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   Chapter 1
 
    
 
    
 
   Up front I’ll say that I’m no Adonis.  I’m not movie star handsome, I don’t have an especially great body and truth be told I’m not much more than average in any of the hundreds of things that women look for in a man.  God only knows why Mellisa decided to chase after me.
 
    
 
   I started working part time for the XYZ Corporation when I was a seventeen-year-old high school student.  I continued working there when I started college and at nineteen when a full time position opened up I applied for it and got it.  It was a hard life for me trying to handle a fulltime job and a full load of sixteen credit hours at school.  I had zero social life, but it didn’t matter to me because I had a goal.  I was determined to get a degree and get a good paying white-collar job.  I was not going to end up like my father who spent his life working the blast furnaces at the Ford Rouge Plant and who came home every day worn out and beat down.  To dad it was a great job.  It was union, paid well and had great benefits, but it was back breaking labor and it just wasn’t what I wanted for myself.  I fully intended to make that early start at XYZ, coupled with my degree, lead me into middle and upper management.
 
    
 
   I didn’t know it at the time, but the Gods were looking down at me and smiling upon me with favor.  I’d caught the eye of Jason Banks, president and CEO of XYZ, and he was pointing me out to others as “the kind of employee that this company needs in order to grow.”  I didn’t find out about this until much later, but he kept an eye on me during my first year at college and used various contacts of his to keep him informed of my progress and my grades.  When I was midway through my sophomore year and my GPA was holding at 3.79 in spite of the fact I was working 40 to 45 hours a week at XYZ, I was called down to the Personnel Office.  The personnel manager told me that my hours were being cut from 40 hours a week to 24.  
 
    
 
   Before I could register disappointment at the news, he went on to say, “We are doing this so you can spend more time concentrating on your studies.  There are some in this company that believe that a young man with your determination can go places in the company.”  He pushed some papers across his desk at me.  “This is an employment contract.  By signing it you agree to work for the company for a minimum of three years following your graduation.  In return, the company will pick up the cost of your education.”
 
    
 
   It was a no brainer.  I was living at home with my parents and had almost zip for living expenses.  My wages had all gone for tuition and books and to keep my clunker of a car running.  By signing the contract the money from the 24 hours worked would become spending money and as I reached for a pen to sign, I was already thinking of what I could spend it on.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Signing that contract had some far-reaching consequences that had nothing to do with the educational aspects.  In all large companies there exists a certain class of people who are determined to climb the corporate ladder by any means necessary.  They back stabbed, curried favor, took credit for the work of others and kissed a ton of ass.  Ronald Sheets was one of those people.  Ron had a leg up on the competition by virtue of marrying the bosses’ daughter, but Ron was still always on the lookout for ways to make points.  Somehow he found out about his father in law's interest in me and decided that a good way to curry favor with dad would be to ‘discover’ me himself.  One day he showed up on the shop floor during my shift and stopped to talk to me.
 
    
 
   “How’s it going, Ryan?”
 
    
 
   “Pretty good, Mr. Sheets.”
 
    
 
   “Keeping the old grade point up?”
 
    
 
   “Hacking away at it, sir.”
 
    
 
   “You know, Ryan, I can relate to where you are right now. I’ve done it myself, and I can tell you from experience that all work, all study, and no play can be a drag.  I’m having a party at my house this weekend and I want you to come.  Hell, I’ll do better than that – make it a command appearance – be there, Ryan.  I’ll have my secretary bring you a map on how to get there.  Totally casual, you can come any way you want except naked.  See you then,” and he walked away. 
 
    
 
   Ron was known throughout the company as a back stabbing, ass kissing butt fuck and under normal conditions I would avoid him like the plague – not wanting to get tarred with the same brush – but circumstances were not normal.  Ron collected classic cars and he had several that I wanted to see.  I figured I’d drop by, check out the cars and then beat feet.
 
    
 
   I showed up at the party about an hour after it was scheduled to start and the first person I saw was Ron’s sixteen-year-old daughter Mellisa.  We’d never met, but I knew who she was.  Her picture was in the paper often enough.  Occasionally on the society page, but more often than not following some run in with the authorities.  Driving under the influence, running naked through the fountain at City Park, smoking a joint out behind the high school or something of that nature.  She was a spoiled rotten, headstrong and willful girl and her reputation preceded her everywhere she went.  You would never think it to look at her.  She had the face of an Angel.  She looked like innocence personified, but you knew from her reputation that her appearance lied.
 
    
 
   I walked into the party and Mellisa saw me and came over to me and said, “Who are you and what are you doing here?”
 
    
 
   “My name is Ryan and I’m here because your father invited me.”
 
    
 
   “You don’t belong here; you should leave.”
 
    
 
   For some reason that struck me as funny and I laughed at her and said, “Go play with your dollies, little girl,” and I walked away from her and went looking for her father.  I didn’t know it at the time, but the “little girl” part had stung Mellisa and that just was something that she was not at all used to.
 
    
 
   I was in the garage area practically drooling over a perfectly restored Candy Apple Red 1934 Ford 3 Window Coupe when Mellisa came up behind me. 
 
    
 
    “Hey you!” and I turned to face her.  She pulled her top up and exposed her bra less 36D tits and said, “This look like a little girl to you?”
 
    
 
   Ordinarily I would have stopped drooling over the Coupe and started drooling over Mellisa, but for some reason she had pissed me off with her “You don’t belong here” comment.  I looked from the left one to the right one and then I said, “Yep, you’re about ready for a training bra.  Go talk to your mom and she can probably help you pick out one,” and I walked away and left her standing there.
 
    
 
   I was getting ready to leave when Ron caught me and said, “Ryan, I have someone I want you to meet.”  He steered me to a tall, imposing man and said, “Ryan, this is Mr. Banks.”  Mr. Banks extended his hand and I shook it as Ron said, “Ryan is going to be one of our up and comers, dad.”  Banks looked from me to Ron and I saw that Ron didn’t fool the old man a bit.  Over the left shoulder of Mr. Banks I saw Mellisa watching us and probably wondering what the guy “who didn’t belong here” was doing with her father and grandfather.  Shortly after that I left the party.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   The next time I saw Mellisa it was at the company picnic.  She never approached me, but she was never far away and every time I looked her way she was looking at me.  Next was the company Christmas party, but that time she was a little more forward.  I avoided her as much as I could, but halfway through the party she came up to me as I was talking to her father and said, “Come on, Ryan, this is our dance,” and she pulled me out onto the dance floor.
 
    
 
   “I don’t recall committing to a dance with you.”
 
    
 
   “I can’t help it if you are stupid.”
 
    
 
   “I’m stupid?”
 
    
 
   “You must be if you think I’m a little girl.  Look around, Ryan.  I may only be seventeen, but I put half the women here to shame.”
 
    
 
   “You are only sixteen.”
 
    
 
   “No I’m not.  I turned seventeen the 9th of last month.”
 
    
 
   “Okay, so you are a couple of months older, you are still a little girl.”
 
    
 
   I hadn’t noticed, but we were under the mistletoe and Mellisa stopped dancing, took my head in both hands and gave me a kiss that made my underwear start to smolder.
 
    
 
   “Tell me that was a little girl’s kiss, asshole,” and she stomped off leaving me standing there. 
 
    
 
    I heard someone behind me say, “She doesn’t handle rejection well.”  I turned and saw Mellisa’s mother standing there.
 
    
 
   “What is it with you two?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Nothing that I know of.”
 
    
 
   “Nonsense.  She is a little wild so I’ve gotten used to keeping an eye on her.  I noticed sparks at the party at our house and at the company picnic she followed your every move.  She hasn’t taken her eyes off you since you walked in the door and you are trying to tell me that there isn’t anything going on?”
 
    
 
   “Oh there might be something going on, but it isn’t what you think.”
 
    
 
   “Oh no?  Well then, come and dance with me and tell me all about it.”
 
    
 
   Mellisa’s mother, Mary Ellen, was drop dead gorgeous and quite possibly the sexiest woman I’d ever seen in my life and dancing with her was a nightmare.  Trying to talk with her while trying to keep my hard on from poking into her leg was a very difficult thing to do and what made it really bad was the bemused smile on Mary Ellen’s face that told me that she knew.  I explained to her what had happened at the party (omitting the tit show) and Mary Ellen burst out laughing.
 
    
 
   “You actually called her a little girl and told her to go play with her dolls?”
 
    
 
   “I’m afraid I did.”
 
    
 
   “No wonder she is after you.  You better watch out.  She has to prove you wrong now and she will hound you until she does it.  Ooh. Look where we are,” and she looked up.  I followed her glance and saw that we were under the mistletoe again.
 
    
 
   “Don’t look now, but she is watching,” and she kissed me.  It was a scorcher and when she broke it she said, “That was to thank you for the compliment,” and she glanced down at my leg and giggled.  “Walk me back to my table, young man, and remember, watch out for Mellisa.”
 
    
 
   The party wound down and as I was leaving Mellisa came up to me and handed me an envelope.
 
    
 
   “What’s this?”
 
    
 
   “A Christmas present.”
 
    
 
   I opened it and found a Polaroid of a naked Mellisa wearing a skimpy bikini and a pair of high heels.  Luckily I was turned so that she couldn’t see the effect that the picture had on me.
 
    
 
   “Some little girl huh?” she said.
 
    
 
   I handed the picture back to her and said, “I can’t keep this.  They have laws against kiddie porn.”
 
    
 
   The look on her face as I walked away was priceless.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Why was I acting that way toward her when she so obviously lit my fire?  It had nothing to do with my being pissed over our first encounter and everything to do with my survival.  She was wild and unpredictable, had a penchant for getting her picture in the papers – usually for something scandalous – and she was only seventeen.  The last thing I needed at that point in my life was to go down in flames with her.  If I did what I really wanted to do and things went bad, the consequences to me could run anywhere from being fired to going to jail.  I had no intention of losing either my best shot at what could be considered a free education or my freedom over a “wild child.”
 
    
 
   The following year brought me in contact with Mellisa a lot more than I would have liked.  Shortly after the start of the New Year, Mr. Banks passed away and Ron succeeded him as president and CEO of the company.  By the time that happened I had come to understand that it had been Mr. Banks who had for some strange reason taken an interest in me and who had arranged my “employment contract”.  Now he was gone and Ron didn’t have to suck up to him and I had to wonder if my circumstances might suddenly change.  As the months went by and nothing happened, I began to relax a little.
 
    
 
   Then Mellisa had another run in with the law that made the papers and Ron decided that it was time that she learned to be a little more responsible.  When school let out for the summer he made her go to work at the plant and that put her in almost daily contact with me.  She dogged me and hovered around me to the point where everyone in the department was getting a good laugh out of it; everyone except me of course.  I was even more acutely aware of the potential for disaster and I worked hard at avoiding her, but she worked just as hard at seeing that I couldn’t.  Just how hard she was working at it became apparent at the company picnic.
 
    
 
   I was eating a hot dog and watching some guys pitch horse shoes when Mellisa came up to me.  She didn’t say hi, just tugged at my arm and said, “You need to hurry, they are almost ready to start.”
 
    
 
   “Start what?”
 
    
 
   “The Three Legged Race.”
 
    
 
   “I didn’t sign up for the race.”
 
    
 
   “I know, your partner did it for you.”
 
    
 
   “Don’t tell me, let me guess.  You?”
 
    
 
   She smiled at me. “Yep.”
 
    
 
   “Looks like you won’t be in the race then.”
 
    
 
   “No?  I already told my dad that you and I were going to win.  He will be so disappointed.  He does so like to see me succeed.  I have no idea how he will react when I tell him that you blew me off.”
 
    
 
   Daddy had to be happy with a third place finish, but that wasn’t bad when you consider that there were thirty-one couples in the race.  Ron came up and gave her a hug and congratulated her and she said, “We’ll do better in the Wheel Barrow Race, won’t we, Ryan?”
 
    
 
   As Ron walked away I asked, “Do you have any other surprises for me?”
 
    
 
   “Well, after the barrow race there is the balloon race and after that there is the Wrestle.”
 
    
 
   “The Wrestle?  What is that?”
 
    
 
   “You’ll see, Ryan. Come on, they are lining up for the next race,” and she grabbed my hand and pulled me along behind her.
 
    
 
   We won the barrow race, but we didn’t even come close in the Balloon Race, but then I guess Mellisa never intended to try and win.  In the Balloon Race a water-filled balloon is placed between two partners, chest to chest, and without using your arms or hands you have to race from the start to the finish without breaking the balloon or letting it hit the ground.  The race started and it became immediately apparent to me what Mellisa was up to.  What she intended to do was give me a hard time.  The race started and we had gone maybe five feet when suddenly Mellisa stepped back and allowed the balloon to begin to fall.  Quickly she moved back in and caught the balloon between our stomachs and this put her tits above the balloon and as she pressed forward to trap the balloon, her tits pressed into my chest.  She had a wicked grin on her face and she said, “I’m not wearing a bra, Ryan.  Can you feel my nipples touching you?”
 
