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From the first day Stacy came to live
with us from Australia, as a college exchange student, I was hard
pressed not to take notice of her beauty. The way she walked, small
hips swaying from side-to-side, her long blond hair cascading over
her shoulders, strands running down her back, fluttering softly
against her firm rounded ass. Skin tight Spandex crawling up the
crack of her ass cheeks as she moved, the tight, tanned flesh of
the small of her back, as her shirt raised up and down. The entire
scene of her walking past me through the hallway of our house on
her way to the bathroom or her bedroom, always seemed to give me a
raging hard on.

Stacy seemed to be the perfect golden
tanned Sheela, from across the ocean. One of those hot foreigners,
us American guys masturbated to every night, while looking through
the pages of some adult male magazine. She had a finesse about her,
a way she held herself, and her bright aquatic blue eyes, face pure
and innocent, and yet with all that she had a kind of dirty little
girl attitude she seemed to only show when the two of us were alone
together, acting all erotic when she spoke to me, always acting
pervertedly playful.

One night, when we were alone for the
weekend, she started smiling oddly towards me from across the
kitchen table as we worked on our homework. She began tapping the
eraser of her pencil softly against her lower lip, moist, wet
tongue; tip striking across the eraser as she giggled, apparently
knowing what she was doing to me from across the table.

“I’m going to go take a
shower, then go to my room, maybe leave the door open, open a
window and just feel the air cascade over my body,” she said out
nowhere, eyes batting playfully, striking me odd as the sun was
still up, kids young enough to be in middle school still outside
playing basketball or running around.

“Okay,” I said with what I
imagine was the dorkiest tone. Standing up as she pushed her way
from the table, before gazing out the kitchen window.

“You know in my country, its
legal to walk around the beach topless and some places, the places
I use to go, completely naked… you won’t ever find tan lines on
this body” she said again out of nowhere, “it feels good to have
the warm breeze passing over my nipples,” she giggled, before
passing by me, the swaying of her hips slightly hitting me in the
crotch as she walked past, the scent of her flesh turning me on
even more than ever before.

Moments later I could hear the water to
the shower come on, the images in my mind growing with intensity as
I could see the small beads of hot water showering across her
flesh, pooling together, before gliding down her pussy mound, water
splashing across her hot tight folds which lead inside
her.

“Damn it,” I sighed out
loud, running up the stairs and into my bedroom, striping my
clothes off as I sat on the edge of my bed, hand coiled around my
already thick cock, I couldn’t help but to stroke it back and
forth, fingers griping harder, tighter against the underside of my
cock. “Fuck… fucking tight pussy,” I grimaced. The image of her hot
naked body filling the voids of my mind, as I heard her moaning
slightly from inside the bathroom. “She’s fucking fingering
herself,” I thought only to hear the water shut off, the door to
the bathroom suddenly opening as she shot into her
bedroom.

“Fuck… fuck yeah,” I heard
her gasp only to quickly stand up and peak out from my bedroom door
into the open hallway. Instantly I was hit with the hot humid air
billowing from the open bathroom door, only to see that her bedroom
door was slightly ajar as well.

“Fuck, I have to see,” I
thought, walking slowly from my room, cock tightly in my hand,
completely naked, and yet that in of itself wasn’t enough to deter
me from the need to see, not enough for me to realize that if
caught I would be marked forever a pervert in her eyes.

“Fucccckk yeeeah,” I heard
her pant, intense breath; voice rising from low to high, the
slapping sounds of her own wetness growing louder as I turned the
corner towards her bedroom, the door blocking my view of her on her
bed, I couldn’t help but to start stroking my cock to her sounds
yet still, fuck; still I needed to see her naked body, the heaving
of her breast, chest weaving sporadically up and down to the
growing lust of her orgasm.

“Have to, need to see her,”
I sighed to myself, taking a deep breath before sliding through the
door of her room, finding myself a only a few feet from her on her
bed, eyes tightly shut, legs wide open before me, the slight blond
trim of her mound pointing down towards her open pink pussy,
fingers piercing in and out of her from one hand, while the other
clasped her firm rounds double C sized breasts, the tips of her
fingers pinching her bright read nipple.

“Fuccck, yes,” she scuffed,
pearly white teeth biting down on her slightly pink bottom lip.
Clenching her breast with her fingernails as she continued to ram
her fingers in and out of her drenching wet pussy.

“Fucking hell, I sighed,
falling to my knees, I didn’t care if she saw me, didn’t care what
she thought or what she would do once she knew I was there. All I
wanted, all I desired at that moment was to taste her from deep
inside. Feel her outer pussy lips brush against the lips of my
mouth before gliding my tongue slowly insider her, taste her velvet
warm pussy on my tongue, the pureness of her wetness bathing over
my mouth as I ate her out, devouring her like a hungry animal to
his prey.

Without hesitation I crawled up towards
her, simultaneously moving one hand over her right thigh, as the
other pushed her hand away from her pussy, lips of my mouth diving
into her, tongue stabbing deep inside her, I felt her entire body
tense as she shot up from the bed.

 

“David… what… what the
fuck,” she gasped before running her fingers through the strands of
my dark black hair, pushing my head closer towards her. “Fuck, for
an American man, it took you long enough to pick up on my sexual
references.” She sighed deeply, falling back against her bed, as I
pulled her thighs up and over my shoulders, her tight round ass
hanging from the edge of the bed as I continued to lick her pussy
out like a lust crazed teenager, moaning only slightly as a
response, before going the next step.

