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About This Book

––––––––

While strangers meet, it’s lust at first sight!

Two coworkers pass the time during a Black Friday stamped by getting busy under a rack of clothing.

A sexy older woman seduces a young virgin when he comes to talk about religion.

And two strangers bang at a fireworks display, only to do it again when their paths cross at a carnival, with his family nearby.

It’s lust at first sight when these strangers hook up and have some very inappropriate quickies.  

“Hello, Sexy Stranger” is a collection of four quick and steamy stories of people getting down and dirty while hoping that they don’t get caught. Or maybe they’re hoping that they will...

This book includes explicit sexual activity between consenting adults. It is intended for mature audiences only.

Be sure to check out a free preview of “Spanking Justice: A Middle-Aged Divorcee’s First Spanking” at the end of this book!


My Hot Co-Worker Finger Fucks Me During a Black Friday Stampede

It really made me look at shopping in a brand-new light.

“How bad is this going to be?”

My new co-worker Johnny glanced up from his locker with a wry smile.

“Bad. We’ve got a lot of great deals happening today. Everyone’s going to be acting crazy trying to get what they can before the prices go up. They don’t call it a ‘door buster’ sale for nothing.”

I didn’t have to fake my shudder. It came naturally.

“God, I really hate crowds.”

I’d been working at the Buy-It Mart for three weeks now. It wasn’t exactly my choice for a dream career, but it was a job. It paid the rent, and that was all that mattered right now. Ever since my husband dumped me, I’d been in survival mode, happy to make enough money to get by.

I wasn’t used to being on my own, but I was definitely getting better at it. Working, making friends, paying my own rent...that was all part of my growth. Or so I told myself.

“Just stick by me,” Johnny said. “I’ll help you navigate the nightmare that is Black Friday.”

He gave me another smile and I noted, not for the first time, that Johnny was a good-looking kid. Well, he wasn’t a kid really, he was twenty-five. But the five-year difference between us was filled with a whole world of different life experiences that left me feeling way older than thirty.

Johnny was young and full of life. He had thick brown hair that he wore to his broad shoulders, a glint of a silver earring peeking out from his left earlobe. With his square jaw and the scruff that shadowed his face, he looked more like a rock star than a stocker at the Buy-It Mart.

How a guy with a rock star face and the body to match was content to work at a discount department store in a small town in Podunk, Idaho I had no idea. But I was glad he was because he’d been an excellent trainer since I started here. And now I considered him a friend, although we were practically strangers.

And if I also fantasized about him in a non-friendly way at night when I was alone, well, that was between me and my vibrator.

“Shall we head out there?” Johnny asked.

“Okay.”

We joined the other employees who were huddled around our store manager, Brian.

“We will open the doors exactly at six a.m.,” Brian announced to the assembled staff. “Those of you who have been here in previous years know what to expect. There will be a mad rush towards the big ticket items in electronics, housewares, and home and garden. People will be running. People will be screaming. And people will be acting crazy.”

I felt a squeeze of anxiety in my chest at Brian’s words.

“Those of you who are on stocker duty will double as both crowd control and on-floor customer service. As shelves empty, you’ll need to fill them as quickly as possible. Do not let people pull shit off your carts while you’re moving items from the stock room to the floor. That’s how that kid almost got crushed by a flat-screen TV last year.”

Brian looked at his watch. “Okay people, take your positions. I’m going to open the doors.”

Johnny and I were working as a team in the women’s clothing section. It wouldn’t be as crowded as the more popular sections, but it was midway between Electronics and Housewares so Johnny had already warned me that there would be a lot of cross traffic as people tried to find shortcuts between the two sections.

I heard a rumble, similar to how it was when you were at a baseball game and someone just hit a home run, and then all hell broke loose as people poured into the store, running, and screaming as they looked for bargains.

A large group came racing towards our section and I froze in place, suddenly terrified. You know that scene in every horror movie where someone is too freaked out to move? That was me.

The crowd seemed frenzied, and I started to pant, desperately trying to avoid hyperventilating.

“Fuck,” Johnny mumbled. “Let’s hide for a minute.”

He grabbed my hand and pulled me into a rack of long dresses, easing me to the ground. We were cocooned in a little cave of fabric, surrounded by the clothing hanging on the circular rack. The middle section was surprisingly spacious.

Johnny’s hand came to rub my back.

“Just breathe Maggie, in through your nose, out through your mouth.”

My breath was coming in short bursts. Every few seconds footsteps pounded past us as the crowd continued their search for deals. Johnny continued to move his large hand up and down my back, trying to soothe me.

I looked up at his face, kind and concerned in the dim light and for probably the first time in my entire life, I did something without thinking it through. Without planning and debating the options. I just went for it. I leaned in and gave my co-worker a kiss on the lips.

I could have told you that the kiss was a distraction from my extreme anxiety about the crowd, but I’d be lying. The truth was that I’d wanted to kiss Johnny since the moment I saw him.

When our lips touched, Johnny stiffened for a moment. Just when I thought I should pull away, he took control of the kiss, and it was game on.

