pants and
dropped them to the floor. She immediately stroked the bulge
through my boxers and then ripped those down, too. She stroked my
cock slowly between her fingers. Then, she slipped her lips over my
cock. She worked up and down on my shaft, but she didn’t go all the
way down. She kept it shallow but quick.

She twirled her tongue around my head
every time she pulled back. She seemed quite content to do so for a
while. She licked my frenulum with vigor as she moved her lips up
and down my shaft. She began fondling my balls gently between her
fingers. I let my head fall back a bit. I didn’t make a sound,
though. I quickly shot a glance at the door. I kept getting images
in my head of Julie or Charlotte walking in. Jesus! I was worried
about both of them, like I could cheat on Charlotte!

I began to really enjoy Linda’s
efforts. I gazed down on her as she sucked my cock. It always
managed to feel better when I watched my partner suck it. I
couldn’t help but let out a light moan. She immediately spanked my
ass and shushed me. It felt so damn good. She pulled off for a few
moments, gently wringing my cock in her hand. She rubbed the tip
gently under her thumb and I moaned again. This time, she just went
back to sucking me. I grabbed the back of her head and pushed it
all the way to the base and held it there. She put her hand on my
thigh and tried to push away, so I let her off a bit.

Suddenly, my cock began to throb as
she deep-throated it over and over. The feeling was tremendous as
she wrapped her sweet mouth around me and slid upward. Only my tip
was still in her mouth as I exploded, but she was on the down
stroke for another deep, deep push, and it caught her off guard.
She coughed a bit when I first let my load go, but she quickly
recovered and hungrily swallowed down the remainder.

Them, while I stood there in shock,
she just got up, buttoned her shirt back up, and walked out. I
cleaned myself up with paper towels and water from the sink and
headed for the car. Thankfully, Julie and Charlotte were still
waiting outside the car.

“You took forever, are you okay?”
Julie said loudly outside the diner. I walked up to her and ensured
her I was fine, and that the burger was just a little rough on my
stomach. She bought it easily enough. I got in the car and we were
off, again.

We drove for about two hours before
reaching the camp site. It was deserted. I was hoping it would be.
I was never much of a people person, hence the camping trip
getaway. I’ll be the first to admit that I am not a woodsman, but I
figured we’d manage. The girls and I unloaded the car onto the
ground around us. I found the tent and went off into the woods to
set up. The girls each found a few pieces of luggage and followed.
They had to make two trips, though. That was the cost of camping
with two women, more luggage. It took longer than I am willing to
admit to set up the tent, but it eventually was put up. It was
surprisingly spacious. I set up all our stuff inside.

We were ready just in time for sunset.
The thought of sex with two women other than my wife in one day was
still turning me on. I couldn’t wait to see how Julie and I would
manage to have sex while Julie was in the tent. We each got into
our own sleeping bag. Well, Charlotte got into one and Julie and I
fit ourselves comfortably in the other double bag. As Charlotte got
into the sleeping bag, she lifted off her shirt and undid her bra
before putting on a night shirt, giving me great view of her tits
in the moonlight. God she was a tease!

Given the amazing events of the day, I
couldn’t help but wonder what would happen tomorrow. As I thought
about it, I began to poke Julie slightly with my stiffening cock. I
couldn’t believe it. Julie was fast asleep. I was a little
irritated because of what happened with the shower, but I couldn’t
be too pissed. Two other women had taken care of me. I suppose I
should have felt guilty about it. My cock eventually got the
message and settled back down. I soon fell asleep thinking about
how the next day would be a lovely day at the lake and whatever
else might happen with these two beautiful women, I was willing and
ready.
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It was a great day for me. We were
getting cable for the new home that my husband and I had just
bought. I wanted it for the great dramas and the food channels, but
my husband… Well, there was a big football game that my husband
wanted to watch, so he needed cable service fast. I stayed home to
get the cable hooked up, but I ended up getting a lot more than I
expected!

The doorbell rang with it’s irritating
chime, and I rushed to the door. I opened it and a nice tall man
was standing there holding a notepad and a pen. He was so cute that
I had to catch my breath. He had tan skin, big brown eyes, and had
a muscular build that made me weak in the knees. I was amazed that
he was actually a cable guy.

I let him in and he looked at me and
smiled like I was the love of his life! I know that I’m a good
eyeful, if you know what I mean. I have huge Double D tits and on
my tiny petite body, they look even bigger. My body is athletic
with a perfect ass to match. Tig tits, tiny little waist, and a
nice heart-shaped ass. Oh yeah. I’m hot. Blond hair and blue eyes,
too. Yes, I know I’m good to look at, but this guy didn’t hide his
staring.

“Hello my name is Andy and I will be
helping you with your cable and internet today.” He said the
clearly rehearsed words with a smile, and the monotonous way he
said them was almost a joke. Then, he shrugged, and smiling he
reached for the tv cords. I looked at him and his hands. He had no
ring. It was silly, since I did, but I figured on a leading
question to get a little more familiar.

