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1. The Backdoor Journalist: First Anal Sex with the Boss

In college, Lexi had majored in journalism despite all the warnings that she would never find a job.  And when she lands her first job as a junior editor, she is beyond excited!  When she meets her boss, Mr. Cole Greyson, excited doesn’t begin to cover her reaction.  While the job doesn’t pay very much, she soon learns that experience and exposure more than make up for anything else.

My first job after college!  I was so excited for my first day, I could hardly sleep.  My boyfriend was actually kind of angry with me because I was not even in the mood for sex the night before.  He was complaining about ‘blue balls’ but I just ignored him.  He can be so whiny about that sometimes.

I had majored in journalism and was lucky enough to get a job that started the fall after graduation.  It was perfect -- I got to enjoy one last summer of freedom but was already safe and secure in the knowledge that I had a job.  So many of my friends spent the summer waiting tables and looking for a real job, but I was set.

It turns out that the editor of a local magazine was a fellow graduate of my university, and he was in the market for a junior editor.  It really did not pay much, but I was not worried about that.  My guidance counselor told me that the experience and exposure would more than make up for it.  ‘Exposure’ turned out to be an interesting word choice from her, but I digress.

I showed up for my first day in my beautiful dove gray interview suit and a pale pink silk blouse.  I loved the way the combination worked for me and everyone said it fit me perfectly.  To make myself feel good and feel grown-up, I even wore my nice silk bra and matching panties underneath.  I do not own a lot of nice lingerie, but wearing the fancy matching set always made me feel like an adult.  That silly boyfriend of mine even tried to have a little fun before work, but I told him to shove it.

The receptionist at the front desk was very nice, and even walked me back to my little office.  It was more like a closet with a desk, but I had my very own office!  I was beyond thrilled!  I thanked her for her help and she scurried back to the front.  I pulled out a laptop from one of the drawers and set my purse down into the now-empty space.

She had also pointed out the breakroom as we walked so I headed over to get a cup of coffee.  It seemed like a good place to meet some of my new co-workers and to familiarize myself with the place.

It was a little before eight o’clock in the morning, so there was only one other person there.

“Hello there, I’m Lexi,” I introduced myself to the older woman.

“Helen,” she said gruffly and nearly broke two of my fingers with her grip.

“It’s my first day,” I bubbled.

“I can tell,” she chuckled, “no one dresses up like that around here except for Mr. Greyson.”

“Well, I wasn’t sure and I wanted to err on the side of nice,” I shrugged.

“Best invest in some comfortable slacks and loafers.  He’s going to have you running around like a chicken with your head cut off.  At least, that was how it worked for the last intern…” Helen sort of mumbled the last part.

“Oh ok, thanks.  I actually have not met him yet.  I was interviewed by human resources only.  I guess since he and I graduated from the same school, he wasn’t worried.”  I scuffed the toe of my high heel against the carpet and tried not to be worried.

Helen smiled wryly, “Aw honey, you just smile at him and everything will be A-Okay.”

I quirked one eyebrow at her but had no verbal response.  She shuffled off in her maxi skirt and plain loafers and I was left in the kitchen by myself, in my pencil skirt and high heels. I clicked my way back to my little office, only taking one wrong turn during the process.

I did happen to notice that while my office looked like a converted janitor’s closet, the one next to mine looked like it took up the remainder of the area.  The lights were off and the door was shut, but it was an enormous space that had at least one entire wall of windows.  We were located on the fifty-fifth floor, the top floor of the building.  It must be an amazing view from in there.  I did not have any idea what the rest of the space was actually for.

I sat behind my desk and plugged in the laptop.  When it booted, I was prompted to set my password so I used my standard one to start.  As I started to open my email and flip through the sparse files in the cabinet, I heard heavy footsteps in the corridor outside my office.  Suddenly the doorway went dark and I found myself looking at the sexiest, most handsome man I had ever seen in person.

He nearly had to duck to step inside, and his broad shoulders seemed to fill the entire space.  His dark hair was combed back in damp waves and his blue eyes glittered brightly.  His strong jaw was peppered with dark stubble and I had the sudden urge to run my fingertips over the scratchiness.

I rose from behind my desk on shaky knees and tried to walk around the desk.  I ended up stumbling on the trashcan that I failed to notice before, and landed with both of my palms flat against the hard planes of his pecs.

