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 Introduction

by Sandy Monroe

 


The night of the New
Year’s Eve always symbolizes the end of a previous life and the
beginning of a new one. Even those who don’t make any resolutions
at New Year’s Eve can feel it’s time for a change. It’s no wonder
people all around the world have habits to celebrate it like
touching a chimneysweep for good luck, having fireworks or throwing
out old things of the window.

When I asked my fellow
authors to contribute to this anthology, I asked them to write
without any restrictions, to simply write what they think about
this special moment of the year. As you can expects, some of them
(including me) chose to write a good old orgy without any
limitations, but some of them chose to put together a romantic
story. This means to me personal relationships will still be very
important in the upcoming years; it will hold very much value to be
together with the ones you love.

I hope the readers of
this anthology will have much fun reading these hot stories -- I
sure had reading and editing them.

Wishing you sexy reads
and a happy new year!


 


 


 Happy New Me

by Mike Hogan

 


“Paul!” Erin yelled
across the swirling mass of humanity, “Hold my bag for a minute
will you. I need to take these shoes off.”

Paul bravely pushed
against the seething vortex of drunk and disorderly revellers and
grabbed her red handbag. Why she would decide to take her shoes off
when in the middle of the concourse along Circular Quay on Sydney
Harbour during New Year’s Eve, Paul had no idea. Maybe her shoes
were slowing her down or the ridiculously long black high heels
were painful, but whatever the reason, it was a stupid move.

Paul called out to his
friends to meet up near the railway platform, a message that they
clearly received with a wave of their hands. Erin though was now
battling with the buckles on her shoes, her long red fake nails
were getting in the road.

A police siren wailed
nearby as Paul, not wanting to stand there with a handbag clasped
in his palm any longer, called out to her, “Erin we’ll meet you at
the station, okay?”

Erin though didn’t
catch what he said and concentrating solely on not scratching her
new shoes, held her hand up to him to halt, to hold on and wait, a
move Paul misconstrued as an affirmative, the permission to
leave.

Keen to pass the
handbag to his sister Annie, Paul turned on his heels and headed to
the station.

When Erin finally
peeled her shoes off, and shrunk about three inches in height, Paul
and her friends were nowhere to be seen. At only five foot two
inches, the world that she could observe was little more than a
great forest of party-goers looking for more booze and a better
vantage point for the midnight fireworks.

Suddenly, she was
alone. She had no phone, no wallet, no money, nothing but the
fragment of clothes on her back. Panicking she firstly ran towards
the bus stop where they’d got off, then towards the last pub that
they were at, then to the pub that they all said they were going
to, but they were nowhere to be seen. With the benefit of hindsight
she realised she should have reversed her search and gone to the
pub first. She had no idea what her friend’s phone numbers were,
they were all stored in her address book, there was no need to
memorise anything.

This was what she’d
been dreading. Being separated from her friends in a strange city
and no feasible way of making her way back to her home in the
country town of Wimageen, over 350 kilometres away.

She never really wanted
to come to Sydney for the Christian fellowship forum that they were
attending. They had all arrived late that evening and planned on
going out for a few drinks before turning in at some hostel that
Paul had booked. Paul took it upon himself to deliver all the bags
to the hostel so Erin, nor anyone else, had any idea where the
hostel even was, or what it was called.

For thirty minutes she
stood outside an apartment block scanning the crowd for a familiar
face. Hoping to get lucky, Erin lost count of the number of lads
that approached her. As a petite brunette in a black mini skirt and
red halter neck top, she certainly looked like a girl ready to
party, not the representative of a Christian church.

She would chat amiably
with the boys that had the Dutch courage to approach her, however
when she would ask them if she could log onto Facebook on their
phones, they all either didn’t use it, said no, or in the case of
two young fools, dressed in ridiculous homey gear, became
abusive.

“What do you want my
phone for, slut?” one of them asked as he staunched her. “Gonna
ring your fucking pimp you stinking whore?!”

Shocked at their
language Erin at first thought they were just mucking around, being
idiotic in front of each other, but when one pushed her against the
door of the apartment entry and demanded that she suck him off, she
knew that this was going all wrong. One of them, with the word
‘Love’ tattooed on the left side of his neck and the word ‘Hate’ on
the right, slipped his hand up her skirt and attempted to go the
grope.

“Hey fuck off,” she
surprised herself by the use of such vulgar language, but it seemed
appropriate for the moment. Using her shoes as a weapon she slapped
at them with her heels, “Get off, fuck off, get off.”

“Come on slut,” one of
them said, “Take us both and you can have our fucking phone.”

Appalled at their
behaviour Erin was having none of that and she did what she
remembered from her self-defence courses, she kneed the bigger one
in the balls.

He recoiled in pain and
turned away but his mate reacted by turning sideways and wrapped
his arm around her neck. Passersby just stared at their phones,
seemingly oblivious to the abuse being meted out to the young
girl.

“For that,” the guy
with his arm around her said, “There’ll be no phone.” Erin was
pinned hard into the guys headlock and his mate had recovered
enough to stand upright again.

“You dirty fucking
slut,” he said as he raised his hand to strike her. The blow though
never reached her. His arm appeared to be held back by some magical
power and the surprised expression on his face was priceless. After
being forcibly swung around his head snapped back and he collapsed
down behind a large pot plant.

Erin saw none of this
until suddenly the man released her from the headlock and she
collapsed down into a pool of liquid, the origin of which was very
uncertain.

“What the fuck,” was
all the second accomplice could muster before he was flung to the
ground and his stupid ugly face was smacked into the tiles.

“You alright love,” a
woman’s voice said to her as she helped her to her feet.

“I…” she looked down at
the offender and expected to see a man on top of him, what she saw
though was a blonde haired woman, clad in a fairy costume and not
much bigger than herself, using a belt to wrap around his
wrists.

“Don’t worry about
those two anymore,” the woman turned her to the one that was
unconscious near the pot plant, a man dressed as a pirate was
checking the offenders pulse with one hand and pulling his wallet
out with the other. “We’ve taken care of them for you.”

Erin couldn’t help but
begin to cry. In a flurry of tears and gurgled speech she told the
attractive brunette woman, who was dressed as a nurse, all about
the lost bag and how she was alone with no phone, money, cards or
friends.

“I’m Kim,” the woman
said, “That there on that fellow is Amy and over here checking the
unconscious guy is Dave.”

“Wow,” Erin said, “How
did they do that?”

“We’re all police
officers,” another male voice said as he wandered up to them.
“Thankfully off-duty at the moment though, but we couldn’t help
ourselves.”

“This is Detective
Sergeant Banks,” Kim said, “My partner.”

“We saw what was
happening from inside,” Banks nodded towards the entrance way. “The
girls insisted we take out these toe-rags.”

“Thanks,” Erin said and
hugged herself into Kim’s arms, “Thanks so much.”

Amy waved up from the
ground as two uniformed police officers and some paramedics
appeared on the scene.

“So Erin, what are you
thinking of doing now, considering your situation?” Kim asked as
she pulled at her wet clothes, “I’m not really sure what this wet
stuff actually is.”

“I don’t know,” her
desperate situation filled her soul again and a tear welled in her
eye. “I’m only in the city for a few days, I’m here as part of a
church group and I know no one. I can’t remember their phone
numbers, I can’t call my parents because they live four hours away,
I have no money to hop on Facebook at one of those internet cafe
things, I’m stuffed.”

Erin began to shake and
Kim wrapped her arms around the young girl, trying to comfort her
as best she could. Erin felt a warmth emanate from Kim that made
her feel instantly relaxed. She dug her face into Kim’s neck and
wept tears of relief. Kim, without even realising, kissed Erin
gently on the forehead.

“Facebook?” Banks said
“Normally I’d let you use mine, no problem, but all we have is this
Nokia,” he held up a simple Nokia 106. “This doesn’t do anything
other than ring or text people, so I’ll call Phil up at the party
and see if he has anything up there that you can use to contact
your friends. If Phil’s okay with it, maybe you can head upstairs
with the girls and use a computer while we sort these guys
out?”

Dave took Banks aside
and they whispered and nodded to each other. Dave went over and
showed his badge to the two young constables. After a quick chat, a
few laughs and pats on backs, he returned. Banks searched for a
number on the phone and as he held it to his ear he turned away
from Erin.

“Normally I’d go down
and help process these two, and although you and the rest of us
will have to make a witness statement, we don’t have to just right
now,” Dave said to Erin. “As you can imagine, they’re flat out down
at the station.”

“So Erin,” Banks said
as he returned, “Phil has given us a green light to bring you up
and he has a laptop in one of the rooms. So if you’re willing and
you’d like to come up, maybe clean up and hop on Facebook, you can
sort everything out.”

“Oh thank you,” Erin
said, “Thanks so much.”

“Just so you know,”
Dave nodded over at a couple dressed as a priest and a nun, “It’s
kind of like a fancy dress we’re going to, but, not….” he left the
sentence hanging in the air.

“I’ll speak to
management and see if we can grab any CCTV footage,” Banks
interrupted, “I’ll be right up.”

“Come on Erin,” Kim
took her by the hand, “Let’s get going shall we.”

Once inside the
apartment block, the world became silent. ‘Opulent’ was the word
that first came to Erin’s mind as she stepped onto the thick carpet
that covered the hallway next to the elevators. The carpet pile
felt like a lamb’s fleece on her bare feet. She gazed down at the
black shoes in her hand and cursed herself for ever taking them
off.

In genuine awe, Erin
uttered “Wow. This place is really nice.”

“Wait until you see the
room,” Amy said. “It’s truly amazing.”

The elevator whispered
open and the four of them piled in.

Kim began sniffing
around Erin’s dress and lifted up the damp edge of her skirt.

“Sorry about this Erin,
but I think that’s piss.”

“Oh gross,” Erin said
feeling instantly awful again. “I have to get this off.”

Dave smiled and turned
towards the youngster, “No complaints from me if you do.”

“Dave!”, Amy slapped
him playfully on the arm, “Leave the innocent young girl
alone.”

Like a fart in a yoga
class, Erin’s thoughts escaped without any warning.

“Not that
innocent.”

As a true officer of
the law, Dave leapt on the opportunity to interrogate her
further.

“Really? A good little
Christian girl? Tell us more.”

Erin could have told
them about how in one night, when drunk, she fucked two guys. Not
both at once, but over the course of a very long drunken night. But
that was an aberration she was determined to never repeat. She was
in a bad space then. After her boyfriend of four years left her as
soon as school finished, and took off with her friend Casey, she
went looking for a revenge fuck. And fuck she did.

The party had started
at a local pub where after downing several shots and a few glasses
of bubbly, she hooked up with one of the barmen. He took her
upstairs to a vacant room and they fucked without even removing
their clothes. She pulled her panties off, lifted her skirt and got
on all fours on the unmade single bed. For his part he simply
dropped his pants and slid his fat cock into her. After only a few
minutes he pulled his cock out, flipped her over, and shot a thick
load of cum over her face. The rawness of fucking in such a wild
way, in a venue close to her friends and others, excited Erin.
She’d behaved badly, had succumbed for the first time in her life,
to her baser instincts. When he pulled his pants up and turned
away, with not a thank you ma’am muttered, she clambered off the
bed and stared into the broken mirror above the yellow-stained
sink. She barely recognised the cum soaked woman that gazed back at
her, but she wasn’t concerned about that, in fact, it turned her
on. With the door still open she stripped naked and fingered
herself to an orgasm like none before. As her body shook in delight
her face fell against the mirror and she kissed her own reflection,
licking the cum of the dirty glass.

After washing the jism
off her face Erin searched fruitlessly for her panties, but they
had been souvenired by the unnamed barman. Erin, rejoicing in her
newly discovered sexuality, snuck back down to her, at the time,
none-the-wiser drunk friends. Knickerless and horny Erin flirted
with all her friends as they crowded into a taxi on the way to a
party. At the party she approached an old friend Brad, who two
years earlier had left her school to go to a private boarding
school. Brad had certainly grown up in those two short years. But
Brad wasn’t discreet, not at all. After having her in the parental
bedroom of the host, Brad told everyone. Then word got out about
the quickie on the same night with the barman. He’d been
brandishing her panties as a token of conquest, a spoil of passion,
to all that entered the bar.

Her virtuous Christian
reputation was in tatters. Friends shunned her, images of her
panties appeared on social media. She immediately went into damage
control and to compensate she steadfastly refused the accusations
and threw herself into the fellowship even more.

Women sneered at her,
men leered.

Even at Fellowship
though she was tempted. At the church’s Christmas party Paul’s
sister Annie planted a kiss firmly on Erin’s lips, a move that both
surprised and delighted Erin. Down at the river one hot summer
afternoon, clad in a skimpy bikini, Annie tried it again, but Erin
quickly turned away and told her that such a public space was not
ideal. Small town living had taught Erin a lesson. Be discreet.
There was no point in putting it out there if everyone was going to
turn on you. When the time came, a stolen 15 minutes when Paul went
out to pick up pizzas, it happened. Annie leapt on Erin and
confessed her affections and told her how unjust it was that she’d
been treated so poorly for acting no differently than many men.
They kissed and fondled each other in the familiarity of her own
home. It felt natural, it felt nice, but it couldn’t happen in
Wimageen, it was too small, too insular.

It was a story too long
for an elevator ride so instead she tilted her head flirtingly to
one side and gave Dave a quick glance up and down his torso. “Am I
being questioned officer?”

Dave chuckled and also
gave her the once over. Amy once more slapped him, but in the
mirror of the elevator, she too gave Erin more than a cursory
glance. Kim caught Amy’s glance and winked at Amy, a wink that Erin
caught in one of the multiple reflections. Before she could say
anything though the elevator lurched to a stop and the doors sighed
open. The distinct throbbing of party music filled the hallway.

“Here we go,” Dave
said, “The penthouse.”

“Penthouse?” Erin said
in awe, “I’ve never been in a penthouse.”

“Well Erin,” Kim came
up behind Erin and held her by the waist. “Just be careful what you
might see inside here,” Kim nodded at the door, “It’s still early
but,” she smiled at Amy, “It’s not to everyone’s tastes.”

Somewhat bemused, Erin
couldn’t help but ask “What sort of party is this?”

“It’s a fancy dress,”
Amy said and in a matter-of-fact police manner said, “But sometimes
the dresses don’t always stay on.”

“Okay,” Erin said in
disbelief and was momentarily lost for words, “Right.”

Dave pressed the
doorbell and waved up at a security camera mounted above the door.
As the door opened the volume of the music increased ten-fold. Erin
had to laugh though because standing at the door was a man dressed
in a maids outfit.

“Phil!” Dave laughed
and pulled at the lace apron that Phil was wearing, “You lost the
bet then I see.”

“I sure did,” Phil
smiled and looked directly at Erin, “So this is the damsel in
distress then?”

Erin waved at Phil but
was suddenly struck once more into silence as she observed behind
Phil, a topless woman dancing on a pole.

Phil followed her eyes
and turned his head around, “You did tell her what sort of party
this is, didn’t you?” he asked Dave.

Dave shrugged and
looked at Amy and Kim, “Sort of, I figured she wouldn’t be here
long.”

Phil looked Erin up and
down before leaning forward and examining her outfit, “What exactly
is that on your clothes?’

“I think it’s piss,”
Kim said, “and I think we need to come in.”

“Shit, sorry,” Phil
apologised and stood aside. “The bathroom’s down the hall and I’ll
bring you the laptop straight away.”

The four of them
bundled in and Kim took Erin by the hand, “Whatever you do,” Kim
said as she glanced towards the bar, “Don’t look behind you.”

“I won’t,” Erin laughed
and held her hands up high, “I don’t want to be corrupted now do
I?”

“What would you like to
do first? Wash or find your friends?” Kim asked as they entered a
bedroom at the end of the hall. Scattered around the room were
piles of clothes, clearly the collection of the guests that were
partying down the hall.

“I think I’ll contact
them first and while I’m waiting, I’ll have a shower.”

“Brilliant thinking,”
Kim said and lifted up Erin’s still damp skirt, “But what about
these clothes?”

“Maybe I can rinse them
off and put them in the dryer?”

“Righto,” Kim said,
“I’ll go speak to Phil. Seriously though, seeing as you’re a good
church going lass, stay in this room.”

Kim’s exhortations for
her to stay in the room were starting to have the opposite effect
to what she had intended. Erin was becoming more and more intrigued
by what type of party this was.

As Kim exited, Erin
took a closer look at the clothing that was littered around the
room. There were shirts, pants, skirts, dresses, underwear of both
genders and even some masks hanging from the edge of a mirror. The
room lacked any real signs of being lived in on a permanent basis,
it was like it was just a large walk in robe with an ensuite
bathroom.

The sink was large
enough for her to wash her skirt and top in so she plugged the hole
and ran it full of warm water.

“Hello,” came a voice
from the doorway. Erin peaked her head around the corner to find
Phil standing there with a laptop in his arms. “Here’s the laptop
for you.” Phil hadn’t really paid that much attention to Erin when
she came in, but now, in the isolation of the bedroom, he took the
time to check her out. He liked what he saw.

“I have to say,” he
continued, “and please don’t take this the wrong way, I don’t for
one minute excuse physical violence against women, but you can kind
of understand why those guys tried it on you.”

“Why would that be?
Can’t I wear whatever I like and be left alone.”

“Well in theory yes,
but there are a lot of completely stupid and dangerous men out
there who have no respect for women, or their rights. You would
have passed hundreds of men who had the decency not to say or do
anything, those two dickheads had it coming.”

Calming down, Erin sat
on the edge of a chair that was covered in discarded clothing. “Do
you have a clothes drier?” she asked, “I need to wash these.”

“Sure,” he answered,
“There’s a small laundry set up next to the bathroom just down the
hall.”

Erin flipped the screen
of the laptop up and turned it on. “Thanks for this, it’s a bit of
a worry that we’re so dependant on technology nowadays.”

Phil took a quick peek
down the hall and waved to someone. “Can I get you a drink or
something to eat?”

“I’d love a drink, and
I don’t mind what.”

“Excellent,” Phil
smiled at her, “Real French champagne it is.”

The contrast between
Phil and Dave and the two goons downstairs could not have been
greater. The screen blinked to life and she quickly launched the
browser. But as soon as she logged into Facebook, and saw the ten
or so messages from Annie, a low battery warning came up and
immediately afterwards the screen went blank.

“Oh for fuck’s sake,”
she said to her reflection in the blank screen. “Whatever
next.”

Whatever next was a tap
on the door and a topless woman in her forties brandishing an empty
glass in one hand and a bottle of Veuve Clicquot in the other.

“Hi there, I’m Sharon,”
she poured the glass to the brim and handed it to an awestruck
Erin.

“This night just keeps
getting weirder and weirder,” Erin closed the dead laptop, tossed
it on the bed and knocked down half of the glass of bubbles. “The
battery has died.”

“Oh dear,” Sharon said,
“Amy told us of your situation. I’ll get Phil to find the
charger.”

“Wait,” Erin urgently
said to the woman she found, despite the twenty plus years age
difference, to be incredibly appealing. “Could I ask you something,
something personal.”

Sharon smiled and held
the bottle up to Erin, “Ask away,” she said.

“Is this a swingers
party?”

Sharon chuckled and
threw her head back in laughter. “Well, we weren’t going to tell
you because there are people here who you may recognise, but yes it
is.”

“I was beginning to
think as much.”

Sharon took the glass
from Erin and took a sip for herself before handing it back. “We’re
all good friends who get together a few times a year and have a bit
of a party.”

“Don’t people talk
about it though? Doesn’t everyone know?”

“Not at all darling,”
Sharon put her hand on Erin’s knee, “The only people that know are
all of us here. Put it this way, how, or why, could anyone here
inform on someone else? We don’t allow cameras or smartphones and
we all have something to lose, like our careers, if we’re ever
discovered. That’s why some choose to wear those masks when they
enter,” Sharon nodded at the masks hanging from the mirror. “We
have no control over the security cameras downstairs.”

“That’s certainly not
what happens in the country.” The half a glass of champagne stirred
Erin up and she told Sharon, a complete stranger, all about that
fateful night in her hometown when she fucked two guys before then
telling her all about Annie.

Sharon listened
patiently, topping up Erin’s glass as she emptied her thoughts
about sex, relationships and small-town gossip into the room.

“That sort of shit
doesn’t happen here,” Sharon said as she stood up. “I’ll go get you
that charger dear.”

Emboldened by the
alcohol, and by the knowledge that no one was there to judge her,
Erin headed back into the bathroom, and without hesitation,
stripped down to her panties and bra.

In reflective silence
Erin dipped and dredged her clothes in the sink taking great pains
to ensure that water didn’t spill down onto the tiles. After a few
tentative sniffs of the garment and rewashes, she was satisfied
that all the urine was gone.

Wearing nothing but her
bra and panties, Erin snuck over to the doorway to see if Phil was
returning with the charger. A screen had been moved across the end
of the hallway, obscuring the view of the main room of the
penthouse from where the pulsing dance music was emanating.

The screen certainly
blocked the view of the room, so much so she couldn’t even catch
someone’s eye. Holding her damp clothing to her chest, Erin decided
to leave the relative safety of the bedroom and make her way down
to the laundry.

A thin shard of light
from a partially opened door cut across the carpet, illuminating
the passageway for her. As she passed the doorway, she couldn’t
help but glance in. She couldn’t see who was making the distinct
noise of two people having sex, but she was surprised she hadn’t
heard it earlier. The woman involved was incredibly vocal.

“Oh come on, fuck that
pussy, fuck it, fuck it,” the unseen woman shouted. Erin moved
closer to the door and had moved it about one centimetre when from
out of the corner of her eye she saw a figure round the screen and
start to walk down the hallway.

Erin didn’t recognise
the male intruder, it certainly wasn’t Phil. She knew it wasn’t
Phil not because of their complete physical dissimilarities, but
Phil had clothes on, this guy was as naked as the day he was born.
Hoping though that he would maybe enter one of the other two rooms
that ran off the hallway, or at least go into the laundry allowing
her an excuse to bid a hasty retreat, he made eye contact with her
and smiled.

“Thinking of joining
us?” he said as he unceremoniously flung the door open, revealing a
blond woman on all fours, another guy fucking her from behind.

“Whoa, shit,” Erin
said, “I’m….no I’m okay, thanks anyway.”

“Sure love,” he said
and without even closing the door behind himself, entered the room
and hopped up on the bed. The blond turned her head towards Erin
before reaching up and taking the man’s cock in her hand.

Erin wasn’t about to
stand and watch what was about to happen so she quickly took off
towards the laundry.

The laundry was compact
design par excellence, it all fit in an area no bigger than a two
door refrigerator. As Erin flung her belongings into the drier, a
pair of semi-naked ladies ran giggling down the corridor, closely
followed by two men.

“What the fuck,” Erin
said to herself and quickly checked to make sure that they weren’t
heading into her room. The four turned into a room opposite the
blond and similarly left the door ajar. She spun the timer on the
dryer to fifteen minutes and flicked the switch to warm.

Cautiously she edged
back out into the hallway and took a quick glance left and right,
as if she was about to cross a busy road. There had been no sign of
Sharon and the charger so she had two options, enter the party in
her underwear or go back to the room and wait. She chose the
latter.

With her head down, and
trying hard not to hear the sounds of fucking in each room, Erin
steamed back towards the room at the far end of the corridor.

Synchronicity though
had other ideas and as soon as she entered the corridor, another
couple appeared behind her. Without speaking the couple barged past
her and opened the door where the four had entered moments earlier.
The open door allowed her the sight of one of the ladies kneeling
up on the bed sucking the cocks of the two men. The other lady
greeted Erin as though she was joining them but she slowly shook
her head in the negative.

“Christ!” someone
called out the Lord’s name from the room opposite. “Oh Jesus, oh
fuck.”

Erin couldn’t see
exactly what was happening to the man that she’d bumped into
earlier, his waist was obscured by the back of a woman’s head, but
his face told the story. With blinking eyes the man fixed his gaze
on the dumbstruck Erin and invited her once more into the room. For
a moment she almost surrendered to temptation, imagined herself
there on the bed, being fucked by unknown men and women. With a
deep breath she turned back towards the room and held her right
hand up against her eyes, shielding the view coming from the other
room.