“So does your wife love her cable tv
and internet?”

He looked at me and smiled. “I am not
married and I don’t have a girlfriend either.” I looked at him and
smiled big then I went to the kitchen to get us some sodas. He
proceeded with his work while I was in the kitchen, rummaging
through the frig for the natural sodas I knew were there. When I
came back he was sitting on the chair just staring. I took a seat
on the couch after I handed him his soda.

“Thank you so much.” He looked so sad
so I asked him what was wrong.

“Well I came to this house thinking
that I was going to find a frumpy old married woman and instead I
found you, a smoking hot babe. I was smiling so big because you are
so beautiful and I really want something from you.”

I stared at him for just long enough
of a time to keep it from seeming easy and then asked him what he
wanted.

“Well I have not had sex for a while
and I was wondering if I can get you a good deal on your cable,
internet plus phone will you make me the happiest man on
earth?”

I smiled and put my soda on the table.
I signaled to him that I would be back in a few and to just sit
there. I made sure my ass wiggled as I walked out of the room, and
I could almost feel his eyes on my rear as I left.

I ran to the room to put on something
sexier for him and then I grabbed a few things for the fun that we
were going to have. I knew that he wanted me once he walked in the
door, but I was just waiting for him to say it. I knew my husband
would be gone all day and I was feeling very slutty
today.

I picked out my tightest, sluttiest,
red lingerie, and I think I shocked the hell out of him. Hot was
one thing. Hot and dressed like a little slut for him was something
different altogether. I walked over to him and took his soda out of
his hand and started touching him all over his body. He told me
that he did not have to go back to work because I was his last
stop. I giggled and said that meant he was all mine.

When I got to his belt buckle his cock
was already getting big and hard. It was pushing against his pants
and it made freeing it difficult, but once I saw his cock I
couldn’t mess around! It was too amazing, big and beautiful.
Immediately, I started sucking and licking it all over. He moaned
as I was doing him and I could tell that he loved it.

I wanted it to be incredible for him,
so I started to lightly stroke his raging cock over and over again
until he couldn’t take it anymore. When I stopped he looked at me,
tortured, and asked if he could touch my tits. I smiled and started
started at my tight red corset. When I freed my breasts, my nipples
were hard and my huge tits were right in front of his face. He
loved the sight of them so much that he started reaching for them
right away. I let him squeeze for a while until I finally told him
that it was time for him to lay down on the couch so we could have
some more fun together.

He lay down and then looked kind of
strange. He mentioned that he didn’t even know my name. I told him
my name was “The girl who’s getting you off”, but since he looked a
little confused, I smiled at him and told him my name was
Bonnie.

He smiled and I reached into my little
bag of toys. I started by rubbing a nice whip on his chest first
and then down to his balls. This got him so hot and bothered,
because he really didn’t know what I was going to do next. I love
using the whip because it gives me so much power at times and it’s
so much fun.

I did not hit him with it to start
with because I did not want to scare him off or hurt him in
anyway…yet. After a little while I decide to tap him a little bit
with the whip on his stomach and then tap him a little on his balls
to get him to grunt for me. I love it when a man moans and grunts!
It just makes me wet and excited.

 

After I’d tortured him a bit with the
light strokes of the whip, I pulled out some massage oil and poured
it on him. This oil was the kind that got hot when it touched the
skin, so this made everything more exciting for me. His eyes grew
wide, and his cock got bigger. I made my way down to his dick and
balls. I put some oil in my hands and started to stroke his raging
dick over and over again.

I knew the oil would make his cock
feel like it was on fire, but the strokes would make pleasure
overcome the pain. It was amazing. He was really excited, because
he started telling me through the wincing and the moans that he
wanted more and more.

He was so cute and so hot that I
simply could not stand it. Since the oil was edible I put my tongue
on his cock. I moved my tongue around and around until he was
bigger and harder and straining. He was begging me for more, so I
pulled away completely. He looked like he might cry, and I took
pity on him.

In one thrust downward, I then I put
his whole dick in my mouth tasting the sweet cinnamon oil and the
drops of pre-cum from him. I loved every second that I had his cock
in my mouth. I sucked and bobbed, and just to let him know I was in
control, I bit down a little bit, making him jump and
moan.

I started taking his cock deeper and
deeper inside of my mouth until I gagged. This was very exciting
for him, because he was moaning my name every time I took it in
deeper. “Aww Bonnie don’t stop please keep going.” he whispered, so
I kept on going and going. I was always a little tease when it came
to oral sex and blow jobs, so I decided to tease him a little bit
before I let him just flat out cum.

I pulled my mouth off and played with
my tits. I could feel the oil warming them. “You like this don’t
you? I know you do.” I whispered to him as he moaned.

He groaned and tried to thrust his
cock toward me, but I backed up. “Aw! Yes, I love this Bonnie I
need more please give me your mouth! Please.”