“Well hello there,” his voice rumbled deep in his chest.

“H-H-Hi, I’m Lexi,” I tried to recover gracefully, but my stupid high heels tripped me yet again and I fell back against his chest.

“I’m Cole Greyson,” his large hands gripped my shoulders and righted my body vertical again.

“I-I-I’m so sorry,” I stuttered.

“Quite alright, I like the personal introduction,” he grinned.

My heart calmed back down from making an ass of myself, but it sped right back up as he smiled down at me.  He smelled of Ivory soap and the outdoors and the entire experience was making me lightheaded and tingly.

I knew that it was going to be a long internship.

****

That first day ended up being rather long.  I had to sit through several hours of orientation, about the computer systems and the health insurance benefits and something about not harassing my fellow employees.  But every time Mr. Greyson walked by the conference room window, I had terrible thoughts of harassing them.  If it ever came to court, I would blame the human resource lady for planting suggestions.

I was released briefly for lunch, and made my way downstairs to the deli for a turkey sandwich.  I felt so grown-up in my suit and eating at this deli in the fancy office building.  Mr. Greyson’s personal assistant stopped by to introduce herself and to pick up his lunch.  She actually seemed nice, despite her big boobs and long blonde hair.  I guess he had a type.

When I returned from lunch, the human resources lady gave me a full tour of the office space.  Well, she showed me everything except the giant suite of an office that was concealing Mr. Greyson form my leering.

About three o’clock, I was released from my babysitter and returned to the quiet of my private office.  I read through a few introductory emails on my computer and looked through the sparse files in the drawers.  There were some outdated office memos and a few printed emails about meetings, but none of it was very helpful.  I did notice the memo about some kind of upcoming office function, but I paid no attention.  Towards the end of the day, Helen stopped by to see how my first day went.

“I guess it was alright.  I learned all about sexual harassment and dental insurance.  Oh, and I made an ass out of myself with Mr. Greyson.”

She grinned, “He has that effect on the younger women around here.  Me?  I’m too old for that nonsense.  But I can see why it affects kiddos like you.”

I shrugged, “It’s not that.  I tripped and fell against him.”

She laughed out loud, “Well there’s always the direct approach!”

“I didn’t do it on purpose!” I could feel my cheeks flush when I realized that she was implying I had done it intentionally.

“Oh I know, I’m just kidding.  Well, we’ll see you tomorrow.”

She headed out, and I started to pack up my purse to leave.

“Well…” the deep voice in the doorway startled me.

“Oh!  Mr. Greyson!”

“What?  No obligatory feel this time?”

My cheeks hurt they were so flushed and warm.

“Relax, it was just an accident.”

He walked over to perch on the corner of my desk, and his presence seemed to suck the oxygen right out of my lungs.

“How about a celebratory dinner?  On me?”

I fingered a loose strand of hair and nibbled my lower lip.

“D-D-Dinner?  Gee, I don’t…”

“A word of advice… It’s not good form to turn down the boss on your first day…”

I bit my lip this time, “Oh.  Well, okay then.”

When he grinned at my acceptance, my knees went weak.  His carefully combed hair was now in rakishly messy curls, and his blue eyes gleamed with a wicked light.  As we left the small space, he rested his large palm against my lower back and I think my tummy actually trembled at the heat of his touch.

His driver took us to a small Italian bistro with white linen tablecloths and candlelight.  I thought it was an odd place to take an intern on her first day.  He draped his suit jacket on the back of his chair and loosened the tie at his neck, unbuttoning the first button.  I tried not to stare at the dark curls peeking out at me.  But when the wine was poured and the gleam in his eyes brightened, I knew I was in trouble.

When he stretched back in his chair, I could see the flat pecs under his shirt, and I watched his biceps strain at the soft cotton of his sleeves.

“So tell me a little about yourself.”

“N-N-Not much to tell really.  I just graduated this past May, and am really excited to be working for you.”

He raised his eyebrows at my choice of words and I blushed yet again.  I was beginning to worry it was a permanent state around him.

“Well I do hope you can make it to our little party on Friday.  We’re celebrating a huge advertising win so I thought we could have a little fun.”

“Oh!  Um, sure, that sounds great.”

Was he asking me as a boss or like a date? I wondered.

“Feel free to bring your boyfriend, if you want.”  As a boss.