Realising that wearing
only bra and panties was sending the wrong signal, Erin began
searching the room for something to wear. Piled in the corner was a
simple black dress that she held up in front of herself to see if
it fit.

Uncertain as to the
ethics of wearing someones else’s clothing, especially since she
was in the same building as the owner, Erin procrastinated.

“That would look nice
on you,” Amy said to a startled Erin. “Sorry to scare you like
that, I thought I might check in on you.”

“My clothes are in the
dryer. I’m not sure about walking around in my underwear,” Erin
held the dress back in front of herself.

“Well,” Amy said as she
began to undo her top, releasing her fairy wings as she did so,
“Walking around in my underwear is exactly what I’m about to
do.”

Erin felt her body
strangely change as Amy slowly removed her fairy outfit. Erin could
feel her nipples harden, her pussy become flush with moisture. Erin
knew exactly what it was and she was both frightened and excited by
it. Arousal, lust, sexual desire. It had many names but only two
outcomes, submit to it, or fight it.

Longing for a
comforting touch, Erin found herself staring at her semi-naked
saviour. It was a gaze so sharp, so obvious, that Amy felt it
running up and down her body.

Amy had planned to go
back to the party in her bra and panties, but Erin’s overt ogling
captured Amy’s eye.

Amy deliberately slowed
down the removal of her skirt and pretended to be having problems
with the clasp.

“Erin,” she said,
“Could you help me with this?” Erin snapped out of her trance. In
the last 15 seconds her time with the two men and Annie had morphed
into a decadent orgy scenario. A story line that also included a
naked Amy.

Erin let the dress drop
to her feet and kicked it across to the bed. She could feel her
hands shaking as she reached out for the buckle. With ease she
slipped the metal clasp apart and allowed her knuckles to briefly
rub against Amy’s soft skin.

Erin could smell Amy’s
hair, could sense her arousal. She wanted to feel like Amy did.
Free. Freedom had a smell, she realised, it smelt like Amy.

“I think that my bra
could come off too,” Amy said with a touch of breathlessness, “Be a
dear and undo it.”

Without any reluctance
Erin tucked her fingers in behind the bra’s clasp and Amy shivered
ever so slightly at her touch.

With a barely
perceptible moan, Erin eased the bra strap off Amy’s shoulder and
watched as Amy caught it and tossed it across the room. Amy then
spun around and although Erin was wishing for it, it still took her
by surprise.

“I’m not sure….” was
all Erin could speak before Amy planted a strong kiss on her lips.
Erin melted as Amy’s hands caressed her body, sending quakes of
delight from her head to her toes.

Erin felt her bra
loosen as Amy’s expert hands deftly undid the clasp. As her tongue
flicked across Amy’s, as a hand caressed her vulva, Erin caught
sight of movement near the doorway and a reluctance, born of
caution and deceit, crept back in. Sharon, now completely naked,
stood at the doorway smiling at the entwined couple. In Sharon’s
hand was a power supply for a laptop, behind her were two men, each
with an erection.

“Well,” Sharon said and
held up the lead, “I imagine that you may not be needing this right
away.”

Erin broke away from
Amy who immediately drew her knickers to the floor and kicked them
in the general direction of her recently discarded bra.

“I have a friend,” Erin
took the lead and placed it next to the laptop, “who might be
interested in joining us. Just not right now.”

“Is she as hot as you?”
one of the men, who was wanking slowly on his hard cock, asked.

Keeping her eyes fixed
on his, Erin moved past Sharon and stood between him and his
admiring mate. For months she’d been afraid, felt powerless in the
face of her myopic country friends, but now she felt in control,
the true master of her destiny.

“Hotter,” she said and
reached out a hand to each man’s cock.

“Hotter,” she said and
reached out a hand to each man’s cock. “Now gentleman, show me what
this swinging business is all about.”

“Let’s start here shall
we,” Sharon said and snuggled in behind Erin, “Time for you to lose
these panties.”

Sharon slipped her
thumbs around the waist of Erin’s panties and began to roll them
down. Erin simply kept on wanking the two men’s cocks as she slowly
became totally naked.

“Suck it,” one of the
men said, “Suck them both.”

Erin lifted her leg up
allowing her panties to be pulled off. Without any hesitation she
dropped to her knees and began to suck on his cock.

“Oh fuck yeah,” he
moaned, “That’s so good.”

Erin quickly swapped
from one cock to another, tasting the differences, feeling them
swell in her mouth and hand.

“This room is too
crowded with crap,” Amy said as she tripped on a pair of men’s
boots, “Let’s go down the hall.”

“Hmm,” Erin moaned in
disapproval as she was enjoying the two cocks too much to move.

“Let’s fill that young
pussy of yours shall we,” Sharon said. “There’s plenty of cock here
tonight.”

Reluctantly Erin stood
up and the five of them made their way down the hall. This time
though the doors were closed and Erin, being the novice, went to
open one.

“Wait,” Sharon
interrupted, “One of the rules is that if a door is closed, it’s a
private session.”

“Oh what?” Erin
physically slumped. “Can we just fuck here then?”

“You gorgeous girl,”
Sharon kissed her on the lips, “You’ve gone from prude to rude in
minutes.”

As if to prove herself
Erin responded to the kiss by running her fingers down to Sharon’s
pussy and for the first time in her life, feeling another woman’s
wet cunt.

Sharon even moaned as
Erin rubbed her clitoris and dipped two fingers into her.

“Into the party then,”
Amy said, “Let’s get it started properly.”

When the naked, petite
and clearly horny Erin stepped around the screen, all heads turned
towards her.

“Fuck yeah,” Banks
called out. “I was hoping this would happen.”

Erin just smiled and
clearly appreciating the non-judgemental attention, waved to
everyone.

She turned back to the
two guys and asked, “Who wants to fuck me first?”

“Me, me, me,” called
out Dave who was having his cock played with by an older lady. “I’d
love to.”

“Fuck off Dave,” one of
the men said, “Finder’s keepers.”

Erin squatted down
again and returned to sucking cock as the room suddenly became
alive.

“This is all it takes,”
Sharon said and turned to a man next to her, “One person to get the
party really humming.”

A third man came over
to Erin and kneeling behind her started to finger her tight pussy.
With his other hand he reached around and began squeezing her left
tit, nipping and pulling on her small hard nipple.

“Mmmmphhh,” she moaned
over the cock in her mouth as her body rocked in waves of delight.
“Someone please fuck me, someone, please.”

The guy fingering her
pussy pulled his fingers out and held the sticky digits in the air.
He reached up to Sharon who licked Erin’s musky juices off his
fingers.

“Up here,” one of the
guys said, patting an ottoman in the middle of the room. “Lay down
on this.”

Like a cat on heat,
Erin crawled over to the footstool and climbed up. In the middle of
the room, in front of about 15 strangers, she got on all fours and
readied herself for a good solid fucking.

The two guys she’d met
took an end each and Erin surprised even herself with just how
natural, how good it felt to be able to fuck with reckless abandon.
Like a seasoned professional Erin balanced herself on one hand and
took the strangers cock into her mouth. Erin knew herself well
enough to know that as soon as she felt that cock in her pussy,
she’d cum. What she didn’t expect was just how hard. In comparison
her standard orgasm was like a gentle ripple to the tsunami of
pleasure that washed over her after she felt the thick large cock
slam into her ready cunt.

“Oh fuckkkk…,” she
cried out as an electric shock of pure joy flooded through her
body. Erin soon entered a zone of bliss that she’d never felt
before. She could only really call it being stoned with sexual
ecstasy. She barely noticed that behind her stood three men taking
turns fucking her pussy. When she did notice once more her body
violently shook in pleasure.

Out of the corner of
her eye she could see Sharon being taken in the arse and the cunt
and Amy bouncing on a cock as she sucked on another.

When the guy fucking
her face moved around to her cunt, Dave pulled his cock out of the
older lady he was fucking and sauntered over to her.

“That’s the girl,” he
said, “Suck my cock, make me cum.”

Erin knew how to make a
man cum and she rebalanced herself and grabbed his balls gently in
her hand. She could feel them tighten nicely as her expert
ministrations with her tongue worked their magic. Dave put a hand
on the back of her head and began to pull on his cock.

“Fuck, fuck, fuckkkkk,”
he cried as his cock exploded in her thirsty mouth.

A thick load of his
jizm sprayed into her mouth and simultaneously she felt some random
guy empty his balls deep in her twat. Again her body jolted in
elation at being spoilt.

Dave whipped his cock
out and shot the remainders across her face, glazing her smiling
face with his effluvia. Luckily he missed her eyes and she
witnessed Sharon cop a faceful of cum as the guy fucking her pussy
pulled out and blasted a load over her.

Erin saw another cock
close by and noticed that it was the guy that had summoned her into
the side room earlier. He smiled and with little concern for Dave’s
cum, began to fuck her mouth.

“I’m glad you’ve joined
in,” he said “because you’re fucking as sexy as.”

“A right little pocket
rocket,” Banksy said as he moved in next to the hall guy. “Ever
sucked on two cocks at once?”

Erin just shook her
head but before doing so she decided to flip herself over.

She turned to the older
guy fucking her and told him to lie down on the ottoman. While he
did so she scanned the room and counted twelve men and only five
women, five including Kim who wandered in from the hallway
shimmering from a coating of cum.

Kim smiled at Erin and
came over to her.

“You’ll enjoy Marcus,”
she said pointing to the man on the ottoman, “He’s Sharon’s partner
and can fuck all night.”

“So can I,” Erin said
and kissed Kim, “Thanks for saving me, in more ways than one.”

Erin loved the reverse
cowboy position so she turned her back to Marcus and sunk down on
his rigid pole. As she lay back hall guy and Banksy began to take
turns once more fucking her mouth and neither cared that their
cocks touched.

Then two other guys
came up and stood next to her and she instinctively held out her
hands and began pulling on them. It was then that she realised that
she was being gangbanged and she liked the idea very much.

Kim came around to her
face and began sharing in the two cocks fucking her mouth. Then
something even more wonderful happened.

Sharon had finished off
the guy fucking her arse and she came over to Erin. Sharon began
rubbing her pussy as she watched her husband’s cock fuck into
Erin’s tight cunt. Sharon licked her lips and knelt down between
Erin’s spread legs and slowly began licking at Marcus’s balls and
sucking on Erin’s enlarged clitoris. A very different orgasm sent
Erin into convulsions and her pussy flooded with juices.

Hall guy grabbed the
back of Kim’s head and began to fuck her face hard as he readied
himself for his second orgasm for the night.

“Ah crikey,” he wailed
in delight, “Snowball time, go on, swap it.”

Kim had no issue with
that and nor did Erin who opened her mouth in readiness for the
vinegar tang.

Almost as soon as the
stalactite of cum hit her tongue, Banksy pulled on his cock and
shot a huge load into Erin’s expectant mouth and across Kim’s
face.

With so much cum in her
mouth Erin had no option but to either swallow the thick gunk down
her throat, or let it ooze out. For effect she chose the latter and
she pushed it out over her face and it run seductively down her
cheeks.

One of the guy’s being
wanked by Erin began shooting all over Erin’s young firm tits and
rubbed his cock over them. The other guy moved hall guy away before
fucking her mouth a few times and then glazing her face.

This, along with
Sharon’s expert tongue, sent Marcus over the top and he ejected a
portion of his premier load for the night into Erin’s cunt before
Sharon caught the rest in her mouth.

As the men moved aside
Sharon held the cum in her mouth and slowly made her way up young
Erin’s torso.

As they kissed they
shared Marcus’s cum between them. Kim moved away to the window just
as a huge fireball erupted in the sky.

“Happy New Year,”
Sharon said.

In an apartment where
she knew no one yet felt that all were friends, where everyone
cared, but no one did, and amidst a booming soundtrack, finding
solace, Erin reached down and rubbed Sharon’s well fucked cunt and
said, “Happy New Me.”
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 New Year’s Party

by ThothAcolyte

 


Butterflies danced in
my stomach as I entered the gymnasium. My school’s annual New
Year’s Party was usually a somewhat dull affair for the teachers,
but I had a feeling that this one would different. Every year, on
the evening of the last school day before New Year’s day, Lakeville
High held a New Year’s party, to which all the students and
teachers were invited. Usually, most of the students went to eat
the food and cause havoc, and most of the teachers went to eat the
food and talk about such inane subjects as the school year.

I had never really seen
the point in going, but I usually attended anyway, just because I
had nothing better to (something of a sad admission for an
attractive young lady such as myself). However, this year I had a
plan to make this event much more interesting. The party is
held in the high school’s gym, where there’s music, food, pop, and
noisy teenagers.

I remember being one of
those energetic teenagers, but that seems like a long time ago. Now
I am on the other side of that fence as a 34 year old history
teacher, and a very attractive one if I do say so myself. I have
long blonde hair, blue eyes, large DD breasts, a thin waist, and a
firm, toned butt. I take good care of myself through yoga and
running, and I maintain a slim yet curvy figure I’m quite proud
of.

I know I have a good
body, and tonight I was prepared to show it off. I was wearing a
tight black dress that contrasted nicely with my light skin and
probably was a bit sexier than school policy condoned. It hugged my
curves comfortably, and had a deep neck that revealed slightly over
half of my cleavage, and long sleeves that widened towards my
wrists. I had opted not to wear a bra today, as it would have shown
through the black fabric, and I liked the way my boobs jiggled and
bounced without one.

The devious purpose my
sexy wardrobe served was to catch the eye of a certain co-worker
I’ve had my eye on for a while. Larry Feldman, the high school
science teacher. He was tall and rather handsome, and had a quiet,
reassuring voice that went over well with his students (and
myself). He had dark hair and brown eyes, and an imperturbable
atmosphere about him, as if it was impossible to agitate him in the
slightest. And tonight, I was going to try my hardest to seduce
him.

I had a devious plan to
get him alone with me, and it started at the buffet table. I loaded
a plate with some fruit and whipped cream for dipping, and weaved
my way through the students to where Larry was.

Step 1: Engage the
target in pleasant conversation. Unfortunately, he was already
chatting with another teacher, so I would have to insert myself
into their conversation and separate Larry somehow.

“So, Larry, how are
your students?” I asked brightly, approaching him.

“Oh, they’re as
excitable as ever.” Larry replied, turning to me and smiling
amicably. “And yours?”

“Just the usual, I’m
afraid. Terribly uninterested in the lessons to be learned from the
past and much more concerned with who’s dating who.” I remarked
disinterestedly, popping a cherry into my mouth.

“That’s just how
teenagers are.” Commented the third party, John Matthews, an
average, slightly overweight literature teacher in his mid-forties.
“At least Larry can provide some entertainment every once in a
while by blowing something up.”

“I will admit, a little
explosion can go a long way towards grabbing the student’s
attention.” Larry conceded.

“If only I were allowed
to demonstrate the themes of The Great Gatsby with
pyrotechnics…” sighed John remorsefully.

As the conversation
proceeded, I watched Larry’s mouth surreptitiously, imagining what
it would be like to stick my tongue into it. I fantasized about
unzipping his slacks, revealing his most intimate parts and taking
them into my mouth, licking and sucking…

Just thinking about
playing with Larry’s cock was making me horny. I could feel
dampness in my panties, and my nipples hardened, poking through the
fabric of my dress.

Time for step 2:
Attract the target’s attention (and preferably simultaneously tease
him a little). I picked a strawberry from my plate and dipped it
generously in whipped cream. When it was my turn to contribute to
the conversation, I raised the strawberry to my mouth and dropped
it. It fell straight into my cleavage, the whipped cream adhering
the fruit to my breast.

“Oops!” I exclaimed in
mock-embarrassment. “I seem to be unusually clumsy today.” I
plucked the strawberry from my chest and ate it, feeling John and
Larry’s eyes upon me. Then, I swiped up a blob of cream from my
skin with my finger, and stuck it into my mouth, sucking it clean.
I glanced up and saw that the men were somewhat stirred by my
display.

“Anyways, where were
we?” I asked casually, feeling the remaining whipped cream slide
slowly down by breast and into my cleavage. Due to the attention I
had just drawn to my chest, it seems that both John and Larry had
noticed the bumps in my dress my nipples were making, although
Larry did a much better job of not ogling them than John did.
However, as our chat continued, I noticed his eyes slide almost
imperceptibly to my breasts whenever he thought I wasn’t
looking.

The knowledge that he
was eyeing me up told me I was on the right track, as well as
making me even hornier. It was time for step 3: Isolate the
target.

I began breathing
slightly heavier than normal, and that plus my aroused state seemed
to be all it took to get his attention.

“Laura, are you all
right? You look flushed, and you’re breathing kinda fast.” Larry
commented worriedly. Alright, time to lay it on thick.

“I don’t know, I’m
feeling a little sick…” I said, feigning lightheadedness.

“Should we call a
doctor?” Asked John in concern.

“No, really, I’m fine,
I think I just need to get to the bathroom.” I said lightly, and as
I turned to go, I stumbled deliberately. As I hoped he would, Larry
started forward and caught me.

“Here, let me help
you.” He said, putting one hand around my waist and pulling my arm
around his shoulders.

“Thanks!” I sighed,
leaning into him and pressing my breasts into his side. I giggled
inwardly, as I could practically feel his heart beating faster. We
started towards the bathrooms, leaving John muttering about how we
really should just go to a doctor.

We left the gymnasium,
and awkwardly made our way towards the restroom. I was practically
hanging off of Larry, and from his higher vantage point, I knew he
could see right down the neck of my dress. Looking up at him, I saw
that his face was bright red, so he must have noticed this fact as
well. Glancing down at his pants, I noticed a faint bulge in his
crotch region, and I licked my lips in anticipation. I was having a
little too much fun playing the damsel in distress.

We finally reached the
bathrooms, with Larry trying and failing to keep from peeking at my
boobs as they pressed and rubbed against him. The bathroom in this
area of the school was a unisex one-person room, which factored
into my plan.

Step 3: Seduce the
target.

He opened the door and
we entered. I disentangled myself from him, closed the door, and
locked it behind us.

“Laura? What-mmfff!”
His sentence was interrupted as I wrapped my hands around him,
closed my eyes, and clamped my lips around his.

For a moment he stood
still as a statue, surprised and confused. Then he wrapped his arms
around me and returned the kiss, pulling me into him and causing my
breasts to press against his chest. I could feel his his hardening
cock poking me through his pants, and I softly ground against it as
we made out, getting hornier and hornier as it grew more and more
erect.

“Hah!” I gasped as we
finally broke the kiss, and I opened my eyes to meet his pleased
yet confused gaze.

“Not that I’m upset
about it or anything, but…why?” Larry asked bemusedly, still with
his arms around me.

“I wasn’t really sick.”
I admitted coyly. “I was just really horny.” I whispered in
his ear, and I felt his cock twitch against my stomach. I smiled up
at him, then reached up and began to undo the buttons on his dress
shirt. He grinned down at me, and teasingly lowered his hands from
back to my butt, giving each cheek a good squeeze.

“Mmmm…” I moaned
appreciatively, and undid the final button, opening his shirt to
reveal a surprisingly well-toned chest. “Not bad for a science
teacher.” I said admiringly, tracing my finger over his abs.

“Not bad for a history
teacher.” He responded, giving my ass another firm squeeze. I
licked my lips and slid down out of his arms, hooking my fingers
around his belt and pulling his pants down with me as I descended.
His fiercely erect penis sprang free, at least a good 7” in
length.

“Not bad at all!” I
remarked, sticking out my tongue and placing it against the base of
his cock. He let out a moan as I slowly dragged my tongue along the
bottom of his dick, tickling the sensitive spot under the head as I
reached it. I could feel his penis throbbing as the blood rushed
through it. Precum was oozing from the tip, and I licked it off,
savoring the sweet and salty taste.

I grabbed his cock in
one hand and rubbed it gently, causing more precum to dribble out.
Then I opened my mouth and popped the tip in, lovingly swirling my
tongue around it. He leaned back against the bathroom sink and
moaned, his shirt falling open even more to reveal his entire chest
and his shoulders. I moved in, sliding my lips down his shaft
slowly until I was kissing his stomach. I could feel the entire
appendage resting on my tongue, dripping precum into my throat.

I began to use my
tongue, swirling it around the shaft and swiping it back and forth.
I pulled back, allowing Larry’s penis to pop free, and took a deep
breath. Then I eagerly dove back onto it, moving my head back and
forth as I sucked as hard as I could, slathering as much spit on it
with my tongue as possible.

He was moaning and
groaning like a treehouse in a hurricane as I sucked him off, and I
was getting hornier by the second. I grabbed his firm butt in my
hands and pulled him into me, feeling his twitching, oozing cock
deep in my throat. Suppressing my gag reflex, I swallowed, feeling
the muscles in my mouth convulse around his shaft.

“Ooooh, yessss!” He
hissed as my tongue slithered around his dick, folding around it
and stroking it lovingly as I sucked harder, trying to extricate
every last drop of cum from his manhood. “Laura, I-I’m cumming!”
Larry gasped. I sped up, bobbing my head back and forth faster and
faster while applying vacuum-like suction to his twitching
cock.

“Aaaaaaah!” He sighed
as he exploded, his penis jerking up and down as it shot load after
load of semen into my mouth. I continued sucking it like a lollipop
as he ejaculated, causing him to groan and gasp uncontrollably. I
felt the thick, warm cum fill my mouth and tasted it running over
my tongue. A single drop escaped my lips as his orgasm subsided and
slowly ran down my chin.

“That was incredible!”
Larry said breathlessly as I licked every last drop off his cock,
gathering all his cum in my mouth. He looked down at me and I
opened up, showing him his huge load of semen resting on my tongue.
Then I closed my mouth and swallowed, feeling the hot liquid flow
thickly down my throat. I licked my lips in satisfaction, then
looked up at him lustily.

“I’m still not finished
yet!” I said, standing up. I was on fire. My pussy was soaking wet,
and it was literally aching from my horniness. My nipples were like
spear points poking through the fabric of my dress, and even the
slightest movement caused the garment to rub against them, sending
small shocks of pleasure through my tits.

I moved forward,
pressing my crotch against Larry’s semi-firm cock and gently
grinding against it. I leaned forward and whispered to him
playfully “Undress me.” He locked his lips onto mine and reached
forward, sliding the shoulders of the dress down my arms, then
untying the knot at the back of the collar, causing the whole thing
to cascade around my feet.

I broke the kiss and
stood before him in nothing but my damp panties and heels, my
breasts rising and falling with my heavy breathing. “Perfect.” Was
all Larry said before kneeling before me and pulling my panties
down to my ankles. He knelt there, with his face level with my
shaved lips, and gently flicked his tongue over my clit.

I gasped in shock as
the warm, slimy appendage slid over my bud, sending an electric
shock of pleasure through my cunt and up my spine! “Please, don’t
stop!” I begged, and he responded by grabbing my ass with both
hands and pulling my crotch into his face, sticking his tongue deep
into my pussy. “Aaaaaah!” I moaned in ecstasy as I felt him
exploring my insides, massaging my butt as he did so.

I gently moved my hips
back and forth, humping his face as his tongue slid in and out of
me, tickling my clit with each pass. Without warning, Larry moved
one of his hands off my cheek and stuck a finger up my butt.

“Oh! Aaaah, yes!” I
sighed as my euphoria doubled, causing my insides to twitch and
spasm uncontrollably. I felt his digit slowly entering me, stroking
the inside of my ass as it went, until it had buried itself as far
in as it would go. Then he began quickly sliding his finger in and
out while he resumed licking my clit.

I groaned
uncontrollably as both my ass and cunt were stimulated at once,
sending waves of ecstasy crashing through me. I felt the orgasm I
had anticipated all night approaching!