I giggled at him and then plunged down
again. I just kept going in deep with my mouth on his warm sweet
cock as he laid there whispering to me and calling me his dream
come true.

I could feel his balls tightening. He
was going to cum soon. So, I pulled back. “Not so fast, Andy.” I
reached into my toybag and pulled out a vibrating cock ring. I
looked confused, but I ignored him and slipped it on. Then, I
started playing with his balls and making sure to stroke his cock
as well. I kept up the tempo and the combination for a few minutes
until I thought he was going to cum.

Of course, I pulled back again. He
moaned so pitifully that I almost gave in. “You can not cum yet
Andy.” I said smiling. He looked a little worried, but I could tell
that he liked every minute of my stalling. “Let’s see how well you
please me. If you do well, I’ll let you cum.”

I climbed onto him in the 69 position.
My perfect ass gleamed right into his face and he started to touch
and lick my wet pussy over and over again. I went back to stroking
him and playing with his ball sack over and over. I really wanted
us to both cum together, so I stalled him until I was
ready.

Andy was licking and sucking my sweet
big pussy more and more and then he decided to finger me a little
bit as well. He told me that I was wet and tight just like he
wanted. I moaned while he took advantage of my nice ass and sweet
pussy, but I could feel myself getting ready to cum. I did not want
to cum that early, so I tried to stall myself until I was ready for
Andy to come too.

We were taking turns licking and
sucking each other back and forth. I was getting really aggravated
and I wanted to cum in Andy’s mouth so bad, but I couldn’t. Andy
was making me so hot and bothered that I could not help but start
squealing and telling him that I was ready to cum. He smiled and
started talking dirty to me every step of the way. “Awe yes cum for
me Bonnie cum.” he whispered. I perked my ass up in the air and
came.

It was electric, waves of sensation
rolling over me, and as I came, I put my mouth on Andy and felt him
explode, sending his hot semen into my mouth. I sucked hard and
gulped it down while I ground my pussy against his face.

Finally, when he was completely empty,
I sat up right on his face and swallowed up what was left. I could
feel his mouth on my pussy and his nose poking at my ass. When he
started to struggle, I finally stood up and walked helped him to
his feet. I turned him around and slapped his ass hard. “You get my
cable set up while I get dressed.”

I went upstairs, took a nice long
shower, and called my husband. I told him we would enjoy our cable
because I had just forced the cable guy to make me cum and
swallowed his cock. “So, your big game will be all ready to
go.”

“Thank you, baby. I wish you had
recorded it.”

I walked downstairs, phone in hand and
saw that Andy was finishing up. “Well, he’s just about done, so I
could give him an extra reward, or I could just show you everything
I did when you get home.”

I smiled as my husband answered,
though of the way he loved to push into my ass while another man
was in my pussy. When he hung up, I walked up to Andy, who was at
the front door.

“You’re not going anywhere, Andy. Take
off your clothes.” I reached into my toybag and pulled out a pair
of handcuffs. “My husband is on his way home.”
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Beatrice couldn’t believe the racket
they were making next door. For six months, she hadn’t had a next
door neighbor, and she liked it that way. It was peaceful and
quiet. It also let her keep working on her master’s thesis. She
sighed. The noise just wouldn’t stop. She stood up from her
computer and walked toward the door. She caught a glimpse of
herself in the guest bathroom mirror right by the front door and
realized she couldn’t go outside. She had worked fourteen hours
straight, right through the night. The long hours at her computer
made her look tired and dirty, and she wasn’t going to let the loud
new neighbors see her like that.

She walked back to her bedroom and
stripped out of her sweatpants and t-shirt. She stepped into her
bathroom and into the shower where she let the hot water flow over
her. The shower rejuvenated her, and she felt her hair gaining back
some of its luster. When it dried, it would be shiny and black with
slight waves in it travelling from her head to the small of her
back. She rubbed her body wash over her breasts. They were large
and firm, and she had worked hard to keep the rest of her body just
as firm. She rubbed soap down her long, slender legs and back up.
She rinsed off and then stepped out to towel off. She felt better
looking at herself in the mirror. After her shower, nobody would
know she’d been up for nearly thirty hours straight. She turned and
looked at her rear end. It was still heart-shaped and
perfect.

When she was dry, she
pulled on a white cotton t-shirt. The few droplets of water left in
her hair splashed down and left tiny transparent patches in the
cotton, but she didn’t care. The racket next door was getting
louder. If she didn’t get some quiet, she’d never get her damned
thesis done. She only had three and a half days left before she
would have to submit it to committee and she probably had three or
four weeks’ worth of work left. She wasn’t going to let a noisy new
neighbor ruin it all for her. God, why
can’t people be quiet? She wanted to
hurry, and she skipped the panties and just pulled on her jeans.
She slipped her feet into sandals and stormed out the front
door.