He wrapped one large hand through my hair, fingers tangling in my long strands, and the other hand gripped my shoulders as his tongue swooped into my mouth, tangling with mine.

I tilted my head a bit to get a better angle and he groaned against my lips. The sound went right to my aching clit.

When we pulled away, we were both breathing heavily.

“Maggie, what are we doing?”

“I don’t know,” I answered honestly. “But I’d like more.”

Johnny growled, honest to God growled, then pivoted until he was able to grab my hips and swing me around to sit on his lap. The move completely incinerated my already wet panties.

I pressed my boobs to his chest and kissed him again. Large hands came around to cup my ass, kneading and squeezing. Meanwhile, I gave in to my desire to run my finger through those long, thick locks of rock star hair.

Johnny’s hand moved across my hip to the front of my body, sliding my boring black skirt up my hips. He shoved his hands between my legs, cupping my pussy over the fabric of my plain cotton panties.

“You’re soaked,” he whispered against my lips. “I had no idea you were such a horny little thing.”

My hips pressed against his hand reflexively, and he gave me a look that was full of a masculine arrogance that was totally at odds with his general laid-back personality. He bit the shell of my ear, then whispered, “Are you getting off on this? Knowing that at any time someone can start moving the clothes on the rack and see you on my lap with your skirt up around your waist?”

I whimpered and he pressed his mouth against mine. “Shh. Quiet. I’ll give you what you need.”

He widened his legs beneath me, the movement making my own legs open wider, then shifted his hand until his fingers moved beneath the waistband of my panties. I jumped as I felt his fingers trace their way down my seam before sliding between the lips of my pussy.

I gripped his shoulders for balance, and he began to slide his hand back and forth, stroking me from my clit to my asshole.

“God, I’ve been dying to get my hands on this pussy, but I had no idea were so kinky. It just makes me like you more.”

Without warning, he shoved one thick finger into my channel, and I gasped. “Johnny!”

“Tell me what you want.”

I met his eyes and decided to be completely honest. “I want you to make me come. Please.”

“You got it, gorgeous.”

Gripping my hip with one hand, he began moving quickly with the other. He added a second finger in my channel, pumping roughly in and out while I ground my pelvis against his hand.

“That’s right, show me how you like it,” he whispered darkly. “Right here with people everywhere. Show me how you like to get finger fucked in public, baby.”

I moaned at his words. I’d always had a fantasy about public sex, but never in a million years did I think it would happen.

Johnny added a third finger, stretching my long-neglected channel wide. The bite of pain melded into pleasure as he continued to pump his fingers into me at a steady pace.

His mouth came back to my ear.

“You’re a bad girl Maggie. You’re supposed to be working, not riding my hand under a clothing rack. Now show me your tits.”

I didn’t hesitate to unbutton my blouse and release the catch on the front closure of my bra. My full breasts bounced down and Johnny made a choking noise.

“Jesus, that rack. It’s even better than I imagined.”

He watched the jiggle of my breasts, seemingly transfixed, while continuing to fuck me with his fingers. I was close. So close...

“Does anyone actually work here?”

I froze as I heard voices right next to us, followed by the sound of hangers sliding against the metal bar. Light entered our little space as a shopper flipped through the clothing. I realized that all she would need to do was look down and she’d see me mostly naked sitting on Johnny’s lap.

My eyes flew to his and he looked like he was trying not to laugh.

The woman finally wandered away, and Johnny reached to pull the dresses back in black, restoring our relative privacy.

“Your pussy started gushing when she moved those dresses,” he whispered. “You like the idea of getting caught.”

When I didn’t answer he pinched one of my nipples, making me jump.

“Do you want to get caught?”

“I want to finish what we started,” I replied saucily.

Johnny went back to pumping his fingers into me, moving roughly as I hooked my feet behind his ass and held on. He angled his hand so the heel rubbed against my clit with every stroke, amping up my pleasure.

When the hand on my hip shifted and I felt a finger slip between my cheeks, I was done for.

The thrill of being in public, the feeling of his finger against my asshole, the steady rhythm of his talented fingers stroking deep inside me, it was every fantasy I’d ever had come to life.

“Johnny!”

He swallowed my moans with his lips as an orgasm crashed through me. My heart thundered in my chest as my lungs seemed to forget how to work. My body was spasming against his so hard I was sure that if anyone looked this way, they could see the rack of dress shaking. The thought just made me come harder.

When I finally came down Johnny brought his fingers to my lips. “Suck.”

I dutifully cleaned my cum off his digits while maintaining eye contact with him. His eyes darkened with pleasure and approval.

He opened his legs wider, dropping my ass onto the floor, then slid backwards towards the edge of the rack.

“We’d better get back to work now before we get in trouble.”

When I just stared at him, he added, “If you’re a good girl, I’ll fuck you up against the windows tonight after we close.”

And then he was gone, leaving me alone to fix my clothing and face the crazy Black Friday shoppers.


He Came to Talk to Me About Religion But I Took His Virginity Instead

If he was this excited about seeing my boobs, imagine how he felt when I took off my shorts...

“Oh, you’re not Chinese.”

The strange man on my doorstep seemed disappointed as he looked pointedly at my pale white skin and white blonde hair.