“Larry, don’t stop!
Harder! Oh, fuck yes!” I cried out as he inserted another finger
into my butt, and sped up his teasing until I could take it no
more. “Aaaaaaah!” I moaned as I had the best orgasm of my life! My
body went rigid, my insides clamped down on his fingers and tongue,
I got goosebumps, and my pussy absolutely gushed fluid! My nipples,
ass, and cunt were on fire as white-hot pleasure spread through my
body like a flood of magma! I was uncontrollably riding Larry’s
face as he fingered and licked me incessantly until the last
orgasmic aftershock had finally left my body, leaving me limp and
trembling from the intensity of it.

“Wow.” Larry commented,
removing his face from my pussy and grinning up at me, licking his
lips. “That good, huh?”

“That was
amazing.” I sighed, running my fingers through his thick,
brown hair. He chuckled, then stood up, revealing his cock sticking
straight up once again. He grabbed my thighs and hoisted my up onto
the counter next to the sink, and pulled my legs apart, exposing my
still throbbing cunt. I reached forward and grabbed his broad
shoulders, and pulled him towards me for a kiss.

As we made out, I
paused for a brief moment to whisper “fuck me!” In his ear, then
wrapped my legs around his waist and pulled him into me. He reached
down and guided his cock straight to my damp pussy lips, gently
rubbing the tip of his penis against my clit.

“Please, fuck me!” I
repeated, louder this time, and he lunged forward, completely
burying his dick in my cunt. “Aaaaaaah!” I moaned loudly, feeling
his hot, throbbing cock inside me, twitching and leaking precum.
Larry began moving in and out, each thrust sending shocks of
pleasure through my pussy!

I groaned
uncontrollably and gyrated my hips as he rammed me slowly. I could
feel his thick, rock-hard shaft filling me up and brushing against
my cervix, then receding until the tip barely brushed my throbbing
lips, before he lunged forward, slamming his cock deep into my
pussy once again!

My head jerked back
reflexively and I yelled hoarsely “Oh, yes! Yes! Fuck me! Larry,
your dick feels amazing! Fuck me harder!”

“Oh, Laura…” He groaned
as he sped up, plunging his cock into me as far as it would go over
and over again, falling into a quick, steady rhythm. His fingers
tightened around my thighs and he pulled my legs further apart, his
hips slamming against mine. I reached up to massage my breasts, and
gasped at the sudden stimulation. My nipples were rock-hard and
hyper-sensitive, and even the slightest physical contact caused
electricity to shoot through them! I pinched my tits hard, feeling
them ache and throb with pleasure!

Our moans mingled in an
erotic chorus of passion as Larry rammed his dick into me, and I
roughly fondled my breasts, pinching and pulling my erect nipples.
I could feel a roaring orgasm drawing steadily closer, and my body
was moving completely on its own now. My hips bucked, rising to
meet his thrusts, my hands grabbed at my breasts as if they were
hanging on for dear life, and my mouth was open, emitting sounds of
instinctive animal lust as saliva dripped from my lower lip.

Larry was equally
possessed. He grunted and groaned in ecstasy as he flung his hips
back and forth, slamming his rock hard dick into me as fast as he
could! his fingers dug into my thighs, his mouth hung open, his
breath came in short pants, and his eyes roamed lustily over my
writhing body.

“Laura…I’m…gonna cum!”
He growled between rapid, shallow breaths.

“Me…too!” I barely
managed to gasp as I shuddered with ecstasy. “Cum…inside…me!” I
moaned, digging my fingernails into my breasts.

Suddenly, we both went
perfectly silent for just half a second. Then, we climaxed at
exactly the same time. Larry moaned and rammed his cock deeper into
my cunt than ever before, and at that moment I shuddered and felt
myself clench tightly around his shaft, my insides squeezing down
on him as he came. The walls of my pussy contracted and convulsed
around his dick, practically milking it as it sprayed load after
load of semen into me!

I cried out and wrapped
my arms around his neck; embracing him tightly as I felt hot, thick
cum flowing from his penis and filling my insides. Our bodies
pressed together, trembling in pleasure, lips locked, as our
orgasms rushed through us. I felt indescribable ecstasy as my spine
tingled with electricity and fire flowed through my veins. After
what seemed like an eternity, Larry’s shivering stopped and he
slowly withdrew his spent cock, the semi-firm flesh causing small
orgasmic aftershocks as it slid from my dripping, throbbing
pussy.

As Larry’s penis exited
my cunt and fell back between his legs, I felt the massive deposit
of cum inside me begin to shift. I let go of his neck (which I
realized I was still holding rather tightly) and he stepped back,
seeming somewhat lightheaded. I relaxed, leaning back against the
bathroom mirror, and gently touched my tender lips with my fingers.
Then, with Larry watching dazedly, I spread them wide and felt his
thick semen slowly pour out of my pussy, running down my slit to
form a perfect cream pie.

Larry snapped out of
his post-coital daze and helped me down off the bathroom counter. I
winced slightly as I landed, my back and hips a bit sore from our
vigorous lovemaking. He leaned down and kissed me again, and I gave
him a playful smack on the ass.

“How about we get
dressed before someone else needs the bathroom?” I suggested,
turning and bending over to use the sink. “Oh!” I exclaimed
surprisedly as I felt a probing finger suddenly penetrate my
behind. “Mmmm…” I hummed, feeling pleasure once again trickle
through me as Larry gently explored the inside of my ass.

“I think they can wait
a few more minutes, don’t you?” He asked.

“Mmmm, I hope so…” I
moaned, gyrating my hips slightly with the movement of his
fingers.
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 First Come

by Erika Foxx

 


 


Jill Mullen sat in
silence as the standing passengers in front of her swayed with the
motion of the train. She hated Friday commutes because everybody
was trying to get home at the same time to start their
weekends.

She knew from
experience by the time she got to her stop, she’d be the only one
left on the train. When the last passenger walked off at the stop
before hers, she always glanced around to see if there were any
interesting things left behind. She always found something
interesting, and today was no exception.

As the train started
again, she stood and walked up toward the front of the car.
Something lying in one of the seats caught her eye. It was a
magazine, and the ad on the back is what caught her by surprise.
Everything around Christmas and New Year’s was printed in the
colors of the season, and this ad was no exception. The letters
were bright green on a red and white spiraled background that made
the letters look like a flashing neon sign.

 


RING IN THE NEW YEAR
WITH A BANG AND JOIN US FOR THE ANNUAL FIRST COME PARTY!

 


Jill sat down next to
the seat with the magazine and stared at the ad for a moment before
picking up the magazine. She turned it over and read the title,
“Swingers Connection.” She thumbed through it and saw a bunch of
personal ads of singles and couples apparently looking for others
to hook up with for swinging. She felt her cheeks redden as she
read one of the ads.

“SWF and boyfriend
looking for other couples to share in our exploration of our
bodies. Must be young, sexy, beautiful and experienced swingers,
and not be afraid to have every part of your bodies explored. No
newbies please.”

There was a photo of
the SWF and her boyfriend beside the ad. The girl’s hand was around
his hard cock, and his hand was buried between her legs. There was
a voice mailbox number to call to leave a message.

There were pages full
of these ads, with a few articles on the swinging lifestyle, but
the ad on the back cover is what she was interested in the most.
She started to read the fine print in the ad.

“For this year’s New
Year’s party, we’ll be trying something new. We’ve booked a private
ballroom, and we’ll be serving a gourmet meal with some hot
entertainment to get things going throughout the night. For this
party, only couples will be allowed, so if you’re a single be sure
to hook up with someone for this event!”

Jill kept reading and
was getting more intrigued with every word, not to mention
aroused.

“Each couple will have
their own table and dedicated wait staff, and the event will be
emceed by our very own Swing Master and Mistress, the two editors
of Swingers Connection. You’ll enjoy the entertainment and will be
welcomed to be part of it if you’re so inclined. We’re sure the
final event of the evening will leave everyone breathless!”

The ad went on to list
a website where more details could be found and where you could
register for the party. It was pricey, though, at $750 per couple.
She rolled the magazine up and slipped it into her bag. She needed
to think about whether to show it to Woody or not, but the images
in the ads and the thoughts about what the entertainment might be
made the butterflies in her belly flutter.

 


*************

 


Woody had gone to bed
by the time she got home, and she had spent the better part of an
hour re-reading the ad for the New Year’s party and checking out
more of the personal ads inside. She was getting turned on by the
pictures and the descriptions of what these people wanted to do
with other couples and groups of couples. She’d heard of swinging
before, and she’d fantasized about it when she was a younger woman.
But raising twins hadn’t left much time for anything other than
good old fashioned, pedestrian, married sex, worked in when the
girls were at a friend’s house or were sound asleep in the wee
hours of the night.

Their girls were born
when she was only nineteen, and her parents had forced Woody to
marry her. She was a virgin when they had sex for the first time,
and Woody thought some extra lube would lessen the pain when he
popped her cherry. The only problem was he used petroleum jelly as
lube. He came inside her, and when he pulled out, he saw the condom
was melted and his cum was oozing out of her. She jumped in the
shower in a panic and tried to rinse it all from inside her, but it
was too late. She had a friend buy a pregnancy test kit a few days
later, and that confirmed it. Knocked-up and nineteen. Her parents
demanded Woody marry her, and he did. The twins were grown now and
away at college and she and Woody were young empty-nesters.

And now she had this
magazine in her hands, and was thinking about showing it to Woody
in the morning. He had tried on so many occasions since the girls
left for school to get her to loosen up and have more fun when they
made love, but old habits are hard to break sometimes. All the
stifled moans of ecstasy, the
face-in-the-pillow-we-can’t-let-the-girls-hear our orgasms, her
hand over Woody’s mouth to silence his groans as he emptied his
seed in her so many times over the years. Maybe finding this
magazine was fate telling her to loosen up, to enjoy her sexuality.
She still had a great figure, and though Woody’s six-pack abs were
smoother, he still had a sexy body.

She yawned, and decided
she was going to show him tomorrow. If nothing else, it would tell
him she was trying to get more adventurous, even if he didn’t want
to go. After all, $750 is a lot of money. She rolled up the
magazine and put it back in her bag and went to bed.

 


*************

 


Jill awoke the next
morning to the smell of coffee and burnt toast. She got out of bed,
stretched, put on her robe and walked downstairs to the kitchen.
Woody was sipping coffee and finishing his toast when she walked in
and kissed him on the cheek.

“Morning, sleepy head,”
he said. “What time did you get home last night?”

“It was about nine, I
guess,” Jill said as she grabbed a mug and filled it with coffee.
“Lots of people, probably because of the holidays.”

“I didn’t hear you come
to bed,” Woody said. He licked the butter and jam from his fingers.
Jill sat down with him and poured some cream in her coffee.

“I stayed up after I
got back. I was a little tense, I guess.” Woody looked at her and
smiled. His eyes always made her melt. They were the sweetest shade
of light brown, like milk chocolate. He stared into her eyes for a
moment, and he broke his gaze to take her all in. Jill fluffed at
her hair, knowing she must look a mess. Woody grabbed one of her
hands, and held it in his.

“I always love the way
you look in the morning, Jilly,” he said. “You’re gorgeous. God,
I’m a lucky man!” He lifted her hand to his mouth and peppered it
with soft kisses.

“I’m a mess, Woody,”
she said. “But thank you for saying I’m gorgeous.”

“I mean it, honey. But
I can tell there’s something on your mind.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, you just
poured salt in your coffee.” Jill looked at the salt shaker in her
hand, and laughed out loud.

“Shit,” she said. Woody
laughed with her.

“What’s on your mind
babe,” he said. He picked up her mug and dumped it in the sink and
rinsed it out. “Wanna try this again?” He poured her mug full. Jill
watched him as he poured the coffee and walked back to the
table.

“Woody, honey,” she
started. “I have something I want to show you, but you have to
promise me something first.”

“Okay,” he said,
cocking his head to the side in curiosity. “What do I have to
promise?”

“That you won’t think
I’m a nutcase or a pervert or something,” she said.

“Seriously?” he said.
The look on her face told him the answer. “Okay, I promise.”

Jill reached under the
table and grabbed the rolled-up Swinger’s Connection magazine from
her purse and then held it in her lap. Woody leaned over to see
what she had, and she plopped it open on the table between them.
The ad on the back cover stared them both in the face.

“What’s this?” he
asked.

“I found it on the
train last night. Somebody left it, and I found it.”

Woody glanced at the
ad, and saw the words “NEW YEAR” and “PARTY” and gave Jill the
oddest look she’d seen on his face in a very long while. “This is
all about a New Year’s party?”

“Look closer, baby,”
she said, sliding it closer to him. “And look inside.”

Jill watched the
expression on her husband’s face change from confusion to
understanding as he flipped through the pages. He looked up at her
in surprise.

“What, you want to
start swinging? Holy shit!”

“No, not swinging, I
thought maybe going to that New Year’s party might be something fun
for us to do.”

“So I’m not enough for
you?” Woody asked. Jill could usually tell if he was serious, but
not this time.

“That’s not it, honey,”
Jill answered. “You’re everything to me. It’s just that…”

“…that you want to step
out a little.” He always knew her thoughts before she did.

“Yes.”

Woody looked at her,
and then at the ad, and then back at her. “Seven hundred fifty
bucks is a shitload of money, Jill.”

“Yeah, but when was the
last time we did anything just for us?” she asked. “It’s always
been about the girls, and we’re alone here and I don’t want to come
home anymore and just eat dinner and fall asleep watching reality
TV.” Tears welled in her eyes and she got up to look out the window
and compose herself. Why am I getting so emotional about this
party?

She took a sip of
coffee and felt Woody’s arms wrap around her waist and pull her
closer to him. He kissed the nape of her neck and held his lips
there as he spoke.

“I was shocked, baby,
that’s all,” he said. “I mean, it’s not every day a man’s wife
comes home with a swinger’s magazine and asks if he’d like to go to
a swinging party.”

She loved the feel of
his lips on her neck and his warm breath sent shivers down her
body. That always made her horny, and she felt a familiar tickle
deep in her belly. She turned to face him and wrapped her arms
around his waist. Woody lifted her chin and wiped the tears away
with his fingers and kissed her, and the only reality she knew
right then was she wanted him. They made love for the first time in
their house in a room other than their bedroom, with the morning
sun streaming through the kitchen window.

 


*************

 


They both sat in the
middle of the kitchen floor totally naked, and Woody was browsing
the website for Swinger’s Connection. Jill watched as he found the
link to the New Year’s Eve party. The page had the same information
as the ad did, and there was a sign-in form with a PayPal link to
pay the registration fee.

“Well, what do you
think?” Woody asked. “Do or not do?” Yoda was his favorite
philosopher, and Jill love-slapped his arm because of it.

“Do,” she said.

“Do,” he said. He
filled out the form and submitted their payment, and a page opened
with more details about what the dress code was, what time to
arrive, everything except where to arrive. At the bottom of the
page there was a stern warning.

“You will be receiving
and email shortly telling you the location of the event. You are
sworn to secrecy and must not divulge the location to anyone. If
the hotel we are using finds out how we plan to use their ballroom,
the event will surely be cancelled and you will lose your
$750.”

“I guess they’re
serious, but it makes sense,” Woody said. “I guess it wouldn’t be
good for the other hotel guests to know there was a swinger’s orgy
going on in their ballroom!” A few moments later they received the
email, and they were surprised to find the location was a five-star
resort not far from where they lived.

With New Year’s Eve
less than a week away, they had to get moving on the arrangements.
They went shopping, and Jill bought a hot little black dress with
an open back, thigh high black stockings with red lace at the top
and a pair of black stiletto heels. Woody opted for the traditional
black tuxedo with a flat-front white shirt and a red bow tie. They
were all dressed up, and they definitely had a place to go.

 


*************

 


They arrived at the
resort promptly at 6 and the valet helped Jill out of the car as
Woody walked around and gave him the keys. They walked into the
lobby and asked the concierge where the Bristol Room was. He smiled
and directed them to a hallway.

“Second set of
double-doors on the left,” he said. “There’s a check-in table set
up right outside.” The smiled, thanked him and walked toward the
ballroom. Jill held Woody’s arm as they made their way.

“I’m so nervous,
Woods,” Jill said. “My stomach is flip-flopping, and my knees have
a funny feeling in them.”

“I know what you mean,”
he replied. “But it’s not too late to turn back, if you don’t want
to do this.”

“No way,” she said,
pulling herself closer so she could whisper something in his ear.
“It’s making me wet, too.”

Woody looked at his
wife, and her smile was different. It was sexy, and her eyes were
smoldering. He smiled and winked at her. He knew what she meant,
because the thought of what they were about to do was making him
hard.

“May I see your
invitation please?” the stunning young lady at the door asked.
Woody reached inside his jacket and pulled out the card they had
received in the mail.

“Here you go,” he
said.

“Thank you, Mr. and
Mrs. …” she paused as her bright red and green fingernails flipped
through a pile of index cards. “…ah, here it is. Mullen. Yes,
you’ll be seated at table 21, and as you’re new with us, you’ll be
seated with one of our more…seasoned…couples, the Millers. They
volunteer to help our new visitors get familiar with the
particulars of our parties, so you can ask them anything you
want.”

She handed them two
small name tents with their names and table number. The attendant
opened the door for them and they walked inside.

 


*************

 


The ballroom was
spectacular. At the center of the room was a huge round stage with
four sets of stairs. In the center of the stage was a huge round
bed with a pile of gold, red and green pillows stacked neat in a
pyramid. Bottles of champagne chilled in buckets at the top of each
stairway, one on each side. There were four large signs posted in
each corner reading ‘MF’, ‘MM’, ‘FF’ and ‘AG.’ Under each sign was
a table with two large wicker baskets and a plastic container
between them.

A spacious, circular
dance floor surrounded the stage and there were some couples
dancing to the music of the live jazz quartet playing near the
entrance. There was a single row of tables arranged outside the
dance floor. The ring of tables was surrounded by what looked like
mattresses covered with more of the gold, green and red
pillows.

An usher approached
them and asked for their name tents and then led them to Table 21.
It looked to Jill like the Millers had arrived because there were
half-full flutes of champagne at two of the places.

“Perhaps you’d like
some champagne to start your evening?” the usher asked. They both
nodded and the usher held up his white-gloved hand and waved. “Your
waiter and waitress will be with you in a moment.”

Woody pulled out a
chair for Jill, and he held it for her as she sat. As Woody took
his seat, their waiter and waitress arrived. The young man was
about twenty, tall and wide-shouldered with close cropped blonde
hair and deep blue eyes. He wore tight fitting black slacks with a
white tuxedo shirt and green bow tie, with a satin cummerbund.

The young lady was
about the same age. Her loose curled natural red hair was past
shoulder length, and her eyes were a stunning shade of green. She
wore a mid-thigh length fluted black satin skirt and a white tuxedo
blouse with the same bow tie. Black seamed thigh-high stockings
covered her shapely legs, showing enough to reveal the garters than
held them up. A pair of black high heels rounded out her uniform.
Each carried a flute of champagne.

“My name is Richard,”
the young man said as he handed the flute to Jill.

“And my name is
Vivian,” the young lady said. Woody took the champagne from
her.

“If there’s anything
you need,” Richard said, “please don’t hesitate to ask us. We will
be taking care of you and the Millers exclusively tonight, and our
goal is to give you an unforgettable evening.

“We have an hour before
the first course will be served for you,” Vivian added. “So if
you’d like to dance, or just sit and enjoy your champagne, it’s all
up to you.” Woody and Jill looked at each other and both said
“Okay” in unison.

“You’ll probably want
to introduce yourself to the Millers, too,” Richard added. “That’s
them by the FF staircase.” Richard pointed toward the set of stairs
pointing toward the corner with the FF sign.

“Excuse us,” Vivian
said. “We’ll be back in a little while.” They both walked away.
Woody stared at Vivian’s athletic body and admired her ass as it
swayed. Jill marveled at Richard’s wide shoulders tapering to a
slim waist, all supported by an obviously strong ass and legs.

“You must be the
Mullens!”

Jill and Woody were
jolted from their ogling by a deep, booming voice.

“I’m Oren Miller, and
this is my wife Alexa,” the man said, extending his hand to
Woody.

“Woody Mullen, yes,” he
said, standing and grasping Oren’s hand and shaking it. “My wife,
Jill.” Woody held his hand palm-up toward Jill. Oren held his hand
out to Jill, and he took her hand like he was holding a piece of
fine china. He kissed the top of her hand.

Oren Miller was average
height with salt and pepper hair, bushy black eyebrows and
narrow-set charcoal eyes. When he smiled, the wrinkles at the
corners of his eyes deepened and gave away his fiftyish age. He
wore a black tuxedo, as everyone was required, but his shirt was
bright green satin, and his bow tie was white.

Alexa’s dark auburn
hair framed her young face, and her eyes were a deep chocolate
brown, highlighted with the same shade of eye shadow and black eye
liner. She had what Woody called bedroom eyes. Her skin was tanned
and firm, and her dress hugged every curve of her body. A trophy
wife for sure. Her dress was the same color and fabric as Oren’s
shirt. The neckline plunged down to her navel, held together by
three thin white satin bands right below her breasts. The short hem
was ruffled with white lace, and she wore white sheer stockings.
Her satin high heels matched the color of her dress.

“You two look amazing,
don’t they dear?” Oren asked as he stared into Jill’s eyes and she
felt like he was undressing her.

“So sexy, baby,” Alexa
answered. She put her hands on Jill’s shoulders and leaned in and
pecked a light kiss on each cheek. She repeated her kisses on
Woody’s cheeks.

“Let’s sit down and
chat before the evening starts,” Oren suggested by helping Alexa
take her seat. Woody and Oren sat down at the same time.

Oren and Alexa began by
explaining the room to them. The room was divided by the four
signs, and only were important toward the end of the evening. He
explained ‘MF’ was for heterosexual couples and groups, ‘FF’ was
for lesbian couples, ‘MM’ was for gay male couples and ‘AG’ stood
for ‘Anything Goes.’ Alexa piped in this was her favorite area of
the room because nothing was taboo.

She explained as the
evening went on, there would be entertainment on the stage for them
to enjoy, and their waiter and waitress would be part of their own
personal entertainment at their table.

Oren explained the
emcees for the evening would dictate the events of the night, and
each of them would be allowed to visit any or all of the four areas
before deciding where they wanted to finish the evening and bring
in the New Year.

“Do either of you have
any questions?” Alexa asked.

“I do,” Jill said.
“What are the baskets on the tables in the corners?”

“Ah, yes,” Oren
answered. “I forgot to mention that, thank you. One basket is
filled with condoms and the other has individual packets of
lubricants of any kind you might like.”

Jill elbowed Woody in
the ribs for fun, reminding him of their misfortune with petroleum
jelly so many years ago.

“Hey,” he protested. “I
was young and stupid, what can I say?” Jill told them the story of
how their twins were conceived. They all laughed, even Woody, and
the Millers assured them there were no petroleum based lubes
there.

“And the box in the
middle has every type of sex toy you might need or want to use,”
Alexa added. “Vibrators, dildos, butt plugs, nipple clamps,
strap-ons, handcuffs, you name it. It’s probably there!”

Oren and Woody talked
sports and Jill and Alexa talked fashion as the two couples got to
know each other better. Vivian and Richard brought a dish of fresh
strawberries and refilled their champagne, and Woody and Jill began
to relax in this new experience.

“Alexa, I have to ask
you,” Jill said, and she cleared her throat. “What is going to
happen tonight?” The champagne and berries were sweet and tangy and
her lips were tingling.

“Honestly, Jill, we
don’t really know exactly.”

“You see,” Oren piped
in, “Every party is different. We never know what our illustrious
emcees have planned.”

“It’s all part of the
excitement,” Alexa said. “Knowing, but not knowing.” Her mouth
turned up in a sultry smile, she winked at Jill, and pursed her
crimson lips in a kiss aimed toward Woody. “You know?”

There was an awkward
moment, and then Oren leaned over and kissed his wife. Woody and
Jill watched as their kiss heated up. Alexa’s tongue traced Oren’s
lips, and he responded in kind. They took turns sucking each
other’s tongues into their mouths, and then finished with their
lips locked together in a deep kiss. Jill reached under the table
and took Woody’s hand and squeezed it hard. They looked at each
other, wondering if they were supposed to follow suit. Oren sensed
their confusion and broke off his kiss.