“Oh, well, um, maybe.”

“Single gal?”

I looked down at the table and fiddled with the tablecloth.

“Ah, I understand,” he winked at me.

My heart fluttered and I downed the rest of my wine.  The rest of the evening went smoothly.  Well, smoothly for him and awkwardly stupid for me.  But that is just what seemed to happen to me around him.  That night my boyfriend was rather eager to fuck me in my suit but I just brushed him off with a mumbled “I’m tired”.

After work the next day, I stopped at the store for a new outfit for Friday.  I figured the party was right after work, so I was aiming for something that would work under my suit for the daytime and then I could just slip out of my jacket for the party.  I found a stunning cranberry top that hugged tightly in all the right places, but actually looked quite demure with a jacket on.  It was low-cut by itself, but somehow the jacket pushed the neckline together just enough to be workplace presentable.  I spent money I didn’t really have, just to make an impression on my sexy boss.

For the rest of the week, I was nervous and anxious about the party.  I told my boyfriend there was a work function on Friday evening and not to wait up.  I declined to mention it was a party and I just was not inviting him.

****

The whole week took forever.  When Friday finally rolled around, I took extra care in the shower that morning to shave everything from the neck down.  I even put on a fancy push-up bra and matching thong, under my new maroon top and the grey suit with the slim pencil skirt.

My boyfriend eyed me up and down but this time did not even try to proposition me.  I thought it was odd, but since I had turned him down the last few times, maybe he was giving up.  Unfortunately, spending that much time around Mr. Greyson had really ramped up my libido.  I had been watching his tight muscles move under his tailored clothing, the way he ran his fingers through his dark hair when he was focused on something, the way his blue eyes lit up when he caught a glimpse of leg or cleavage.  I could not tell if he was just that way with me, or with all the young women in the office.  But either way, it was having an effect on me.

I was admittedly unfocused and unproductive for that entire day.  Luckily I had a private office so it was harder to tell that I was slacking off.  I think it was partly because I was still so new at the company , that I did not have a lot of work to get done.  But it was partly due to nerves about the event that evening.  Helen stopped by to say hello and that she was hoping I was staying afterwards.  I nodded ‘yes’ and she smiled.  She was an interesting lady but it was nice to have a friend.  I had not met many people but perhaps that would change at the party.

Around four o’clock, I noticed that there was a distinct hum of conversation in the hallways and I assumed people had stopped trying to feign productivity.  I pushed my door almost completely closed and took a moment to freshen up.  I ran a brush through my hair, powdered my nose and applied fresh lipstick.  Then I slipped out of the suit jacket and laid it nicely on the back of my chair.  I checked my reflection in my compact one more time, straightened my snug blouse over the push-up bra, and headed out into the hubbub.

Everyone seemed to be dressed in a modified version of business attire so I did not feel overdressed or underdressed.  They all seemed to be milling towards the large conference room so I joined the flow of people traffic.

“Oh hey there,” a young voice next to me spoke up.

I turned and looked at the speaker.  He was a young man, a few years older than me, and seemed to have his eyes glued on my breasts as they bounced under the tight silky top.

“Hi,” I purred, “I’m Lexi.”  It seemed that my hormones were in overdrive for all eligible-looking males now.

“I’m Thomas, I work in accounting over there,” he pointed down a hall I had not explored yet.

“Nice to meet you,” I smiled coyly.

He grinned, his eyes never leaving the top curves of my cleavage.  He was nice-looking, but after my week of Mr. Greyson, I was not ready to settle for an eager puppy.

The conference room had been mildly decorated, sort of like a high school prom with a ‘Congratulations’ banner and streamers.  The table itself looked much better.  It was covered with platters and tiers of fancy catered food, and the back credenza was lined with glasses and bottles of liquor.  When I saw the food, I realized that I had not eaten lunch and was suddenly ravenous.

I made my way through the crowd to load my plate with cocktail shrimp, cheese and crackers and strawberries, and several dips with fresh vegetables.  I was starving but I was not looking to make a pig out of myself.  I accepted a glass of red wine from a polite server and headed to a back corner to inhale my provisions.

I felt him before I saw or heard him.

“Lexi,” Mr. Greyson’s deep voice rumbled.

“Mr. Greyson” I squeaked.  Yes, that was the impression I was going for.  Forget sexy, sultry sophisticate; let’s try Minnie Mouse instead.