    
 
   I probably didn’t, but I imagined that I did and I got an instant woodie.  We were fifty feet from the finish line and there was no way I was going to be able to go that distance with her tits rubbing my chest so I did the only thing possible – I stepped forward and pushed.  The balloon broke and I found out that I’d only made things worse.  The water from the balloon soaked Mellisa’s shirt and it had the same as if she had been in a “wet T-shirt” contest.
 
    
 
   “Way to go, slick.  Why not just pull off my shirt and let everybody look at my tits?”
 
    
 
   I pulled off my shirt and gave it to her. “Here, cover up.  I’ve got a sweatshirt in my car I can put on.”
 
    
 
   “But if I put it on you won’t be able to look at my “little girl” tits.”
 
    
 
   “Jesus, Mellisa, you just indicated that you didn’t want people looking at them.”
 
    
 
   “People no, you yes.”
 
    
 
   “Why are you messing with me, Mellisa?”
 
    
 
   “Because I can, Ryan, simply because I can.  Come on, it’s time for the Wrestle.”
 
    
 
   “Where and what is the Wrestle?”
 
    
 
   “It’s on the other side of the pavilion and you’ll see when we get there.”
 
    
 
   I followed her and when we got to the area behind the pavilion there was nothing there.  “What’s going on Mellisa?”
 
    
 
   “The Wrestle, baby,” and she stepped to me, put her arms around me and before I figured out what was happening she had me on the ground.
 
    
 
   “First fall goes to me,” and she laughed as she rolled so she was sitting on me.  She leaned forward and put both hands on my shoulders and pressed down.  “I got the first pin too,” and she lowered her head and kissed me.  “None of the other contestants showed so I guess I’ll be the winner.  I got the first fall, the first pin, and now I’m going for some riding time,” and she reached for my zipper.
 
    
 
   I exploded up off the ground and dumped Mellisa on her ass.  “Jesus Christ, are you fucking nuts?  It is broad daylight and your parents, to say nothing of half the company, are on the other side of the fucking building and you are underage.  Are you deliberately trying to get me fired or thrown into jail?”
 
    
 
   I turned and hurried away from her and left the picnic before she could cause me any more grief.  
 
    
 
   Monday when I showed up for work I found my shirt neatly folded and sitting on my desk with a note pinned to it saying that it had been washed and pressed.  Mellisa didn’t come back to work that summer and I found out later that her mother had taken her to Europe for a month.  The next time I saw Mellisa was at the company’s annual Christmas party.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   My date for the party came down with the flu and had to cancel out on me so I attended the party alone.  I was no sooner in the door when Mellisa saw me and headed my way.  She was a vision and I felt my cock stir at the sight of her.  She was also trouble and I began looking for a place to go that would keep her away from me.  I spotted three guys I knew sitting at a table for four and I started to head their way when Mellisa got to me and took my arm.
 
    
 
   “How does it feel to be trapped, Ryan?”
 
    
 
   “What are you talking about?”
 
    
 
   “My parents asked me why I didn’t have a date for this party and I told them that I did and that he was going to meet me here.  I gambled that you would come alone and when you came in I said, “Oh, here he is now.”  You can walk away from me if you want, Ryan, but then I’ll have to tearfully run back to mommy and daddy and tell them how cruel you were to me.  Would you like that, Ryan?  Would you like for my daddy to be really, really pissed at you?”
 
    
 
   I stood there too flabbergasted to speak and she giggled and said, “I thought not.  Come along, sweetie, we are sitting at the head table,” and she took my arm and pulled me along behind her.
 
    
 
   I knew everyone at the table so no introductions were necessary and the dinner part of the party passed by with nothing more than general conversation.  Following dinner there were a few rah-rah type speeches made and then the band set up and started playing.  
 
    
 
   Mellisa grabbed my hand. “Come on, sweetie, let’s dance.”
 
    
 
   Out on the dance floor I said, “Sweetie?  What’s up with that?”
 
    
 
   “Just staking my claim, sweetie.”
 
    
 
   “You might have some trouble selling that to Sally.”
 
    
 
   “And just who is Sally?”
 
    
 
   “My girlfriend.”
 
    
 
   “You mean your ex-girlfriend.”
 
    
 
   “No I don’t.”
 
    
 
   “Sure you do.  I already told my dad that we are going steady and he thinks we make a lovely couple.”
 
    
 
   “Why are you doing this to me, Mellisa?”
 
    
 
   “I already answered that at the picnic, Ryan, because I can.”
 
    
 
   “That still doesn’t give me a good answer.  If I accept that you are doing it just because you can, it still doesn’t tell me why you want to.”
 
    
 
   “I’ll answer that for you before the night is over, but for now, let’s just dance.”
 
    
 
   She moved in close to me and then suddenly pulled back in faked shock surprise and said in an equally faked Southern accent, “Well I do declare, Ryan sweetie, it seems that not all of you thinks of me as a little girl,” and then she moved back in close and ground herself into my erection.  She kept me on the floor until the band took a break and then we went back to our table were we sat and engaged in more general conversation.  Mellisa excused herself to go to the ladies room and the band came back while she was gone.  
 
    
 
   Mary Ellen said, “You haven’t danced with me yet, Ryan.  Let’s get out there and see if we can make your girlfriend jealous.”
 
    
 
   As we danced Mary Ellen gave me a bemused smile and said, “And just how long have you been dating the ‘little girl’, Ryan?”
 
    
 
   “Since I walked in the door tonight.”
 
    
 
   “Not your choice, I take it?”
 
    
 
   “Nope.  I was informed that I was her date and that it might upset daddy if I were to break her poor little heart.”
 
    
 
   “That’s true enough.  She is the apple of his eye and she does have him wrapped around her little finger.  I warned you last Christmas to look out for her.  Well, she’s back at the table and looking daggers at us so I guess we should head on back, but not before we tweak her nose a bit.  Get me under the mistletoe, Ryan.”
 
    
 
   I did and she gave me a kiss every bit as steamy as the one she had given me last Christmas and then we went back to the table.  Mellisa hauled me right back out onto the dance floor.
 
    
 
   “It’s a good thing that daddy didn’t see that kiss.  He really gets jealous where mom is concerned.”
 
    
 
   “Hey, she kissed me, I only returned it.”
 
    
 
   “Well it pissed me off.  You’re my date and you haven’t taken me under the mistletoe yet.”
 
    
 
   “I am not your date.”
 
    
 
   “Of course you are.  Just go ask my dad.”
 
    
 
   “Jesus Mellisa, why won’t you just let me be?”
 
    
 
   “Because you pissed me off, Ryan.  You called me a little girl, told me to go and play with my dolls and I’m going to keep after you until you take it back.”
 
    
 
   “Okay.  I take it back; you are not a little girl.”
 
    
 
   “Oh no, Ryan, words like that don’t mean shit.  You have to say it and then prove to me that you mean it.”
 
    
 
   “How am I supposed to do that?”
 
    
 
   “I’m glad you asked.  Come on outside for some fresh air and I’ll tell you.”
 
    
 
   Once outside I said, “Okay, Mellisa, just what do I have to do?”
 
    
 
   “Simple enough, Ryan.  You can either fuck me or eat my pussy.”
 
    
 
   “Get serious, Mellisa.”
 
    
 
   “I am serious, Ryan.  I want you to prove to me that you don’t think of me as a little girl and that’s the way you are going to have to do it.”
 
    
 
   “Come on, Mellisa, I give up. I surrender, you win.  You are not a little girl and we both know it.  Let’s get back to the party.”
 
    
 
   “No, Ryan.  I’m going to be all over you like white on rice until you either eat me or fuck me.  I’ll use my father as a club and the only way you will be able to get away is to quit your job and all that will do is get you away from my father.  I’ll still find other ways to haunt you.  Come on, Ryan, your back seat or mine."
 
    
 
   “Sorry, Mellisa, but you’re jailbait and I like my freedom too much.”
 
    
 
   “Bullshit, Ryan. I was eighteen last month and I’m totally legal.”
 
    
 
   “Okay then, truth time, Mellisa.  I wouldn’t touch you with a ten-foot pole.  With your reputation and the way you run around God only knows who you have been with, what they might have given you, and what you might be carrying.  I do know that I do not want to chance catching any of it.”
 
    
 
   Mellisa looked at me and I saw a sadness cross her face.
 
    
 
   “That was cold!”
 
    
 
   “Why?  What did you expect that your outrageous behavior would make people think?  Little Miss Wild Child, always running around and getting in trouble, always sticking out your tongue at authority.  Did you really expect that it would be ignored?”
 
    
 
   She was silent for the better part of a minute and then she said, “I’m a virgin, Ryan.”
 
    
 
   “Oh come on.  Surely you don’t expect me to believe that?  Not with your reputation.”
 
    
 
   “It’s true, Ryan.  The only way to prove it to you is for you to do it to me, but it is true.”
 
    
 
   “Come on, Mellisa.  Even if it is true, why me?  Why not save it for someone who counts?”
 
    
 
   “Because you are different.  My dad ignores me, calls me his little princess and lets me do whatever I want.  Mom says I’m going through a phase and that I’ll get over it and so she lets me do what I want.  Everyone else falls all over themselves to do what I want them to do or they do what they think I’ll like.  No one ever says no to me.  I’ve gotten used to that being the way of things.  Then here you come along, insult me, ignore me, and in general grab my interest.  I started chasing you to rub your nose in the fact that I was not a little girl and the more I pushed you, the more you ignored me.  Add to that the fact that I decided a long time ago to get rid of my virginity when I turned eighteen and here we are – the proverbial two birds with one stone – I get rid of my virginity and you admit I’m not a little girl.”
 
    
 
   “Right.  And then your dad cans me when he figures it out.”
 
    
 
   “How can he do that?  Figure it out I mean?”
 
    
 
   “You said it yourself.  You are his little princess.  You think he doesn’t keep an eye on you?  You think he didn’t see us leave?  When we aren’t back in a reasonable time you think he won’t wonder why?  You think you won’t be under a microscope when you go back in while he looks for the least little thing that will tell him what we were doing out here?  Hell, Mellisa, he’s just as likely to fire me because he’s suspicious as for any other reason.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t hear you arguing against it, just against doing it here and now.  Well then, we will just have to do it tomorrow.  Pick me up at six and we will go out on a date and sometime before you take me home it will happen, okay?”
 
    
 
   I was not used to such matter of fact behavior from the females I knew, but Mellisa did give me a hard on anytime she came within fifty feet of me and so I shrugged and said, “Okay, Mellisa, if you are sure that is what you want we might as well give it a try.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   The next night put an end to my relationship with Sally.  I took Mellisa out for burgers and then to a movie and before the night was over we did get it done.  Not a big believer in back seat sex, I had stopped on the way to pick Mellisa up and rented a motel room.  Pulling into the motel parking lot after the movie, Mellisa’s eyes got big and she said, “You are going to do it, you really are going to do it.  I just knew that you would find another excuse to put me off, but you aren’t, are you?  You’re really are going to do it.”
 
    
 
   “Well, to be absolutely honest, I guessed you would be the one to call it off when I called your bluff.”
 
    
 
   “Bluff?  Oh no, sweetie, no bluff.  Come on, let’s get to the room.”
 
    
 
   Mellisa was indeed a virgin and we left the proof of that on the motel sheets.  Mellisa surprised me by showing that she had a considerate side to her.  Before we left the room she pulled the sheets off the bed and put them in the bathtub to soak. 
 
    
 
   “Maybe it will keep the stain from setting.”  
 
    
 
   Mellisa might have been experiencing sex for the first time, but she was determined to experience as much as she could.  We did everything but anal and almost all of it three times.  Her first blow job wasn’t all that great, but by the third one she was getting the hang of it.  She didn’t have an orgasm the first time we made love, but she did have one the first time I ate her pussy and she did have one the second time we made love.  Her favorite positions were doggie or her on top. But what really set her off was oral sex.  The more I ate her pussy the more she wanted me too and the fact that I did it when she had my cum in her drove her absolutely wild.
 
    
 
   The ride home was silent.  Mellisa looked out the passenger side window the entire ride home and I couldn’t help but wonder what she was thinking.  I pulled up in front of her house, but she made no move to get out.  Finally I asked her if there was something wrong.  She turned to me and I noticed that there was a tear in her eye.
 
    
 
   “You know that you never even kissed me?  All the things we did tonight and you never kissed me, not once.”
 
    
 
   “As I recall you were too busy dragging me out of the car and into the motel room to waste time on the preliminaries.”
 