She stepped out and walked across her
lawn to the house next door, where men in movers’ uniforms laughed
and yelled each other as they carried furniture from an old truck
up the driveway and into the house.

“Can you guys quiet the hell down?”
She yelled the words, almost screeching. “I’m trying to work over
here!”

The men stopped and looked at her in
shock. One of them, a fat man with pants that drooped low enough
that Beatrice thought he might trip said, “Uh, I’m sorry. Uh, we’re
just trying to move stuff in.” The men fell silent and quietly
continued their work.

A man stepped from inside the house
out onto the front porch. He looked at her, nodded, and said, “I’m
really sorry they disturbed you. I’ll make sure they’re
quieter.”

Beatrice looked at him. He smiled at
her. His eyes were soft. “Yeah, you better tell them to be quiet
because I have too much work to do to hear all this
racket!”

He lifted his hands up. “Look…I’m
sorry. I’ll make sure they’re as quiet as they can be,
okay?”

“You’d better!” She turned away and
stomped back to her house.

She felt good. She’d made her feelings
absolutely clear and they would quiet down again. She sat at the
computer and got back to work. Suddenly, she heard a loud buzzing
noise.

She opened her
eyes. Oh, Jesus! She’d fallen asleep in front of the computer, and her alarm
was buzzing. She’d set it because she’d wanted to have twenty pages
done by now. It was 2:00 a.m. She’d lost nearly five hours.
Stupid, stupid, stupid! She got back to typing, found her rhythm again, and felt a
little better. If she just got an extra two pages done per hour,
she’d be caught up by the morning.

Suddenly, she heard a loud noise like
a gunshot followed by a sputter. She rushed to the window. It was
the moving truck next door. The fat man sat in the driver’s seat
trying to get the engine to turn over. Another backfire sent jolts
of electricity through her head and she rushed outside again,
yelling. The man from the porch met her halfway there. “Hey, calm
down. They’re just trying to get the truck to start. They’re all
done. They’re just trying to leave now.”

Beatrice glared at him, eyes flashing.
“I don’t give a damn what they’re doing. I don’t care if they have
to sit all day at your place. Jesus, I don’t care if they move in
with you, just turn the damned noise off!”

He stared at her. “You know, you need
to calm down.”

“I have work to do, and I want it
quiet.” She pointed at him. “I want it quiet now!”

He looked her again. He watched as his
eyes scanned her, lingering on her breasts, moving down her legs to
her toes and then back up to settle on her face. “You really need
to get fucked, don’t you, lady?” He turned around and walked back
into his house.

Beatrice stood with her
mouth agape. She started to yell, but the truck backfired and
drowned out her curse. She looked at the old vehicle. Thankfully,
the engine roared to life, and she watched it drive away. Finally,
she could work. She walked back to her house and slammed the door
behind her. Asshole!

She stomped to her
computer and got back to work, but the jerk’s words wouldn’t leave
her mind. She typed for about forty-five minutes and then cursed,
erased the five pages she’d written and started again. The asshole
was cute, too. He had a good, muscular body and a square jaw. His
hair was nice and looked just a little mussed, like he was a little
boy. Bastard! She
typed away. A half hour later, she found herself typing, “and
Charlemagne really needed to get fucked” and she screamed. She was
so angry. She got up, knocking her chair down and went next door to
give the guy a piece of her mind.

She stood on the porch and pounded on
the door. Finally, he opened it and stared at her in shock. She
started in on him, “Listen to me you asshole, I don’t need you to
tell me…” She couldn’t believe it. He ignored her and was shutting
the door. She pushed it open before it closed and stepped inside.
She kept yelling at him, and he did the only thing that could have
made her angrier. He laughed at her. Her eyes flew open wide. “How
dare you laugh at m—”

Her yell was cut off because he
suddenly reached forward and pulled her to him, smothering the
words with his mouth. She was shocked as she felt his tongue push
into her mouth and even more shocked to find her hands around his
shoulders. She was still pissed at him. In fact, she was even
angrier now, but he held her and kissed her and she kissed him
back.

She was still angry when he moved his
hands to small of her back. She felt his tongue moving in her mouth
and sucked at it. She was still angry when she felt his hands
gripping her ass and she moaned against his lips. She was still
angry when he lifted her up by her ass and she wrapped her legs
around his waist, and she was still angry as he carried her to his
bedroom, never taking his mouth off of her. She was angry when he
tossed her onto the bed that didn’t even have sheets on it yet. She
was angry when he took off his t-shirt, even though she let out a
sigh when she saw how his muscles rippled. When he climbed on the
bed and roughly pulled her shirt off her, she got even angrier, but
her “What the fuck do you think you’re doing?” ended up as “What
the—” as his mouth closed on hers again.