He lifted a strawberry from my plate, and I was mesmerized by the way his full lips entrapped the succulent fruit only a moment before his teeth freed the flesh from the stem.

“Tasty,” he whispered in my ear.

I felt the shivers trickle over my skin as his breath grazed my skin.  When I dared to look up at his piercing eyes, I felt them reach down inside and read every naughty thought I had had over the last week.  His eyes darkened as he stepped closer.  His hand barely grazed my lower back and I shivered again.

“How about a refill?” some random chipper voice piped in to our very intriguing conversation.

As the waitress broke the moment and refilled our wine glasses, I took the opportunity to pop a cocktail shrimp in my mouth.  It was not the sexiest thing to do in the moment, but I was still starving.  His gaze was focused on my mouth as I nibbled the shrimp and spicy cocktail sauce.

When the young woman wandered off, I half-expected his eyes to follow her little bubble butt, but I was shocked that they were still on my lips.

“I think we need more strawberries,” he winked.

I inhaled sharply and forgot to exhale until he sauntered off to the table for more fruit.  I downed the remaining food on my plate in his absence, realizing that inhaling food at a party was not sexy, but neither was a rumbling tummy.

He returned carrying a bottle of wine and a plate laden with fruit and cheese, and wearing a devilish grin.  I set my plate down on the back bar and smiled up at him.  Holding just the glass of wine it was easier to look appealing.

“How about we find a little more privacy?” he suggested.

I nodded and followed as he led me out of the conference room and back to his office.  He shut the door behind us and I gasped at the view from the wall of windows.

“It’s breathtaking!” I breathed.

“Yes, it is,” he rumbled as his hands slid around my waist from behind.

“Mr. Greyson!”

“I think you can call me Cole at this point,” he chuckled.

His fingers brushed against the nape of my neck as he moved my hair and I trembled.  When his lips touched my skin, I gasped at the surge of heat in my blood.

“I’ve been waiting for tonight all week,” he whispered.

“Why’s that?” I could barely speak as his hands spanned my quaking tummy.

His lips still trailed over my neck as he murmured, “I thought it would be odd to try this in the middle of a Wednesday.”

I laughed despite myself, and appreciated his sense of humor.  When his fingertips brushed the lower curve of my breasts, I shuddered.  His teeth closed firmly on my earlobe and I found myself pressing backwards against him.  It had only been moments since he touched me, but already I was turned on more than I got while having actual sex with my boyfriend.

He eased the hem of my top out of my skirt and let his fingers tickle my lower back.  I squirmed against him and could have sworn I felt his cock twitch.

“That ass has to be mine,” he groaned.

I turned to face him, letting my hands slide up his firm chest until they threaded around his neck.  His lips found mine at last and he devoured me.  His teeth nipped and his tongue plundered, and I let him take every inch.  He tasted like strawberries and red wine, and I was drunk on him.

While we kissed, he had apparently been moving us backwards because I suddenly felt the sharpness of his desk against my ass.  He easily lifted me up so that I was perched on the edge.  His hands stroked my inner thighs until my legs fell open to his intruding hips.  I locked my ankles around his waist and he made quick work of sliding my top off.

While his lips and tongue teased my already tight nipples through my satin bra, I felt the back his hand moving between us.  When I realized what he was doing, I almost came in my panties.  He was stroking himself as he teased my breasts.  I felt my bra clasp release and he tossed it aside.  His fingers pinched and rolled my nipples until they were so hard they ached.  My breath was coming in short gasps and I tried to push his hand out of the way so I could feel what was about to plunder my body.

He was hard and hot and thick in my hand and he quickly pulled my hand off.

“On your knees,” he groaned as he backed up a few steps.

I slid off the desk and dropped in front of him.  Up close, I was certain it was one of the largest cocks I had ever seen in real life.  It was throbbing, eager for me.  When I ran my tongue up the sensitive underside, he groaned and bucked towards me.

“Get it wet, make it soaking wet,” he ordered me.

I slid as much of him as I could deep in my throat and let my tongue dance over the pulsing head.  I tickled his swollen balls with my nails until he was groaning and thrusting into my mouth.  After a very few minutes, he withdrew himself and yanked me off the floor.

“Is that ass of yours a tight virgin?” he growled.

“Wait?  What?”