    
 
   “Still, you could have found time in there somewhere to kiss me.  It just doesn’t seem right that a girl loses her virginity and doesn’t get kissed.”
 
    
 
   I slid over next to her, took her in my arms and kissed her.  It got a little steamy and I was at the point of suggesting we move to the back seat when Mellisa broke the kiss.
 
    
 
   “I’ve got to get going.  Same time tomorrow?”
 
    
 
   “I thought that this was just a one time thing to put the “little girl” matter to rest.”
 
    
 
   “Oh no, Ryan.  I told daddy we were going steady.  Besides, we haven’t done anal yet.  Don’t be late,” and she got out of the car and headed up the walk to the house.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 2
 
    
 
    
 
   If I had passed on picking up Mellisa the next night at seven, my life over the next year would have been a whole lot less stressful, but I picked her up on time and headed for the motel.
 
    
 
   “What?  I don’t rate a date of any kind?  Just going to haul me to the motel like some kind of round heeled slut?”
 
    
 
   “Isn’t that what you are?  You sure have been acting like one.”
 
    
 
   “Still, it isn’t very gentlemanly of you to acknowledge the fact.”
 
    
 
   It was a repeat of the first night except that this time Mellisa wanted to try anal.  I took my time and used plenty of KY Jelly and then I eased myself into her tight ass.  She had her head buried in a pillow and I saw her hands clutching the bed sheets tightly, but she never made a sound the whole time I stroked into her pooper.  When it was over she asked me if I had liked it and I told her that any way I could get off was enjoyable.
 
    
 
   “Well I didn’t like it and I hope that you can do without it in the future because I don’t want to do it again.”
 
    
 
   “Your choice, sweetie.  It is your body and you get to decide what to do with it.”
 
    
 
   “Everything else we did last night I loved.  Go wash off your cock so we can fuck and then you can eat my pussy.”
 
    
 
   It turned out that her favorite thing was for me to eat her pussy after I had cum in her.  We screwed four times that night and she had me eat her pussy after every time.  I started thinking that the only reason we fucked was so she could have me eat her.  When I took her home and she said, “Same time tomorrow?” I told her no.
 
    
 
   “I have a couple of school projects that I have to turn in as soon as Christmas break is over and I need to spend some time working on them.”
 
    
 
   “So when will I see you again?”
 
    
 
   “How about Friday?”
 
    
 
   “Friday?  But that’s four days away.  It isn’t fair, Ryan.  You got me started and it is up to you to see that I get what I need.”
 
    
 
   “Sorry, Mellisa, but my plans for Christmas break didn’t factor in what has happened with you.  Plus I have Sally to think about.”
 
    
 
   “Your ex-girlfriend?”
 
    
 
   “That’s the problem, Mellisa. She doesn’t know that yet and I’m not asshole enough to let her find out by some other means.  I have to break it off in person.”
 
    
 
   “You sure about that?  Because I’m not sharing you with anyone else, Ryan.  I want all you have and I don’t intend to leave you with enough energy to take care of anyone else.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Thus began what proved to be the most turbulent year of my life.  Between work, school and Mellisa all my time was pretty much eaten up.  What with my class load and my job I was only able to see Mellisa twice during the week and then on Saturday and Sunday.  Mellisa didn’t want to go to a movie, didn’t want to go dancing, didn’t want to do anything but fuck and it wasn’t long before the constant renting of motel rooms was straining my budget.  Mellisa and I tried the back seat a couple of times but we both agreed that it was way too uncomfortable and constraining.  I sat down and ran some numbers and found that I could rent an efficiency apartment for half of what I was paying for motel rooms so I went out and found one close to school.
 
    
 
   My big mistake was to give Mellisa a key.  It got to where I would come home from class and find her naked on my bed and waiting for me.  My grades began to suffer because I was spending more time in Mellisa than in a book.  Finally I had to take the key away from her and tell her I would only see her on Monday and Thursday and weekends.  She got pissed at me and I didn’t see her for two weeks.  Then one Thursday I came home from class and found her sitting on the steps to my apartment.
 
    
 
   “What brings you here?”
 
    
 
   “Don’t be an ass, Ryan.  You know damned well why I’m here.  Can we go inside or do you want me to go after your cock right here in public.”
 
    
 
   “Grapevine told me that you had a new guy.”
 
    
 
   “What did you expect?  You tossed my ass out and I was pissed so I dated another guy.”
 
    
 
   “So why are you here instead of with him?”
 
    
 
   “He’s a jerk.  Besides, he won’t eat pussy.”
 
    
 
   “So I’m just a fuck toy for you?”
 
    
 
   “Works for me.  Come on, Ryan, let’s go inside and play.”
 
    
 
   She wanted to be eaten first and I was surprised to find out that she was very wet and I commented on it.
 
    
 
   “What do you expect?  You get me used to damned near every day and then you cut me off.  All I’ve thought about for two weeks is getting laid and that made me horny and horny makes me wet.”
 
    
 
   “I thought you were getting it on with the other guy.”
 
    
 
   “He wanted to and I would have, but he told me he wouldn’t eat me and I told him that was the price of admission and he didn’t want to pay it.  So it’s up to you, sweetie. Eat me, baby, give me what I love.”
 
    
 
   We got back on our Monday, Thursday, weekend schedule, but I noticed a slight change in Mellisa.  It seemed like the more she got, the more she wanted.  She was always horny and as a consequence she was always sopping wet when we got together.  I suppose that if I’d had more free time I might have figured it out, but a full class load, my job, time spent doing homework and class assignments and time spent with Mellisa didn’t leave me with a whole lot of time to sit around and speculate.  
 
    
 
   I found out the truth the day I was blackmailed.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   It was a Saturday and I arrived at Mellisa’s house to pick her up for a date.  Mary Ellen invited me in and told me that Mellisa wasn’t there.
 
    
 
   “She went to the mall and she just called and said she was running about an hour late.”
 
    
 
   “Okay, I guess I’ll come back in an hour.”
 
    
 
   “No, Ryan, I want you to stay.  In fact I’m glad she’s running late because it gives me a chance to find out about something I’ve been curious about.”
 
    
 
   “What’s that?”
 
    
 
   “Oral sex.”
 
    
 
   “Excuse me?”
 
    
 
   “Oral sex.  You know, Ryan, sucking cock and eating pussy.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t understand.”
 
    
 
   “Sure you do, Ryan.  Mellisa was talking to one of her girlfriends on the phone the other day.  She didn’t know that I was home and the conversation got a little raunchy.  I didn’t know you had such a kinky side, Ryan.  The part that grabbed my attention was where she told her friend how much she got off when you eat her pussy.”
 
    
 
   She stood up and started undressing and as she stripped she said, “I’m forty years old, Ryan and do you know that I’ve never had my pussy eaten?  Not once.  My husband thinks that oral sex is perverted and disgusting, but I’ve always wanted to try it.  I’ve never wanted it bad enough to risk my marriage by going out and picking up guys until I found one who would eat me, but I don’t have to go looking now, do I?  You are right here.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t think that this is a good idea, Mrs. Sheets.  Maybe I’d just better leave.”
 
    
 
   “Nonsense, Ryan, this is a great idea.  I finally get what I want and you avoid a whole mess of possible problems.”
 
    
 
   “Pardon me?”
 
    
 
   “Well, Ryan, just imagine what might happen if my husband were to find out that not only were you screwing his little princess, but you were also doing things to her that are so perverted that he won’t even do them with his own wife.  Besides, sugar, it shouldn’t be that much of a chore for you.  I’ve seen you looking at me and twice I’ve danced with you and felt your hard cock poking into me.  Come on, sugar, show Mary Ellen what she’s been missing all these years.”
 
    
 
   You would think that I would jump at the chance to do something – anything – with Mary Ellen, but I was getting just a little bit tired of the women in that family beating me over the head with Ron.  I was right on the edge of standing up and saying, “Sorry, Mrs. Sheets, but I wouldn’t feel right doing something like that with my girlfriend’s mom.”  Then I thought about the nine months to go until graduation.  So close to being done – too close to blow it at that late date.
 
    
 
   “How do we keep from getting caught by Ron or Mellisa?”
 
    
 
   “Ron left an hour ago to go play golf and he will be gone at least four hours.  We have an hour before Mellisa gets home so let’s not waste any more time talking, sugar.” 
 
    
 
   I should have known that something was wrong when she lay down, spread her legs and said, “Hurry, sugar, before it all leaks out,” but the words flew right past me.  I was so busy admiring Mary Ellen’s superb body that I had my mouth on her pussy and was licking away before the “it all leaks out” registered.  I started to pull my head away from Mary Ellen’s pussy, but she cried out, “No, sugar, keep eating me, please don’t stop,” and she dug her fingers in my hair and held me to her.  She started pushing her muff up at me and I found the little man in the boat and went after him.  She screamed and had an orgasm and I stayed after her clit until she started moaning again and then I pulled away from her.
 
    
 
   “Don’t stop, please, sugar, don’t stop.”
 
    
 
   I stood up and started taking off my pants and she said, “What are you doing.  Oh no, sugar, you can’t fuck me.  I’ve never been unfaithful to Ron.”
 
    
 
   “What do you call what we have just been doing?”
 
    
 
   “It isn’t cheating if it is something he won’t do for me.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, so you get your jollies and I get to suffer?”
 
    
 
   “If I suck your cock will that do?”
 
    
 
   “That would be just fine.”
 
    
 
   “You will have to tell me what to do.  When I said that Ron did not believe in oral sex I meant it both ways.  I’ve never sucked a cock.”
 
    
 
   I had to smile at that and she asked me what was so funny.  I couldn’t very well tell her the truth – that mother and daughter both got their first taste of cock from me – so I said, “What’s funny is that you are blackmailing me into doing something that most guys my age would give their right arm to be doing.”
 
    
 
   “It isn’t blackmail, sweetie; you wanted me, you just needed a little push.  Now please go back to eating my pussy, please sugar, I really, really like it.”
 
    
 
   “When do I get my blow job?”
 
    
 
   “Make me cum once more and then I’ll do it.”
 
    
 
   “What did you mean when you said, Hurry, before it all leaks out?”
 
    
 
   “Ron made love to me before he went to play golf.”
 
    
 
   “You had me go down on you after Ron had cum in you?”
 
    
 
   “Of course, sugar, isn’t that what you like?”
 
    
 
   “Why in God’s name would you think I liked it?”
 
    
 
   “Because that’s what Mellisa was telling her friend on the phone.  She said you ate her pussy after she had fucked someone else.  She said you do it every time you get together.  She gets laid, comes to you, you eat her out and then spend the rest of the evening fucking like bunnies.”
 
    
 
   “Mellisa said that?”
 
    
 
   I saw it register on her face and she said, “You didn’t know?”
 
    
 
   “No, I didn’t know.”
 
    
 
   “Oh dear, I think I may just have fucked it up for all of us.’
 
    
 
   “I guess you just did.”
 
    
 
   “Does this mean you won’t eat my pussy anymore?”
 
    
 
   I looked at the sexy woman spread out before me and I thought, “What the hell, it hasn’t killed me yet and I might never have an opportunity like this again.” So I said, “I’ll tell you what, Mary Ellen.  If you can get me off and there is still enough time for me to eat you again before Mellisa gets home, I will.  But I want something from you first.”
 
    
 
   “What?”
 
    
 
   “The name of the girl who Mellisa was talking to.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t have it.  I only heard her side of the conversation and I only caught the middle of it.  Why do you need it?”
 
    
 
   “Because Mellisa and I are about to part company and I can’t very well tell her that it is because of information that I got from you.”
 
    
 
   “Why are you breaking it off with her?  According to Mellisa you two have a great sex life.  Whatever she’s done hasn’t bothered you until now.”
 
    
 
   “Before I didn’t know; now I do and it bothers the hell out of me.”
 
    
 
   I looked at my watch. “You had better hurry if you want me to do you again.”
 
    
 
   Mary Ellen was hopelessly inept at giving head.  She, like Mellisa, could probably get better with time, but she wasn’t getting the job done that day and I told her so.
 
    
 
   “I’ll give you a hand job then, sugar. I will get you off.”
 
    
 
   “I can give myself hand jobs, Mary Ellen,” and I got started to get up and get my clothes.
 
    
 
   “No, please sugar, no.  Stay and eat my pussy, please?”
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry, Mary Ellen, but I need to get some relief and since I’m going to have to do it myself I’m going home to do it.”
 
    
 
   “No, sugar, please stay,” but I ignored her and started to get up.
 
    
 
   “No!” she cried. “Damn it no.  I’ll get you off,” and she pulled me down, swung over me and impaled herself on my cock.  She began sliding up and down all the while moaning, “Hurry, sugar, hurry up and cum. Cum for me, sugar, hurry up and cum for me.  Get off so you can eat me, baby, please sugar, hurry.”
 