“You don’t need to do
exactly what we do tonight,” he said. “If you feel like kissing, go
right ahead. When the party officially starts, we’ll have to do
what the emcees tell us.” He nodded at them, smiled and went back
to devouring his wife’s mouth.

 


*************

 


Woody and Jill looked
around the room. There were two couples at each table. Some had
four women, some four men, and some like their table. At the next
table, Jill saw a handsome man put a strawberry in his mouth and
feed it to another gorgeous man sitting next to him. She watched as
they nibbled the fruit and then kissed as it disappeared between
them. On the other side of the room was a table of four women. Two
of them were giggling as they watched the other two, whose faces
were buried in each other’s necks and were kissing and licking each
other with abandon.

Jill squeezed Woody’s
hand harder. They exchanged a look, and then kissed. It was soft,
sensual and tentative at first, and then Jill swirled her tongue
into Woody’s mouth. Woody responded in kind, and their tongues
played back and forth, tasting each other. When they pulled apart,
they saw Oren and Alexa cheek-to-cheek, watching them with great
interest.

“Jill?” Alexa asked.
“Sometimes the best way to get comfortable with whether you’ll
enjoy swinging is to start small. Would you mind if I kissed your
husband?” She smiled and licked her lips, and her question hung in
the air for a moment. Woody squeezed Jill’s hand again.

“Well,” Jill began. “I
guess that’s one way to find out how I’m going to feel.” She looked
into Woody’s eyes, and the look on his face was an odd mixture of
curiosity, fear and lust all rolled into one. Jill didn’t realize
it but she had the same look on her face.

“Kiss her, Woody,” Jill
said. “It’s OK. I want to see if I’m going to be able to go through
with this, watching you with another woman.” Woody’s mouth went dry
as Alexa stood and slid her chair next to Woody, wrapped her arms
around his neck and leaned in to put her lips on Woody’s. She
traced her tongue around Woody’s lips, as she’d done to her husband
earlier. She made sure she held Woody’s head so Jill could see what
was happening. Her tongue darted in and out of Woody’s opened lips,
and he enjoyed the feeling of a strange woman’s tongue seeking his,
and finding it. She grabbed the back of his head and pulled their
mouths hard together and she began to kiss Woody like Jill had
never kissed him.

Jill looked at her
husband’s mouth being devoured by Alexa’s expert tongue and lips,
and she felt a twinge between her legs and butterflies in her
stomach. She watched as if she was seeing a movie, and she realized
the sight before her was more than okay. She was getting turned on
watching her husband with another woman.

“She’s a good kisser,”
Oren said. “I think they’re enjoying themselves, don’t you?” He
took Jill’s hand in his and put his other hand on top. “Woody,
would you mind if I kissed Jill?”

Woody managed a muffled
‘uh-huh’ as he looked at Jill and gave her a slight nod. Oren moved
next to Jill and put his arm around her and leaned in to kiss her
on the cheek. His cologne was spicy and sweet and his lips were
warm and soft, and Jill turned her head and their lips met. Their
kiss was soft at first. Oren was seducing her with his lips and
tongue, and when he ran the tip of his tongue along the inside of
Jill’s lips, she flicked his tongue with hers. Every touch of his
tongue inside her mouth made her insides flutter, and made her feel
the sweet, familiar itch deep inside.

Jill looked over at
Woody and watched him responding to Alexa’s sultry mouth, feeling
Oren’s lips and tongue ministering to her own mouth. Woody opened
his eyes and saw Jill watching him. He was mesmerized by the
feeling of this gorgeous woman’s kiss, and he felt his own familiar
growing twinge as he watched Jill’s tongue dance with Oren’s.
Vivian and Richard arrived at the table and interrupted the two
couples.

“I see you’ve started
breaking them in, Mr. Miller,” Richard said. All four of them
stopped and looked at Richard and Vivian and offered sheepish
smiles all around. “It’s perfectly all right, as long as it doesn’t
go past the kiss!”

“Yes, Richard,” Oren
answered. “We were making sure our friends here were comfortable
watching their mate be intimate with another, before the night
begins.”

“An excellent idea,”
Vivian said. “In a few minutes the lights will dim and we’ll bring
the first course. From this point on, it’s important any intimate
contact be only according to the emcees’ direction.”

Vivian and Richard held
hands and gave a slight bow and excused themselves and Jill noticed
the other tables’ wait staff were in perfect unison as they walked
to the outer edge of the room and toward the kitchen doors. True to
their word, the lights dimmed in the ballroom, and the set of stage
lights were brought up to illuminate the stage in the center of the
room.

“Ladies and gentlemen,”
a loud, deep voice came from the PA speakers. “Welcome to the First
Come New Year’s Eve party!” A single spotlight shone one a couple
walking hand in hand down one of the four paths leading to the
staircases at the stage. The man speaking was dressed in a
traditional black tuxedo, and the woman was wearing a full-length
sequined red gown sparkling in the spotlight.

“We hope you’ve been
enjoying the evening so far,” the woman said. “And we know it’s
only going to get better as the evening undresses.”

“Don’t you mean
unfolds, dear?” She slapped his arm in jest, and then mocked
a laugh together.

“No, I mean un-DRESS!”
she said, and the room exploded in pulsing techno dance music and
swirling multi-colored lights. The waiters and waitresses strutted
down the four aisles and broke off to go to their assigned tables.
Each had a tray in hand, and once they arrived they placed the
trays on the tables and they started dancing and grinding against
each other.

Richard and Vivian
strutted hand-in-hand around their table. They both tore off their
shirts, the bow ties still around their necks. Richard’s chest and
abs were smooth and chiseled, and when he stopped next to Alexa she
put her open hand on his chest and explored his bare torso. Vivian
wore a see-through white lace and satin bustier with half-cups, and
she stopped next to Oren. He put his hand on her belly, and then
let the palm of his hand make circles over each of her exposed
nipples. They were the longest nipples Woody had ever seen.

“Our first course is an
appetizer of Oysters Rockefeller, served with a side of tongue,”
the man announced over the throbbing music. Vivian picked up an
oyster and stood behind Woody. She put her hand around his head and
put the shell to his lips, and then bent down to his ear.

“Let it slide in your
mouth, Woody,” she whispered and tipped the shell up. “Please enjoy
my tongue while you savor the taste.” Just as the slick, buttery
oyster slid in his mouth she swirled her tongue around his earlobe
and purred. He looked across to Jill, who was getting the same
treatment from Richard.

The feeling of
Richard’s lips and tongue on Jill’s ear made her whole body tingle.
She squeezed her thighs together as the salty, buttery taste of the
oyster filled her mouth. She looked over at Woody. His eyes were
shut and Vivian was bathing his neck with her tongue. She glanced
over at Oren and Alexa and saw them holding each other’s face while
their tongues danced. The two waiters then took two more oysters
and fed Oren and Alexa in the same way.

They were each fed five
oysters, and each time the tongues of their servants became more
aggressive on the necks of their guests. They finished by each
eating an oyster themselves, and they drizzled the butter and
juices down their bare skin. They proceeded to clean each other
with their tongues, licking and sucking each other’s nipples and
swirling their tongues together in a deep kiss.

Richard held Vivian in
his arms and they turned toward the Millers and the Mullens, and
then strutted their way back toward the kitchen.

 


*************

 


“What a wonderful first
course,” Oren said. He leaned toward his wife and kissed her hard.
Woody and Jill followed suit with a passionate kiss, breaking it
off to hold each other.

“Woody, I’m so fucking
turned on,” Jill whispered in his ear. “I loved watching that hot
redhead licking and kissing you.” She put her hand between his legs
and felt how hard Vivian had made him.

“I think you can feel
how horny I am, babe,” he whispered back.

While they held each
other, they looked around the room and saw table after table with
couples kissing, licking, and groping one another. Woody saw a
table full of gorgeous blonde women were paired off and were
devouring each other’s mouths. In the other direction, Jill watched
a table of four men. A fit, bald black man was trailing his tongue
up and down the neck of a handsome white man, and his blue eyes met
Jill’s and he smiled and darted his tongue out to lick the ear of
his lover.

“Look around, Woody,”
she said. “Everybody’s licking somebody.” Woody answered by
lowering his mouth to Jill’s ear. He sucked her earlobe into his
mouth, and his hot breath in her ear made her shiver and
squirm.

“It’s fuckin’ hot,” he
whispered. “Make me hot with your tongue.” Jill dropped her head
and she licked and sucked at Woody’s neck while he kept up his
attack on her neck. They were squirming and moaning, and they could
hear a similar chorus of oohs and moans rising when the music
stopped as quickly as it had started and the room went completely
black.

They heard a new song
start, and Jill recognized it immediately. It was Ravel’s Bolero,
one of the longest and most passionate pieces of classical music
ever written. The lights came up on the center stage, but stayed
darkened in the rest of the room. The emcees were standing on the
stage.

“Ladies and gentlemen,”
the woman in the sparkling red dress said. “We hope you enjoyed the
appetizer!” The room erupted in applause.

“Your main course is
being served,” the man said, “and we hope you enjoy the
entertainment here on the center stage as you enjoy the delicious
Braised Duck Breast in Truffle Cream Sauce.”

The lights in the room
came up and the wait staff make their way out of the kitchen
holding a plate in each hand. Each of the girls was completely
naked except for a green or red g-string and their stockings and
garter belts. Each of the men wore one of the new one-sided thongs
the same color as their partner’s g-string.

They brought the plates
to their tables without saying a word and then they all made their
way to the stage and sat side by side on the edge of the round bed.
The food smelled amazing, and the two couples put their napkins in
their laps and began to eat. Oren was the first to taste the duck
with the truffle sauce, and the loud ‘mmmm’ that came from his
mouth signaled his approval.

Woody and Jill looked
at each other as they put a forkful in their mouths, and they were
blown away by the flavor, too. It was rich, decadent and delicious,
and they both rolled their eyes with their own moans of culinary
satisfaction.

Oren and Alexa and
Woody and Jill didn’t say much as they enjoyed their meal because
moments after they started, the lights in the room dimmed again. A
mirrored ball descended from the center of the stage, washing the
room with swirling multi-colored lights. The servers had all
gathered on stage and were seated around the outside of the bed and
held each other around the waist.

“Please enjoy watching
as your wait staff has an opportunity to show you how glad they are
to have you all here tonight,” the female emcee announced. “Staff,
let the entertainment…” She paused. “Begin!”

With her word, they
turned toward a partner next to them and began to swirl their
tongues together. Woody and Jill watched as the couples--some male
with male, some female with female, some male with female--became
gradually more intense with their mouths and tongues. Hands and
fingers found their way to nipples and breasts as the group’s
arousal began to be obvious. The men’s cocks were getting hard, and
they stood to remove the tiny thongs they were wearing. When they
sat back down, they turned their attention to their partner on the
other side, and the kissing continued.

Woody and Jill watched
the stage with amazement. The staff had all made their way onto the
bed and were writing and moaning as they touched and kissed and
licked and rubbed.

“It’s hard to eat and
watch them at the same time, isn’t it?” Oren asked. His deep voice
jolted Woody and Jill out of their trance. “I promise, things will
get more intense, and soon. I’d recommend you finish up your
duck.”

“Oh, Oren, stop being
such a clock watcher,” Alexa said. “Let them enjoy the show. We’ve
got time before the clock strikes midnight.” Jill and Woody looked
at them, and then back at the stage, and then down at their main
course.

“Yeah, eat, you’re
right,” Woody said. His mouth was agape as he watched the orgy
unfolding on stage. Jill picked up her fork and took a mouthful of
the tender duck breast, and her other hand found its way to Woody’s
cock. When he felt her hand on his cock, he turned to her and was
so taken by the sight of her eyes dripping with lust he grabbed her
face and kissed her hard. She squeezed his hardness and they both
moaned into each other’s mouths.

Woody slid his hand up
Jill’s thigh and felt her legs part. She wanted his hand on her
pussy, to feel his fingers pull aside her panties and to feel
herself gush with the wetness soaking her as he put his fingers
inside her.

“Whoa, there,” Oren
said as he saw the newbies getting ahead of things. “No groping and
touching by the guests until the emcee says so!” He wagged a
playful finger at Woody and Jill, and they broke off their kissing
and fondling like two teens getting caught playing together. Their
faces were flushed.

“Um, well,” Woody
stammered. “Yeah, I guess all this stimulation is new for us.”

“Don’t worry,” Alexa
said. “Things will go quicker now I think.”

 


*************

 


The orgy on stage had
built to a crescendo that matched the music, and the writhing and
moaning of the waiters and waitresses was intense. But none of them
had come, and as the song ended they paired off and returned to the
kitchen. The emcees were seated on the edge of the bed and were
watching their guests dine. Woody and Jill and Oren and Alexa
finished their main course without much talk. Richard and Vivian
appeared and took their dishes from the table, and both were
completely nude. Richard’s cock was rock hard and Vivian’s nipples
were, too. All four at the table watched their staff walk back to
the kitchen.

“Ladies and gentlemen,
are you ready for desert?” The emcee’s voice boomed and everyone
applauded.

“And we are, too!” The
woman in the red glittering gown pointed in the direction of the
kitchen and then gave a thumbs-up. “Our dessert for tonight is
Honey Lavender Ice Cream served with Milk Chocolate Wafers and
Vanilla Tea,” she announced.

The lighting in the
room turned to a deep purple, and Madonna’s “Erotic” played on the
sound system. The Mullen’s and the Miller’s watched as Richard and
Vivian strutted toward their table with their desserts. Richard
kissed Jill and Alexa as he served them, and Vivian kissed Oren and
Woody as she served them.

“We hope you’ve enjoyed
our service tonight,” they said in unison. “And we’ve got one more
thing for you to enjoy as you finish your desserts.”

Richard removed the
centerpiece from the table and placed it on the floor under the
table. He climbed on the table and lay on his back. Vivian walked
to the other side of the table and climbed over Richard so they
were in a sixty-nine position.

“Enjoy yourselves as we
enjoy each other,” they said in unison, and then they began to
pleasure each other.

Vivian took his long
cock into her mouth and sucked on the tip. She swirled her tongue
around and around until his hips started to rise and fall. With one
smooth motion, she lowered her face all the way down, taking his
whole length into her throat. She kept repeating the swirling and
deep-throating and the rising and falling became bucking and
thrusting.

Richard’s tongue parted
Vivian’s swollen pussy lips, and pulled her closer by wrapping his
arms around her waist. She moaned and her hips started to roll back
and forth as she felt his tongue circle her clit, then dip into her
hole, and then circle the puckered rosette of her ass.

All the while they were
rocking and moaning, the four at the table ate their ice cream and
chocolate and sipped their tea and stared at the mutual oral sex
happening in front of them. These two gorgeous people were so
engrossed in each other, and their pleasure grew with each lick,
each suck, each thrust and hump and finger.

Jill looked around at
the other tables, and the same scene was playing out there as well.
Every table had its servers on the table. Some were fucking, some
were in sixty-nines, and some were facing each other and
masturbating. With every second, she felt her pussy getting wetter
and wetter, and the tingling and butterflies deep in her belly
grew.

“Woody, this is making
me so fucking horny.”

“Me too.” Woody’s words
were hoarse and dry.

“Us too,” Alexa said.
She had a hand on her breast and was squeezing it as she watched
Richard sucking on Vivian’s swollen clit while her head bobbed up
and down on Richard’s glistening cock.

“Only a while to go, my
friends,” Oren offered matter-of-factly, and then he smiled.
“Twenty minutes to midnight.” He motioned to the stage, and they
all saw the emcee and the woman in the red dress were completely
naked as well.

“Ladies and gentlemen,”
said the emcee. “You are free to make your way to the area of your
choice. You may remain clothed, or remove your clothes as you see
fit. If you want to watch, you may watch. If you want to join in
with someone or a group, please ask first. You may do anything
consensual between you and whomever you’re with, but there is only
one thing you absolutely may not do.”

The emcee broke out
into a huge grin as he took the woman in red’s hand. “You may NOT
have an orgasm before midnight!” Everyone groaned and then some
nervous laughter and light applause broke out as he continued.

“What I want you all to
do is to get yourselves more aroused than you’ve ever been. I want
you to be so in need of orgasm that you ache. Ladies, I want your
pussies to be dripping and throbbing, so close that just one little
hot breath on your clit will put you over the edge.

“Men, I want your cocks
so hard they hurt,” the woman in red broke in. “I want to see them
twitching, dripping with pre-cum, their veins pulsing and so ready
to come that the slightest touch will make you explode.”

The whole crowd erupted
in applause and cheers, and then it became totally quiet for a
moment. The music rose and the lights pulsed between shades of red
and blue.

“You have about fifteen
minutes to get yourselves ready for the first come of the New
Year!” The emcee and his partner said in unison. “Begin!”

And they did. Jill and
Woody watched Oren and Alexa rip their clothes off and Oren pulled
his wife into his arms and kissed her deeply.

“When in Rome?” Jill
said. She pulled Woody to her and sucked his tongue into her mouth
as she pulled his jacket down over his arms. He shook it off while
Jill ripped his shirt open and sucked one of his nipples into her
mouth. They were a blur of flying clothing until they were as naked
as everyone else in the room.

“Let’s walk around and
watch first,” Woody said. “Might as well do what the man said.
Let’s get fucking horny, baby.” He took her hand and they walked
through the “MF” area.

The two couples seated
next to them had arranged their chairs in a close circle. The men
sat across from the women, and all four of them were masturbating
as they watched each other. The men stroked their cocks while the
women watched and slipped their fingers into their silky wet
pussies. Jill squeezed Woody’s hand tighter and he felt his mouth
getting dry as he watched the four of them moaning and fucking
themselves.

As they made their way
to the FF area, they saw couples bucking against each other in
sixty-nines, men and women giving lap dances to their partners, and
two couples had arranged themselves in a circle, the women sucking
cocks and the men licking and sucking on the girls’ clits.

Woody and Jill stopped
and watched them for a moment. Jill felt the familiar butterflies
of arousal build inside her, and she felt a drop of her wetness
trickle down the inside of her thigh. She pulled Woody to her with
one hand around his neck and let the other find the softness of
Woody’s cock, and she kissed him hard with her tongue finding
his.

“Oh fuck, Woody, this
is so hot. I’m getting so turned on, are you?” She gave his cock a
playful squeeze and smiled. Her eyes smoldered with lust.

“What do you think?” He
pulsed his cock hard and it thickened in her hand. His hand found
its way to her soaked pussy, and he thrust one finger inside her
and rubbed against her most sensitive spot inside. They moaned into
each other’s mouths for a moment.

“I want to see the rest
of the room, and we only have ten minutes left,” Jill said, and she
pulled Woody by the cock into the FF area. Some of the couples in
the FF area were paired off, some were by themselves masturbating
with huge rubber dildos and vibrators, and other had grouped
together in a writhing mass of pussies and tongues and fingers…and
moans.

Woody had noticed the
room had filled with the sounds of sexual abandon, and there was
the distinct smell of sex in the room. As they walked through the
section, women were reaching out and touching them, some fondling
Jill’s breasts as they passed. They saw another group of women all
wearing strap-ons, and were walking hand-in-hand through the maze
of women pleasing each other, stopping to let them suck on their
rubber cocks.

The next area was the
MM area. Neither of them had ever watched men please each other and
they both watched. Jill had always wanted to watch men have sex
together, and she felt her butterflies turn to intense tingles as
she watched a group of three men in a circle sucking each other’s
cocks. They were so fit and handsome, and she watched them lick and
suck their partners’ cocks as they fondled and stroked and probed
their nipples and balls and assholes. Woody watched, but he didn’t
feel the same arousal as Jill.

 


*************

 


Woody looked at the
clock and saw it was five minutes until midnight, and he tapped
Jill on the shoulder and pointed at the clock.

“Okay, babe,” Jill
said. “I can tell this isn’t for you, but I think it’s fucking
hot!”

“I’m glad you like it,
but it’s not my kinda thing,” Woody said. “Let’s go see the AG
section and then get back to our table so we can be ready for
whatever’s going to come next!”

Jill knelt down and
sucked Woody’s cock into her mouth and swirled her tongue around
the tip. She looked up into his eyes, and pulled his entire length
into her throat. Woody loved seeing her deep blue eyes staring up
at him, and the feeling of her warm mouth and throat spasming
around his cock while she stared into his soul made his knees weak
and his cock come to life again.

“That’s better, baby.
Let’s see what’s happening in the Anything Goes section!” She stood
and pulled him by the cock again, and they made their way into the
AG area.

Neither of them had
ever seen some of the things happening in front of them. One table
had four men bent over it, and their heads met in the middle. They
were flicking each other’s tongues, and around the outside the four
men were being fucked in the ass, two of them by women wearing
strap-ons and the other two by men.

Beside another table, a
woman was sandwiched between two men. One had is cock in her ass
and the other pounded away at her pussy. A third man was getting
his cock sucked by the woman, and the guy fucking her ass was
sucking on it, too.

One table had a man
tied naked and face-up on the top of the table. He had a red ball
strapped into his mouth, and a woman dressed in black, shiny
lingerie was flogging his angry red and engorged cock with a whip.
Right next to it, a woman was staked out on a table with her legs
spread wide and tied with ropes. Her nipples were pinched in
clothespins, and her pussy was stretched wide open with metal
clamps. She had a glass chamber with a vacuum tube coming off the
top, and her lover had sucked the air out so her clit was screaming
red and half-way up the tube. She was moaning louder than anyone
around, and her vocal arousal reminded Woody and Jill they needed
to get back to their table soon.

As they made their way
through the AG section and back around to their table, they saw and
heard and felt the arousal growing in the room. Every hand and
finger was busy giving pleasure to a hard cock or a wet pussy or a
tight asshole, and to holes and fleshy folds Woody and Jill could
never have imagined.

“We have three minutes
to First Come! Everyone get ready!” The emcees voice boomed in the
room, and there was a flurry of activity of couples finding their
final place for the big finale of the night. There were more
couples than Woody and Jill wanting to look around.

When they got back to
their table, they found Alexa on the table with her legs spread
wide. Oren was kneeling between her legs, and he was bathing her
pussy with long, slow strokes. She saw Woody and Jill and motioned
for them to come over to the table, and they did.

“May I?” Alexa asked,
and reached out and stroked Jill’s puffy wet pussy lips. Without a
word, she dipped her middle finger inside and rubbed her thumb in
circles around Jill’s hard and engorged clit. “And bring your cock
over here, Woody.”

She shifted on the
table and sucked Woody’s cock into her mouth. Woody and Jill leaned
together and their tongues met. She felt Alexa’s fingertip
massaging her g-spot and her thumb was bringing her so close to
coming, and Woody felt her mouth sucking on the head of his cock
while her rough and wet tongue slid side to side underneath.

“One minute!” They
heard the emcee but it didn’t register. Oren had risen and he was
dipping the head of his huge cock between Alexa’s swollen pussy
lips to get it lubricated.

“I want you to fuck my
ass, Oren,” Alexa begged. She pulled her legs higher and lifted her
hips from the table. Oren put a small pillow under her hips so he
had the perfect angle to enter her dark hole. He pushed his cock
into her pussy to get it wet, and then lubed her puckered little
hole with his spit. She moaned as he pushed against her, and the
head of his cock entered her tight asshole with a plop.

“The trick is to make
sure you come at the moment the clock strikes midnight!” the emcee
said. Jill glanced at the stage and saw the woman in red riding the
emcee’s cock. They were surrounded on the huge bed by the entire
staff, including Vivian and Richard, who were locked in a savage
sixty-nine among the other staff couples that were in every manner
of lusty abandon.

The seconds ticked away
as the whole room began to hum with an increasing frenzy of moans
and the most intense noises signaling the impending simultaneous
orgasms of a huge group of people. Jill had bent over the table and
was kissing Alexa full on the lips, and they tasted each other as
their husbands’ cocks pounded them closer and closer.

“Play with your clit
while I fuck your ass, Lexie,” Oren demanded, and she complied. Her
fingers began a slow circle at the top of her slit, and built in
speed as the rhythm of Oren’s cock in her ass sped up.