His hands squeezed her breasts, and
she let out a sigh as he pinched her nipples. He kept his mouth on
hers as he reached down and deftly unbuttoned, unzipped, and pulled
down her jeans. He pulled his mouth off so he could get her jeans
all the way down. When he saw her bare pussy, he said, “You really
needed to get fucked. Jesus, no panties.”

She sat bolt upright and then rose to
her knees. “I don’t know who the fuck you think you are, but I—”
His mouth cut her off again, and she was pissed at him and pissed
at herself that each time he kissed her, the anger didn’t seem as
important. She could feel him maneuvering, and by the time he
climbed back on the bed and took his mouth from hers, his pants
were off. Her eyes opened wide at the size of him. He reached out
and took her head, pulling her forward, and she leaned in to kiss
him, but he pushed her downward. She was pissed at him, and now his
cock was only inches from her face. “I’m not gonna—” This time, it
wasn’t his lips on her mouth that shut her up.

He held the back of her head,
gathering her hair together as he pushed in and out of her mouth.
She still felt angry as she put her hand on his shaft and began
moving it in time with her mouth. He let go of her hair, and even
though she was angry, she didn’t stop. She moved her mouth up and
down flicking at the head with her tongue. She took her hand off
his shaft and rubbed his balls as she pushed herself all the way
down until his cock pressed against her throat and she gagged a
little. She pulled her mouth off, pissed off at him for making her
gag, but she began to stroke him again, and noticing his balls, she
put her mouth underneath and began to lick at him. She looked up at
him and he seemed like nothing more than a teenage boy, guiltily
experimenting with the next door neighbor girl. She found her anger
disappearing and her gaze on him softening.

Of course, that only
lasted for a moment because he pulled away from her and pushed her
onto her back and she was pissed at him all over again. She scowled
at him, but she adjusted her hips upward as he pulled her ankles
apart and pushed into her. He was nice and big, and she gasped as
he slipped in, smiling at him. Then, she was really angry that he
had made her smile, and when he leaned over and she wrapped her
legs around his waist and grasped at his shoulders as he moved on
top of her, she felt the anger welling up as she pulled up against
him with her legs and pushed up against him with her hips.
Bastard! Asshole!

It felt amazing as he
pushed in and out of her, and she moaned against him, kissing and
licking his earlobes and nibbling his neck. “Oh, God! Yes, fuck me!
Fuck me…fuck…me…” She realized she didn’t know his name and it
pissed her off. She got even more pissed when he whispered to her
that his name was James because he could tell what she was
thinking. Asshole! “Yes! Yes! Fuck me James! Fuck me!” He suddenly lifted
himself off of her but held her hips as he stood and suddenly she
was up at an angle, her head and shoulders on the bed, him standing
and pushing into her from that position and it was incredible. It
was good. Fucking good, asshole.
“Oh God! Yes! Yes!” He fucked her that way for a
while, and when she looked up at him, his face was so full of
wonder, like a braniac who had scored with the captain of the
cheerleading squad and she felt herself losing the anger again. He
really was cute, and the way he was pounding at her was incredible.
She put her hands at below his knees and held on tight as he pushed
in and out of her. She felt herself groaning closer and closer. Her
anger was gone and she knew she would come soon.

Of course she got angry at
him again because he flipped her over onto her hands and knees
without even bothering to ask if she wanted it that way, and as he
plunged into her over and over she thought, You Prick! even as she shouted, “Oh
God yes! It feels so good, James.” He leaned over and grabbed onto
her hair, pulling her head back and forcing her to arch her back,
allowing him to push in even deeper. Asshole! “Oh fuck yes!”
You bastard! “Fuck me!
Fuck me!”

With his hand pulling her
head back, she suddenly realized he’d already set up a mirror in
front of the bed, and as she watched herself in the mirror, her
face glazing over, her mouth alternately opening in a moan,
clenching in a growl and licking at her lips, she got
angrier. What kind of a freak has a mirror
up before he ever puts sheets on the bed? Still, she moaned and screamed “Oh Yeah!” By now, her knees
had spread so she was only an inch or so above the mattress as he
pumped into her, and he let go of her hair to push her shoulders
into the bed. She wanted to be angry that he’d made it hard to see
the mirror, but then she came.

It flowed over her like a river, the
waves of it rippling through her like a current of electricity. She
felt it take away the significance of socioeconomic factors
contributing to the consolidation of the Ottoman Empire. She felt
it washing away the Machiavellian factors involved in Papal
interference with European politics, and she felt it drown the
importance of the Holy Roman Empire. She felt the days upon end
that kept her for six months at libraries and with books stacked
around her disappear. She felt it tear away the soreness in her
eyes and her neck that came from long hours in front a computer
screen. She screamed a long unintelligible scream as she felt her
pussy gripping at James like it would tear his cock right from
him.