    
 
   I rolled her on her back and began pounding her as hard as I could.  Her legs locked around me and her finger nails bit deep into my back and it only took minutes until the cum started boiling up from my balls and splashed Mary Ellen’s insides.  I leaned over her, breathing hard while my cock softened in her pussy and then she began pushing me away from her.
 
    
 
   “Hurry, sugar, hurry.  Eat me, baby, please eat me.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   She was lying on her living room floor, still naked, watching me dress.  “Can we do this again, Ryan?”
 
    
 
   “You really want to?”
 
    
 
   “Oh God yes, yes I do.”
 
    
 
   “What about the being unfaithful to Ron part?”
 
    
 
   “Fuck him.  He had his chance and would never do it.  I’ll still fuck his brains out, but I’m going to look to you for oral sex and I’ll pay for it any way I have to, okay?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know, Mary Ellen.  My apartment won’t be safe for us if Mellisa decides to hang around.  I can’t afford motels and I don’t like back seats.  Because of Ron and Mellisa it wouldn’t be safe here, so how would we do it?”
 
    
 
   “Maybe you can’t afford motels, Ryan, but I can.”  She giggled and then said, “Would you like being a kept man, Ryan?  Would it turn you on to have a forty-year-old woman paying so that you could have sex with her?”
 
    
 
   “I suppose it would.”
 
    
 
   “When, sugar?  When can we do it?”
 
    
 
   “As soon as I’m done talking to Mellisa, I’ll have Mondays, Thursdays and weekends free.”
 
    
 
   “You are really going to drop her?”
 
    
 
   “Like a hot coal.  In fact I’m going to leave now.  When she gets home tell I was here and left.  You can even tell her that I wasn’t in a very good mood when I got here and let her think about that while she tries to find me."
 
    
 
   As I was leaving Mary Ellen handed me a piece of paper. “That’s my cell phone number.  Call me Monday and I’ll let you know where to meet me.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I was in my apartment fixing myself dinner when the doorbell rang.  I opened the door to find a pissed off Mellisa standing there.  She pushed past me into the apartment and said, “Where were you?  I told mom to have you wait.”
 
    
 
   “Didn’t feel like waiting.  I was there on time, you weren’t.  I left.  I was only there to tell you to fuck off anyway so I didn’t see any sense in waiting.  I figured I see you sooner or later and I could tell you then.”
 
    
 
   “Tell me to fuck off?”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, sweetie. I found out about the little game you have been playing on me and I didn’t like it.”
 
    
 
   “Game?  What game?”
 
    
 
   “Don’t play dumb, Mellisa.  You know damned well what game.  Getting yourself fucked by some guy and then rushing over to see me and having me eat him out of you and all the while telling me that you were so wet because you were horny for me.”
 
    
 
   She looked away from me and said, “Honestly, Ryan, I don’t know what you are talking about.”
 
    
 
   What the hell, if she could lie so could I.  “I’m talking about the guy who swaggered up to me at the mall today and asked me how I liked being a cock sucker by proxy.  When I asked him what the fuck he was talking about he said he just wondered how I liked eating you out after he fucked you.  I told him he was full of shit and he said, “No way dude.  Every Monday and Thursday I lay the pipe to her before she comes by your apartment.”
 
    
 
   “That’s not true, Ryan, I….”
 
    
 
   I cut her off, “Just get out, Mellisa,” and I took her by the arm and led her to the door, opened it and pushed her outside.  She turned and tried to come back in, but I blocked the door.
 
    
 
   “Please, Ryan, don’t do this to me.”
 
    
 
   The last thing I heard as I slammed the door in her face was, “Damn it, Ryan, I love you, please don’t do this to me.”
 
    
 
   I almost opened the door back to ask her what she’d said.  I love you?  She had never uttered those words to me before, but then I thought, so what, and went back to fixing my dinner.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   For the next six weeks Mellisa hung around my apartment.  When I pulled onto the parking lot I just turned around and left if I saw her car or saw her sitting on my steps.  If I didn’t see her until it was too late I just pushed past her and slammed my apartment door in her face.  I couldn’t avoid her at work, but I could ignore her and I did.  The mantra was always the same; “Please talk to me, Ryan, just talk to me.  I know we can work things out, Ryan, I just know we can.  Please, Ryan, I love you, talk to me.”
 
    
 
   During that same six weeks I was meeting her mother at motels.  Mary Ellen got to be pretty good at giving blow jobs, but what she wanted most was for me to eat her pussy and it almost always had Ron’s cum in it.  Unlike her daughter Mary Ellen didn’t try to trick me and she was always very up front about it.  She always told me as soon as we were in the motel room if Ron had been there first.
 
    
 
   “I go crazy when you eat my pussy, baby, but I go absolutely starkers when you do it after Ron has fucked me.  I have more and bigger orgasms and I hope to God you never stop giving them to me.”
 
    
 
   One night when we were in a sixty-nine her butt hole look really appealing so while I was sucking on her clit I pushed a finger in her ass and she moaned.  I worked it around a little and she stopped sucking my cock and asked, “What are you doing?”
 
    
 
   “Playing with your butt.”
 
    
 
   “That’s nasty.”
 
    
 
   “I’m a nasty guy.  Haven’t you ever had anal sex?”
 
    
 
   “Good lord no.”
 
    
 
   “Why not?”
 
    
 
   “It’s nasty and perverted.”
 
    
 
   “You said that about oral sex, but it sure didn’t take you long to change your mind.”
 
    
 
   “No, Ron said oral sex was perverted.”
 
    
 
   “Well, he was wrong about that so how do you know that you aren’t?”
 
    
 
   “Have you done it often?”
 
    
 
   “Quite a lot.”
 
    
 
   “Let me think about it for a while.”
 
    
 
   She loved it!  She got to the point where she had a hard time making up her mind what she wanted to do first when we got together – get her butt fucked or her pussy eaten.  I was in hog heaven.  I was getting all the sex I could handle from a super sexy woman who spoiled me rotten.  She even made me feel like a gigolo.  My car was a ten year old clunker and one night I missed meeting her at the motel because the car broke down.  When I called her and cancelled and told her why she was upset.  Just how upset I found out the next time we got together.  When we were through taking each other through the wringer and I was getting dressed to leave she took some keys out of her purse and tossed them to me.
 
    
 
   “What’s this?”
 
    
 
   “The keys to your new car.  I don’t want you to ever miss another one of MY nights because of car trouble.”
 
    
 
   “New car?”
 
    
 
   “Well, not brand new, that might have caused talk given your financial situation, but it is only two years old and I had it gone completely through to make sure you won’t have any problems with it.  It’s the green one just outside parked next to mine.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   My grades were coming back up because Mary Ellen didn’t take up near as much of my time as Mellisa had.  After all, she did have a husband she had to keep happy.  Strange as it seemed to me then, given that she was fucking my eyes out, she said that she loved Ron to death and didn’t want to lose him.
 
    
 
   “If he ever decides to try oral sex, sugar, I’d never see you again.  I’d miss you, but I’d never leave home if Ron would take care of me.”
 
    
 
   Then came the day I had been expecting ever since my breakup with Mellisa.  I had practiced my speech and I was ready.  Ron asked me to stop by his office after work.  After the niceties were out of the way he said, “Mellisa tells me that you broke up with her.”
 
    
 
   “Yes sir, I did.”
 
    
 
   “Mind telling me why?”
 
    
 
   “It was a matter of class, sir, for lack of a better way of putting it.”
 
    
 
   “Could you explain that please?”
 
    
 
   “Well, sir, Mellisa and I are from two different worlds.  I’m a hamburger guy and she’s a steak lady.  She is meant for better things and I know it.  I knew that she could never get what she deserved from me.  I knew that you and your wife expect better for her and so I took myself out of the picture.”
 
    
 
   “That’s what I’ve always liked about you, Ryan.  You are a clear headed young man and you see things the way they are.  You are absolutely right in your thinking, not that you aren’t good enough for Mellisa, but in that her mother and I do have some rather high hopes for her.  I think that getting tied down at her age could be disastrous.  But your breaking up with her has presented me with a problem that I need your help to solve.”
 
    
 
   “Sir?”
 
    
 
   “Mellisa is broken hearted, Ryan.  She has been an absolute mess since your breakup.  She’s my baby, Ryan, and it distresses me to see her in her current condition.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know what to say, Mr. Sheets.”
 
    
 
   “I’d like you to do me a big favor, Ryan.  I’d like for you to get back together with Mellisa.”
 
    
 
   “Sir, I don’t thi…’
 
    
 
   “Hear me out, Ryan.  You were right in your initial assessment and you did what you thought was right.  I want you to do it again, only differently.”
 
    
 
   “Sir?”
 
    
 
   “Get back together, Ryan.  Make it work for a month or so and then do something that will make Mellisa break up with you.  Make her want to hate you for the rest of her life.  Make her want to put you completely out of her mind for good.  I need you to be the bad guy for me, Ryan.  I need for Mellisa to get over you and focus her energies elsewhere.  Can you do this for me, son?”
 
    
 
   Three months to graduation and I’m going to say no?  Still, I wasn’t naïve so I said, “What happens when I do this and she comes crying to you and tells you that I’ve been mean to her and that you should fire me?  I mean we both know that she usually gets her way with you.”
 
    
 
   “You are doing this for me, Ryan, and I don’t forget my friends.  I’ll just have to say no and be firm about it.”
 
    
 
   Yeah, right, I thought, but out loud I said, “Okay, but it will take some time to do it right.  I’ll have to make it look good. I can’t just rush to her and say I was wrong and I’m back.  It will be a gradual thing, but it will look right,” and burn up a good part of those three months to graduation.  Tuition and books were already paid for and I didn’t need to sweat that, but I did need my wages for the next three months so I’d have a cushion if I had to go job hunting.
 
    
 
   Ron smiled, stood up and offered me his hand.  “Good man.  You won’t regret this, Ryan.  I take care of my friends.”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 3
 
    
 
    
 
   I debated keeping my conversation with Ron a secret from Mary Ellen, but there wasn’t any way that I could keep my getting back with Mellisa from her.  She would be curious as to why and I knew her well enough to know that she would stay after me until I told her so best do it up front and get it out of the way.
 
    
 
   “Why in the world would you let him push you into that?  You can’t possibly be that hard up for a job.  So he fires you, so what?  You’re young, you’re smart, you could always find something else.”
 
    
 
   “Not like what I have now,” and I explained the deal to her.
 
    
 
   “I never knew that and I know almost all that goes on at the company.  I own it.  Did you know that?  I own fifty-four percent of the company’s stock and Ron sits as president and CEO because of me.”
 
    
 
   “Well, it was your father’s deal and I’ve been walking on eggshells since he passed away.  Not a day goes by when I don’t think I’ll be called in and told that the deal is cancelled.  That’s why I caved when you threatened me with Ron and that’s why Mellisa always got away with what she did – she was always using daddy as a club.”
 
    
 
   “So what are you going to do?”
 
    
 
   “Try to keep everyone happy until I graduate.”
 
    
 
   “What then?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know, but at least I’ll have options.”
 
    
 
   “So, you are only here with me to keep your job?”
 
    
 
   “Don’t be silly.  I’ll still be here with you ten years from now if you want, job or no job, but to keep things in perspective here, let us not forget that it was you threatening me with Ron that got us here.”
 
    
 
   Mary Ellen had the good grace to blush and say nothing.  She just smiled and undressed.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Mellisa was still loitering around and I ignored her for another two weeks and then one evening when I found her on my apartment steps I asked, “Just what is it going to take to get rid of you, Mellisa?”
 
    
 
   “You can’t, Ryan.  I plan to be around for the rest of your life, either with you or just haunting you.”
 
    
 
   “Why, Mellisa?  Just what is so special about me that you can’t leave me alone?”
 
    
 
   “I love you, Ryan.  I don’t know when it happened, but it did and I want to be with you.”
 
    
 
   “Bullshit, Mellisa.  If you loved me you would never have pulled that stupid, sick little game of yours on me.”
 
    
 
   “Haven’t you ever screwed up, Ryan?  Haven’t you ever done something that you wished to God you could undo, but couldn’t?  I fucked up.  At the time I thought it was great.  I had you and I was having the most mind-blowing orgasms and I wanted it to go on forever.  Can we go inside and talk, Ryan?”
 
    
 
   “No, Mellisa, I’ve got things I need to do tonight.  If you want to talk you can meet me at the Student Union on Friday after my three o’clock class.  I should be there about four-ten.”
 
    
 
   “Can’t we talk in private?”
 
    
 
   “No, Mellisa, I don’t want to be anywhere alone with you,” and it gets me three more days closer to graduation. 
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   The next Thursday Mary Ellen reduced me to jelly before asking, “How’s it coming with Mellisa?”
 