“And you too, Jill. I
want all of us to come together!” Jill’s hand found its way to her
clit, and it was harder and more sensitive than she had ever
remembered. She was afraid to rub it too much, though, because she
was so very close. She didn’t want to come before midnight.

“Fuck me, Woody! Fuck
me hard, I want to come so bad!” Woody watched his cock sliding in
and out of Jill’s pussy. It was glistening wet, and he felt his
balls start to tighten like they always did. But this time it was
different, more intense, and he felt like when he did come he would
pass out. He grabble Jill’s beautiful soft, round hips and pulled
her against him, burying his cock as far as it would go. He loved
to fuck her from behind because her ass was so fucking gorgeous.
Woody watched Oren’s cock pistoning in and out of Alexa’s ass while
she finger fucked her pussy with one hand and strummed her clit
with the other.

“Ten.” Alexa looked
Woody in the eyes and mouthed ‘Fuck her good.’ She reached above
her and held on the edge of the table.

“Nine.” Oren’s
thrusting into Alexa’s ass was making the table rock, and he looked
down to see Jill’s tongue flicking Alexa’s nipple. Woody looked up
from watching his slippery cock in Jill’s wet cunt and saw Vivian
and Richard holding hands next to their table. Vivian moved so that
she was behind Woody, and she reached between his legs to fondle
his balls. Richard stroked his cock inches away from Jill’s and
Alexa’s faces.

“Eight.” Alexa turned
her head and looked at the table next to theirs. There were four
women sitting around the edge of the table, leaning back against
each other so they could lick and nibble on each other’s necks. She
could see the wide shoulders of one of the men, muscular and
glistening in the pulsing light. His strong ass contracting and
thrusting as he pumped his cock into his partner’s cunt. Her face
was contorted in pure bliss, her mouth open, a pixie-haired blonde
sucking and licking her neck and her heels dug into her man’s ass
as he pummeled her.

“Seven.” Woody looked
at a table in the distance and he saw a man on all fours on a
tabletop, facing him. Another man was behind him, and with every
thrust of his cock into his partner’s ass the table rocked and both
men’s eyes opened wider. He felt Vivian’s finger circling his
asshole, and the feeling was wonderful. Jill had turned her body so
she could suck Richard’s cock. She tasted his precum as her mouth
devoured him.

“Six.” Jill felt
Alexa’s fingers on her erect nipple, and when she pinched and
rolled it between her fingers she gasped. Across the room she saw
two gorgeous women sitting facing each other in chairs. Another
woman was on the floor with her legs spread facing Jill. Each of
the seated women had one of the woman’s feet buried in their
pussies, and the woman on the floor was pumping the biggest dildo
she had ever seen in and out of her pussy. Her other hand held a
large vibrating massager against her clit.

“Five.” The groans and
moans built to a fever pitch, and Woody and Jill felt their orgasms
building. Richard pulled his cock from Jill’s mouth, and Vivian
joined him beside the table. Richard grabbed her by the hair and
bent her over. He spread her ass and pushed his huge hard cock
against the entrance to her asshole, and she looked at the other
couples at the table and grinned with lust as she pushed back hard
against Richard. His cock was buried in her ass, and they began
fucking with an intensity that surprised even Oren and Alexa.

“Four.” Oren had slowed
his pace, but the look on his face said he was going to shoot a hot
load of cum into his wife’s ass. Woody and Jill’s pleasure rose and
kept rising, and Richard and Vivian were like two rutting
animals.

“Three.” Jill propped
herself up on her hands and looked back over her shoulder at Woody
and he felt his cock start to twitch and throb harder. Her mouth
was twisting in pure pleasure, her eyes begging him to make her
come.

“Two.” There were soft
screams building from every corner of the room, and Alexa’s was one
of them as she begged Oren to fuck her ass harder. Vivian shouted
‘fuck…my…ass’ with every thrust of Richard’s cock.

“One.” The room pulsed
with energy and the smell of sex was strong and thick and
delicious, and Woody and Jill and Oren and Alexa and Richard and
Vivian joined the chorus of orgasmic bliss that had been building
to this very second.

“First Come now
everyonnnnnggggghhhhhh!” The emcee shouted as his orgasm hit and he
shot his cum deep inside his lover. She pulled herself up to him
and they shared the microphone, broadcasting their voices in
unison. “Happy New Year, dear friends!” He continued fucking her,
and the sounds of wave after wave of her shivering moans pierced
the room as she came.

Woody thrust deep in
Jill’s pussy, and he felt it pulse around him like it always did
when she came. She was looking back at him as his cum spewed into
her wet pussy, and she came hard against his cock. Her legs buckled
as wave after wave of the most intense orgasm rocked her body, and
Woody collapsed on top of her as he kept thrusting his still-hard
cock into her slippery cunt.

With one deep groan
from deep inside his chest, Oren spilled his cum in Alexa’s ass as
she bucked against his cock while her fingers abused her engorged
clit. She was screaming, a string of fucks and ohs and screams of
blissful gibberish spouted from her lips as she rode her orgasm
with her husband’s cock in her ass.

Both couples watched as
Richard pulled his cock out of Vivian’s tight hole and she turned
and knelt in front of him just in time to take rope after rope of
his cum into her waiting mouth. She sucked him dry and then stood
up, and she grabbed Richard’s head and pulled his mouth to hers.
Cum dribbled from the edge of her mouth as she shared Richard’s own
seed with him, and they licked each other clean.

The room was a swirling
mass of orgasm after orgasm. Showers of cum shot from cocks into
pussies, into mouths, into asses and onto each other. Tongues and
mouths and pussies and cocks were throbbing and dripping and
pulsing and tasting, and the sounds coming from the room were like
a hundred porn movies playing at full volume all at once.

Woody held Jill as he
lay against her back, his cock softening. Jill felt a mixture of
their cum drip down her thighs and her head rested on Alexa’s
breasts. Oren had taken his cock from Alexa’s ass and pushed it
into her pussy. She was still coming, and she squealed with his
cock deep in her pussy. Jill kept sucking on Alexa’s nipple, and
Alexa kept circling her clit furiously as she rode wave after wave
of her orgasm.

“Happy New Year again,
my sexy friends!” The emcee stood on the stage and put both hands
in the air. A smattering of applause came from the crowd, mixed
with the continuing sounds of orgasms from both men and women.

“We hope you’ve had a
wonderful time tonight! We’ll be serving champagne and snacks soon,
but feel free to continue as your desire leads you!”

Alexa’s orgasms slowed
and Oren pulled her up and held her in his arms as she wrapped her
legs around him. Jill stood and turned to hold Woody, and they
kissed and hugged.

“Alexa and I are so
glad to have been your mentors tonight, you two,” Oren said between
breaths. “You fit in well, and we hope you had fun. Perhaps you’ll
try swapping partners next time, if you think you’re ready for
that.”

“Well, this is a New
Year’s party I’ll never forget,” Woody replied, his face against
Jill’s neck. She pulled back and looked deep into his eyes.

“It’s not over yet,
baby,” Jill said. She walked over and knelt down behind Alexa and
licked between her cheeks to taste the mixture of her’s and Oren’s
cum. “There’s so much more we need to try, and I want to start
here.” And she did.

 


*** The End ***
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A New Year's Eve to
Remember

 by Xandra
Fraser

 


 


My boyfriend is a
jerk. Why am I surprised? Aren't they all? He's good enough
looking, competent in the sack, and can be nice. When he's around.
The problem is he all-too-often is not. Around.

We made special plans
for a romantic evening on New Year's Eve. A late-ish dinner at our
favorite restaurant, some dancing at a local club we go to
sometimes, and back to my place for an expensive bottle of
champagne, a leisurely bathe in my old-fashioned claw-foot tub, and
whatever else… I made the reservations six weeks in advance and
even then had to beg the people at the restaurant to fit us in.

So here it is about
eight o'clock, I've showered and done a little house-keeping on the
pubic mound, dried and fixed my hair, put all but the finishing
touches on my make-up, and I'm getting dressed. Lacey black
panties, black garter belt and stockings that I never wear but he
likes them, black push-up bra that clasps in the front. I even
remembered to put the panties on over the garter belt. The phone
rings. It's him. He tells me there is some kind of emergency at
work; he's been called in; he expects it will take all night to get
things fixed; he's really, really sorry. The bastard.

I tried calling one of
my girlfriends for some commiseration, but got no answer. After the
usual number of rings, the call went to voicemail. I couldn't think
of anything to say, couldn't bring myself to pour out my heart – my
anger and frustration – to a recording device. Too pathetic. I hung
up without saying anything. She's probably already out with her
beau, I thought. And she'll figure out what that call was about the
next time I talk to her.

Guess I'll drink the
champagne, maybe watch a sappy movie, and feel sorry for myself.
After I'm good and buzzed, I'll dig out my old vibrator and use it
and my fingers to fuck myself to sleep. But first I might as well
take that nice hot bath.

 


I started the tub
filling up, lit the candles I'd placed around it – for him – and
poured a little bubble bath into the swirling water. Then I went to
the fridge for the champagne, popped it open and poured myself a
flute full. The effervescence and the smell, that first hit from
the bottle, delightful. I stripped off the sexy underwear and
tossed it on the bed. I washed the make-up off my face. I had
downed my first glass by the time the tub was full of steaming
water and foamy bubbles. I refilled the flute with yummy golden
froth. I put the bottle on the window ledge by the tub where it
would be available for refills, and I set the glass next to it.

I stepped into the
tub. The water was almost too hot for me, but I knew in a few
minutes I'd be used to the temp. I eased down into the bubbles
which tickled my pussy and butt crack, and settled into the
comforting warmth of the bath. I pulled a pile of suds over my
breasts. As I relaxed, I sipped more fizz. Some of the bath bubbles
got trapped in my crack and lips and rolled up slowly through the
folds of skin. Ooooohh. That felt good.

I was just tossing
back the last of my second glass – and had completely forgotten
about the asshole who stood me up on this night of all nights –
when the tub drain gave a kind of burp sound and some larger
bubbles rippled up through the layer of bubble bath. A few seconds
later, I felt something rub along my lower leg and across my inner
thigh. If I hadn't slurped down the champagne so fast, I might have
jumped out of the tub. As it was, I tensed up a bit but then
thought I had just imagined the slithery touch.

Right then the
daintiest little green tip of – something – poked up through the
bathwater between my legs. It writhed around, moving in a small
circle, weaving back and forth, like it was looking for something.
It looked like it had tiny suckers all along the two or three
inches I could see above the foam. I reached out my hand and
extended a finger to touch the exposed tip. It pulled back, away
from my finger. Then it moved closer and returned my touch. I felt
a little electric jolt like a static shock. But it was pleasurable
instead of painful.

More of this
serpentine thing rose up out of the water. I looked on with a sense
of detached awe. I never let the thought “snake” enter my mind.
Like most sensible people, I don't like snakes, don't even like to
look at pictures of them. This creature was something else, more
like an octopus. Unlike an octopus, though, the suction cups on
this thing were randomly distributed along its arm, its tentacle,
instead of arranged in rows.

The tentacle rising up
before me reached over to the champagne bottle, circled its
delicate tip several times around the bottle neck, and lifted the
bottle toward me. Very deftly it poured just the right amount of
bubbly into my flute, as if it knew I needed a little more to drink
to recover from the shock of its appearance. I swallowed about half
the glass without tasting the fine flavor. I finished off the rest
of it with another large swallow. The tentacle refilled my glass
with what was left in the bottle and returned the empty bottle to
the window ledge. Meanwhile I felt more slitherings along my
thighs. While an arm wrapped itself around my waist and another arm
spiraled around my thigh, the tentacle tip that had poured my
champagne positioned itself in front of my mouth. It moved back and
forth as though it wanted to touch my lips. I took another long sip
from my glass, parted my lips and offered the tip of my tongue.

The tentacle responded
by touching my tongue and sliding into my mouth. As it slipped
across my tongue, I felt little tugs and releases as suckers
grabbed and let go. The taste was sweetness and salt and the smell
was the tang of ocean air. It plunged deep into my throat and I
started to choke, but rhythmic throbbing and the flavored fluid it
secreted soothed my convulsing muscles. Soon I was sucking back on
the tentacle as it sucked on me.

More tentacles rose up
from the soapy bathwater. They encircled my arms. One of them took
the champagne flute from my hand and set it on the ledge. A
tentacle slithered up between my thighs and probed my pussy lips.
It ran its tip over my clitoris and I felt another pleasing jolt of
electricity. As though it sensed my pleasure, the tentacle rubbed
and suckled on my little pearl. I closed my eyes and gave in to a
wave of ecstatic delight, and then another and another. The
intensity of feeling was mounting, the irresistible pressure
building, and the orgasm burst inside me like a small star.

The tentacle in my
mouth slid out and, after a few moments, I caught my breath. There
was a popping sound. When I opened my eyes, I saw a tentacle
holding another bottle of champagne. Where did that come from? A
second tentacle held my flute while the first one poured out the
bubbly. It brought the flute to my lips and allowed me to drink
just the right amount. Yum. An excellent chaser to the appendage
that had been filling my mouth. A few more sips and the glass was
empty again. Instantly there was another refill. The water
temperature was perfect. Even though my legs were securely bound
and held open by tentacles and my arms were pinioned by more
appendages, I felt a luxurious lassitude. I was held in the embrace
of a creature that seemed to care only about my comfort,
satisfaction, and well-being.

By now, the water
level in the tub had dropped. Probably all those octopus arms
wriggling up through the drain. My breasts were above water. I
watched as two tentacle tips slithered around my breasts encircling
them in coils of dark mottled green with many pale pink mouthed
suckers. The suckers tugged and released my skin, made humorous
little popping sounds, and left round red marks as they moved on.
The tentacle tips fastened on my nipples and sucked them to
exquisite hardness. Pleasure tinged with pain flooded from my
nipples though my breasts and stomach and brought a burning ache to
my vagina. I wanted one of those tentacles inside me. Now. Right
now.

As if sensing my
urgent need, an appendage pushed its way through my labia and
filled me to bursting. It slowly withdrew until the tiny tip was
just inside my lips. Then it thrust into me again. Over and over,
it repeated this fast-slow-fast penetration and withdrawal. I felt
small tugs as suckers took hold and let go of the tender flesh
inside me. My eyes were closed again as I took in all the
sensations the creature gave me. The suckling at my nipples,
sucking my breasts, swelling inside me, inflating and deflating;
and then I felt a tentacle push though my lips, briefly tangle with
my tongue, and force its way deep into my throat, and another
tentacle nibbled my clitoris and stroked it, grasped and released,
until I began to shudder uncontrollably, the surging pleasure
carrying me to ever-higher plateaux of ecstasy. My next orgasm
exploded within me like a much larger star.

The creature gave me a
few minutes to relax and compose myself. And some more
champagne.

I guess my alien
paramour thought I was ready for more stimulation. The tentacle
holding the champagne bottle tipped a generous portion of fizzy
froth onto my bare breasts. The instant cold popped goose bumps on
the exposed skin and my nipples got so hard I thought they would
break right off my tits. Appendages bent down to my breasts and
lots of little suckers, little mouths, sucked up the champagne. Who
knew that a tentacled creature would be a connoisseur of fine
French wine? My nipples were covered by large suckers that nipped
at the sensitive, erect skin with what felt like tiny teeth. My
stomach did a flip and my pussy clenched with excitement.

Suddenly the tentacles
writhed and slithered all around me, all over my slick wet body, in
a frenzy. The creature lifted me half out of the tub. My arms were
pulled upward. My legs were pulled open so wide I thought my hip
sockets would pop. Appendages raised my ass up. Tentacle tips
thrust into my mouth, my vagina, tugged on my nipples, probed my
clitoris, even pushed at my bellybutton as though it were another
orifice for pleasure. Then a tip found my anus and pressed against
the tight sphincter bud. Oh no, I thought for just a moment, but
then I tensed and relaxed my muscles, like doing kagels, inviting
the creature to penetrate me. With an almost instant response, it
slipped into my asshole. Ahhh.

Soon the creature set
up a relentless rhythm in all my holes, in and out motions in
vagina and anus complementing one another in a way that I could
never have imagined, throbbing expansion and contraction in my
mouth and throat, biting and sucking at my nipples and clit. Its
frenzy drove me to a feeling of uncontrolled wildness. I thrashed
my arms and legs, pulling and pushing against the restraining
tentacles. I bit and sucked and clamped on all the alien flesh
probing me. The creature and I, together, lifted me to a pinnacle
of mindless ecstasy. Something beyond orgasm ignited inside me and
I became a million suns bursting into nothingness.

 


I blacked out. Must
have. When I come to awareness again, there is no bathtub, no
bathroom, no creature. My only sense is of a uniform emptiness. An
impenetrable, dim, featureless grayness. I am floating in this vast
nothingness. Nude. My arms and legs are spread wide. I have no
sense of up or down. I look along my body. My arms seem to be
stretched out to an impossible length, an impossible distance. My
torso and legs appear to extend downward, outward, to infinity.

The space is not quite
featureless. I begin to see shapes, large and indistinct. The
shapes are moving very slowly in relation to one another. The
shapes are block-like, not organic looking, but I cannot see – or
cannot understand – their actual geometry. My perceptions are
distorted. Or there is something wrong with the space, something
indefinably alien. The block-shapes radiate a cold sentience.

Panic breaks inside
me. This is a nightmare. I need to wake up. I pull my legs up, my
arms around me, into the fetal position. Or try to. My body does
not respond. I continue to float in the strange space. I want to
call out for help, but I'm afraid at what might come to my aid.
Instead I whimper and moan. The sounds are dull and muffled, not
the echoing resonance I am expecting from the cavernous void.

I think I have been
taken.

My body is not mine to
command, but something else responds to my panic. Suddenly I am
surrounded by a presence, a feeling of indifferent regard. My skin
tingles all over. I am covered with goose flesh. I have that same
feeling I get sometimes when I am home and it's late at night; I
know I'm alone in the house, but I sense that someone else is there
with me; it's an unreasoning fear that, usually, soon passes.

The presence absorbs
my fear and gooseflesh is replaced by warmth. I am suffused by a
feeling of well-being. The warmth becomes sensual pleasure. My
nakedness is caressed by the empty space. I feel growing wetness at
my labia as lubricious juices seep from me. The sensual pleasure
transforms into sexual arousal. Again I want to be fucked
by…whatever there is that will fuck me. My mounting desire is met
with sensations of slow penetration of my vagina and anus. My
breasts, my nipples feel the tugging suction of mouths, and my own
mouth opens in increasingly ragged breathing, a response to my
growing excitement. My tongue feels the touch of an alien
tongue.

But there is nothing I
can see in the dimness around me. No sexual organs, no appendages –
tentacles – no objects are inside me, yet I feel all the
stimulation of having each hole filled with responsive, quickening
flesh. The space has warped itself into me, to fuck me. Atomic
vibrations at the smallest scale within me radiate and cascade
until my body shakes and trembles like a protoplasmic tuning fork.
I am held in this state of near-climax, suspended orgasm, exquisite
exhilaration, for an eternity. My consciousness shatters from the
pressure of unfulfilled rapture. Suddenly I come, wracking spasms
of surging intensity. I blaze outward into the emptiness, drop like
a falling star back into the space I know, and flame across a dark
sky into oblivion.

 


I don't know how I got
from the tub to my bed. I considered briefly that sensation of
being in another space – of being abducted – but immediately
dismissed the idea as absurd. Probably the result of just a little
too much bubbly. But the creature was real enough. How else would
you explain the many circular marks of all sizes all over my
body?

When I woke up late
the next day, I felt fabulous. The New Year's Eve I thought was
going to be so lonely and pathetic, so awful, turned out to be
surprisingly pleasant and enjoyable. And strange. I was happy to
greet the beginning of a new year. My experiences with the
tentacled creature, my many orgasms, were like a tonic. I have
never had such a sensitive, delicate, caring, thorough – dare I say
loving – lover. I sent the boyfriend a text telling him to go fuck
himself. Now I just wish I knew how to get that creature back in my
bathtub…
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 New Year’s Bonus

by Penthesword

 


“Why won’t these
numbers line up?” I heard the anguished cry of my boss, Bianca,
from her office. “This presentation needs to be done by the end of
the week and at this rate we’ll never be done!”

I ran a hand through
my hair and stretched, blinking my tired eyes. We’d spent the past
few days running reports and designing presentations for a new
bank, trying to get them onboard as an investor for our latest
project. Since it was a bank, however, we had to be sure the
information we were presenting was accurate in the extreme. Simply
handing over a bunch of spreadsheets and numbers wasn’t the sexiest
way to present information, however, so a large part of the work
was presenting the information in a way as to captivate our
intended audience.

To make things a bit
more stressful, it was a New Years’ Eve. Bianca had told the rest
of the team that they didn’t have to come in, as most of them had
families, or at least a significant other, that they wanted to
spend time with. I had plans too, but they didn’t amount to much
more than hanging out at the bar with my friends, so I didn’t mind
coming in to do some extra work.

“Do you want me to
take a look?” I called out. I leaned back in my chair, looking out
of my cubicle to where Bianca had her office. Her blinds, usually
closed for some privacy, were open, and I could see her scowling at
her computer screen over the black rimmed frames of her glasses.
Usually, dress around the office was pretty casual, and it was even
more so on a day we were supposed to be closed. I was dressed
comfortably in slacks and a long sleeved shirt and sneakers, but
Bianca was stunning in a low cut black minidress, and I found it a
struggle to keep my eyes from following the curve of her exposed
breast down into her cleavage. She’d had her hair done, and it fell
artfully over one shoulder. I figured she had plans later that
night with her boyfriend. I knew she had one, and in fact, heard
her mention him more than once. I got the feeling he didn’t quite
understand how important work was to her, and more than once we'd
all heard her shouting at him over the phone, even through her
closed door.

“Do you mind?” she
asked. “I feel like the numbers are swimming around on the
screen.”

“Sure, be right
there.” I saved the piece I was working on, and entered her
office.

“I swear these worked
out when I was working on it earlier,” she said, pushing against
her desk and throwing up her arms. “What did I do wrong?”

“Here, let me take a
look.” I leaned over her shoulder and looked at her screen,
stretching over her to reach her mouse. This close to her, I caught
a whiff of her perfume, a light lavender scent. “Here’s your
problem right here.” I typed a quick fix into the computer, then
copied the formula over. “You added last quarter’s numbers to the
spreadsheet, but it looks like you didn’t update the formulas to
take them into account.” I stepped back and caught a pleasant
eyeful of her impressive breasts as I looked down.

“Seriously? God, I’ve
been staring at these numbers too long. How’s your part of it
coming, Derek?”

“Not bad. I figure
I’ll be done in another two hours or two.”

“Just in time for a
date, huh?”

“Who me?” I chuckled
as I ran my hand through my hair. “Nah, nothing like that. Me and a
few of the guys are getting together to drink a few beers and watch
the ball drop.”

She leaned back in her
chair and picked up a pen off the desk, brushing the tip against
her wine dark lips. “Awww. Not going to get kissed at
midnight?”

I laughed, shaking my
head. “Well, I’m not planning on it, but I won’t say no if the
opportunity presents itself.”

She smiled, a pleasant
expression that showed off even white teeth. “Good boy. Now back to
work. Getting stuck here all night is not what I have planned.”

“Hot date with the
boyfriend?”

“You better believe
it.”

I smiled and turned to
leave her office. “I’d better leave you to it then.”

As I left her office,
I heard her cellphone buzz. I turned, cocking an eyebrow at her,
but she stood up, shooed me out of the office and closed the door.
I smirked, knowing it really wasn’t any of my business anyway.
Besides, as sexy as Bianca was, it would not be a good career move
to sleep with the boss. That’s what I kept telling myself,
anyway.

The sound of shouting
from Bianca’s office tore my attention away from the chart I was
working on. Her door slammed open, followed by her cellphone
hurtling through the air, shattering when it impacted with the far
wall.

“That bastard!” she
cried. Tears streamed down her face, streaking her artfully done
make-up.