“No, I’m not.”

“Is your husband Chinese?” he asked, calling me by my real last name.

“No, I don’t have a husband.”

This time his gaze went to my cleavage. Looking down, I realized I wasn’t wearing a bra under my skintight tank top. He couldn’t see this, but I also was commando under my tiny little shorts. In my defense, it was ninety-five degrees out and my house was stifling hot.

When he looked up again, his face was tinged red. I suspected it wasn’t from the heat.

He was a good-looking guy, young, dressed in black pants, a white button-up, and a blue tie. His brown hair was styled in a conservative cut with a side part, and beneath his black-rimmed glasses he had beautiful brown eyes.

“Aren’t you hot?” I asked.

“A little,” he admitted.

He ran a finger inside his collar briefly. The movement stretched his biceps against the sleeve of his shirt. He had pretty good arms, and I was a sucker for arms. He wasn’t super buff or anything, but he looked fit beneath those boring business clothes.

While I was pondering his muscles, the stranger was thumbing through some kind of notebook that was filled with plastic sleeves full of some kind of brochures.

“I have something for you. Let me just find it in English. I was expecting you to be Chinese.”

“Why?”

“Because your last name is a Chinese one.”

“Not always, I guess.”

He fished out a brochure and handed it to me with a bright smile. “Enjoy Life Forever!” was emblazoned across the front, with information about the religious organization on the back. Somehow, I suspected my idea of enjoying life was going to be different from whatever was in this little pamphlet.

“Look, do you want to come in for a drink of water? You look like you’re fixing to pass out.”

“That would be nice, thank you, ma’am.”

As he followed me into the house, I could feel his eyes on my ass. My shorts were super short, and I knew he was getting a good look at the bottom of my ass cheeks. Fortunately, I had a great ass.

“Have a seat,” I said, pointing at the couch. “I’ll be right back.”

I grabbed two bottles of cold water out of the refrigerator and handed one to the young man. I was guessing he was around nineteen, twenty tops. He downed the bottle in one long gulp, so I passed him the second bottle.

Poor kid must be dying in that heat.

“How old are you anyway?” I asked.

“Nineteen.”

Well, at least he was legal. Ten years younger than me, but legal.

“What’s your name?” I asked.

“Xavier.”

“Nice to meet you, Xavier, I’m Lucy.”

“Would you like to talk about how to find ways to enjoy your life through the teachings of God?” he asked hopefully.

“I’ve got to tell you, I enjoy my life quite a bit already.”

I realized the kid was staring at my boobs again. Despite the heat, my nipples perked up, popping out against my shirt. I lifted my arms, stretching, and the shirt rode up high on my toned abs.

The missionary kid popped a boner.

Suddenly I knew exactly how I wanted to enjoy my life today.

“Do you mind if I ask you a personal question, Xavier?”

“Go ahead.”

“Are you a virgin?”

He choked on his own spit. I waited patiently for him to confirm what I’d already guessed.

“Yes ma’am. We are taught that the pleasures of the flesh are to be saved for marriage,” he said primly.

“What if you get married and you don’t know what you’re doing?” I asked. “That would be embarrassing.”

“It’s the same for everyone.”

I moved to sit next to him on the couch, my eyes dropping to his crotch. When I looked up, he was watching my movement, an almost desperate look on his face.

“I want to touch you,” I whispered.

I thought he might say no, but instead he nodded. I reached down and cupped his erection. He jumped but didn’t move away. I could feel him growing harder beneath my hand.

Here’s the thing. I loved sex. I loved it a lot. But I’d never been with a virgin. My whole life I’d fantasized about corrupting a virgin. Now that I had one right in the palm of my hand — literally — I was not going to let this opportunity slip away.

“I can help you with this,” I said, giving him a gentle squeeze.

“Help me?” he squeaked. His Adam’s apple bobbed in his throat.

“Look Xavier, you’re a good-looking kid, and more than that, I like you. I feel an obligation to make sure you know how to make your future wife happy.”

I could see that he was torn.

“You came to talk about how I could enjoy my life more,” I reminded him.

I stood up and shifted, coming down to straddle his lap. “This will definitely help me enjoy my life more. And I promise it will be good for you too. Okay?”

“Okay.”

Cupping the back of his head, I lowered my mouth to his. He sat perfectly still as I pressed my lips to his. I bit his lip and he gasped, allowing me to slide my tongue into his mouth. The minute my tongue touched his, he came alive, kissing me back.

It was unpracticed, a little sloppy, but what Xavier lacked in experience he made up for in enthusiasm.

We kissed until we were both breathless, then I leaned back and pulled my tank top over my head. Xavier stared at me like he’d never seen breasts before, which I guessed was probably true. I’d gone to Disneyland a few years ago, and I remember seeing a little girl meet Mickey Mouse for the first time. I’d never seen such pure wonder and excitement before — until now.

I grabbed his hands and slid them up my torso until he was cupping my bare breasts. Xavier stroked me tentatively.

“Go ahead, give them a good squeeze,” I encouraged.