    
 
   “I’ve agreed to talk with her.”
 
    
 
   “And then?”
 
    
 
   “I’ll agree to start dating her to see if we can put it back together again and I’ll string it out as long as I can.”
 
    
 
   “You going to make love to her?”
 
    
 
   “It may come to that.”
 
    
 
   “This is ridiculous.  She’s my daughter and my natural inclination is to be protective of her and knowing what you are going to do to her pisses me off.  On the other hand I’m possessive of you and I don’t want to share you with her.  How fucked up is that?”
 
    
 
   “Hey, you are the major stock holder in the company.  Guarantee my job and I won’t have to do any of it.”
 
    
 
   “You know I can’t do that.  Ron would be all over me wanting to know what was going on.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I know.  Besides, it may not come to our having sex.  The plan is to get her so pissed off that she breaks us up.  Maybe it will happen before we get to the sex part.”
 
    
 
   “Try to make it happen, sweetie, try real hard.  Speaking of hard, any chance for one more time?”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Mellisa was sitting at a table waiting for me when I arrived at the Student Union on Friday.  I sat down. “Okay, Mellisa, go ahead, it’s your meeting.”
 
    
 
   “Please, Ryan, can’t we go somewhere more private?”
 
    
 
   “No, Mellisa.  You’re wasting time.  You wanted to talk, so talk or I’ll be going.”
 
    
 
   “Why are you being so hard, Ryan?”
 
    
 
   “After what you did to me, Mellisa, I don’t owe you a thing.  You are lucky I even agreed to let you talk to me, so talk.”
 
    
 
   “Ryan, I’m sorry.  I’ll do anything to make it up to you, but I need you, Ryan.  I love you and I’m miserable without you.  Please, Ryan, can’t we get back together?”
 
    
 
   “Why should we, Mellisa?  I don’t know why you did what you did in the first place so why would I trust you not to do it again?”
 
    
 
   “It was a mistake, Ryan.   It was accidental the first time, but it was so damned good that I had to try it again.”
 
    
 
   “Explain that if you can.”
 
    
 
   “When you took away my key I was pissed.  “Fuck him” I said to myself, “I don’t need his sorry ass.”  So I went out with several other guys and I slept with two of them.  It was okay, but it was nowhere near as satisfying as what you and I had.  The day I came back to your apartment I had just slept with one of them.  When it was over I asked myself why I was fucking around with losers when what I really wanted was to be with you.  I went to your apartment to talk to you, to try and put us back together the way we were.  I didn’t intend to sleep with you that day, honest to God, Ryan, I did not intend to, but we ended up in bed.  When you ate my pussy with Donny’s cum still in me I had the most mind-blowing orgasm of my life and I wanted to experience it again.  I didn’t know if it was caused by the fact that you were licking up Donny’s stuff or if it was because I was so happy to be back with you.  The next time you ate me it was good and I did have a small orgasm, but not a mind blowing one so I got curious.  I got laid by another guy and then came to you.  You ate my pussy and it sent me to the moon.  I know that it was all mental, Ryan, but it was so fantastic.  I wanted both, Ryan, I wanted you and I wanted those spectacular orgasms, but the only way I could get them was to get laid by somebody else before coming to you.  The guys didn’t mean shit to me, Ryan; all they did was give me what I needed so you could make me see stars with your mouth.  It was wrong and I knew it, but it didn’t seem to bother you and it did so much for me that I convinced myself that it would be okay because you would never find out.  But then you did find out and walked away from me and I died inside.  When we started out, Ryan I was just fucking with you over that “little girl” shit, but somewhere along the way I fell in love with you and I can’t bear not being with you.”
 
    
 
   “That’s what you say, but do you want my take on it, Mellisa?  You are a spoiled brat and you have always gotten what you wanted.  No one has ever said no to you until I did and it is killing you.  That sort of thing is just not supposed to happen, Mellisa.  No, Mellisa, the way I see it is that you want us to get back together so you can end it on your terms, not mine.”
 
    
 
   “You are wrong, Ryan.  I swear to God that if I get you back dynamite won’t be able to separate us.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know, Mellisa.  In the first place I’m not sure that I could ever trust you again.  In the second place I’m seeing someone right now and the question is why should I drop her for you, but third and most important is that I don’t ever recall telling you that I love you.  The only reason we got together was because you browbeat me with your father and what he could do to me and my job.  Given that, why should your telling me that you love me mean anything?”
 
    
 
   “You love me, Ryan.  You may not have gotten around to realizing it yet, but you do.  I could tell from the way you held me and the way you touched.  Come on, Ryan, give us a chance.  Please?”
 
    
 
   “I’m in a relationship that I’m comfortable with, Mellisa, and I just can’t see risking it over you.”  
 
    
 
   “Do you love her?”
 
    
 
   “No, but I am very fond of her.”
 
    
 
   “Does she love you?”
 
    
 
   “No, she’s in love with her husband.”
 
    
 
   “She loves her husband, but sleeps with you?”
 
    
 
   “He doesn’t give her enough sex.”
 
    
 
   “So, any day now she could decide to go home to him or he could find out about you and come looking for you with a gun.  Sounds to me like what you need is a steady, stable relationship, Ryan, and I’m here to offer it to you.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t think so, Mellisa. I just don’t think that it would work.”
 
    
 
   “Okay, how’s this?  I’ll share.  That way I’ll have a foot in the door when she goes back to hubby.”
 
    
 
   “You are that desperate?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Ryan, I am that desperate.”  
 
    
 
   “Okay, Mellisa, I’ll think on it.”
 
    
 
   “What’s to think on?”
 
    
 
   “My schedule hasn’t changed, Mellisa.  I’m still balancing work and school and I only have so much free time.  The Mondays and Thursdays that you used to have are taken up by my new lady friend.”
 
    
 
   “Does she get away from her hubby on weekends?”
 
    
 
   “Some, but not often.”
 
    
 
   “Okay, I’ll take the weekends then and if she gets free on one of them I’ll bite my tongue and step aside.  All I want is a chance, Ryan.  Please, just give me a chance.”
 
    
 
   I looked at her and was quiet for a minute and then I said, “All right, Mellisa, this is what I’m willing to do.  We never had a relationship as such.  All we had was you beating me over the head with your father.  This time we do it the normal way.  We date and then we see if it goes from there.  I’m not doing anything next Friday.  Would you like to have dinner and then take in a movie with me?”
 
    
 
   “Next Friday?  But that’s a whole week away, Ryan.”
 
    
 
   Yes indeed it is, I thought, and one week closer to graduation.  “Maybe some other time then,” I said as I started to stand up.  
 
    
 
   Mellisa grabbed my arm. “Next Friday is fine, Ryan.”
 
    
 
   “Good.  I’ll pick you up around seven.” 
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Mary Ellen was sliding up and down on my cock for the third time that night.  She had been horny as hell when I got to the motel. “Hurry, baby, hurry.  He had me twice before I left the house.”  I was doing my best to stay with her when suddenly she stopped and said, “I don’t feel right about this.”
 
    
 
   “Don’t feel right about what?”
 
    
 
   “Doing what I’m doing knowing that tomorrow you will be screwing over my daughter.”
 
    
 
   “No I won’t.  I’m just going to string her along until graduation and then tell her sorry, it just isn’t working.”
 
    
 
   “That will be screwing over her.”
 
    
 
   “Well, she’s got it coming from the way she screwed over me.  Besides, you know her better than I do so you should know that all I am to her is something she can’t have so she just wants it more.”
 
    
 
   “You’re right, sweetie, I do know her better than you do and I believe her when she says she loves you.”
 
    
 
   “Well I don’t love her so it doesn’t really matter.”
 
    
 
   “Are you sure about that?”
 
    
 
   “You had better hope so.  Given our current status can you imagine having me around as a son-in-law?”
 
    
 
   Mary Ellen giggled at that.  “Oh I don’t know, sweetie, it could have its interesting moments.”
 
    
 
   I rolled her over onto her back and slowly pumped into her. “And who would make out the schedule, you or Mellisa?”
 
    
 
   “Circumstances would dictate, sweetie, now hush up and fuck me.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Although it was obvious that Mellisa expected a little more out of it, my date with her was just that, a first date.  I picked her up, we had dinner and saw a movie following which I took her home.  I walked her to her door, told that I’d had a good time and that I hoped she’d had a good time also and asked her if I could call her in a day or two.
 
    
 
   “Don’t I even get a kiss goodnight?”
 
    
 
   I bent to kiss her on the cheek, but she turned her head and grabbed mine and then did her best to melt the soles of my shoes.  She stepped back and said, “Call. Soon.” And then she went inside the house.
 
    
 
   The next four dates over the next three weeks were basically the same.  By the fifth date Mellisa decided that she was through playing around and that she was tired of waiting for me to make a move.  Once we were out of sight of the house she slid over next to me and her hands went to my fly.
 
    
 
   “What the hell are you doing, Mellisa?”
 
    
 
   “Pay attention to your driving, Ryan, and don’t worry about me.” Three minutes later she said, “Your apartment, a motel, or the back seat, baby, don’t matter to me, but I’m not letting go of it.”
 
    
 
   I didn’t have enough money for a motel and I didn’t want to get Mellisa back in the habit of coming to my apartment so the back seat is where we ended up.  And once we got started we didn’t stop.  It was Mary Ellen every Monday and Thursday and Mellisa every Friday, Saturday and Sunday except for the few weekends that Mary Ellen was able to get loose.  Mellisa was as good as her word and she did bite her lip and step aside.  I could tell she wasn’t happy about it, but she did do it.  
 
    
 
   Given Mary Ellen’s feelings on the matter I didn’t tell her when Mellisa and I started having sex again so it came as a surprise to me when one Monday she asked, “Are you getting ready to dump the old broad?”
 
    
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
    
 
   “I can tell from the way that Mellisa is behaving that you two are making love again.  She’s happy and almost always in a good mood, but she’s a little down in the dumps on Mondays and Thursdays.  Does she know about us?”
 
    
 
   “Only that I told her that I had a new lady in my life and that I saw her on Mondays and Thursdays.  I thought that would discourage her, but so far it hasn’t.”
 
    
 
   “Back to my original question, are we about to become a thing of the past?”
 
    
 
   “Of course not.  I’m not about to give you up for a spoiled brat.”
 
    
 
   “Why not?  You know that I love my husband and that my relationship with you is purely sexual.  And you also know I would end the relationship in a heartbeat if my husband would give me anal and oral sex.  Besides, Ryan, you love that little spoiled brat.  Oh you probably won’t admit it, but you do.  I can tell from the way you look at her and from the way you act around her and I can tell from watching her that she does love you.  Eventually you are going to get over what she did and realize how you really feel about her.  What then?”
 
    
 
   “Is this your way of trying to end it between us?  Are you getting ready to tell me that you have to get out of the way so Mellisa and I can move forward?”
 
    
 
   “No way, Tiger.  I’ll still be fucking you after you and Mellisa get married if you will let me.”
 
    
 
   “Well I’m not going to be the one to end it and if you aren’t going to, it looks as if we will be getting together for a long time to come.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Graduation finally arrived and I went back to working full time at XYZ.  Two months after that I was promoted to supervisor.  I was still doing the balancing act between Mellisa and Mary Ellen although with school out of the way I did have a lot more free time and I found that I was spending most of it with Mellisa.  We were going places and doing things and at a party one night I finally discovered what Mellisa and Mary Ellen seemed to have known all along.  
 
    
 
   I loved the silly bitch!
 
    
 
   Every time she talked with another guy I got upset.  When she danced with one I wanted to kill the asshole.  The guys she talked with and danced with obviously wanted her and I wanted to scream at them, “Leave her alone damn it, she’s mine!”  Driving home after the party Mellisa sensed my mood and asked me what was wrong.
 
    
 
   “Nothing.”
 
    
 
   “Something is bothering you, Ryan, I can tell.”
 
    
 
   “Nothing is bothering me.”
 
    
 
   “Oh yes there is.  You were fine before the party and you were okay when we got there so it must have been something that happened during the party.”  She sat there looking at me and I could see the gears turning in her head and then something clicked and I saw her grin.  “My oh my, I do believe that you are jealous, Ryan.  What’s the matter, baby?  Afraid someone else might want what you have?”
 
    
 
   “No, of course not, don’t be silly.”
 
    
 
   “Sure, baby, whatever you say.”
 
    
 
   Our relationship changed after that and we moved closer together.  One night Mellisa asked, “When are you going to dump your married girlfriend so that I can have all your time?”
 
    
 
   I gave her a song and dance about how I was keeping my girlfriend because I still was unsure of how things were going to work out between Mellisa and me.
 