James continued to pump at her until
she thought she couldn’t take another thrust, and that was when he
turned her over, pulled her to him, and pushed himself back into
her mouth. She wanted to be angry at him as she felt his hot,
salty, semen splash on her tongue, but she found that she couldn’t,
and she put her hands on his ass and squeezed him as she sucked and
sucked. She wanted to be angry at him when he didn’t withdraw his
dick and she realized he expected her to swallow, but she wasn’t
and she gulped it down. She wanted to be angry at him when he
finally pulled out of her mouth and collapsed next to her on the
mattress, but instead, still reeling from the orgasms he had given
her, she rolled over and put her head on his shoulder.

She was finally able to muster up a
little bit of anger when he got up in about ten minutes and handed
her the t-shirt and the jeans, but not much. She pulled on her
clothes and watched him dress. When he kissed her cheek and said,
“There, now you’re all better,” she felt a little flash of
anger.

“Prick,” she said, but it was
half-hearted. He led her to the door and hugged her tight, and she
thought it was actually pretty sweet of him to hug her tight and
kiss her neck before opening the door for her. Still…“Asshole.” He
chuckled at her as she said the word while she stepped out and onto
his porch. She smiled at his laugh and was glad that her back was
turned so he couldn’t see. She walked toward her house and sighed.
The afternoon sun would soon give way to the moon, and she hadn’t
accomplished a damn thing since 9am.

When she got to her house, her message
light was flashing, and her heart sank when she heard her thesis
advisor’s voice asking for a call. She would have to call him and
tell him a lie, saying that she was completely ready to go and just
hope for the best. Wearily, still feeling vague traces of her
orgasms fluttering beneath her jeans, she dialed his number. When
he answered, she told him she was returning his message.

“Beatrice, thanks for returning my
call.” He sounded strained. “You know at the political science
department, we take deadlines very seriously, right?” Her heart
began to beat wildly. How could he know she was behind? How could
he possibly know? “We’re especially interested in the deadline for
your thesis because the implications of political issues in Europe
over the last nine-hundred years impacting current policy is a
brilliant concept.” How could he know? She was
panicking.

“Are you still there,
Beatrice?”

“Yes. I’m sorry. I know that deadlines
are critical, sir, and I’m very glad you believe my thesis is
worthy of the study I’ve put into it.” She was on the verge of
tears. She would have to submit it again a year from
now.

“Well, Beatrice. The point is…um…This
is embarrassing. The academic coordinator has accidentally
scheduled your thesis defense at the same time that two of the
panel members are to present a paper in Geneva. We’ve talked it
over, and you deserve to be heard, so if you insist, we will hold
your review as planned. Still, if you could show extraordinary
grace and allow us to set it for the twelfth of next month, the
panel members would be very grateful.”

That gave her thirty-two more days.
Thirty-two! “Well, sir. Conference’s such as the one in Geneva make
our school’s reputation grow and are important. It will help to
make my degree more valuable. My panel members will also certainly
benefit from hearing presentations there as others attending will
benefit from them, and I’m sure I’ll have a class or two with them
in the course of my doctorate. I think my choice is very clear. I’m
happy to present next month.”

When he spoke, he sounded so relieved
that she almost giggled. “Oh, thank you Beatrice. I hope we’ve not
put you out too much.”

“No sir. In fact, I wanted to go over
a few things, and some horribly noisy neighbors were making
proofreading difficult. Now, I can work through it here instead of
renting a motel room and setting up my laptop there for the next
few days. I think it worked out well all around for both of
us.”

He chuckled. “You’re just saying that
to be kind, Beatrice, but thank you.”

There were a few more pleasantries
until they finally hung up. Beatrice walked to the computer. She
only needed to get about five pages done per day now, and she spent
a few hours taking care of her five for the current day. When she
finished, it wasn’t even eight o’clock. She sat on her couch and
then got up and walked onto her porch. She stared next door.
Nothing. She kept staring. Still nothing. Finally, she fixated on
the lawn. James’ lawn was scraggly and browning.

She walked up to his door and pounded
on it. He opened the door, and she shouted, “Hey! Don’t you know
that we water our lawns in this neighborhood?”

He stared at her in shock. Then, as
comprehension dawned on him, he smiled and pulled her inside the
house.
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The tall woman walked along a rainy
street. Her red umbrella matched her red pumps. Her shoes clicked
smartly on the wet concrete. She was wearing a navy blue business
suit, but her pantyhose had ripped at work and she’d decided to
just leave at lunchtime rather than come all the way back home and
then all the way back to her job downtown. It had been a long
morning with plenty of clients and paperwork and she looked forward
to a long afternoon relaxing in her bathtub with cup after cup of
hot tea.

She stepped quickly towards her
vintage apartment building and suddenly slipped off the side of the
brick porch, landing in the nearby bushes with a crash. A large man
wearing some sort of handyman’s uniform stepped out of the building
and looked down at her, curious. He saw her pencil skirt had ridden
up her thighs so far that he could see her white satin panties
under her torn pantyhose. The panties were muddy from the garden.
He smiled slightly, the skin near the outer corner of his blue eyes
crinkling. She shoved her skirt back down with a flush and sat up,
looking for her umbrella. She rolled over and started searching for
her purse.