When he did, I arched my back pushing into his hands. My tits were super sensitive, and I loved to have people play with them.

“Now rub your fingers around the nipples. Women like it when you pinch their nipples.”

When he complied, I moaned loudly. He stopped immediately, looking nervous.

“No, that feels great Xavier, keep going.”

He started again, growing bolder. Meanwhile, I slid my hands between us to unfasten his pants. When I slid down his zipper, the bulge in his boxers practically burst out of his pants.

Well well, my little virgin missionary was packing. Talk about things I enjoyed in life...

I shifted to standing and made quick work of removing my shorts. I let Xavier get a good look at the lady box. I had a feeling it was the only time he’d see one that wasn’t in its natural state. Something told me those religious women didn’t believe in waxing.

When I couldn’t wait anymore, I leaned returned to his lap and slipped his boxers down, freeing his cock. It was long and hard and a vein along the side throbbed angrily as cum leaked out of the tip. It was a good thing I was so aroused because I had a feeling that Xavier wasn’t going to last long.

“A woman likes to have her clit massaged too.”

Seeing his blank look, I grabbed his hand and brought it between my pussy lips.

“See right here at the top, front and center, you can feel that swollen nub?”

I pressed the pad of his finger against my clit.

“Yes ma’am.”

“If you rub circles around it, or slide it back and forth under your thumb, it heightens a woman’s pleasure.”

I moved his fingers on my clit, showing him how I liked to be touched. He was a quick learner, I had to give him credit. I sighed as he stroked me with his fingers, heightening my excitement.

“By the way, you can also tap it with the edge of your tongue if you’re doing oral.”

I could tell he was a little iffy on that part, but I was living out one of my fantasies right now and that finger on my clit was bringing me close to my happy place. My pussy was dripping now and clenching, desperate to be filled.

It was time to pop this kid’s cherry.

Scotting back, I gave his dick a few hard strokes, then shifted to line him up with my opening.

“Are you ready to become a man, Xavier?”

He nodded. “Yes ma’am.”

I lowered myself slowly into his cock, wanting to enjoy every minute of this. I was about two-thirds of the way down when Xavier punched his hips up, as if he couldn’t wait any longer.

“Oh wow, you’ve got such a big cock Xavier, you fill me up so good.”

His dick twitched inside me at the praise.

I started bouncing up and down, lifting myself almost all the way off of him before crashing down again. Maybe it was a bit rough for his first time, but I wasn’t getting any complaints. Xavier’s eyes were glued to my breasts as they jiggled with every thrust.

“Kiss me,” I ordered.

He grabbed my shoulders, his tongue going into my mouth this time as he mimicked the motion of his cock. I shifted slightly, changing to a rolling motion of my hips which made my clit rub against him with every movement.

I broke away long enough to cry out, “Xavier! I’m coming!”

Instinct must have taken over because he gripped my hips, controlling my motions as I shuddered through my orgasm, moving me up and down with his hands.

“Oh my...oh my...Oh. My. God! Oh...!”

The kid’s words stuttered off just as I felt the first spurt of cum release deep inside me. I had to give him credit, Xavier lasted longer than I’d expected. I guess all that deprivation training from his religion had been good for something.

He screwed his eyes up and groaned like he was in pain as he slammed me into his lap and released his cum in several long thrusts. Suddenly he sagged back against the couch, breathing heavily, and I felt his cock soften inside me.

When he opened his eyes again, the look he gave me was full of masculine satisfaction. He’d come in here as a timid virgin, but fifteen minutes later he was markedly more confident. My work here was done.

“That was great Xavier,” I said, pulling off him. “Very hot.”

I grabbed a Kleenex off the side table to clean up a bit, then leaned down to press a quick kiss to his lips.

“Thanks for helping me enjoy my life more,” I told him. “And let me just say, you’re going to make your sweet future wife very happy with that thing.”

He just sat there staring at me, looking dazed.

“Can you let yourself out when you’re ready? I’m going to take a shower.”

He nodded. “Yes ma’am.”

I walked away, feeling his eyes glued to my naked body.

“Oh, and feel free to leave me one of those pamphlets.”


The Night I Got Pounded by a Stranger While Watching the Fireworks

The rockets weren’t the only thing exploding that night!

You know what’s always turned me on? Fireworks.

Seriously, there’s something about the loud booms, the explosions of colors, that reminds me of a good orgasm.

There’s that moment of silence when everything in your body stills, just like the stilling of the air on a summer night when everyone is waiting with bated breath for the next BOOM! And when the boom comes, when the Earth shakes and light flashes and everyone gasps in awe, well if you’ve ever come your brains out, you know exactly what that feels like.

I’d just started dating this guy Mark and knowing that the Fourth of July was coming, I insisted that he take me to the fireworks.

“Really Chrissy? That’s something parents take their kids to see.”

I had a feeling that Mark and I weren’t going to work out, but I already had a reputation as a girl who went through way too many guys, so I decided to give him the benefit of the doubt. Besides, I needed someone to take the edge off when the fireworks did their magic.

“It’ll be fun,” I wheedled, nipping along his jaw.