    
 
   “Bullshit, Ryan.  You know that I love you and even though you haven’t told me I know that you love me.  Why don’t you stop wasting time and admit it?  I don’t want to get married until I finish school, but that doesn’t mean that I don’t want to start making plans.”
 
    
 
   I hemmed and hawed and didn’t commit which turned out to be a big mistake as I was to find out two days later.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I had my face buried in Mary Ellen’s pussy, sucking up two loads that Ron had put in her earlier that day, when there was a pounding on the door.  My first thought was that Ron had gotten suspicious and had followed Mary Ellen.  Then I found out that it was much, much worse than that.
 
    
 
   “Open the door, Ryan,” Mellisa yelled. “I know that you are in there.”
 
    
 
   “Oh shit,” said Mary Ellen. “What do we do?”
 
    
 
   “Nothing.  She’ll stop and go away if we just sit tight.”
 
    
 
   “Open this door, Ryan.  I’m not leaving.  I’ll beat on this fucking door and yell until somebody calls the cops if I have to.  Does your girlfriend want her name on a police report?  What if some reporter hears the call and follows along?  Does the married lady want her picture in the paper?”
 
    
 
   I told Mary Ellen to get in the bathtub and close the shower curtain and then I answered the door.  Mellisa stormed in the door. “Where is she?  Since you won’t tell her goodbye I’m here to force the issue.”
 
    
 
   “She left just before you got here.”
 
    
 
   “Not even a nice try, doofus.  I followed you here and no one has come out since you walked in that door.  Besides, her purse is over there and her clothes are on the floor.”
 
    
 
   “It doesn’t matter, Mellisa.  You have no business being here and causing me a problem.  Things have been moving pretty nice between us, but you are on the ragged edge of fucking up and ending our relationship all over again.”
 
    
 
   “Bullshit, Ryan.  You’re mine and you always will be.  I’m through sharing you and I’m here to tell the tramp to get out of your life."
 
    
 
   She looked around the room and then she went over to the bathtub and jerked open the shower curtain.
 
    
 
   “Mother!  You?!!
 
    
 
   She turned to me. “You bastard!  How could you?”  Then she turned to Mary Ellen. “And you, how could you do this to me?  You know I love him, you knew he was mine, how could you?”
 
    
 
   “He wasn’t yours when it started, Mellisa, and I didn’t see any reason to give up a good thing when you started seeing each other again.  Besides, he didn’t think the thing with you was going anywhere so why should I have walked away?”
 
    
 
   “But daddy, what about daddy?”
 
    
 
   “What your father doesn’t know won’t hurt him or me.”
 
    
 
   “But why?  Daddy absolutely adores you.”
 
    
 
   “Yes he does and I love him just as much as I always have, but there are certain things I need that your father just won’t do for me.”
 
    
 
   “Like what?”
 
    
 
   “Honestly, Mellisa, don’t you think you are getting a little personal?”
 
    
 
   “A little personal?  I find out that you are fucking the man I love and that’s not personal?”
 
    
 
   “Well, if you must know, your father thinks that certain forms of sex are degenerate and perverted and he won’t do them.”
 
    
 
   “What, anal or oral?”
 
    
 
   “Both.”
 
    
 
   “Oh my God, my boyfriend fucks my mother in her ass.  Does he eat your pussy too?”
 
    
 
   Marry Ellen nodded a yes.
 
    
 
   “Do you go dow… Wait a fucking minute here!  You see Ryan every Monday and Thursday and I know, because you and dad are so damned noisy, that he makes love to you before he leaves for his club meetings.  Is Ryan eating your pussy with daddy’s cum still in you?”
 
    
 
   Mary Ellen shrugged and Mellisa turned to me. “You miserable fucking hypocrite.  You dumped me over it, but it is all right for you to do it with my mother?  You know how much I loved it and how much it turned me on and you can’t do it for me, but you can do it for her?”
 
    
 
   Well, there it was.  What Ron and I had planned.  I’d given Mellisa just what she needed to break it off with me.  I picked up my clothes and stared dressing and Mellisa said, “What are you doing?”
 
    
 
   “I’m getting dressed so I can bail out of here.  Obviously I’ve just had two relationships crater on me and it is time for me to hit the road.”
 
    
 
   “You think you are just going to walk away from this?”
 
    
 
   I shrugged and finished tying my shoes.
 
    
 
   “Bullshit, Ryan.  I told you that if we ever got back together Dynamite wouldn’t be able to separate us again.  Sit your ass down, we three have some talking to do.”
 
    
 
   She turned to her mother. “Are your orgasms greater when he goes down on you after you have made love to daddy and still have his juices in you?”
 
    
 
   Mary Ellen nodded a yes.
 
    
 
   “How much greater?”
 
    
 
   “They are stupendous.”
 
    
 
   “Did he finish before I beat on the door?”
 
    
 
   “No, we were just starting.”
 
    
 
   “Get your clothes off, Ryan.”
 
    
 
   “What?”
 
    
 
   “Get naked.  You can’t just leave my mother hanging.  But first, give me the key to your apartment.”
 
    
 
   “What?  Why?”
 
    
 
   “Because I’m not going to stay here and watch, dummy.  When you get done come on home and I’ll be waiting for you.  And sweetie?  If you can do it for my mother, you can do it for me, at least until we get married and maybe even after that.  It is one of the things we will have to talk about.  You take your time here.  I’ll need some time to get myself laid, but I will be full for you when you get home.  I’ll talk to you later, mother, so we can work out a schedule so we don’t intrude on each other, at least until I can help you find a way to get daddy giving you what you need.”
 
    
 
   She turned to me. “Oh and one more thing, Ryan.”
 
    
 
   “What?”
 
    
 
   “Tomorrow we will go shopping for my engagement ring” and then she was out the door leaving me and Mary Ellen staring at each other.
 
    
 
    
 
   The End
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   I was in Chicago and had just closed the deal that was going to get me promoted to regional director.  I called a good friend that I’d gone to school with and who lived in the Chicago area and whom I hadn’t seen in quite a while.  We had talked on the phone a lot, but hadn’t had a face to face in ten years.  I called him and asked if he be up to a drink or three and he said “Hell yes!”
 
    
 
   I was at the Hilton and sitting at the hotel bar when he got there.  I was working on a list when Barry walked up to me and I stood up to greet him and hug him and as I did the list fell to the floor.  Barry bent and picked it up and saw that it was a list of girl’s names.
 
    
 
   “What’s this, you old dog you?  The list of honies you are going to call tonight to get them to come out and party with us?”
 
    
 
   “Not hardly.  When I go back to Denver I’ll be moving into the regional director’s office and I have to pick a personal assistant and these are the names of the finalists.  I have to decide on one of them, but the problem is that they would all be good in the position.  There isn’t anything that would set one above the others.”
 
    
 
   Barry climbed on the bar stool next to me and asked. “How are they sexually?”
 
    
 
   “What kind of question is that?”
 
    
 
   “You ever have any deals where a bit of a sweetener would help?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know what you are getting at.”
 
    
 
   “Three months ago we were working on a deal to purchase a whole lot of machine parts.  There were three companies in the running for the contract and all had about the same thing going for them as far as price, quality and delivery schedules and the like.  I was the junior member of the team and while my input was wanted, Cal and John were the guys who were going to make the decision.  The guy from Martin asked what it was going to take to get the contract.  Cal said:
 
    
 
   “A night with your personal assistant.”
 
    
 
   “Cal was joking when he said it, but the guy from Martin said he would make it happen.  Cal looked at John and John nodded a yes and Cal said make it happen and you have the contract.”
 
    
 
   “Did it happen?”
 
    
 
   “Oh boy, did it ever.  She was one hot babe for being in her forties.  They were here for two days and she took us all on.  One at a time, two at a time and even three at a time a couple of times.  I can’t wait for next year when it will be renewal time for the contract.  I mean this babe was really hot.  Even though I’m married I’d run off with her in a heartbeat.”
 
    
 
   “Martin, you say?  I know a couple of people at Martin.  Do you remember their names?  Maybe I know her.”
 
    
 
   “His name was Dale and hers was Sandi.  I remember that because whenever she was introduced to someone she would say “That’s Sandi with an i.”
 
    
 
   My pleasure in meeting up with Barry after so many years dimmed somewhat.  My wife Sandi worked for Martin Industries and she was Dale Hartman’s personal assistant.
 
    
 
   Barry and I had several drinks together and then we had dinner and talked about old times, but my mind was on what he’d told me.  Sandi made one or two trips a month with Dale.  Had she been fucking people for contracts on all those visits?  She had been with Martin almost twenty years and she had been Dale’s assistant for the last ten of them.  Jesus, what a bunch of questions that brought up.  When did she start fucking around on me?  Did she start after going to work for Dale or before?  Did she limit her cheating for work or was she fair game for anyone?  Had she fucked anyone that I knew?  Any of my friends?  Thank God we didn’t have kids.  At least the issue of who their father might be wouldn’t have to be addressed.  We had another drink after dinner and then parted company after promising to keep in closer touch.
 
    
 
   I spent the night in my hotel room wondering if Sandi was sleeping alone while I was gone.  On the flight home I thought about what I should do.  Ignore it?  Sandi and I had what I thought was a good marriage.  She was very loving and affectionate toward me.  Our love life was fine or at least I had thought it was.  We averaged maybe three times a week and usually twice on a Saturday or Sunday and I didn’t consider that to be all that bad considering we had been married for twenty-three years.
 
    
 
   Should I ignore what I’d learned from Barry and operate on the principal that my life was good so don’t do anything to change it?  Even as I had the thought I knew I wouldn’t go that way.  Divorce?  Did I really want to be single again at forty-five?  I thought of all the women I knew in their early to mid-forties.  That would be the pool I’d be fishing in for companionship if I was single and none of them appealed to me.  They were all old ladies.  Granted that Sandi was forty-four, but she looked like she was in her mid-thirties and as Barry had said – she was hot!
 
    
 
   Could a single guy of forty-five attract younger good looking girls?  I didn’t think so.  I was fit, had all my hair and teeth and Doris my secretary was always telling me that she would leave her husband and run off with me in a heartbeat, but I knew that was just office flirting.  She was in love with her husband and you couldn’t separate her from him and her three kids with dynamite.
 
    
 
   I realized I was wasting my time thinking of what to do.  I knew me and I knew that what I was going to do was go straight at it and let the chips fall where they may.
 
    
 
   ***
 
   After landing in Denver I stopped by the office and dropped off the paperwork and received congratulations from my boss.  He asked me if I’d picked out my PA yet and I told him no and that I was having a hard time narrowing the list down.  He laughed and said:
 
    
 
   “Do what I did.  I put all their names in a hat and drew one out.  Patty has been with me ever since and I haven’t regretted it at all.”
 
    
 
   I thought about for a second or so and then said, “I’ll do that.  I’ll give you the name tomorrow.”
 
    
 
   And then I headed on home for the confrontation with Sandi.
 
    
 
   I got home an hour before she did and I fortified myself with a couple of Jacks backed by water.  I was sitting at the kitchen table when Sandi came in.  She smiled, came over to me, bent and kissed me and then asked:
 
    
 
   “How was the trip?”
 
    
 
   “Fruitful.  I signed the deal with Apex and starting tomorrow I move into the regional director’s office.”
 
    
 
   “I’m glad for you, honey. I know how hard you’ve worked.  What’s next?”
 
    
 
   “I have to pick a personal assistant from a group of six.  They all seem well qualified and I’m having trouble deciding.  You’re a PA; what should I be looking for?  One good at giving head?  One who takes it in the ass and likes to do gangbangs?”
 
    
 
   Sandi’s face lost its color and her voice turned cold…
 
 
    
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed this sample then look for The More The Sexier.
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   From the Author
 
    
 
   WANT FREE COPIES OF MY BOOKS?
 
   Just visit my blog and download free copies of my books:
 
   awesomeauthors.org/justplainbob
 
    
 
   Yes, I write about sluts and whores because as everyone knows, you tend to write about the things you know.  And I do like sluts and whores, just not the ones that lie to me and cheat on me.
 
    
 
   So be forewarned - if you click on a Just Plain Bob story you will be getting sluts, whores and husbands who do not kill, maim and destroy.  There are other things you will rarely find in a Just Plain Bob story.
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed any of my books then please share the love and promote my books in Amazon. I would really appreciate your honest reviews, too!
 
    
 
   Good news is always welcome.
 
    
 
   One Last Thing, For Kindle Readers...
 
    
 
   When you turn the page, Kindle will give you the opportunity to rate this book and share your thoughts on Facebook and Twitter. If you enjoyed my writings, would you please take a few seconds to let your friends know about it? Because... when they enjoy they will be grateful to you and so will I. 
 
    
 
   Thank you!
 