“Uhm, what’s wrong?
Boyfriend?” I knew it wasn’t really any of my business, but I felt
I should ask anyway.

“That prick? Not
anymore. We’ve been planning this night out for a month now, and he
cancels on me. No. Not cancels. Breaks up with me. Who the fuck
breaks up with someone on New Year’s Eve?”

I grabbed a couple of
tissues and headed toward her. “An asshole?”

She nodded, dabbing at
her eyes with the tissues. “Ugh, and to think I got all dressed up
for him to. Bastard.”

Awakwardly, I opened
my arms up, and she hugged me, pressing her body against mine. I
gently patted her back and tried to think of something to say.
“Why’d he break up with you?”

“He said it’s because
I’m more focused on my career than I am on him. He’s as bad as I am
though, if not worse. He’s cancelled on me half a dozen times in
the past few months. Tonight was supposed, supposed to be special.”
I felt the sobs travelling through her body.

“I’m sorry, I
shouldn’t be dumping on you like this. How’s your part of the
project going?” She pressed her hands against my chest, pushing
herself away from me. I couldn’t help but wonder if her fingers
lingered a little longer than was absolutely necessary.

“Just about done. I’ve
got a few more details to work out, but nothing I can’t do the
morning of the presentation. How about you?”

She smiled at me, her
tears gone, but her eyes still wide and wet. “Thanks to you, it’s
done. Or well, I’ve got a little more to do, but not much. What
would I do without you Derek?”

“Be crying at your
desk?”

“Jerk.” She punched me
in the shoulder, but I saw the corner of her mouth turn up in a
brief smile. She shook her head. “Look, thanks for all your help
today. I mean it. Why don’t you close up for the night? There’s
nothing else to do that can’t be done Friday morning.”

“Sounds good.” I
walked back to my desk, preparing to close it down. Checking the
time, it was only about five o’clock or so. Plenty of time to head
home, grab a shower and a change of clothes before heading out with
the guys.

Picking up my jacket,
I walked by Bianca’s office and poked my head. “Are you sure you’re
going to be okay?”

Looking up, she
sighed. She’d fixed her make-up and was looking dejected. Sure, she
wasn’t crying her eyes out anymore, but I could tell she was still
hurting. “Yeah, go on and have some fun. Maybe even get kissed and
tell me about it?”

I chuckled. “Usually I
don’t kiss and tell, but for you I’d make that exception.”

She raised an eyebrow
at me before breaking out into laughter herself.

“Hey, why don’t you
come out with me? Err. I mean us. Me and the guys. It won’t be an
elegant night of dining and dancing, but the bar we’re going to has
decent beer and a friendly crowd.”

Wrinkling her nose at
me, she twirled her finger in her hair. “I don’t know. Fraternizing
with a subordinate after hours? What kind of message would that
send everyone?”

“I promise I won’t
tell anyone if you don’t. And the guys are a good group. No one
will hit on you. Promise.”

“How’s a girl supposed
to feel special then?” she asked with a smirk. “I’m kidding,
Derek,” she added, seeing the confused look on my face.
“That…actually doesn’t sound too bad. Where and when?”

“I think everyone’s
planning on getting together around eight or so. We’ll be at the
Blind Tiger. You know where that is?”

“Mmm-hmm. Think I’ll
be overdressed?” She stood up and pirouetted in her dress, letting
me know just how good her legs looked, and how short her skirt
was.

“Uhm. Yeah, maybe a
little. I think we were just going to go pretty casual.” I pried my
eyes from her legs, though I admit they lingered a bit as they
traveled up her body. Bianca smiled when I met her eyes.

“Maybe I’ll go home
and change first then. Walk me out?”

“Huh? Oh yeah, sure,”
I said.

We didn’t say much in
the elevator. I know I was feeling a bit awkward about the whole
situation, and I think Brianna was enjoying it a bit too much. As
she left the elevator, she made sure to brush her hand against
mine. “See you at eight.”

I don’t remember too
much of the time between when I left work and when I got to the
Blind Tiger. I know I changed, deciding to go with jeans and a
button down shirt. I probably splashed some cologne on as well, but
I’ll be damned if I can remember it all. When I got to the bar,
Greg and Paul, my friends, were already there.

“Hey Derek!” Paul
called out, waving me over. “You’re late. We’re already on round
two so you’d better catch up.”

“Here’s to the Lonely
Hearts Club!” Greg added as he lifted the glass he was drinking
from. It was true, too. Both Paul and Greg were recently single as
well, which was part of the reason the three of us decided to get
together on New Years’. Hey, it beat sitting around at home
watching the ball drop on tv.

“Only two rounds?” I
asked as I sat down in the booth with them.

Paul winked. “Well,
two since we got here anyway.”

“Look I need to tell
you-”

“Goddamn, check out
the ass on that chick!” Greg proclaimed, louder than was probably
necessary.

Turning around, I saw
exactly what Greg was commenting on. It was a fine ass, hugged
tightly by jeans that looked like they had been painted on.
Drifting my eyes up, the woman’s back was covered by a short
leather jacket, and her hair was done up in a high ponytail. The
color was all too familiar to me, and the height was about
right…

“Shit. That’s my
boss,” I said.

“Your boss? What’s she
doing here?” Paul asked, taking a long drink to hide his shit
eating grin.

“I, err, kind of
invited her along.”

“What?” Greg reached
over to slap me across the top of my head. “What happened to ‘Guy’s
Night Out’?”

I shrugged. “Her
boyfriend cancelled on her plans. She’s as single as the rest of
us. It seemed wrong not to invite her along. Now, she is my boss,
so don’t embarrass me, okay?”

Paul and Greg both
chuckled, but gave me their semi-solemn assurances that they’d be
well behaved.

“Bianca, over here!” I
called out, standing up and walking over to her. “Glad you could
make it.”

She smiled at me, but
as dazzling as her smile was, my eyes were drawn down to the more
than generous cleavage she was displaying. She’d chosen a
dangerously low-cut blouse, and the necklace she’d chosen, with the
pendant resting just between her luscious mounds, helped draw the
eye. “After such a polite offer? I wouldn’t miss it. So what are
you drinking?”

“I just got here
myself. Let me buy you a round.”

She arched an eyebrow
at me. “Trying to get me drunk?”

I chuckled. “Not even
close. I figured it was the polite thing to do for such a beautiful
lady.”

She smiled, revealing
a dazzling row of even teeth between ruby lips. “Flattery will get
you everywhere.”

“Promises, promises,
promises,” I countered, receiving a punch in the arm for my
trouble.

We took our beers back
to the table and I introduced her to Paul and Greg. She sat down
next to me, and it was all the two of my friends could do to try
and meet her eyes. I felt a little bad for them, but then if I was
sitting across from her, I’m not sure I’d be able to do much
better.

“So you liked my ass,
huh?” Bianca asked Greg.

“Uhm… well, yeah,” he
admitted, a rush of color filling his cheeks.

She smiled at him. “No
harm. Next time you might want to state your opinions a little
quieter that’s all.” She paused, and winked at him. “Besides, I’m
rather proud of it myself.”

Once we’d all stopped
laughing, Bianca asked, “So how long have you two known Derek,
anyway?”

“Oh, we’ve known him
since high school,” Paul said.

“Really? And you’re
still friends with him?” she asked, her mouth turning up in a small
smile. Under the table, her hand found my thigh and gave it a light
squeeze. I thought she was only trying to let me know she was
joking, but her hand lingered on my leg, and I wasn’t going to ask
her to move it.

Greg laughed. “Only
because he brings hotties like you around.”

I’d gone to take a
drink and nearly spat it out when he said that, but that had more
to do with Bianca’s hand drifting up my leg and finding my cock
through my jeans.

“So Derek brings a lot
of girls around then?” Bianca asked. I felt her fingers trailing up
and down the length of me. It was having the desired effect, as I
grew hard, straining against my pants.

Paul shook his head.
“Not really. It is fun to watch him squirm though. You probably get
to see him more than we do, working with him and all.”

“Mmm. I don’t get to
see as much of him as I’d like, though,” Bianca all but purred. Her
thumb found the head of my dick through my pants, and she gently
rubbed it. It took a considerable amount of willpower on my part
not to let on that something was going on under the table.

“You okay, man?” Greg
asked. “We’re not making you uncomfortable are we?”

“Huh? No, no. Does it
feel warm in here to anyone else?”

Bianca smiled and let
go of my cock, but not before giving it an affectionate pat. “Let
me get the next round boys.”

“Not going to argue
with that,” Paul said, and Greg quickly agreed. After she’d left,
making her way through the crowd, Greg looked at me. “Dude, tell me
you are hitting that!”

“What? No! She’s my
boss. Besides, her boyfriend dumped her today. What kind of scumbag
do you think I am, anyway?”

Greg cocked an eyebrow
at me and leaned over to look where Bianca was standing, leaning
against the bar, her heart shaped ass pushed out. I could only
imagine the bartender was getting a pleasant eyeful down her
blouse. “She doesn’t seem to be too upset by the whole ‘being
single again’ thing. Besides, when was the last time you got
laid?”

“None of your
business,” I countered. The answer was six months, but they didn’t
need to know that.

“That long, huh?” Paul
said. “Dude, she’s obviously into you.”

I shook my head. “Not.
Going. To. Happen.”

“What’s not going to
happen?” Bianca asked, having returned with four beers. She placed
them on the table, and then slid in next to me, her hand finding
its way back to my lap. I might have been imagining it, but it
looked like she’d undone a couple of buttons on her blouse as well,
exposing even more cleavage than she was previously.

“Uhm, I was asking
Derek if he was going to look for a new job this year,” Paul
said.

“Oh? Why would you do
that?” Bianca asked. Her hand squeezed my cock. “Don’t you like the
benefits?” Her hand drifted a little lower, caressing my balls
through my pants.

“Nope, I’m happy.
Content even. Couldn’t be better.”

“Oh really?” she
asked, her fingers tapping against my cock. “Well I definitely
appreciate the work you’ve been doing, especially this past week.
I’d hate to think you were frustrated with the work you’ve been
getting. You are happy, aren’t you?”

Not trusting myself to
speak at that moment, I nodded and took another long drink from my
beer.

“So what are you two
doing tonight?” Bianca asked.

Greg and Paul shared a
look. “We really didn’t have much planned,” Paul admitted. “Getting
drunk was about it.”

Bianca pouted a bit.
“Two handsome men as yourself, all alone on New Year’s Eve? Hmm.
Give me a moment would you?” She slid back out of the booth. As she
walked away, I couldn’t help but notice how she swiveled her hips,
her ass hypnotizing me with its sway.

“What do you think
she’s up to?” Paul asked.

“No idea,” I said.

We finished our beers
and talked shit for a bit before Bianca returned, a Cheshire grin
on her face. “Good news, boys. Time to blow this popsicle
stand.”

As we gathered our
coats, I pulled Bianca aside. “What are we doing?”

She winked at me for
my answer before taking my hand, Paul and Greg following in our
wake. Once outside, she waved down a taxi without even waiting for
one of us to do it. One pulled up surprisingly quickly, and we
piled in. She rattled off an address to the driver, and we were
gone.

“Uhm, so where are we
going, anyway?” Greg asked. He was sitting up front and probably
feeling a bit left out as Bianca was in between myself and
Paul.

“You’ll see,” she
replied with a smile. “I promise you won’t mind.”

The drive took about
fifteen minutes before we pulled in front of an apartment in an
area I definitely could not afford. We all exited the cab, and I
made sure to pay.

Bianca looked around
and shrugged. “Guess they aren’t here yet.”

“Who?” Paul asked, but
she didn’t answer, instead walking to the front door.

“Hi Sergio.” She waved
to the doorman, leading us into the lobby. “They’ll probably be
here soon.”

Deciding she was as
likely to answer me as she was Paul, I decided to let the comment
go. She led us over to the elevator banks and pressed the button.
“Hope you boys are in the mood for a nightcap.”

Once we were in the
elevator, she grabbed my hand, stood on her toes and whispered in
my ear, “Hope you’re ready to get your cock sucked. We have to wait
for my friends to get here, because I’d hate to leave your friends
hanging.”

My dick, which was
still at about half-mast from the groping she’d given me at the
bar, leapt to attention, and I’m sure I made some half-strangled
response.

Her apartment was
nice, if a touch cramped. I made sure to take the coats and hang
them up for everyone. All of her stuff was definitely more than I
could afford on my humble salary, but then she was the boss.

“Anyone want a drink?
Or would you prefer coffee?”

We all opted for
another drink, and she disappeared into a room.

“Dude, what is going
on?” Paul asked.

In answer, I shrugged.
“I really don’t know,” I said. It was true too. I mean I had a
pretty good idea as to what her plans were for me, but I didn’t
know her friends at all.

While Bianca was still
in the other room, there was a knock on her door. “Derek, can you
get that please?”

Opening the door
revealed two drop dead gorgeous women. One was a stunning,
statuesque beauty with mocha skin. In her four inch heels she was
taller than me. The other was a small blonde, who made up in breast
size what she lacked in height. Thinking about it, her breasts
might not have been all that big, but on her slight frame they
seemed enormous.

“Oh, you must be
Derek. We’re Bianca’s friends. Won’t you invite us in?”

Somehow I found my
tongue and stepped aside so they could come in. The way they
strutted into the room told me they were used to not only
attracting attention, but commanding it.

“I’m Lisa,” the dark
skinned amazon said.

“And I’m Tina,” the
blonde added. “Who are your cute friends?”

“Right, this is Paul
and that’s Greg,” I said, taking their coats. They were both
dressed for a night out in skin hugging dresses ending well above
mid-thigh. Lisa sat down next to Greg and Tina sat next to Paul.
Their hands lingered on my friends’ chests, arms, and legs.

“Uhm, Bianca was
getting drinks. Why don’t I see if she needs help.” I went in the
direction I saw Bianca heading in earlier. I found her in the
kitchen, putting glasses on a tray.

“Want some help with
that?” I asked. “Oh, and Lisa and Tina are here.”

Bianca beamed a smile
at me, wrapping her arms around my neck and pulling me down for a
full kiss. I felt her tongue enter my mouth, felt it run along my
teeth, pressing against mine.

“Mmmm. You know, my
back-up plan was to go out to the club with them tonight,” Bianca
said, when she finally pulled away from the kiss. “I think we’re
all going to like this much better. Come on, grab that tray.”

When we got back to
the living room, it was obvious that no one was interested in
drinking. Tina straddled Paul, his shirt open and her hands
exploring his chest as they made out. Paul’s hands had hiked up her
skirt and were exploring her tight, bare ass. Lisa and Greg were
making out as well, his hand down inside the top of her dress while
one of her hands was working down the zipper of his pants.

“Mmmm, that’s hot,”
Bianca stated, reaching back to me and finding my dick. She gave it
a squeeze through my pants, stroking it up and down. “Come on, big
boy. Follow me.”

I put the tray down on
a table, but grabbed a glass as I followed her. I swore she
swiveled her hips even more, and she shed clothes as she walked.
First her blouse. Then her shoes. She wriggled out of her jeans,
and her bra quickly followed. As I took a long drink, her panties
hit the floor. Then we were in her bedroom. She took the glass from
my hand, and looking me in the eyes, finished it.

“Lose the clothes
stud.”

I don’t remember ever
getting undressed as fast as I did that night. She grabbed me by
the back of the neck and pulled me down for another long kiss. One
of my hands found her breast, my thumb rubbing over her nipple. My
other cupped her ass, squeezing it as we kissed. She broke from our
kiss, her chest heaving. She kissed my neck, my chest, my stomach.
Dropping to her knees, she grasped my cock. I moaned when her lips
found the inside of my thighs, when her tongue flicked over my
dick.

“I’ve been thinking of
this all night long,” she said, taking the head of my cock into her
mouth. Her tongue swirled around my glans, and her eyes met mine as
she took me deeper. I groaned as she twirled her tongue around my
dick, my hands in her hair as she pushed more of me into her hot,
wet mouth. Slowly, slowly, she pulled back up before going back
down. My cock twitched when I felt it hit the back of her mouth,
and I nearly lost it when I felt her swallow, felt her take the
entire length of my dick as it entered her throat.

She pulled back up,
coughing a bit. “Been a while since I’ve done that,” she said with
a wink. “You’re a bit bigger than what I’m used to.” She stroked
her hand over my spit slick cock, flicked her tongue back against
the head.

I pulled Bianca up to
her feet, kissed her again. I ran my hand down between her legs, my
finger slipping between her pussy lips. She was hot, wet, and
willing. I sat back on her bed, pulled her to me. My mouth found
her breasts, my tongue flicking against her nipples, my teeth
pulling on them as she moaned and gasped against me. I picked her
up, flipped her onto the bed. My cock, hard and throbbing,
positioned at the entrance of her pussy. I slid my cock back and
forth against her pussy, and she bucked her hips up to meet me. I
pushed the tip of my dick into her, then pulled out again.

“You goddamn tease,”
Bianca groaned.

I grabbed her wrists,
pinning her to the bed, kissing down her body. I licked along her
breasts, kissed her stomach, before my tongue glided along her
shaved pussy.

“Ahhh!” Bianca bucked
up off the bed when my tongue found her clit, when I pulled on it
with my lips. “God, yes, right there,” she moaned. I flicked my
tongue back and forth against her pussy, then pushed my tongue
inside of her. My hands slid up her body, cupping her full breasts
as I licked her.


“Keep…that…ohhhh….yes….God you’re going to make me cummmmm,” Bianca
yelled, her legs wrapping themselves around my head as she rode her
orgasm. I kept up my oral assault on her pussy as she came, her
hands twirling into my hair as I licked her sweet, sweet pussy.

“Come here,” she said,
pulling me up her body. Her legs wrapped around my waist, and she
rolled me over onto my back. She leaned over me to her nightstand,
and I saw her grab a condom. She opened it and slowly unrolled it
over my cock.

“I can’t wait to have
this all the way inside me,” she purred. She grabbed the base of my
cock, then slid herself down on to it.

“Uhhhm,” I groaned, my
cock twitching inside her.

“God, yes, that feels
good.” She rocked her hips back and forth, getting herself
accustomed to the length of me. Her hands rested on my chest as she
rode my dick, my hands on her ass, squeezing and kneading it as she
took control. She started fucking me faster, her breasts bouncing
as she rode my cock, biting her lip as she looked down into my
eyes, small pants and moans of pleasure escaping her lips as we
fucked.

“Oh, oh, oh, yes, yes,
yes, yessssss,” she cried out, her entire body going rigid as she
came again, before collapsing on my chest. I stroked her hair, her
back, my fingers tracing over her hips, her ass, and the top of her
legs as she recovered.

“Mmmm. A girl could
fall in love like this,” she whispered into my ear, nibbling on it.
“Or at least lust.”

I rolled over on top
of her, my dick still buried in her pussy. “We wouldn’t want that,
would we?” I grabbed her wrists and pinned them above her head.

“Ahhh, no, not, oh God
don’t stop, not at all.” She arced her back, pushing herself up
against me, her legs wrapped around my waist.

“I’m close Bianca. I’m
going to cum.”

“Oh, yes, cum for me.”
Her mouth found mine again, and I felt my cock surge, exploding as
her pussy squeezed around it, my orgasm triggering hers.

I rolled off of her,
drunk, spent and exhausted. She snuggled against me, her hair
draped over my chest. She used one hand to take the condom off,
wrapping it in a bit of tissue.

I must have fallen
asleep, because I woke up with a pleasant warm sensation on my
dick. Looking down, I saw Bianca’s head bobbing up and down, felt
her tongue working the length of me. I tugged lightly on her hair
to let her know I was awake, but she didn’t pull off, instead
taking me deeper into her mouth. She swiveled her body around,
swinging one leg over my head. I took the hint, grabbed her ass,
and pulled her pussy to mouth, driving my tongue deep into her. I
felt her body stiffen, felt her dig her nails into my legs when she
came, could feel her moaning around my cock as she came. My own
orgasm followed soon after, and she surprised me by keeping me deep
in her mouth as I came, then swallowing it all.

After she finished
cleaning my dick off with her mouth, she rolled off of me, then
slid up my body.

Smiling, she looked at
me. “Hope you don’t have any other plans today, stud, because I
don’t think we’re going to be getting out of bed much.”

“What about Paul and
Greg?”

She raised an eyebrow
at me. “Oh, I think Tina and Lisa will keep them suitably
entertained. Happy New Year, by the way. We missed the ball drop
though. Can you ever forgive me?”

Smiling, I ran my hand
through her hair, down her back. I slid my other hand down, cupping
her breast before rolling her nipple between my thumb and finger.
“Oh, I’m sure I’ll think of someway for you to make it up to
me.”
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 New Year’s Eve
Party

by NymphWriter



“I don’t want to go,”
said Mitzi.

“And just why not?”
asked Courtney.

“Because I don’t have a
dress for starters,” said Mitzi.

Mitzi Kramer and
Courtney Wells had been in several dress shops looking for an
evening gown for the New Year’s Eve party they were invited to.
Courtney was tall, slender, with long, straight, dark brown hair,
brown eyes, and curves in all the right places. Mitzi was short,
slightly chubby, with curly blonde hair, blue eyes, and plenty of
curves. Every dress shop had at least one dress that fit Courtney
perfectly, but nothing that even looked remotely good on Mitzi.
Either the fit was wrong, the color was hideous, or the store had
nothing in her size.

“You mean you haven’t
found one yet,” said Courtney, in a reassuring voice.

“Easy for you to say,
you’ve got several beautiful dresses on hold at all the other
stores we’ve been in.”

Courtney put a
comforting arm around Mitzi. “We’ll find you a dress worthy of you
Mitzi. Trust me.”

Mitzi scoffed. “Is this
party really that important to you?”

“Yes, it is. I’ve been
trying for years to get this invite and then when I get it, it’s
because of you.”

Mitzi smiled. Courtney
was right, their invitation to this exclusive party was because of
her. Mitzi, a data entry clerk, had gone on a coffee run for the
girls in her department during her break at work. It was Mitzi’s
turn for the daily run of hot coffee and sweet treats. An older
woman at the counter just ahead of her, discovered her wallet was
missing. The woman frantically searched her purse then looked
around on the floor, only to find nothing.

Mitzi offered to pay
for her drink figuring it was her good deed for the day. Even
though Mitzi said it was fine, the woman insisted on getting her
name. Mitzi gave her one of her many business cards that her boss
gave her, though she rarely used, thinking this would be the last
she’d ever see the woman again. To Mitzi, it was more important to
pay it forward, than to be paid back.

A few hours later, the
woman appeared at her desk with a big smile. She introduced herself
as Mrs. Donna Patterson, the wife of Robert Patterson,
multi-millionaire and owner of Mitzi’s company. It seems that Mrs.
Patterson would on occasion pretend to lose her wallet to see if
someone would step up and help. Mitzi was the first person to
volunteer to help out without being asked, and was even willing to
accept no reward, but had to be forced to give up her information.
Not only did she get the money for the coffee back, she was invited
to the Patterson’s annual New Year’s Eve party, the biggest social
event of the year, and told she could bring either a date or a
friend. Since Mitzi was single, she knew exactly who to bring, her
roommate Courtney.

When Mitzi shared the
story with Courtney, who wrote for a media blog website, Courtney
posted Mitzi’s story on her blog, getting lots of hits and several
freelance writing jobs. After a few phone calls, she received
permission to write about the New Year’s Eve party on her blog
under the condition she not use anyone’s real name without their
written permission. Courtney agreed without hesitation as this
would be the first time any reporter had been given access and
permission to write about the party.

“Mitzi,” said Courtney,
snapping her out of her memories, “this party could make or break
my writing career. Please, I need this party.”

“Fine,” sighed Mitzi,
“I’ll keep looking.”

“Trust me,” said
Courtney, hugging Mitzi, “this party will be worth it for both of
us. You’ll see.”

They entered the small
dress shop and a bubbly salesgirl stepped up and said, “Good
afternoon ladies. What can I help you find?”

“My friend and I need a
dress for a big New Year’s Eve party,” said Courtney.