Of course he’d acquiesced. He might be a little boring, but the dude liked sex as much as the next guy. The truth was, I was a horny slut who was not afraid to put out early and often in a relationship.

I’d already blown his mind — and his cock — several times in the few weeks we’d been dating. He had a vested interest in keeping me happy.

The evening of the Fourth I met him in the parking lot near Waterfront Park. I made it a rule not to let a guy know where I lived until much later in the relationship. Mark gave me a peck on the cheek then took my hand, leading me into the crowd.

It was a warm night and I’d dressed in a sexy little sundress that highlighted my large breasts. I’d left my long brown hair down, cascading down my back, and painted my lips in the most patriotic shade of red I could find.

“Where do you want to sit?” my date asked, looking around at the sea of picnic baskets and blankets.

“By that tree,” I said, pointing to the edge of the park.

It was the perfect spot. We’d still be able to see the fireworks yet, be mostly away from prying eyes. If he didn’t annoy me too much, maybe I’d hike up this sundress and ride him during the 1812 Overture.

Mark spread a blanket on the ground, then lowered himself to a seat, patting the space next to him. I sat next to him, opening the picnic basket I’d brought.

“Beer? Wine?”

“Alcohol is not allowed in the park,” he said nervously.

Jesus Christ, this guy was boring as shit.

“I put it Gatorade bottles,” I said, pulling two out of the cooler. “No one will know any better.”

I handed him one that I’d filled with beer, while I chose one that was filled with prosecco. I loved the bubbles. The cap hissed as I opened it, the carbonation releasing. Mark looked around furtively like he thought cops were going to jump out of the bushes and test the liquid in my bottles.

Repressing a sigh, I took a huge sip of my drink. Honestly, Mark’s cock wasn’t big enough to deal with all this.

Mark and I sat quietly, mostly content to people-watch. By the time the fireworks were getting ready to start, I had an urgent need to pee. Probably because I’d slammed two Gatorade bottles worth of wine in an effort to take my mind off my boring date.

“I’ve got to go the ladies’ room.”

Mark leaned back against the tree, looking like he was half asleep.

“Yeah, okay.”

I made quick work of taking care of my pressing bio needs, and when I stepped out of the restroom, I saw a guy who’d been sitting one blanket over from us coming out of the men’s room.

He totally had that hot silver fox thing going for him, with threads of grey in his dark hair, and little crinkles at the corners of his eyes.

I’d seen him watching me when he thought no one was looking. I couldn’t blame him. He was there with his dumpy wife and his three whiny kids, wearing the look of a man who’d resigned himself to a life of misery and bad sex with someone he wasn’t attracted to anymore.

“Hey there, blanket neighbor,” I called.

He gave me a friendly smile, stopping to wait for me.

Just then the fireworks started. One long rocket went up into the air, a line of smoke trailing behind it before it exploded with a big boom.

“Ooh, I love the fireworks. They’re so beautiful.”

“I love them too.”

The man wasn’t looking at the fireworks though. He was looking at me, his eyes bright with interest. I made a decision right then and there that I was going to have fun tonight or die trying.

I moved closer and grabbed his hand. His fingers curled around mine automatically.

“Your wife doesn’t seem too excited about the fireworks.”

“Neither does your husband.”

I moved as another firework burst into the sky.

“He’s not my husband.”

Then I shifted my hand down and gripped his cock through the front of his shorts. He exploded into motion just as another rocket exploded overhead.

Grabbing my wrist, he ripped my hand away from his crotch and pulled me behind the building that housed the restrooms. It was a large brick building with a ladies’ room on one side and the men’s on the other. The back of the building was only about twenty feet from another building that I knew was a park administration building. It was completely deserted back there.

Perfect.

The man dragged me between the buildings, then backed me against the wall. Multicolored lights sparked in the sky as one of the projectiles went off in a traditional fireworks arrangement, like a big circle made up of strands of light. In the brightness, I could see the desire clear as day on the man’s face.

I pushed up on my toes, kissing along his jaw, my lips tingling as they moved over his scruff. When I reached his ear, I whispered, “Fireworks make me horny.”

Before I took my next breath the man had shoved my skirt up to my waist. With a big smile, I reached for his belt, unbuckling it before moving on to his zipper.

We both jumped as something made a huge BOOM! sound. Another loud BOOM! soon followed.

The stranger pulled out his cock and gave himself several rough pumps while I watched in the dim light. His cock was long and thick, curved a little bit to the side, and I couldn’t wait to get that monster inside me.

Yanking my panties off and tossing them onto the ground, I literally grabbed the dude by the dick and pulled him closer.

“Let’s go. I want you. Now!”

Well, this guy was a fast learner, because he wrapped his arms around my thighs and boosted me up against the brick wall. His thick cock slammed into me in one long thrust. I moaned in pleasure as he stretched me wide.

Sparkles lit up the sky, and inside my body too.

I clasped my hands behind his neck and pressed my lips against his. When he bit my lower lip, I let him in, our tongues sliding together. Meanwhile, his hips started a punishing rhythm, pounding into me hard enough that he had to put his hand behind my head to keep my head bouncing from off the wall.