“Are you ok, Miss?” His voice was
deeper than she’d expected.

She started brushing the dirt out of
her long dark ponytail. “I’m ok, I think. I wasn’t expecting to
slip off the side of this damn thing.”

“Well, that’s not why I’m here, but
I’ll let your super know that this porch needs a handrail or at
least a sign.” He walked down the steps and around into the bushes
where she was. She tried to stand shakily and the heels of her red
pumps immediately sank her feet into the damp earth.

“Shit!” She stepped out of her shoes
and climbed up onto the porch, ignoring how dirty she was. He
reached down and plucked up her shoes and umbrella.

“Why don’t you let me help you to your
apartment? You look like you may not make it!” He followed her,
laughing. She had to laugh, too.

“Well, alright. What is your
name?”

“Henry. And you are…?”

“Samantha.”

They walked into the quiet hall. She
noticed that he stood nearly a foot taller than her and her shoes
were nearly engulfed in his large hands. They looked like toy
shoes. There was something elemental and vital about
him…

They headed to the elevator and
stepped in.

“Floor?”

“Four please. What are you
fixing in the building?” The doors closed and the elevator started
to move upward.

“I’m fixing the-----” As
he started to answer, the elevator suddenly stopped moving and the
lights dimmed, but didn’t turn completely off.

“Oh my God, we’re
stuck!!!” Samantha cried out. She stepped forward and started
pushing buttons wildly. The doors made a muted jamming sound and
then were silent.

“Shit.” Henry tried to
pull the doors open with his bare hands. “I was going to tell you
that I’m here trying to fix this elevator!!!”

Samantha had to laugh in spite of
herself. “So you let us get into a broken elevator?? What kind of
repairman are you?” She put her hands on her hips and waited for
his answer.

“I’ll have you know that nobody told
me the elevator was THIS broken. I’m just here to tune it up before
the state inspector comes around to, well, inspect it. I guess
there were more things wrong with it than your super thought.” He
knocked lightly on the heavy stainless steel doors. “I don’t
suppose anyone will answer me if I use the phone in here to call
for help.” He reached for the bright yellow phone near the floor
buttons.

“Doesn’t that go straight to the fire
department?”

Henry laughed. “You would think. I
believe it goes to your super’s office and he stepped out for lunch
awhile ago. Nope, we’re stuck here for at least thirty minutes or
so. Want to try your cell phone?”

She flushed, embarrassed that she
hadn’t thought of that earlier. She fished her silver phone out of
her purse and then looked at him blankly.

“Well, go ahead!”

“I….I can’t. I haven’t charged it in
days.”

“Really? Wow.”

“What do you mean, wow?! I’m
busy!”

“I didn’t mean anything by it. It’s
just…a pretty lady like yourself, I would think she’d have a lot of
guys after her. Calling her on her phone.”

She smiled at his compliment. “Maybe I
like playing hard to get.”

He let his eyes travel down to her
ample breasts. “Maybe you do like playing…hard.”

She let him stare for a moment, and
then she crossed her arms over her chest. “Any chance you could pry
open the doors and maybe yell for help?”

He shook his head. “I pry open those
doors, and there’s too much of a risk that one of us tries to crawl
out and then that would be curtains if the elevator shifted. It’s
too heavy. It’s better to wait here. So you might as well get used
to me.” He unbuttoned his collared shirt and yanked it off, wearing
a plain white t shirt. “It’s kind of stuffy in here.”

She looked at his broad chest, and
felt her panties grow moist. Flushed, she tried to look anywhere
but at him. The only trouble was, he didn’t seem to mind looking
right at her with those bright blue eyes.

A few moments passed and the unlikely
two stood motionless in the elevator, she slumped against the metal
wall, and he standing erect and tense, examining her slender body.
He was certain that she could hear his heart beating furiously as
his thoughts ran wild and he considered pressing his body against
hers, running his hand up her neck and jaw, and kissing her full
lips.

The tension was building and Samantha
was unable to resist any longer. She arched her neck back and bit
her lip, looking at him with the most innocent expression. He
stepped toward her with catlike quickness and stood mere inches
from her.

“Do you think I’m beautiful,
Henry?”

“You’re beautiful…and sexy….and we
could have a lot of fun in here, if you’re up for it.”

She hooked her manicured finger into
the top of his pants and drew him closer until he could feel her
warm breath against his chest.

“I am. I’ve had a terrible morning. I
need…I need…” He was kissing her now, kissing her the way he’d
imagined kissing her, and she felt his tongue push his way into her
mouth. With her eyes closed she almost felt like she was kissing
another man, one not so well mannered or gentlemanlike as this
mysterious repairman with strong hands and friendly eyes. He kissed
her deep and almost forcefully, as if she were in need of
punishment. She struggled to open her work blouse and he reached in
and just ripped it down the front, snapping the buttons off. They
stopped kissing long enough to look down at the buttons all over
the floor, and laughed quietly.