“Okay,” said the
salesgirl. “My name is Lizzy, and I will be happy help you both.
Now, so you both know, we do have a sale right now. All clearance
dresses are half off their lowest ticket price. All non-clearance
dresses are twenty-five percent off.”

“Good to know,” said
Courtney.

Mitzi sighed. Sale or
no sale, she knew finding a dress to fit would be a challenge.
“Something wrong?” asked Lizzy.

“Um, I just haven’t had
any luck finding a dress,” said Mitzi.

“Well I hope I can
change that,” said Lizzy, smiling.

Mitzi smiled but didn’t
get her hopes up. It only took a few minutes for Courtney to find
several that she liked and would look amazing on her. Mitzi was
having the same poor luck as so many times before, but Lizzy wasn’t
giving up. She insisted on checking the stock in the back to see if
maybe one of the newer dresses might work. All the dresses Courtney
picked fit her perfectly and there was one black one that looked
the best.

Lizzy returned a few
minutes later with several dresses, including a blue one that
caught Mitzi’s eye. It wasn’t as bright as most royal blues, nor as
dark as a navy, but it was in her opinion, the perfect dress. She
selected it and two others, saving the blue one for last. The first
two did fit, but she wasn’t happy and neither was Courtney. Then
Mitzi put on the blue dress, and stepped out.

“Holy fuck!” exclaimed
Courtney.

“What?” asked
Mitzi.

“You look…
amazing!”

“Your friend’s right,”
said Lizzy, “you do look amazing.”

Mitzi was sure they
were both trying to make her feel better, especially Courtney, whom
she was sure was sick of shopping. “Come on Courtney, don’t shovel
the bullshit. I’m not wearing my boots,” said Mitzi, showing off
her bare feet.

“Come into the mirrors
and see for yourself,” said Lizzy.

Mitzi moved onto the
small platform where three mirrors stood allowing her to see
herself from multiple angles. The dress hugged her curves in a
flattering way, the color made her blue eyes pop, and the dress was
everything Mitzi had hoped for, and more. She gasped as she moved
to see the dress shimmer and shine, then saw the $700 price
tag.

“What’s wrong?” asked
Courtney.

“I can’t afford this
dress,” whispered Mitzi.

“I can,” assured
Courtney.

“No!” said Mitzi.

“Something wrong?”
asked Lizzy.

“My friend is worried
about how much the dress costs,” said Courtney, in a matter-of-fact
way.

“Courtney!” hissed
Mitzi.

“Would you like me to
check and see what it will be on sale?” asked Lizzy.

“Yes!” exclaimed
Courtney.

As Lizzy walked away,
Mitzi said softly, “I can’t afford it and I won’t let you pay for
it.”

“It’s the first dress
you’ve liked and we are getting it,” explained Courtney. “The only
question is who’s paying for it?”

Lizzy returned with a
pricing gun and scanned the barcode on the tag. It beeped and she
looked confused. “What’s wrong?” asked Mitzi.

“I think this machine
is broke, let me get the other one.”

Lizzy quickly dashed
off and returned with another pricing gun. As before, she scanned
the barcode and had the same confused look on her face. “Okay,
what’s the deal?” asked Courtney.

“Um… I need my
manager,” said Lizzy.

“Isn’t the dress for
sale?” asked Mitzi, with a clear tone of concern in her voice.

“I think so,” said
Lizzy.

“What do you mean you
think so?” questioned Courtney rather loudly.

An older woman in a
tailored suit stepped up and introduced herself as the store’s
manager. It turned out the dress Lizzy had found in the back was
supposed to be on the clearance rack and the $700 dress was now
marked down to $35 with the half-price sale discount Lizzy had
mentioned. Courtney chose to buy the black dress as well, since it
was a better price than she realized. From there, they bought the
necessary undergarments, shoes, and accessories that were also on
sale. By the end of the day, Mitzi had spent less than $100 for her
New Year’s Eve outfit.

New Year’s Eve day,
Mitzi and Courtney got their hair styled and make-up done
professionally. Mitzi slipped on the undergarments, stepped into
her dress, slipped on her shoes, put her jewelry on, and stood in
front of her mirror. She no longer looked like a data entry clerk,
but a high society gal.

Mitzi grabbed her purse
with her wallet and cell phone and stepped out. Courtney was
dressed and pacing around their living room. “It’s about damn…
wow!”

“What?” asked
Mitzi.

“I was about to say you
took long enough but now I see why. You look amazing Mitzi.”

“Thanks. You look great
too.”

“Thanks. Ready?”

“Yeah.”

Mitzi drove them to the
address on the invitation. It was a large home in the hills,
somewhat secluded and rather busy with cars. The security guard at
the gate was checking invitations and occasionally turning cars
away. Mitzi grew nervous as they got closer and closer, but when
she handed the guard her invitation he checked off their names and
waved them in. A handsome young valet opened her door and took her
keys giving her a claim ticket. Mitzi felt her old Ford Escape
looked out of place in the sea of limousines and expensive cars,
but knew she and Courtney were invited by the hostess herself.

Mitzi and Courtney
entered a large entryway and were led to a large ballroom within
the house. There they saw a room full of people wearing an
assortment of tuxedos and evening gowns. Women dripping with
expensive jewelry and gowns that cost more than Mitzi made in a
month, and men in tuxedos with names she knew from magazines and
television shows. Moments later, Mrs. Patterson appeared.

“Mitzi! You made it!”
exclaimed Mrs. Patterson as she hugged Mitzi.

Mitzi smiled nervously,
hugged her back, then said, “Good evening Mrs. Patterson.”

“Donna please! And this
must be your roommate Courtney, the journalist.”

“I’m more of a blog
writer actually,” said Courtney, “and thank you so much for the
exclusive on your party. The rumors alone are worth being here for.
And with any luck, I will be a full-fledged journalist after
tonight.”

“As long as you share
the facts, and put some of those rumors to rest, that’s all I can
ask,” said Donna.

“I’ll do my best,” said
Courtney, smiling.

“Now, did you girls
give the valet your car keys?”

“I did,” said Mitzi. “I
drove us here. We carpooled.”

“Good!” exclaimed
Donna. “Now, you’ll get your keys back tomorrow after
breakfast.”

“Tomorrow?” questioned
Mitzi.

“Why yes,” said Donna.
“I’m a responsible hostess and those who don’t have a chauffeur
must spend the night. This way I don’t have to worry about anyone
drinking and driving. Don’t worry girls, I have plenty of open
rooms and your welcome to share one with whomever you wish, except
my husband.”

“Aw but dear, where’s
the fun in that,” said a man’s voice from behind the two
friends.

Mitzi and Courtney
turned to see a handsome, gray-haired man in a black tuxedo walk
up. “Mitzi Kramer, Courtney Wells, this is my husband, Robert
Patterson.”

“It’s an honor, Mr.
Patterson,” said Mitzi, extending her hand.

“The honor is mine,” he
replied. “I understand you’re the young lady who bought my wife a
cup of coffee.”

“Yes sir.”

“And you must be the
journalist,” said Mr. Patterson, turning toward Courtney.

“That’s me,” said
Courtney. “And getting this opportunity is a real privilege.”

“Well ladies,” said Mr.
Patterson, “I just came to meet you both and steal my wife back.
You girls have a nice time. Are you two staying for breakfast?”

“It seems so,” said
Mitzi. “But we didn’t bring a change of clothes or anything to
sleep in.”

“No one ever does,”
said Donna. “Even those who come every year.”

Everyone laughed and
the host and hostess took their leave. Mitzi and Courtney
circulated and separated. Courtney began talking to an assortment
of guests and Mitzi began to wish she had stayed home. Most of the
guests would ignore her, even when she tried to talk with them. She
knew she didn’t belong and felt out of place.

“I’d offer to buy you a
drink, if we actually had to pay,” said a man’s voice behind
her.

Mitzi turned to see a
tall, handsome man with thick black hair and soft brown eyes. “Does
that mean no drink then?”

The man smiled and
Mitzi thought it really lit up his face and enhanced his sculpted
jaw. To her, his face was carved from smooth marble. “May I get you
something to drink?”

“Please.”

“I’m Sam.”

“Mitzi.”

They shook hands and
Mitzi was sure she felt sparks of electricity shoot though her.
“What would you like to drink, Mitzi?”

“Um, what do they
have?”

“Good question, shall
we find out together?”

“Sure.”

Sam escorted Mitzi to
the bar where she ordered a Zombie and Sam ordered a Long Island
Iced Tea. The party carried on around them.

“So, is this your first
time at this party?” asked Sam, sipping his drink.

“Yeah,” said Mitzi,
debating if she should tell him how she got the invitation.

“How did you land such
an exclusive invitation?”

“I bought Mrs.
Patterson a coffee when I thought she lost her wallet.”

“Oh that’s you? I heard
all about that. I even read a great story online about it.”

“Yeah, my roommate
Courtney wrote that story. She’s here as well. Mrs. Patterson gave
her permission to write about the party.”

“Wow! I’m
surprised.”

“Why?”

“Um… let’s just say I
know for a fact how private our host and hostess are.”

Mitzi tilted her head
to one side. “What aren’t you telling me?”

Sam leaned down and
whispered in her ear, “They’re my parents.”

Mitzi blushed and
choked on her drink. The sexiest man at the party is the son of the
man who owns the company she worked for. “Oh… um… I had… um… no
idea.”

“Please don’t judge me
by them,” he said, taking a drink. “I really had no idea who you
were when I walked up. I only came over because I saw a beautiful
woman standing alone and I wanted to get to know you. Are you
afraid something bad might happen? Like you might lose your
job?”

Mitzi’s cheeks burned
as she bit her lower lip and sipped her drink. “Yeah,” she said
softly.

“Well don’t. I don’t
work for Dad’s company for a reason. By the way, what do you
do?”

“I’m a data entry
clerk.”

“Really? You seem too
smart for such mind-numbing work.”

Mitzi smiled. “Thanks.
It started off as an entry level position, but thanks to the
recession, it kinda became permanent. Trust me, too many of my
friends were struggling with finding work after being laid off so
having a job, no matter how ‘mind-numbing’ is better than
unemployment.”

“Well, I guess you have
a point.”

When they finished
their drinks, Sam asked, “Would you like to dance with me?”

“Sure.”

Sam led Mitzi onto the
dance floor and held her close as they moved to the beat of the
music. Mitzi’s petite and curvy frame pressed against his strong
body. Donna’s words about sharing a room with anyone she wanted
danced through her head for a brief moment. She thought about
sharing a room, and a bed, with Sam. It had been a long time since
she had enjoyed the company of a man, especially one as sexy as
Sam.

Mitzi saw Courtney
talking with a group of guests being a social butterfly. Mitzi was
glad Courtney had not let her back out, especially now that she was
dancing with Sam. The scent of his cologne stirred her desire and
created a minor dampness in her panties. Midnight was still an hour
away, but she was aching to kiss Sam, and so much more.

Sam was enjoying the
view of Mitzi’s cleavage that he would sneak a peek at. He knew
that the jewelry she was wearing was costume, and he thought she
would look so sexy in real gold and gemstones. He wondered what
warnings his mother had given her, and if it included him. He
wanted to kiss her luscious lips so badly, but knew the best way
was to wait until midnight.

After several dances,
Sam asked, “Would you like to see the rest of the house?”

“Sure,” said Mitzi,
happy for more time with Sam, especially time alone with him.

Sam and Mitzi got
another round of drinks, then Sam led them out of the ballroom and
took Mitzi to an assortment of rooms and asked, “So, did you drive
yourself tonight?”

“Yeah, Courtney didn’t
want to worry about getting drunk.”

“Too bad you didn’t
know about my mother’s rule.”

“Works out actually.
Now I can drink all I want.”

“Are you looking to get
drunk?”

“No. But it’s nice to
have the option.”

Sam smiled. “What else
did my mother tell you about tonight?”

“She said I could sleep
in any room that isn’t locked and I could share the bed with anyone
I wished, except your dad.”

Sam chuckled. “Ironic
since my parents have an open marriage.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. Except on major
holidays and their anniversary, they will share their beds with
other lovers.”

“And you’re all right
with that?”

“No, not really. I
tried it but I found it lead to jealousy and heartbreak.”

“You don’t like
sharing?”

“Not if I’m in a
committed relationship with someone, no. However, I have had a few…
um… threesomes.”

Mitzi choked on her
drink again. The news did catch her by surprise. Sam rubbed her
back until she could breathe normally again. “Sorry about
that.”

“I should have warned
you, I’m an open and honest kind of guy.”

“I like that.”

“I like you.”

“I like you too.”

Sam took Mitzi to every
open room in the house both upstairs and downstairs. Mitzi was
impressed with the large home. They returned to the ballroom and
saw Donna stepping up onto the stage.

“Can I have everyone’s
attention please?”

The room quickly
quieted. Donna continued. “It’s now 11:55. Five minutes away from a
new year, and a new start. I want to take a quick moment to thank
you all for coming and I hope to see you all again next year. The
waiters are coming around now with champagne to toast in the New
Year.”

Mitzi and Sam grabbed a
glass of champagne each and waited with the rest of the party
goers. Soon, they heard, “Ten seconds! Nine! Eight! Seven!
Six!”

Mitzi and Sam joined in
the count. “Five! Four! Three! Two! One! Happy New Year!”

Sam leaned down and
kissed Mitzi softly on the lips. Both felt sparks shoot through
their bodies. They sipped their champagne, kissed a few other party
goers, then kissed each other again. The sparks morphed into deep
burning fires of deep desire. Sam’s cock hardened and Mitzi’s pussy
dampened. They finished their champagne and started to dance under
a storm of confetti. Mitzi could feel Sam’s hard cock pressing
against her body. She smiled wickedly knowing he found her
attractive, at least sexually.

“I have my own room,”
he whispered in her ear. “And I want to take you there now.”

Mitzi gasped. “Why
me?”

“Why not you, you’re
beautiful and I really want to taste you.”

Mitzi bit her lower lip
nervously. She was very aroused and the idea of some sexual relief
did entice her. After a moment or two she said, “I want to taste
you too.”

With that said, Sam led
Mitzi from the ballroom, upstairs, and to a locked door that he had
the key to. “This was my old room when I lived here.”

Sam unlocked the door,
escorted Mitzi inside, and locked the door. The room was simple in
its design. A large bed was in the center, a small dresser, and two
other doors. One door was to a closet, the other to a bathroom.
“Nice room.”

“Thanks. Let’s sit
down.”

Sam and Mitzi sat on
his bed and began to kiss. Mitzi was quite aroused but she started
to get nervous. Sam could feel her tension, paused, and said
softly, “I promise not to hurt you. If you don’t want to be with
me, I will understand.”

“It’s not that,” said
Mitzi, blushing. “I just didn’t want you to think I was a
slut.”

“Never!”

Sam kissed Mitzi,
slipping his tongue into her mouth. Mitzi’s fears melted as her
nipples hardened and her pussy dampened. Sam ran his fingers softly
over her skin causing a heightened sense of arousal. She craved his
touch all over her body. Sam reached behind her and unzipped her
dress. He stood her up and allowed her dress to pool around her
feet on the floor. Sam admired the black, strapless merry widow
that hugged her curves and enhanced her beauty.

“You look amazing,” he
said. “Now carefully step out of your dress.”

Mitzi blushed as she
carefully stepped out of her dress. “You’re just saying that
because I’m half naked.”

“No, come here, let me
show you what I see.”

Sam let Mitzi to the
full-length mirror near the dresser as he gathered her dress and
laid it on a chair nearby. “Look. See how this hugs your curves and
gives you that natural hour-glass shape so many say is sexy.” Sam
moved his hands over her body, showing Mitzi what he was trying to
explain to her. “It takes an already beautiful woman and makes her
even sexier.”

Mitzi did look, and at
first she thought Sam was just flirting with her. But she quickly
realized he was right. Her stomach was flatter than ever before,
her waist was clearly defined, and her breasts appeared to be
larger than normal.

“But when I take this
off, I’ll look ugly and fat again.”

“Impossible,” said Sam
as he removed his jacket, shirt, and tie.

Mitzi watched him
undress as she looked at her form again. “Really?”

Sam spun Mitzi around
and kissed her hard. He forced his tongue into her mouth and felt
her resistance melt away. “My cock is so fucking hard right now I
could snap steel with it.”

Mitzi giggled and
smiled. “Should I remove this?”

“How about I help you.
It fastens on the side right?”

“Yeah, how did you
know?”

“I’ll tell you
later.”

Mitzi raised her left
arm and Sam unzipped the bustier, then carefully removed it from
her body. He had her remove her shoes and stockings, then he slid
off her panties. Though her stomach was no longer flat, and it was
clear she was a bit chubby, he only saw her beauty and nervousness.
He watched her full, round breasts rise and fall with each breath.
Her body slightly trembled with fear and anticipation.

Sam quickly removed his
slacks, boxers, shoes and socks. They stared at one another’s
nakedness. Mitzi admired Sam’s firm body, chest with a smattering
of hair that lead down to his steel-hard cock that pointed toward
Mitzi. It was clear he worked out on a regular basis and was in
amazing physical shape. Looking at his erection, Mitzi knew she had
to taste it. She sat down on the edge of the bed, grabbed his cock
with her hand and pulled it toward her.

It was thick, velvety
smooth, and firm. She felt the veins under her fingers as she
stroked his shaft. Sam moaned softly as she pulled his cock to her
wanting mouth. Precum oozed out of the head and she licked it
clean. The salty taste fueled her desire and she sucked him fully
into her mouth. Sam wove his fingers through her hair as Mitzi
licked and sucked his cock.

“Fuck Mitzi!” he
moaned. “Your mouth is amazing!”

Mitzi smiled. She
breathed in deeply, the scent of his musky aroma mixed with his
cologne and fueled her desire. Wrapping her hands around his ass,
her fingers teasing his anus, she savored his fucking her mouth.
Sam relished the sensation of her mouth on his member, and her
fingers teasing his anus. He wondered how she knew what he liked,
but trusted her instinct. Soon, he felt his climax grow near and
pulled out before it was too late. He wasn’t about to waste his
chance to have Mitzi’s pussy. He reached down and tossed her to the
center of his bed.

“My turn,” he
growled.

Sam crawled up the bed,
kissing her legs until he reached his goal. The neatly trimmed
blonde pussy hair pointed to her apex of womanhood. He could smell
her musky, sweet aroma that mixed with her perfume, and saw the
shine of moisture from her labia. He licked the outer edge, causing
Mitzi to moan and squirm. Sam smiled. Her taste was exactly as he
had hoped and he had to have more. He pushed her legs further
apart, gently separated her pussy lips and licked the valley
between them.

Mitzi moaned loudly, as
he slid two fingers inside her and he began to suck her clit. She
squirmed as he worked his magic. He slid a finger into his mouth
from his other hand, then reached under and began to tease her
anus. Mitzi gasped as she felt his finger penetrate her, creating a
sensation she had never experienced before. Soon, her labored
breathing told him all he needed to know. He sucked her clit into
his mouth and finger-fucked her pussy and ass until she squealed.
He felt her pussy clamp down on his fingers, coating them in her
sweet, natural juices.

Sam lapped up her
fluids, savoring the sweet and salty taste. It was an intoxicating
flavor that fed his desire and all he could think was how he wanted
more. Sam slid off the bed as he sucked his fingers clean and
rescued the condom from his pants pocket. Mitzi panted as she came
down from her orgasmic high.

Mitzi watched as he
tore it open with his teeth and quickly rolled it onto his shaft.
She wanted to tell him it wasn’t necessary because she was on the
pill, but then she realized, it was better to be safe than sorry
later. The pill only prevented pregnancy, not STDs, and she only
met Sam tonight. He quickly crawled up the bed, kissing her
stomach, her breasts, and nipples. Soon, she felt the
condom-covered head of his cock at the entrance of her pussy.
Slowly, Sam slid his cock into her pussy and Mitzi moaned softly.
She felt tight around his cock as he slowly entered her, giving her
time to adjust.

“Oh fuck Mitzi!” he
moaned.

“Oh Sam!” she
replied.

Sam leaned down and
kissed Mitzi as they fucked. His tongue explored her mouth as his
cock filled her pussy. Her breasts rubbed against his chest as he
held his weight on his arms so as to not crush her. With each
thrust, Mitzi grew closer to another orgasm. She held Sam close,
kissing him, moaning into his ear, and savoring the moment. Mitzi
wrapped her legs around his legs as her second orgasm raged through
her body. Sam felt her pussy clamp down, and the sensations caused
his cock to swell inside her. With a primal growl he felt his cock
release and fill the condom within Mitzi.

Sexually sated, they
kissed softly for several minutes as his softened cock slid out.
Their bodies were covered in sweat that felt cool on their skin.
Sam darted to the bathroom to dispose of the condom. As he came
back, he looked over Mitzi’s naked body. It was then he noticed how
small her nipples and areolas were. He had always found large
nipples sexy, yet Mitzi’s seemed to fit her petite frame
perfectly.

“Do you know how
beautiful you are?” asked Sam.

Mitzi looked up at him
with sleepy eyes and said, “You’re only saying that because you
just fucked me.”

Sam stepped over to the
bed, pulled the blankets down and said, “No, I’m not. Now climb in
please so we can get some rest.”

Mitzi’s limbs felt
heavy as she attempted to get under the bed covers. Sam helped her
and climbed in next to her. He wrapped his arms around her, feeling
the dampness from the sweat on her back. He stroked her hair and
listened to her breathe until he was sure she was asleep. Sam
smiled as he thought this was by far the best way to start the New
Year, before falling asleep.

 


~*~*~*~

 


Mitzi awoke to the sun
shining on her face, and the strange feeling of being watched. She
looked up to see Sam lying next to her, his head resting on his
bent arm and hand, staring at her. There was a gentleness in his
eyes that told her he enjoyed watching her. Mitzi rubbed her eyes,
to clear her head, and blinked a few times to get her focus back.
It took her a moment to remember what they had done the night
before.

“Good morning,” she
mumbled.

“Good morning,” he
said. “Sleep well?”

“Yeah.”

“I’ve been waiting for
you to wake up. I’ve been wanting to make love to you again.”

“Do you mind if I use
the bathroom first?”

“Go ahead, I already
did.”

Mitzi stumbled out of
the bed and emptied her bladder. Part of her wanted to cry at the
realization she had slept with a stranger, but part of her was
happy she had given in to her desires. Once she finished and washed
her hands she stepped back into the bedroom. Sam was sitting up in
the bed and smiled when she entered.

“You look upset,” said
Sam.

“Not upset, just
confused.”

“Let me guess, you’re
feeling guilty about what we did.”

Mitzi smiled. “Was it
that obvious?”

“Sit down, let’s talk,”
said Sam, patting the bed.

Mitzi sat down on the
bed as Sam spoke. “It’s been a few months since I’ve shared my bed
with another person. I was in a long-term relationship that went
sour and I’ve been a little hesitant to try again. Then last night
I saw you at my parents’ annual party and everything changed. You
were like no one I’ve ever seen before. I’ve always said I liked
leggy brunettes, and you are definitely not that.”

“Thanks a lot,” said
Mitzi with a thick air of sarcasm.

“I didn’t mean it like
that,” said Sam, smiling. He reached over, cupped her chin into his
hand, and turned her face toward him. “I just meant that you were
different. You weren’t the normal wealthy, bored debutante that
normally attend these parties. Plus, I saw how uncomfortable you
looked. I just wanted to get to know you and find out why you were
even here. I know that dress was expensive, but your jewelry was
costume. Which made me think either someone bought your dress, or
you found it on sale.”

“I found it on
clearance for stupid cheap. It was the only one I liked that
fit.”

“Yeah, petite girls
like you often have a hard time finding clothes that both fit and
flatter. I’m glad you found one. So, I started to talk with you,
and the more we talked, the more I liked. Then when I kissed you at
midnight, I knew I wanted more. It was the first time I’d felt that
feeling in a long time. I know it’s weird, but I was sure no woman
could ever make me feel the way… um…”

“Your ex did?”

“Yeah.” Sam brushed a
stray hair from Mitzi’s face. “I really like you Mitzi, and I like
to see you again after today.”