Now this was a considerate guy, protecting me from a traumatic brain injury while he fucked me hard.

We broke apart, gasping for breath.

“Faster!” I said urgently. “I don’t want to miss the 1812 Overture. That’s the best part.”

The sky lit up with another firework, a second and third one right behind it, making a beautiful design in the dark sky. I watched the light show, my legs wrapped around this stranger’s hips, his cock sliding in and out of me urgently. He brought me closer and closer to orgasm by rubbing against my clit with every single thrust.

I loved a guy who not only had a good cock but knew how to use it too.

Suddenly my body went still, and so did the air around me. Everything fell silent. The park. My heartbeat. And just as the sky exploded in color, I exploded too. I screamed loudly, the sound drowned out by the explosions in the sky, as my body thrashed wildly against the wall.

“Fuck. Fuck. Fuck,” I chanted as my orgasm crashed through my body in bursts of energy.

The man was right behind me, groaning loudly a second before I felt him push deep inside me and paint my cave walls with warm jets of his cum. The dude seemed to come forever like he’d been saving up all his cum for me. I hoped it was true.

When he was done, he collapsed against my body, pressing him between me and the wall. Our breath came in short pants and more and more fireworks burst into the air.

I tapped his shoulder, and he stepped back. I looked around for my panties, pulling them back on under my sundress and enjoying the way his cum was dripping down my inner thighs. I was a sticky mess and I loved it.

The man looked a little dazed as he tucked his now soft cock back into his pants. I had to give him props, even soft that thing was huge. It’s too bad that thing was wasted on his frumpy old wife.

“Thanks for the explosions,” I said, leaning up to kiss his cheek.

As I walked back to the blanket where my date was waiting for me, the opening notes of the 1812 Overture sounded, the lights in the sky perfectly synced in move with the music.

“You’re just in time,” Mark said as I dropped down on the blanket. “This is the best part of the night.”

“Well, the second-best part...”


The Day I Let a Stranger Pound Me in the Parking Lot at the Carnival

I didn’t even make him buy me a funnel cake!

“Chrissy! Carnivals are for kids!”

I rolled my eyes so hard I could practically see my brain. Mark couldn’t be more of a dud. I’d been planning on breaking up with him weeks ago, but then I’d made the mistake of mentioning it to my sister.

Cue the sanctimonious lecture about how I made my way through men like they were used tissues. Worse yet, Mark was a coworker of my sister’s, so there was no way she wouldn’t hear when we broke up.

At least he was pretty good in bed. Not life-changing or anything but at least he didn’t mind following directions. I was nothing if not a woman who knew what she wanted.

And I wanted a funnel cake, damn it.

Every July our city had a giant waterfront festival complete with carnival rides, games, musical performances, and, best of all, fair food.

I grabbed Mark’s hand. “Let’s get a snack.”

Ten minutes later we were sitting on a bench, people-watching and sharing a funnel cake. I’d really wanted the whole thing, but I didn’t want to look like a pig. Plus, I wanted to get a corn dog later. And maybe some cotton candy.

Who was I kidding? I definitely wanted cotton candy. I closed my eyes, visualizing eating it off of Mark’s cock.

When I opened my eyes, I saw someone staring at me from the bench across from us. Dark hair. Silver temples. Eyes that wrinkled at the corners. And a body that was surprisingly fit for someone his age.

I couldn’t believe it. It was the silver fox I’d let fuck me at the fireworks a couple of weeks ago on the Fourth of July.

I looked around just in case my eyes were playing tricks on me. Nope, right next to him was his dumpy wife, bitching about something in a whiny tone that set my teeth on edge, and three little kids running around them.

Our eyes met across the grass and subtly he quirked up one eyebrow. I knew what he was suggesting, and let me tell you, I was one hundred percent down for it.

“I’m sorry but I have to go make a work call,” I told Mark. “I’m going to the car where it’s quieter, so I might be a few minutes.”

“What should I do while you’re gone?” he whined.

I pointed across the grass. “There’s an arcade in that big tent.”

He jumped up immediately, his irritation with me completely forgotten. The guy loved his video games. I had no doubt I’d have to drag him out of there when I was done with what I thought was about to happen.

Leaning in close, I gave him a peck on the cheek and started walking toward the parking lot. I stopped after a few feet, pretending to check my phone, and saw the guy I’d fucked during the fireworks walking towards me. In the distance, his wife and kids were heading towards the arcade tent just like Mark.

When I reached the end of the festival grounds I stepped behind a dumpster, waiting to see if Fireworks Guy was following me.

He was. Hot damn, it was my lucky day.

“Hey,” he said, ducking behind the dumpster and giving me a big smile. “Funny running into you again.”

“It must be fate,” I teased. “Speaking of fate, I won a contest.”

“A contest?” he asked in confusion.

“Yeah, the radio station was giving away two free tickets to this festival, a bunch of food and drink tickets, and a reserved parking spot in the VIP lot. Which means my car is close. Very close.”

He looked thrilled.

“Let’s go then.”

I took off towards the parking lot at a good clip, my light sundress swirling around my thighs. I loved to wear sundresses in the summer. They were cool, cute, and best of all, they provided easy access for any fun I wanted to have.