    
 
   Just Plain Bob
 
   justplainbob@awesomeauthors.org
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   You may also like the books by these authors:
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   Willow’s mom was in the front pew when I stepped forward to sing the solo anthem hymn just before the sermon. She has been sitting there every Sunday since her divorce five months ago. It seems like her skirt and dresses have been getting noticeably shorter over the past several weeks.
 
    
 
   Today, Gabi Pribino is wearing a very short grey sweater dress. Although it appears fairly acceptable when she’s standing up, it tends to ride way up her thighs when she is seated. As the intro to the anthem is being played, I noticed that I can see the crotch of her white nylon panties. I feel a wiggle between my legs because they are transparent and I can clearly see her bare gash.
 
    
 
   As I begin to sing the first verse of the song, I’m feeling very thankful that I wore a very tight jock strap today underneath my clothes. Last week, I got a full boner when she spread her legs to flash her crotch at me. Even with my tight jeans on underneath the choir robe, I was pretty sure that the folks in the front of the church might have noticed the bulge in my robe. Today, I was taking no chances.
 
    
 
   I tried my best to not stare at her as I started the second verse. Gabi was smiling broadly as she very slowly spread her legs wider apart. I could very clearly see the pink folds of her pussy lips because her panties were now sopping wet. I felt my dick twitch as I motioned to the organist to stop after the refrain rather than go on to the third verse of the song.
 
    
 
   As the congregation arose for the prayer before the sermon, I made my exit through the side door as always and practically ran to the changing room beneath the back of the church. I could feel the sloppy mess of precum in my jockstrap as I pulled my robe off over my head. I was just about to go into the restroom to relieve myself when I heard a chuckle behind me. 
 
    
 
   “I bet you go in there and jerk off…don’t you?” The sound of Gabi’s voice startled me. But the fact that it WAS Gabi’s voice also sent a bolt of excitement through my rigid prick and I felt a small gush of warm fluid ooze into my pants.
 
    
 
   “Oooh Geez,” I gasped when I turned around to face her. Gabi was sitting on a wooden chair against the back wall. Her legs were spread apart and she no longer had her white panties on. “Do you like looking at my pussy, Jack?” she whispered. “Does it make you have naughty thoughts?” she purred. My dick was hard as rebar and throbbing painfully against my tight jockstrap.
 
    
 
   “Yes…I mean…no…I don’t have…nasty thoughts,” I groaned. “So…You like looking at my nasty thing but you don’t wish you could shove your dick in it?” She goaded me with a wicked snarl. “Yes, I do,” I blurted out as my face turned fire engine red. “I mean…Oh God…what do you want?” I moaned pitifully. Gabi was staring intently at the bulge in my jeans. “I want you to take it out and show it to me,” she told me softly as she pulled her dress up to her waist to fully expose herself to me. 
 
    
 
   “But…what if someone comes and sees us?” I gasped timidly. I hated myself at that instant for staring at her dripping wet gash. And for the visions racing through my head of sucking on that organ and then filling it with my rigidness. “We have half an hour until the service is over,” she replied in a seductive tone as she dragged a finger all the way up her drenched slit. “Don’t be a sissy,” she goaded. “Let me see what a big boy you are.”
 
    
 
   “Oooooh Gaaaawwwd,” I groaned as I watched her bury two fingers into her flower to the hilt. I was trembling as I unbuttoned my 501 jeans. My hands were visibly shaking as I hooked my thumbs in my jockstrap and yanked it down as well. “I’m going to hell for this,” flashed across my mind as I stood there in the basement of the church fully exposed to this gorgeous woman in the chair. My dick was bouncing against my belly with each pounding heartbeat.
 
    
 
   “Look at you, Jack…You do like my nasty organ,” Gabi laughed in a nasty tone of voice. “Bring that over here and let me touch it,” she purred. I was amazed that my feet started moving without any hesitation. I had to reach down and hold my jeans up as I made my way to where Gabi was seated. “That is sexy, baby,” she whispered as she reached out to wrap her right hand around my dick. She had a curious little smirk on her face as she saw that her small hand barely made it all the way around my girth.
 
    
 
   “Ooooooh…” I groaned as she slowly pumped her hand up and down my prick. “I bet you think about my vagina when you jerk off,” she hissed her taunt. “Yes…I do,” I mumbled hoarsely. “SAY IT THEN,” she yelled. “I think about you when I jerk off,” I gasped without hesitation. “Good boy,” Gabi chuckled. “And what do you want to do to me?” she whispered. 
 
    
 
   “I…ugh…ugh…want…ugh,” Gabi squeezed forcefully on my dick before I could finish. “SAY IT,” she yelled.
 
   “I want to eat you and hump you till you can’t walk,” I screamed back. “Good boy,” Gabi laughed wickedly. “Get on your knees and show me.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed this sample then look for Tempted And Tamed.
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   “Why don’t we go out tonight?” Adam suggested to his wife, Keri.
 
   “If you want to,” Keri agreed. “Any special reason or place in mind?”
 
   “Actually, yes,” Adam replied. “It’s a special sort of place, private.”
 
   “What’s it like?” Keri asked, intrigued.
 
   “I don’t really know, except that there are special costume requirements for women,” Adam told her. “I heard about it at work from some of the guys.”
 
   “What kind of special requirements?” Keri asked.
 
   “A special mask,” Adam explained.
 
   “Where do we get it?” Keri inquired.
 
   “Well, actually one of the guys gave me one, just in case, you know,” he replied lamely.
 
   “So, let’s see it,” Keri said, crooking her head sideways as she looked at her husband.
 
   Slowly Adam reached into his briefcase and withdrew the mask.              
 
   “Oh, my,” Keri said, her eyes widening in surprise as she reached for it. “This is different,” she commented as she held it up and looked at it. “What is this supposed to be?” she asked, indicating a mouthpiece-like part with a ball on the other end.
 
   “You put that part in your mouth,” Adam explained.
 
   “How do you know this?” Keri asked, a twinkle in her eye.
 
   “They showed me how it works,” Adam told her. “I didn’t know either.”
 
   “So show me,” Keri told him, holding it out.
 
   “Well, it’s like this,” Adam said, reaching up and pulling the mask over her head. It covered her eyes and nose with the mouthpiece filling her mouth. There was a good-sized hole through the mouthpiece making it possible to breath. Adam fastened the laces in the back and tightened the mask. Now Keri couldn’t see or talk and Adam noticed that her breathing rate was increasing. Keri reached up with her hands and felt around the mask, feeling the soft leather and trying to control her panic at having been stricken blind and dumb in one fell swoop. When she reached behind her head for the laces, Adam quickly untied them and helped her out of the mask.
 
   “Wow, that’s some sensation,” Keri said when Adam had removed the mask. “And I’d have to wear that?”
 
   “That’s the rules,” Adam told her. “If you take it off you have to leave.”
 
   “Wow! It sounds really strange,” she said. “Is this something that you want to do?” Keri asked him.
 
   “Only if you want to,” Adam told her. “It sounded pretty kinky to me when they told me about it.”
 
   “They’ve been, obviously,” Keri commented. “How did their wives like it?”
 
   “Well, he said they’d been back since, so I guess she did,” Adam replied.
 
   “Well, if you’ll take good care of me I’ll go and see what it’s like,” Keri said, smiling at him. “What else should I wear?”
 
   “Well, I heard there’s dancing, so something comfortable for that.”
 
   “It’ll be strange dancing blind,” Keri commented. “But it could also be sort of neat too, I guess. Let’s go change,” she said, turning towards their bedroom.
 
   It only took them about ten minutes to dress. Keri wore what she usually wore to go out dancing, a short skirt and a halter top. Her full breasts filled the halter top and her skirt came only one third of the way down her thighs. She had nice long legs and she knew she looked good. Instead of her usual high heels, though, she was wearing a pair of sensible flat shoes.
 
   “Dancing blind, you know,” she said in way of explanation.
 
   “You look great,” Adam told her, meaning it. 
 
   He thought she was the hottest looking woman on the planet and he loved it when she dressed hot to go out. As they went to the car and began driving to the party, Adam was filled with trepidation. There was more about the party that he knew that he hadn’t told Keri about. He’d had this secret desire for a long time and hadn’t known how to act on it until now. He just hoped that Keri would go along and not freak out.
 
   It only took them about 20 minutes to get to where they were going, a big beautiful house in the section of the city reserved for very rich people. Keri was suitably impressed as they turned into the drive and saw about a dozen other cars already parked there. When they parked, Adam pulled out the mask and held it out to her.
 
   “Are you sure you want to do this?” he asked once more.
 
   “Why not?” Keri asked, taking it from him. “What’s the worst that can happen?”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed this sample then look for Naughty Swingers.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    [image: C:\Users\Samyn\Google Drive\BLVNP _\Books\EROTICA_\Yasiv Books\E1589-Ian MacSwain-Doug and Diane\E1589.jpg] 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   I am a professional masseuse, and have been for many years. When I say professional, I mean that I do massage strictly with no funny business, or hanky panky. My husband is a successful businessman, so I don’t have to work as hard as some of my other LMT friends, but I take my work very seriously. My kids are old enough so that my not being at home when they get home from school is not an issue anymore either. This allows me the freedom to set a pretty flexible schedule. 
 
    
 
   I have a pair of clients, a husband and wife couple, that I have been massaging for quite a number of years. Doug and Diane are a very active couple with two kids in junior high school. Doug designs websites and Diane owns a floral shop. They do very nicely. Their house is up in the hills on about 10 acres of land, with a spectacular view. We have gotten very friendly over the years, like old friends. When I go to massage them, we usually sit and talk for awhile and have a glass of wine on the deck. They are such regular clients that I leave one of my massage tables at their house; they dedicated a room to it. Our relationship has always been totally professional.
 
    
 
   Until recently.
 
    
 
   A couple of weeks ago, I got a call from Doug, on the morning of one of our appointments, asking if he could meet me for lunch. This was a bit of an irregular request but we had become close enough client/friends that I agreed and we met at a nice restaurant near his office. We chatted for awhile, about family stuff, some business chit chat until he got around to the point and mentioned their upcoming 17th anniversary; coming up the following weekend. They had both agreed that they wanted to do something really special. Doug seemed very nervous. I asked him what was wrong.
 
    
 
   "This is really tough to say," he stammered. "And I don't want to make you feel weird." He paused a while before continuing. "Diane and I both really enjoy your company. We think of you as a good friend, as well as our health professional." I told him that I considered them more than simply clients. "Well, we wanted to,...well, ask you if..." He trailed off again.
 
    
 
   "I'm not following." I told him.
 
    
 
   "We really don't want to risk our friendship with you." He said slowly. "We wanted to know if...you would consider...getting closer."
 
    
 
   "Closer?" I asked, unsure what he meant. 
 
    
 
   "Well, at the risk of offending you, …” He was starting to hem and haw about our earlier discussion about professionalism with my work, keeping it totally professional. “We were wondering if you would consider indulging us in a more,... sensual,... kind of massage."
 
    
 
   "More sensual?" I asked. "You mean sexual?"
 
    
 
   "No, no." He stumbled. "Well, unless..." There was a long look between us, wherein I said nothing.
 
    
 
   "This is not going, … you know, forget it. I’m sorry if, …” We shared a long fairly awkward silence. I think I know what he was saying, and with any other person, I would be up and out of there already. I knew these people, though. This was not something that would drive me out of my chair as I thought it might. I really liked them and Doug was really embarrassed now.
 
    
 
   “Hey. It’s okay.” I told him, trying to prevent him having the heart attack he appeared to be having. I admit that I was intrigued as to what they might be considering, as a couple. It was their anniversary after all. “Just tell me what’s on your mind.”
 
    
 
   “Diane was in a panic over being the one to ask, but now I wish she was here, …” I simply waited, trying not to look as flustered as I felt. I had only had to deal with these kinds of come-ons a couple of times, and had simply packed my shit and walked out; perhaps a bit stern a response but I wasn’t having this discussion with strangers, men.
 
    
 
   “Diane and I both really like you. We both think that you’re awesome at what you do. And … honestly … we both find you very attractive, and we have both been considering ... you know ... a ... something different.” Doug’s hands were fluttering as if trying to not say something too outlandish. “Not that you ...", he stammered. I smiled at him.
 
    
 
   "When I started in this line of work, I swore that I would never get involved in anything sexual with my clients." He looked a bit sad and ashamed for asking. "Don't get me wrong, I'm very flattered that you are asking. I think that you are both very attractive. Very! I suppose if I was ever to consider something like that, it would probably be with people like you two."
 
    
 
   "But, ..." he trailed off. "I hope that you're not offended."
 
    
 
   "No. Truly."
 