Pushing away for a moment I took slow
deep breaths near her quivering lips. Pressing towards her again,
this time pressing my tongue tentative at first – teasing the
twitching edge of her pussy, before sliding upwards to barely
tickle her clitoris.

Lips clasping around the sensitive
little nub for a couple of seconds, her legs went slack. My mouth
opening wide, tongue slide inside her, curling upwards before
lapping up the sweet mind-altering flavor. Eyes closing to the
taste, my hands tightened on the firm curves of her
hips.

I could have stayed down there forever
feasting on her tasty pussy, but I wasn’t there for that, not for
the moment, as tasty, as mouthwatering she was, at that moment I
wanted to devour her fully, fuck her hard and heavy, slam my thick
cock deep inside her, watch as her eyes widened, staring me down,
as she gasps for breath, the sounds of her cries, driving me harder
and deeper. Fuck I so needed that at that very moment.

Pushing myself away from her pussy I
stood up, this time letting the silken heat of my dick rest against
her needy little cunt.

“Fucking huge,” she barked,
eyes locking onto my cock, as she sat back up, her hands massing
over it, fingers wrapping tightly around the shaft. “It’s so
fucking hot, and big,” Stacy whispered, batting her eyes as she
stood up from the bed, hands still wrapped tightly around my cock
as she lead me to her makeup table. Scooting her hot round ass on
top of it, fully widening her thighs before leaning slightly back
against the mirror. Hands releasing me for a moment as she licked
the inside of her palms, grasping me again, pressing the head of my
cock against the slit of her pussy.

“It’s time,” Stacy said
firmly, eyes locked onto mine as she purrs slightly, almost eagerly
to feel me inside her.

“Yeah it is,” I fired back,
hands on her hips, placing the palm of her hands against my ass
cheeks, fingers digging into the crack of my ass. Within less than
a few seconds I thrusted hard into her; cock stretching her wide
open as she grunted hard and heavy, mouth dropping open, I could
feel my balls slapping hard against the crack of her ass, before
pulling back, only to thrust forward once more into her again…, And
again.

Soon, I was fucking her vigorously, her
ass slapping against my balls with each impact of our bodies,
shoving her hard against the back of the mirror, makeups and
perfumes falling from the sides, the screeching of the table
growing louder and louder as I shoved faster and faster into her
hot, tight hole.

“Fuck… oh god yes,” Stacy
cried out, reaching her first orgasm, she came hard over my cock,
teeth clenching her bottom lip, eyes shut tight, the nipples of her
breasts soften slightly as she orgasmed, I could feel the wave of
pleasure overcoming her body as she tightened and loosened up
around my cock as I continue, unrelenting to fuck her hard and
fast, loving the feeling of her orgasm spreading out around
me.

“Fuck… God yes David,” Stacy
cried out a few moments later, her hands clutching hard against my
ass cheeks, she orgasmed again, pussy drenching wet with her tasty
nectar, the mess dripping from her pussy and onto the flooring
below, I could feel myself building, the tightness in my cock
growing, I knew at that moment I was so very close to shooting out
a thick, stick load.

“I'm going to cum,” I
shouted out, wrapping a hand into her sweat laced hair, taking hold
of her wrists I pulled her upward off the table.

“Are you a good or a bad
girl?” I asked, smiling evilly, watching as she nodded.

“Bad girl,” she growled,
falling to her knees just in front of my hard, dripping wet
cock.

Mouth opening almost obediently, she
put me in her mouth within seconds, her jaw dropping wide, throat
relaxing quickly, I immediately begin thrusting in and out of her,
using her hot, moist mouth like I did her tight pussy – hands
guiding her head for quick, nearly brutal thrusts.

A few moments passed before I was back
at building up my orgasm, cock twitching inside her, I began to
slow down the short fast thrusts, gliding my cock deeper into the
back of her throat making contact with the tip, her hands wrapping,
stroking my balls. I began to throat-fuck her deeply enough to make
her gag once or twice, but then thrusts quickly, pushing into her
mouth the second time, before blowing my thick creamy cum deep into
her mouth.

“Mmmmmugh,” she gaged,
taking in at least three heavy spurts of my milky seed, gushing out
across her tongue and into her mouth. Before it was oozing out from
the corners of Stacie’s mouth, and when I pushed back in
preparation for one final, savoring thrust, she pushed a thick glop
of my cum free, leaving it to drip down over her chin in
pearlescent ooze.

Standing above her, Stacy glided her
tongue over my cock in slow, appreciative strokes, swallowing
whatever cum managed to stay in her mouth.

When I finally pulled away, she looked
up at me, licking her lips. Standing up, her eyes playfully glides
over my entire naked body as if seeing it for the first time,
before latching her hands onto my wrists, pulling me down on top of
her and her bed.

“You can do that to me every
day for the next four years, maybe longer” she whispers in my ear,
lips sucking on my ear lobe as her hands glided up and down my
back. “Right now, though I should take a shower again,” she added,
hands swiping down her chest, scooping up the cum that had by then
fell down between her breasts.

“In thirty minutes maybe,” I
shot back, hands gliding down the sides of her body.

“Why… why thirty… oh God,”
she asked, her voice suddenly changing octaves, from low to
high.

“Because, right now, as you
can tell, I need to fuck you some more,” I growled, sliding the tip
of my rock hard cock between her open thighs, giving her a quick
moment to take a breath before slamming back into her, drilling her
pussy for everything she had to give.

After that day, that night and weekend
alone with each other, I never had to go out to look for a hot
piece of ass again, instead I just had to walk into her bedroom and
take it, and of course she from me…

“Damn I so love hot Aussie
chicks!”
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