I clicked the key fob, unlocking the doors of my SUV.

“Front or back seat?” I asked. “Your choice.”

Fireworks Guy thought for about five seconds.

“Back.”

We headed towards the back door on the passenger side where we would be partially hidden by a Hummer on the other side. The damned thing was enormous, but it would give us a modicum of privacy.

Not that I cared a whole lot about privacy, but this was supposed to be a family-friendly event.

I opened the car door and sat on the edge of the seat. Fireworks Guy was on me immediately, his firm lips crashing down on mine with an eagerness that thrilled me. His kiss was hard and eager and a little more dominating than it had been on the Fourth of July, like maybe he’d been fantasizing about kissing me again.

“Have you been thinking of me?” I asked as I pulled away.

“Fuck yeah,” he said as he slid my skirt up my thighs. “Only every time I get in the shower.”

I shimmed my skirt up higher and then, worried about it wrinkling, pulled it over my head and set it over the back of the seat in front of us. Fireworks Guy’s eyes damn near bugged out of his head at the sight of me in my tiny silk panties and demi-cup bra.

Naturally, I had to pull the cups down, freeing my breasts. They were fabulous, I might as well let him enjoy them.

His mouth immediately latched onto one of my nipples, drawing on it hard enough to make me moan. I pressed his head closer and arched my back so he could take more of me.

“I’d love to worship your tits all day, but we don’t have a lot of time,” he said regretfully.

“Let’s get to the good stuff then,” I said, reaching for his zipper. I slid it down, then tucked his pants and underwear under his balls so he wouldn’t flash his bare ass if someone passed by.

Grabbing the waistband of my panties, he slid them off my legs, tossing them on the floor of the car. I leaned backward, falling to my elbows, and widened my legs enough for Fireworks Guy to sneak in between them.

I’d gotten a wax recently and my little pink pussy was totally smooth, making it super obvious how aroused I was. I could see myself glistening from here.

“Fuck me,” he mumbled, looking awestruck.

We hadn’t gotten a good look at each other at the fireworks because it had been dark outside. Except for the bursts of light from the fireworks, of course.

“That’s the plan,” I teased. “I’m horny as fuck right now. Don’t make me wait.”

He gripped my hips and fed his cock inside me nice and slow. We both groaned in pleasure. He slid out equally slowly, then snapped his hips and slammed into me.

“Yes,” I hissed. “Give it to me hard like you did last time.”

Setting a punishing rhythm, he started pounding into me, his heavy balls slapping against my ass. I’d love to get my mouth on those, but unfortunately, we didn’t have time for foreplay. Or during play.

I raised my legs up and hooked my ankles behind his back, drawing him even closer. With every push forward I lifted my hips to meet him. God this felt incredible.

The chances of running into a guy who knew how to give a girl a good fuck twice in a row were pretty damn slim. It was like fate had brought us together just for this moment.

I squeezed my internal muscles around him, and he lowered his torso until he was pinning me to the car seat with his weight. I wrapped my arms around his neck, loving the feeling of being overpowered. I was a strong, assertive woman and I usually took the lead in the bedroom.

With this guy, I didn’t have to.

“You’re so fucking hot,” he grunted as he pounded into me. “I can’t believe we ran into each other again.”

“Some people are just lucky, I guess.”

His chest slid against mine with every pass, the soft fabric of his tee shirt teasing my already throbbing nipples.

I couldn’t believe I was letting a stranger fuck me in the backseat of my car. Someone could come by and see us at any time. That thought just made me more excited. I’d always been a bit of an exhibitionist.

I pulled his head down for another kiss, our tongues tangling. When we broke apart, we were both breathless.

“I’m close,” I gasped.

He slid his hand between us and pinched one of my nipples between his fingers, giving me a bite of pain that felt delicious. His head lowered to lick along the shell of my ear, the contrasting sensations sending me right over the edge.

“Fuck!” I yelled as my orgasm hit me, fluttering the muscles in my pussy and making my vision go the tiniest bit fuzzy. With Fireworks Guy holding me down, all I could do was shake beneath him and ride the waves of pleasure.

The stranger gasped above me, and then his movements slowed. He groaned, the sound almost painful, then shoved his cock up so deep inside me I was surprised his balls didn’t get sucked in too.

I felt the telltale sensation of warm cum filling me up in long bursts. I’d been impressed by how much cum this guy had unleashed last time but that was nothing compared to now. Every time he slid back, a little stream of cum dripped out of me.

It was filthy. I totally loved it.

When he was done, he lay on top of me for a long moment, panting against my shoulder, until I poked him in the ribs with my finger.

“Can’t. Breathe.” I reminded him.

“Oh fuck sorry, you drained the god damned life force out of me.”

He levered up to standing, nearly hitting his head on the door frame, then pulled out of me, leaving a long strand of fluids hanging between us before it broke off and hit the ground. Why did I find that so hot?

I lay there for a few seconds catching my breath, before tucking my boobs back into my bra and sitting up. I located my panties on the floor and then slid them back on, trying not to wince at how wet they were. Oh well, it was a hot day, hopefully they’d dry soon.