“Really?”

“Really. Plus, I’d love
to dress you.”

“Dress me?”

Sam laughed. “I forgot
you don’t know what I do for a living. I’m a buyer for several
high-end boutiques. I get paid to purchase women’s clothes. I know
what looks good on a woman’s body. I purchase everything from
lingerie, to jeans, t-shirts, evening gowns, and everything in
between. It’s how I was able to point out why that merry widow fit
you as well as it did. A woman with your natural shape would be a
good model for the one petite shop I work with.”

Mitzi blushed. “I’m not
model.”

“But you could be. And
I think you are simply beautiful.”

Sam leaned over and
kissed Mitzi softly on the lips. She quickly kissed him back and
climbed back into the bed. Sam was already hard. He kissed down
Mitzi’s chest and sucked her nipples. They hardened under his lips
as his tongue teased them. It only took a few moments for Mitzi’s
pussy to be wet enough for a second round. Sam grabbed the condom
off his bedside table he had set out while Mitzi was in the
bathroom, but she grabbed it and tore it open with her teeth.

Sam smiled as he
watched Mitzi remove the condom and roll it onto his cock. She
playfully pushed him back onto the bed, straddled his hips, and
slid his cock into her aching pussy. Sam moaned as he felt her
pussy surround him. The sight of her naked body sitting upon him
was a vision he had dreamed of the night before. She slowly began
riding him, her breasts bouncing up and down. He grabbed her
thighs, occasionally reaching up and tugging gently at her
nipples.

Mitzi’s breathing
became more labored, Sam placed his hand over her pubic hair, and
used his thumb to rub her hard clit. Mitzi gasped and moaned at
that contact before she squealed with her first orgasm. Sam could
feel her pussy walls clamp down on his cock, trying to milk it for
his sperm. He thrust his hips up, impaling her with his cock as she
rode him.

He could smell the
sweet aroma of her orgasm, and sucked her juices off his thumb.
“Mmmm, tasty,” he growled.

“Greedy bastard,” she
hissed.

“Damn right, I want you
all to myself,” he said.

He reached over and
rubbed her clit, getting his thumb wet, then reached up to Mitzi’s
mouth. She leaned down, sucked the sweet juices off his thumb, and
purred, “Mmmm.”

“Now fuck me woman,” he
said.

“Yes sir,” she
said.

Mitzi began working her
hips, riding Sam’s cock as if her life depended on it. Their skin
slapped, juices squished, and both moaned. Sam sat up and nipped
her breasts and nipples as they fucked. Sam would thrust upward and
met her hips as she rode him. Their bodies glistened in sweat, they
panted and moaned. Then Mitzi squealed as her second orgasm struck.
Her pussy squeezed his cock as his own climax struck, milking his
cock for every ounce of sperm he had within his balls.

Mitzi and Sam kissed
for several minutes until his soften cock slipped out of her
sopping pussy. Mitzi climbed off his lap and cleaned herself off as
Sam disposed the used condom. The air was thick with the aroma of
raw sex, his cologne, and her perfume. He slipped on a clean pair
of boxers, a pair of shorts and a t-shirt. He handed her a clean
t-shirt and a pair of boxers for her to wear.

“Even dressed like
that, you’re beautiful,” said Sam.

Mitzi blushed.
“Thanks.”

It was nearly noon when
Sam escorted Mitzi downstairs to the small dining room next to the
kitchen, where Courtney, who was still in her dress from the party,
and his parents wearing their pajamas, were having coffee and
talking. It’s hard to say who smiled bigger, Sam’s parents or
Courtney. It was clear they were all happy the couple had
connected.

Mitzi sat down next to
Courtney while Sam poured them some coffee. Courtney leaned over
and asked, “Did you do have fun last night?”

Mitzi giggled. “Yeah.
How’s your article coming?”

“Great! I got so many
interviews and a job offer to write for an on-line magazine. My
first story will be the stuff about the party I don’t give the
other site.”

“That’s great!”
exclaimed Mitzi.

“Here,” said Sam, as he
handed Mitzi a cup of coffee and sat down next to her.

“Thanks,” said Mitzi as
she reached for the cream and sugar.

Sam’s father smiled and
said, “Looks like someone started off the New Year right.”

Everyone laughed. Donna
leaned over and whispered to Robert. Sam’s face showed the question
he was thinking. Mitzi looked between Donna and Sam and asked,
“What is it?”

Donna took a deep
breath and said, “I was just telling Robert that he owes me on a
bet we had.”

“Oh Mother, you
didn’t!” cried Sam.

“What?” asked Mitzi,
taking a sip of her coffee.

Robert looked rather
embarrassed as he said, “I had suspected for years that Sam might
be gay. Seeing the two of you proves just how wrong I was.”

In that moment, Mitzi
finally understood things Sam had said to her before. She looked at
Sam and whispered, “Your ex wasn’t a girl, was he?”

Sam shook his head and
whispered back, “No, his name was Jim. We were together for a long
time, but my family never met him. We broke up almost a year
ago.”

Mitzi nodded and
whispered, “You’re bisexual, aren’t you?”

Sam nodded. “Yeah. I’m
also clean and a firm believer in monogamy.”

Mitzi whispered, “Me
too, on all counts.”

Sam laughed, hugged and
kissed Mitzi. Then said to the rest, “Sorry, private joke.”

Courtney rolled her
eyes at them both and said, “Why do I get the feeling this is the
start of a long term relationship?”

“I certainly hope so,”
said Sam, kissing Mitzi’s head.

“Me too,” said Mitzi,
smiling.
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 The Last Night
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“I want it all,” I
heard Kristin in the phone. “Again.”

“Pardon?” I asked.

“You know what I
mean…,” she hesitated.

“I don’t think
so...”

She was thinking it
over for a second. I was waiting.

“The sex,” she
admitted.

Kristin was a brunette
with a short and thin figure. Besides that, she was the nicest girl
I’ve ever fucked. We’ve been together for a few months, but aside
of the bed, we couldn’t really get along with each other. It really
wasn’t her fault we didn’t make it; maybe we were simply not meant
for each another. She was a young, but ambitious executive, with
strict goals in her life. Maybe I simply didn’t fit among them.

And now she was calling
me, offering herself for pleasure. Was this some kind of catch?

“A-ha!” I said. But she
went on, saying “I want to be fucked. I want to feel a nice hard
cock inside me again and I want to come on it. I want to be man
handled, fucked really hard. I want to be slapped on my ass, I want
cum all over my face again, just like we did in the good old days,
back then.”

“I see…,” I answered,
quickly imagining myself doing all these nasty things with her.
“And what about Brian?” I asked her, since I knew she was
engaged.

She paused for a
moment, again.

“We’ll be having our
wedding in January, you know,” she said. “But sex with him is
like...”

“Vanilla?”

“Exactly. I don’t want
to hurt him, he’s a good guy. But we don’t really get along in bed.
I’m just bored with the same old licking-fucking-cuddling routine.
I want some real sex before we marry. And I know you can give it to
me. So, the question is: are you in?”

“Definitively,” I
answered. “When do you want to do it?”

“Brian spends the New
Year’s Eve with his buddies, on a bachelor party, so I told him I
will do the same with my friends. I actually have a girlfriend to
play up with me. So I have that night as a last night...”

“On New Year’s Eve? I
had plans, you know,” I said, but I immediately knew that none of
my plans could be compared to a hot one night stand with Kristin. I
simply had to use this chance.

“Please, Dave, I really
need to do it for the last time,” she begged. “I want to come
really hard. You can do anything with me. I don’t think you would
mind it.” And after a moment, she cited Sarah Michelle Gellar’s
nastiest line from Cruel Intentions -- maybe she recalled this was
my favourite part because we watched that movie together: “You can
put it anywhere.”

“I’ll see what I can
do.” I said, knowing that I would die to fuck her tight little twat
again. “Let me get back to you with the details, okay?”

 


***

 


So I prepared for this
evening. I made a few phone calls, made my arrangements. It took me
only a few hours and I was ready for her last night. And as I was
thinking over my plans for Kristin, my cock twitched.

We met in an exclusive
hotel, 31st of December, 8 PM sharp. There was a New Year’s Eve
party organized with lots of fine food and expensive booze. I
didn’t want to distract her too much but felt we need some ice
breaker after the long months of distance.

She didn’ change at
all, she was the same sexy pleasant person I remembered. She
clearly seemed to enjoy the party. She looked amazing in her short
red ress and the matching red high heels. Her eyes were sparkling
as whe was laughing at my jokes and was having her dinner. But I
could see she was anticipating the second part of our night, the
one when she will be thoroughly fucked. I could sense her feromones
in the air -- she was horny and eager, anybody in the room could
sense that.

We spent an hour or
chatting and enjoying the fine food and drinks. Then I decided it’s
time to leave and start the main course. I held Kristin’s hand and
told her, “Let’s go upstairs, shalle we?”

“You booked a room
here?” she asked. “It had to be really expensive. “

“That wasn’t something
I concerned with,” I said, touching her butt slightly. I could tell
she liked it from a glimpse of her eye.

We took the elevator
and went to our suite. We stepped into a nice room with creamy
colored furniture and a glass coffee table at the middle of the
room.

“So, here we are,” I
started, leading her to the middle of the room. “Your last
night.”

“Yes,” she said,
smiling. “And I’m really grateful you are up to it, Dave.”

“The pleasure will be
mine, as well,” I grinned. “I mean, literally.”

She giggled.

“So, what do you have
in mind?” she asked, looking around. “How shall we start?”

“I’ve got this armchair
prepared for you,” I pointed to one of the chairs. “I hope you like
bondage,” I said, taking out a small bag out from under the
bed.

“Sure...,” Kristen
said, hesitating a bit. “Altough I’ve never tried it… You know, sex
with Brian is so...”

“Vanilla, you already
told me,” I stopoed her. “Listen, for tonight you’ll have to forget
about Brian. It’s only you and me…,” and I raised a nice black silk
rope in front of her. “And this.”

“Okay…,” she giggled
again and let me sit her in the armchair. I pulled out a rope and I
tied her hands to the arms of the chair. She enjoyed it,
smiling.

“What are your plans
with me tonight?” she asked, coyly.

“Wait and see,
sunshine,” I answered. And I pulled another robe out, and gently
tied it around her eyes. She turned her head around, saying, “I
can’t see anything.”

“That’s the point,
isn’t it?”

I knelt down before
her, parted her legs slightly. I could feel she was a little bit
nervous; she didn’t open her legs for such a wide sprawl as I
expected. So I pulled my fingers over her ankles covered in her
sexy red high heels. I touched the heels themselves and fondled her
legs getting higher and higher.

She opened her legs
now. I could see she was prepared; she wore no panties and her
pussy was fresh shaved. And she was already wet, I could see it
glistening among her pussy lips.

I licked her with long
moves which made her moan out loud.

“That’s nice…,” she
said. “But you know this is not what I’m here tonight for...”

“I know, honey. I think
it‘s time for your surprise.”

This was the sign. My
buddy, Greg stepped out of the other room of the suite. I knew him
from basketball and he seemed to be well-built and manly enough to
help me fulfill Kristin’s wishes for tonight. And maybe even more.
And although I didn’t really knew him well, he always seemed to be
discreet. He was more than happy when I introduced him to my
plans.

He was moving without
any sound, totally naked on the carpet. I was slowly fingering
Kristin to keep her busy. Greg stood right beside her, and slowly
touched her parted lips with the head of his cock.

As Kristin realized
what’s touching her lips, she immediately turned away with a small
shriek.

“What’s this?” she
cried out, and strained the ropes holding her hands to the arms of
the chair.

“That’s the surprise,
sunshine,” I said. “Relax! Isn’t this what you always wanted? To be
fucked by two men at the same time?”

She didn’t say
anything, but tried her ropes again.

“Just think about it…,”
I went on. “When will you ever had a chance on doing something like
this again?”

That made it. She
leaned her head back and her lips opened ajar. But I decided to go
one step even further.

“Good girl,” I said.
“You know you’re gonna enjoy this. Besides, do you still have that
black fetish?”

“Yes…,” she answered,
hesitating. “Do you mean...”

“Yes, Kristin,” I said,
and pushed my index finger back into her sloppy pussy. “He’s
black.” I shrugged, as Greg looked at me worried. I waved to him
with my hand, meaning she can not see him, anyway. “There’s a huge
juicy black cock pointing at your face right now, honey. He’s just
waiting for your hot lips to suck it.”

She turned her head
back to the cock.

“Okay…,” she murmured.
“But no one can know about this, okay?”

At this moment, I knew
I had her for anything.

“Of course…,” I said.
“No one will know you came here on New Year’s Eve and let your ex
and a black stranger fuck the hell out of you.”

She giggled again, then
slowly parted her lips. Greg pressed his cock to her mouth
again.

I leaned back to her
pussy. As the host of the night I knew I had to prepare Kristin for
the hard pounding she would get from us. I was licking her clit and
pressed my index finger into her pussy. I made slow but powerful
circles with my tongue on her clit and fingered hed nice wet twat
at the same time.

As I was fingering her
pussy deep, I looked up. I could see her enjoying the huge cock in
her mouth. She was moaning loud, and sucked Greg’s member like a
very, very bad girl would suck a lollipop.

“Man, you were right,”
Greg said to me. “She’s really into it.”

“I know,” I said,
grinning.

“Please release my
hands,” Kristin said. “I wanna give a proper blowjob for this
beauty here.”

“That’s what I like to
hear,” I answered, keeling up. “But you get only one. Do your best
with it.”

She giggled again, and
as soon as I released her right hand she grabbed Greg’s cock with
it.

“Nice…,” she said as
she fondled the veins of the hard meat. “This is exactly what I
needed...”

And she pulled it back
itno her mouth immediately, and started sucking on it.

I recalled how much she
liked to come with a cock in her mouth so I attacked her pussy with
lust. I fingered her hard, licked her clit using a lot of saliva,
and when she slipped lower in the chair, I pushed one of my wet
fingers into her asshole. She held her breath for a moment, but
then I could hear her slurping on the cock again. I fingered both
of her holes with abandon and licked her with my best.

I straightened up to
see what she was doing with the “black” cock. Greg held his balls
at her lips.

"Suck them!" he
ordered, and she obediently did. She drew each of his balls into
her mouth, sloppily licking and sucking them. He obviously liked
it, moaning happily. She was curling her tongue around each heavy,
hanging nut and drawing it into her mouth to suck on it. She even
managed to get both of them into her mouth, causing Greg to wince
with pleasure.

Finally he had enough
of this foreplay, and grabbing her hair roughly, slid that long
shaft into her mouth. He started fucking her mouth hard and fast,
holding her head steady and firm. Her saliva was pouring on her
breasts as the hard cock pounded her mouth with no mercy.

I leaned to her clit
and started licking her again. This was when her first orgasm
arrived. Her pussy juices almost flooded my hand and her whole body
was trembling. I knew she can get over-sensitive after an orgasm so
I let her clit rest and pulled my fingers out of her dripping pussy
and ass. But Greg want’s so nice, he went onf fucking her mouth.
The saliva was dripping from the corners of her lips as he was
filling her mouth and throat again and again.

At least, he pulled
back and let Kristin catch her breath.

“Is her pussy as good
as her mouth?” Greg asked from me.

“Even better,” I
answered.

“Let me try it,” he
said, sitting down in the rug of the suite.

I released Kristin’s
other hand, helped her stand up and lead her to Greg. She was still
under the after-effects of her orgasm but followed me without any
words. She climbed on Greg cowgirl style, and sat on his cock.

“Oh my…,” she moaned.
“It’s huge...”

I pulled up her short
red dress and slapped on her ass cheek hard.

“Less talking, bitch.
More riding.”

This made all of us
laugh, then Kristin started riding him. She was moving up and down
viciously right away, obviously enjoying the hard cock inside
her.

I stepped in fron of
her, pulled down my fly and pulled her head on my cock by her hair.
She immediately started sucking on it vigorously. She bobbed her
head back and forth in the rhythm of the fucking she got from Greg.
Her hot, wet mouth felt amazing asI pushed my throbbing member down
till her throat again and again.

She had always been soo
good at recieving a hard throat fucking. I almost came right there.
But I took my dick all the way out of her mouth and kept it right
in front of her face. She even tried to keep sucking! She reached
her head up as much as possible, her mouth open wide and tongue
reaching for my throbbing cock. I slapped her cheeks a few times
with my cock, smearing her own saliva on her face. She looked funny
as she was trying to catch my cock into her mouth again but
couldn’t do it with the rope still on her eyes.

I started sliding my
dick in and out of her mouth again. She bobbed faster, making
noises as my dick pounded the back of her throat repeatedly. I
leaned a little furher, shoving my cock deeper into her mouth, and
I could see Greg fingering her ass.

“You want her ass?” I
asked.

“It’s hot as hell,” he
moaned from below. “Lemme try it.”

“That’s what we’re here
for...” I said. I pulled out my wet cock from Kristin’s mouth. She
moaned out disappointedly. I helped her getting up and made her on
her all fours. As Greg knelt beside her and pulled up her red dress
again, I quickly took off all my clothes. He aligned his cock at
the entrance of her rear and slowly pushed in.

“Ooohhhh…,” Kristin
moaned out loud.

“This isn’t your first
anal, right?” Greg asked without moving in her, and I was surprised
as I could sense some worries in his voice.

“Noooo…,” she said, her
head leaning below.

“She’s anal anal whore,
actually,” I said as I knelt down in fron of her, on the rug. I
pulled her head back on my cock again, and continued, “Just go
slowly at first, okay?”

He did. He held Kristin
by her hips and waited for her to adjust to his size. I watched his
going going deeper and deeper into her tight hot ass. My cock was
throbbing in her hot mouth but she was moaning something as whe
wanted to say something so I pulled out.

“Actually,” she said,
“This is my first black cock there...”

“Yes, that’s right,” I
said, and quickly pulled her head back on my cock. “I thought,
honey, wanted to say something important. But you’ll better suck my
cock instead.”

This made her giggle
again but my cock in her mouth muffled her voice a lot.

"You wanted us to fuck
you like a dog, didn't you?" Greg teased her, as he was filling her
ass with his cock. With steady pressure, he kept pushing until he
was all the way in. The he slowly pulled back and penetrated her
again and again, with a fastening rhythm. We were pumping into her
hard, me in her mouth and Greg up her ass, moving in sync.

Greg had to find some
good spot because that was the second time she came. She was
tremabling and moaning so hard I was worried she might bite on my
cock. But she was a good girl and had her orgasm as we were
pounding her on and on.

As Greg was fucking her
ass, he grabbed the red dress on her body, and teared into two
pieces.

“That was still in the
way,” he said, throwing down the pieces on the floor. Again, a
suprise about Greg -- I hadn’t known he was such an animal! This
caused Kristin move wilder -- I didn’t know she’s so for this hard
shit! Her mouth slipped to the tilt of my cock again and again.
Greg fucked her ass good and hard, making her whole body rock and
her perky tits sway each time his hips banged into her behind.

“Let’s DP her,” I said,
pulling out again. Both Kristin and Greg moaned a bit
disappointedly, but I didn’t care. I wanted to fill her to the
limit and I wanted to have her wet pussy so I quickly layed back on
the rug and pulled her on me. She sat on my cock and now I had to
chance to feel her tight hot pussy on my throbbing rod again. With
a hard push, I entered her deep, and just kept there, holding her
head close to me, whispering,

“I knew you’ll come
back, bitch… I knew you will miss this hard cock in your pussy and
you will want me to fuck you again...”

She wanted to say
something but didn’t have time for it because Greg entered her ass
from behind, so she just moaned out loud. He slid in deep, and I
could feel her hard cock through the seperating wall of her pussy
and ass. He leaned in and grabbed her perky tits, and started to
fuck her with strong, deliberate moves. I joined and we fucked her
two fuck holes like a well-oiled machine. We were fucking her
really hard. Her wet pussy felt very tight on my throbbing cock,
especially with the Greg’s huge cock penetrating her ass again and
again. We were lucky we were doing it in the same rhythm from the
beginning, because this pushed Kristin to the orgasm again. It
probably wasn’t too hard since she was so in the edge because of
the fucking we gave her previously, so she came easily, trembling
and scraming between as as we pounded her on and on with no mercy.
We didn’t speak any more, the room was filled with our animalistic
grunts and groans. Sweat was dripping on me from Kristin. I grabbed
her cheeks with both of my hands while Greg was holding her by her
tits from behind and we were fucking her like a piece of meat in a
pervy sandwitch.

“Hell, yeah…,” Greg
shouted out finally, and I could feel him pushing a last one deep
into her ass and coming. I could feel his cock throbbing throught
the thin wall. I used this time to catch my breath and to watch
Kristin’s happy face as she enjoyed the hot cum spraying into her
ass.

Greg pulled out, and
Kristin rolled down from me. Greg stepped right to her face, pulled
her face to his cock, grabbed a fistful of hair and wiped the cum
from his cock down with it.

“Yes, bitch…,” he
moaned satisfied. “And now clean it.”

Kristin happily obeyed.
She let the dirty cock slid into her mouth and sucked off every
drop of cum from it. She even started fondling and jerking it.

“That’s it, bitch…,”
Greg said, straightening up, and putting his hand on his waist like
a porn star in a cheap porn movie. “If you’ll be doing it good, you
might get a second dose...”

And he was really
hardening again. This guy was full of surprises.

But I still wasn’t
satisfied. I knelt behind Kristin and pulled her up by her waist.
She probably knew I still wanted to cum inside her because she
knelt on her all fours obediently, never missing Greg’s cock out of
her mouth. He helped her having it inside by holding her head. What
a nice guy, I thought, then I slipped my cock into Kristin’s
well-fucked asshole. It went inside easily since she was still
greasy from the copious amount of spunk she got from Greg. It felt
a bit strange, to have her as a sloppy second but the situation was
so hot I didn’t really care. With hardly any effort my cock
stretched her asshole and I could start pounding her again.

Now I didn’t hold back
anything. Moving her by her waist, I fucked her ass as hard and
fast as I could. Greg was doing the same with her mouth.

“I don’t think… you’ll
be able to… sit for a few days...” I moaned and said. But this time
no one was laughing. They were occupied with the hardcore pounding.
I fucked her even harder, with all my power.

And this was when we
heared the fireworks outside. Some of the colored lights even
managed to get through the curtains.

“Happy New Year!” I
shouted.

“Drink it, bitch...,”
Greg ordered her as an answer, shoving his big cock even deeper
into her mouth. I could hear Kristin moaning satisfied as she was
swallowing Greg’s sperm with huge gulps. The colorful lights were
reflecting on her sweaty face. This was enough for me and I pulled
out, pulling her back from Greg’s cock. The last drops were still
dripping from the corner of her mouth.

“Open wild,” I ordered.
I aimed at her face, and after a couple of quick strokes unloaded
my hot white semen onto her sweaty skin. Blast after ropey blast
erupted from my cock, gooey streamers of gleaming white covered her
cheeks, her nose and her chin. Some drops even managed to fall on
the black silk rope on her eyes.

Greg and me stood,
breathing heavily and watched Kristin kneeling between as with a
satisfied smile on her face.

“Are you happy now?” I
asked her, panting. “Are you happy having both of your pussy and
ass fucked, having my semen on your face and a good portion of
black spunk swallowed in your belly?”

“Yes...” she moaned
tired. “t’s much better now...”

I helped her getting
up. I lead her to the bathroom, opened the hot water and prepared a
nice bath for her. As the steamy water was filling the bath tub, I
took the black silk from her eyes. She was smiling happily, her
eyes sparkling.

“Thanks, Dave...” she
said in her gaze and kissed me. “This was the best New Year’s Eve
of my life.”

“I know, honey,” I said
and I kissed her. “Now take your time and relax.”

“Thanks…,” she moaned
again, as she stepped into the hot water.

I walked outside and
closed the door behind me. Greg was already dressed up, and stepped
to the door to leave.

“She’s a really hot
fuck, man,” he said.

“I know,” I said,
looking to the bathroom.

“Too bad this was her
last night,” he said.

“Believe me, it
wasn’t.”
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