    
 
   "I’m sorry. I really am. I hate to make you feel uncomfortable.” I assured him that it was fine; that I wasn’t, though secretly I was. My mind was suddenly filled with thoughts of what they might be thinking. I caught myself flashing on both their bodies. I had been their massage therapist for a while and had seen most of them already. Diane’s bottom flashed into my mind, unbidden. I had to shake my head to clear it. “Will you still make our appointment tonight?"
 
    
 
   I patted his hand. "Of course. Believe me. It's okay." He remained uncomfortable through the rest of lunch and seemed ready as hell to get out of there. The conversation was perfunctory at best; the kids’ schooling, the weather; it was agony. I tried to think of something to ease his mind. I didn’t want them to be embarrassed for their appointments tonight. He shook my hand rather mechanically when we stepped out onto the street, and he walked away rather briskly. I felt so bad for him. Why I didn’t feel worse for myself, I don’t know. 
 
    
 
   I didn’t mention my lunch to my husband when I got home, as there wasn’t enough time to really get into it. The kids needed feeding and then homework had to be done. I left them in front of the TV as I headed out. Later that evening when I got to their house, I felt like Diane in particular was really embarrassed. It remained that way until we were alone and I was massaging her. 
 
    
 
   I worked on her in silence until I asked, “Are you okay?”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I'm fine. Why?”
 
    
 
   “You seem so quiet.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, I’m sorry. It’s just that … well, I'm a little embarrassed.” I asked her about what.
 
    
 
    “Well, having Doug ask you to help us with our little … fantasy.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, please. Don’t be embarrassed. Besides, we didn't really get into that much detail.”
 
    
 
   “I'm sorry for putting you on the spot like that.”
 
    
 
   “Please don't be.” I told her quietly. “Besides, I'm flattered.” There was a very long silence for a while, then I asked her, “I was just caught a bit… off guard.” She apologized again. I just… keep my business, well… like a business.” She said that she totally understood and that she hoped I wouldn’t think them weird or anything. “Oh, not at all. What people do behind closed doors…” I was sounding like I was discussing it like I knew their private life. I dropped it.
 
    
 
   There was a very long period of silence, while I continued her shoulders and back. “I just don’t want you to have the wrong idea about us.” She said finally. 
 
    
 
   “I don’t have any idea… It’s between you guys.”
 
    
 
   “It’s just a stupid fantasy kind of thing.” I didn’t ask what. “Perhaps they are better as fantasies anyway.” She said at last. I hummed that maybe so. I finished her legs and then held the sheet for her as she rolled over. 
 
    
 
   “What is your fantasy?” I suddenly blurted, not meaning to. We remained silent for awhile. She then quietly and haltingly told me how they had discussed getting a sensual massage. She was nervous about the details, so I continued to press her gently. She described a scene with soft sexy music, dim lights and lots of candles, and a sexy scene wherein a female masseuse would be topless or nude, and there would be a lot of intimate touching, between all of them. I admitted to myself that it sounded kind of cool and that my husband Josh would probably love such a thing. 
 
    
 
   She continued that Doug would help massage Diane and then vice versa. She even admitted to being curious about being with another woman. She must have talked for half an hour about what she would like to try and watch her husband try. I told her that that sounded like a magical anniversary. She admitted that maybe they should keep it as just a fantasy. I asked her if they did want to fulfill this fantasy what they would do about making it happen. She thought they might call an escort service. We left it at that.
 
    
 
   Throughout the rest of her massage and Doug's, I kept thinking about them and the way they looked nude. Doug was silent the entire time. I was becoming intrigued with the idea of them wanting to try something new and erotic; do it together and share the experience. Even after I left their house, I couldn't get it out of my head. When I got home, the kids were asleep and Josh was reading in bed. I mentioned it to my husband, who was already half-asleep. He told me that it sounded like fun to him, and that I might enjoy it. He rolled over and turned out the light, but that comment kept me up half the night. It sounded like fun to him. And what did he mean I might enjoy it?              
 
 
    
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed this sample then look for And Masseuse Makes Three.
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   Where does life take us? Why is it that when you have settled on one course, fate comes knocking at your door and takes you off on a tangent? That’s what happened to me, it seems to keep happening to me. I get used to my life, and then fate throws a surprise my way. Sometimes it is a little tap-tap on the door, at others it's a loud knock. Sometimes it blows the door open, and when it is really serious fate just takes the thing off with its hinges.
 
    
 
   I am Jack Hunter. My life to date had been particularly uneventful, although that would depend on your point of view. I had a wife, and a daughter. I also had an affair which while it didn't become the reason for my divorce, soured me sufficiently to seek to split with my wife. I will hold my hand up and acknowledge that I cheated on my wife. Not a good thing to do, but I will say in my defence that because my wife was in love with the bottle; Vodka and Tonic was her favourite so no one could be actually sure whether she was tippling or not; our love life was virtually zero. It’s no easy task to make love to someone who reeks of alcohol. Brenda, my wife didn’t appear to be bothered by our lack of intimacy, her next drink was far more important. I tried to get her to admit the problem, her Doctor tried, her mother tried, even our daughter, Libby, only three years old but she understood that something was wrong with mummy. Nothing worked. Despair and frustration were taking my self-esteem to new depths so when I had met a rather lovely lady called Deborah it quickly went from acquaintance to friendship to lovers. Our affair went on for three years. But when I called quits on my marriage, and as you would expect got taken to the cleaners in the resulting divorce, Deborah made it plain that we were not going to be an item. She came round for the sex but nothing else. Sounds like any man’s dream, doesn’t it? I had sex on tap and no emotional baggage to go with it. But I was one of those men who wanted emotion in a relationship, so eventually I told her it was over.
 
    
 
   The legal process in the UK was slow but exacting. It had however problems in making its judgments effective. I had visiting rights with my daughter, which were denied or delayed for spurious reasons. My solicitor would petition the court again and again to enforce the judgment. The court would confirm the judgment but never took action to ensure it was complied with. So slowly I lost touch with my daughter.  
 
    
 
   I met Jasmine in a supermarket; I actually helped her with the heavy bags. We had coffee, then dinner and eventually we started sleeping together on occasional nights. We went on like this for five years, until one day I got a fixed penalty speeding fine in the post. The location was not one I had driven through for months, so I queried the penalty. The bloody camera was right, it was my car, but at the time I had been away at a trade show, and I had travelled to the show by train. There was only one person who had access to my house, and the keys to the company car. Jasmine! After a lot of heated arguments she admitted she had ‘borrowed’ the car. Problem was that she was not insured to drive it, a criminal offence in the UK. If she admitted the offence to the police, chances were that she would certainly be banned from driving, and get a hefty fine. There was also an outside chance of a prison sentence. I paid the fine, took the points on my licence, and Jasmine became history.
 
    
 
   A few months after that lesson, I was invited to a party at a friend's house, which was where I met Bridget. We were under no illusions that we had been invited by well-meaning friends who thought that being single was an offence against nature. Well we did hit it off. Remaining friends for nearly ten years, but the tingle was just not there.
 
    
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed this sample then look for Almost Broken.
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   Dear Ms. Joan:
 
    
 
   This is the report you asked me to write up about me, my husband and our very dear friend (and special family member), Maria.
 
    
 
   Let me begin by telling you about each of us.
 
    
 
   About me (Annette)...  Since the first time I had intercourse in the backseat of a boyfriend's car, I have always enjoyed the feelings of pleasure that sex has given me.  While I had feelings of conflict over the non-marital sex those first few times, I still enjoyed the feel of a man's organ probing around inside me.  Then I learned to give my dates manual and oral pleasure.  I found that I liked that too.
 
    
 
   A few years later one of the guys I dated treated me to "head."  I was hesitant at first to let him do that, but he insisted.  The intense pleasure of that experience left me wanting "head" as often as a date would give it to me.
 
    
 
   That was my sexual background prior to meeting Jordan (or Jordy, as I call him).  From our earliest dates, we made sex a regular part of our dates.  Six months after we met, we married.  At the time, Jordy was 24 and I was 23.
 
    
 
   Oh yes, the obligatory physical description.  I stand 5' 6" tall, generally weigh about 130 lbs., and have rather full C-cup boobs.  My eyes are blue, and my hair is a sort of dishwater blond.  I generally keep my hair curled and styled.  While I have always thought of myself as sort of average, Jordy is constantly telling me that I am "really good lookin’ with beautiful legs and tits."  Who am I to disagree with him?
 
    
 
   Both Jordy and I are college grads with post-grad degrees.  For the past several years I have been doing contract engineering work out of our home.  My field of engineering allows me to get work rather easily, and choose between part time or full time work.
 
    
 
   About Jordy...  Jordy is very handsome (in my subjective opinion, but Maria says so too).  He stands 5' 9" tall, typically weighs about 170 lbs., and has brown hair and brown eyes.  He has a ruddy complexion, a mustache and a full beard.  Jordy sports a cock that when stimulated measures 8" long and 5" around.  Unlike most other men I have seen, his dick tapers from a relatively small head to its thick girth (gives wonderful sensations as it enters and slides within my pussy!).
 
    
 
   Both Jordy and I generally work full time.  He works for a computer firm that sells and services software for specialty retailing businesses.  His work often takes him out on the road (up to 1,000 miles away).  We are both typical Anglo-Saxon Caucasians.
 
    
 
   About Maria...  Maria is a beautiful young woman (four years younger than me).  Her father was half black and half American Indian.  Her mother was mostly Spanish (her mother from Mexico and father from Brazil).  
 
    
 
   The result of their union was a sexy gal who has soft skin that boasts the appearance of a year-round deep Coppertone tan.  Jordy says her skin looks (and tastes like) golden honey.
 
    
 
   She has small cone-shaped breasts with large (very sensitive) nipples.  Her legs are at least as long as mine, yet she just stands just 5'3" tall.  Jordy describes her as “a compact gal whose legs go all the way to ‘heaven’”.  The little nymph typically weighs in at a scant 105 lbs.
 
    
 
   Maria was born in Porto Rico, and grew up in New Jersey.  Her father died when she was very young.  Her mother struggled to raise her and her two older sisters.  When they grew up, the sisters left home, and really have not made much of themselves.  Maria saw that, and determined that she was going to get some higher education and make something of herself. 
 
    
 
   They both also had very unsatisfying marriages to husbands who were abusive.  Maria's mother got sick when Maria was just 17, and Maria decided to stay living at home and help her mother.
 
    
 
   Meanwhile, Maria enrolled at a local community college while staying at home to care for her mother.
 
    
 
   Her mother died just after Maria turned 20.  With nothing holding her back any more, and no desire to hook up with some guy just to get married, Maria decided to travel west to begin a new life.  Her savings took her only to Oklahoma City where she got work in a restaurant.  After several months, she decided she didn't like Oklahoma City.  She had accumulated enough money for a bus ticket to Santa Fe, New Mexico, where we happened to be living at the time.
 
    
 
   Again, Maria took work waiting tables in a restaurant.  That's where we met her, three weeks after her arrival.  While dining at the restaurant where she was working, we got to talking with her.  We found her to be quite attractive, pleasantly personable, and quite intelligent.  She agreed to meet us for a drink after her shift ended.
 
    
 
   We walked down the street to a nearby lounge where we each had a few drinks and got to know each other.  We learned that Maria had her 21st birthday the week before, so we asked her if she would like to celebrate by joining us for a late night dip at a nearby hot springs.  She said she did not have her swimsuit with her.  I let her know that the place has several pools, some of which were "clothing optional," and that we seldom wore swim suits there.  After giggling a bit about that prospect, she agreed, and we all piled into our car for the short trip.
 
    
 
   I should tell you that Maria has long, straight, shiny black hair that hangs about 5" below her shoulders.  Her eyes are also pools of deep black.  In spite of her father's racial background, Maria's face and hair give no indication of her Black heritage.  Only her skin evidences her mixed heritage... and does so in a highly attractive way.
 
    
 
   As she and I stripped in the dressing room, I noticed she had a full, untrimmed bush covering her crotch.  We both used our towels to cover ourselves on the short walk to the pool that Jordy had picked out.  We slipped in on either side of him, and began to chat like we had been long-time friends.  During our time in the pool, a few others joined us for a while.  When I sat on the edge of the pool to cool off, Maria joined me with no evidence of concern about her nudity in the dim light.
 
    
 
   During our conversations we let Maria know that we had a sort of open marriage, and had each occasionally enjoyed having others as sex partners.  She just took it all in without any particular reaction. 
 
    
 
   Getting to Know Maria...  At the end of the evening we took Maria to her apartment and made arrangements for the three of us to go out together again the following Saturday night.  That night Jordy and I made passionate love as I told him that no other woman had ever turned me on before… but that Maria had.  He suggested that just maybe, Maria might be a woman we could both enjoy... while giving her pleasure.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed this sample then look for And Maria Makes Three.
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