I imagined finding the sticky evidence of what we’d just done when I got undressed tonight, and it was all I could do not to jump this guy again. But we’d already been gone a while, and I was afraid if I stayed away too long Mark would take some initiative and come looking for me.

He was dull as paint, but I didn’t want to humiliate him by letting him find me with another man balls deep inside me while I was on a date with him. And I really didn’t want him to share that with my sister later. She already thought I was a slut, no reason to confirm it for her.

Fireworks Guy handed me my sundress and I pulled it on adjusting it to make sure everything was covered, then I finger-combed my hair.

“How do I look?” I asked, twirling around. My skirt billowed up around my shapely thighs, and the stranger’s eyes followed the motion.

“You look...hot as hell.”

I leaned forward and pressed a quick kiss against his lips.

“Exactly what I was going for. Now come on, I need to get back to my date and you need to find your wife.”

A quick look of distaste crossed his face, and I wondered idly how long he’d stick it out before he dumped her ass. Probably as long as it took to find himself a girlfriend I imagined.

“Are you, uh, coming to any more events?” he asked as we walked back to the carnival grounds.

“Oh no, if we find each other again, we’ll do it the old-fashioned way: by coincidence. If it’s meant to happen, it’ll happen.”

He nodded, heading towards the arcade. I broke off in the other direction.

“Where are you going?” he asked.

“Suddenly I’m dying for a bratwurst.”

***
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Keep reading for a free preview from Josie Bale’s “Divorce Recovery” series, available now on select retailers.


Special Preview

Spanking Justice: A Middle-Aged Divorcee’s First Spanking

The Divorce Recovery Team Series Book 1

By Josie Bale

“Congratulations Amy, you’re officially divorced.”

Mark Winston, her divorce attorney, slid the folder of papers across the heavy wooden desk.  Amy leaned forward hesitantly and placed her hand on the folder without picking it up. She could still see a faint tan line where her wedding ring used to be.

She bit her lip and sighed.  “Thanks.  I guess.”

“What is it?” Mark asked, his deep voice causing a shiver down her spine.  “Most people are relieved when the process is finally completed.  You’re free to move forward with your life now, like your ex-husband will do.”

Amy nodded.  “I know.  I hope that feeling of relief will come later.  It’s just...”

“Just what?” Mark asked, tipping his head to the side curiously.

Amy studied him for a moment. He really was a handsome man.  She estimated his age to be early fifties, about ten years older than she was.  She had turned forty a few months ago.  His hair was dark and thick, with silver highlights near his temples giving him a distinguished air.  Small lines bracketed his mouth as he gave her a small encouraging smile. Something about him made her feel comfortable confiding in him.

“I can’t help but think about all the things I did wrong in the relationship,” she said, her voice small. “If I knew now what I know then, would I have done some things differently to save the relationship.”

Mark looked at her intently.  “You gave almost twenty years to your marriage Amy.  You put your own career on the back burner to raise your son. You kept the house.  And then your husband decided to move on to someone younger.  It’s a pretty typical story, honestly.”

“I know,” she nodded.  “But I’ve been thinking of all the times I nagged, all the times I was too tired from running around with my son to take care of myself, all the times I said no to sex or date night.  John cheated and there’s absolutely no excuse for that. But I realize at some point I gave up on the marriage too. I’m having a hard time forgiving myself for the things I did, or didn’t do, to keep the relationship alive.”

Mark looked at her thoughtfully.  “You’ll need to forgive yourself in order to move on,” he said. “Otherwise you’ll just stagnate and think about the past. You do want to move on, don’t you?”

Amy nodded again.  “Yes, of course.  I just need to stop beating myself up.”

Mark steepled his hands on the desk and stared at her intently until she met his gaze for the first time since she walked into the office.  His eyes were serious.  “What if I told you that we have a way to help you move on? A service that has helped so many women like yourselves recover from their divorces and go on to have a happy life.”

She looked at him curiously.  “How? What do you mean?”

“Our firm offers a unique service for people like you.  People who want to, shall we say, accept the consequences of their own part in the demise of their marriage.  We will punish you for your actions, then you can move on.  We give you an absolution of sorts.  Then you are able to forgive yourself too.”

“Punish me?  Like what, a spanking?” she laughed, ignoring the small thrill in her belly when she said it.

Mark’s eyes sparked as if he knew what she was thinking.  “Yes, that’s exactly right.  We call it our Divorce Discipline package.  You agree to be spanked or punished by us for everything you did wrong, then it’s over and you can move on.”

“You’re offering to spank me?” she squeaked.

“That’s exactly what I’m offering you. It’s safe, confidential, and quite therapeutic,” he said, pulling an envelope out of his drawer. 

“I know it’s a lot to think about so take some time.  Here’s the contract for our Divorce Discipline package.  Read it over, and if you decide you want to move forward, call my assistant, and tell her you want a DD appointment with me after hours.  I’ll handle your case myself.”

“Is this a joke?” she asked, looking around for a hidden camera.

For more of the story,  check out “Spanking Justice” on your favorite retail sites today.
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