Now he was nuzzling her neck and
flicking his tongue along the sensitive parts of her collarbone and
shoulder, using his hands to rub and fondle her breasts in their
sensible beige bra. Her nipples grew taut and responsive to his
touch, and she barely noticed when he slipped her skirt off and she
stood only in her bra and panties and torn pantyhose.

His muscles rippled deliciously as he
paused to take off his shirt and loosen his belt. Without missing a
beat she was back in his arms again, with both of his hands
cradling her face and jaw. She hungrily reached for his hard cock,
fumbling with his loose pants and then finally just giving up and
pulling his penis out of the zippered opening. She could feel how
hot and hungry he was for her, and she knelt in front of him,
excited to please him.

He looked down at her gorgeous face
smiling sweetly up at him, and then she began licking his balls and
heavy shaft. He rolled his eyes back, basking in the sensations,
waiting for her to take the next step. She teased him with her
tongue, flicking his cock lightly here and there, not taking him
into her mouth just yet.

He ran his fingers through her long
hair and muttered curse words. Finally, she slipped his wet cock
between her teeth and wrapped her lips around it, moving up and
down. She took him in deep and ran her hands over his buttocks
inside his pants, gently pulling him into her mouth even further.
When she was about to gag, she pulled him out softly, and then in
again quickly.

“Do you like my lips around your
cock?”

“Yes…yes…”

“Ok. But I want you to come in my
pussy…and I want you to make me come.”

He was in heaven. He stood shakily on
both feet, his knees about to give out under him. Then she was
pulling him down on the cold floor with her, and his hands reached
out and began shredding her pantyhose in an attempt to get at her
sweet pussy. He felt her dampness and was even more aroused when
she took her little white panties off. Her pussy was neatly trimmed
and his fingers slipped into her darkness easily. She moaned with
pleasure and lay back, wearing only her bra. He fingered her for a
few more moments, watching her writhe and contort with pure
ecstasy. His hand was completely wet.

She came suddenly against his strong
fingers, crying out in the hollow elevator with complete abandon.
He didn’t waste a moment. He pulled her on top of him so that she
straddled his muscular waist, and unhooked her bra. Her breasts
were warm and soft against his hands and she guided herself onto
his erect cock. With a cry of excitement she lowered herself onto
him and began swaying back and forth, feeling her wet pussy envelop
his penis, ever so slightly grazing her clitoris.

Her round ass made a slapping noise
against his body, and he pulled her closer so he could lick her
nipples while lightly spanking her soft skin. She moaned at the
pleasurable twin sensation while still rocking her hips and letting
his hard cock slide in and out of her body. When she grew tired and
sweaty, he let her rest briefly against him while he stroked her
hair and told her what a naughty girl she was. That got her going
again.

She began bouncing on his thick
swollen cock, taking care to push herself down far onto him and
giggling at the look on his face when her gorgeous perky tits
bounced up and down in front of him. She watched him closely for
signs that he was about to burst, and when his eyes rolled towards
the back of his head she bounced faster and faster.

His breath exploded and his hot come
spurted deep inside of her. She felt him spasm again and again
until his entire body was taut and straight. She slowly stopped
bouncing on him, moving very steadily until she was sure he was
calming down. He opened his eyes and gently fondled her breasts,
smiling breathlessly. Without releasing his cock from her, he
rolled over on top of her and gently kissed her on the cheek.
Despite the previous antics, this was the one gesture that took her
breath away.

Suddenly the lights switched on and
there was a buzzing sound from the front of the elevator. It was
the telephone! Henry jumped up rather ungracefully and slapped at
the speakerphone button.

“Hello in there!!” It was the super.
“You all ok?? We had a power outage, everything is back on now and
for some reason it tripped the elevator. The fire department is
here to get you out.”

“Oh good!” yelled Samantha, as she
fumbled to get her skirt and top out from the wrinkled pile of
clothes that were kicked into a corner. The duo busied themselves
getting their clothes and hair put back into order, and by the time
the firemen pulled them out of the elevator, everything was back to
normal. Except…

Samantha and Henry thanked the firemen
and super for getting them out of the elevator. As they stumbled up
the hall towards Samantha’s apartment, they looked shyly at each
other out of the corners of their eyes.

“Thanks for walking me to my
place.”

“No problem…I hope what happened back
there wasn’t, er, too much…”

“You were a perfect gentleman.” She
winked, and unlocked her door.

“May I call you sometime?” He suddenly
looked serious.

She thought for a moment, and then
took the plunge.

“Of course. Although, my husband might
have a problem with that.” Laughing at his shocked, aghast
expression, she grabbed his hand and pulled him through the
door.

“We’ve got a few hours before he comes
home from work…I need a bubble bath, and YOU need to join
me!”
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