“I want to take that virgin ass of yours,” he rumbled as he spun me around.

He practically yanked the skirt off my body and kneaded my exposed ass, the thong leaving very little to the imagination.  He hooked his thumbs into the scant garment and whisked it away, leaving me naked except for my high heels.

When his fingers stroked over my wet pussy, I groaned and pressed against him. He found the aching nub inside my folds and rubbed it urgently, sending new waves of wet pleasure through my body.  He tickled my tight little asshole with those same wet fingers, and slowly slid one inside.  I gasped and wriggled against the invader.

“So fucking tight,” he groaned.

His finger left and I felt the head of his cock pressed against the same spot.  All the horniness in the world could not have erased my anxious nerves but I wanted him so badly that I steeled myself.

The pressure against me was enormous as he tried to penetrate but suddenly the head popped inside.  The pressure built as he kept sliding inside and I felt stretched in every direction.  When I felt his hips make contact with my ass, he paused to let me body adjust.

I was just getting used to the full feeling when his fingers slid around to the front of my body, and found the source of my ache.  He alternated between rubbing my clit and sliding inside me until I was a dripping quivering mess.  And as he continued to tease and torment me, his hips began to move.

The combination of all that stimulation was almost overwhelming.  I did not realize it had been so long since I had really been fucked but when he got going, I wanted more and more.

“Oh god,” I moaned, pressed back against him and pressing his hand against me.

“Fuck,” he moaned, “almost too tight.”

He pounded at me, long hard strokes that touched new places each time.  I felt him pause a couple of times and I grinned, knowing that he was trying to hold off.  It was the advantage of a ‘more experienced’ lover I suppose.

“I can’t…” he gasped.

With his fingers twisting and kneading inside me, and his cock plundering me from behind, I finally could not hold back my own climax.  I bucked and screamed and came all over his hand only moments before I felt his cock tighten and release inside me.

“Fuuuuuuuuck,” he exhaled as he pumped the last few drops into my ass.

We collapsed forward onto his desk, searching for oxygen in the heated room.

The rest of the evening was spent lying naked on his leather couch while we polished off the bottle of wine and ate every single one of those strawberries.

****

For the next few months, Cole and I fucked almost every day.  It only took about three weeks before I dumped my boyfriend.  I just could not play the game anymore, and both men deserved better than me running around.  Over that time, I learned that Cole was just as accomplished at making me cum with his tongue.  I had never had a man take the time to make me hit three orgasms before even trying to get inside.

I also learned a few new blowjob tricks that I loved to practice on his gorgeous cock.  He loved to explode all over my tits while I stroked out every last drop.

But above everything else, he loved anal sex and I learned that I loved it too.  He was so good at stroking just that right place that it sent me over the edge every time.  Sometimes he liked to tease me, get me close and then change his rhythm just enough to prevent it.  But I also learned how to do the same to him.  Just when his cock would swell for that last thrust, I would tighten down my muscles and he could no longer thrust.  He would just growl and smack my ass until I released his cock.  But he always came a little harder when I did that.

It did end up tapering off, and I eventually got another magazine job that paid a little more.  We are no longer sleeping together, but we are still good friends.  My new boyfriend and his current girlfriend are terrific about it, and have no issues with the friendship.  We have all hung out together, and my boyfriend certainly reaps the advantages of everything I learned in my first job.  My guidance counselor in college was right -- “experience” was the way to go.


2. The Backdoor Bride: Wedding Night Anal Sex

Charlotte and Chris are finally getting hitched.  They have been living together for a while, so Charlotte doesn’t really see the big deal about finalizing everything.  Her best friend almost seems more excited than she is.  After a beautiful ceremony and a fun reception with their friends and family, Charlotte and Chris sneak off to consummate their marriage.  Despite her adventurous past, there is one thing that she and Chris haven’t shared.  She had no idea that he was going to make her wedding night so special.

I smoothed the simple white lace dress down over my thighs and giggled to myself.  It seemed ironic that after all of my years of misbehavior, I was getting married.  And in white no less, the ultimate irony!  But I was lucky to have found Chris.  He knew all about my “less than discerning” past and did not care.

We were having a casual beach wedding with just a few friends and family.  My hair was partially caught back in a pearl clip so that the beach wind did not wreak too much havoc.  I did not even have all that much makeup on but I did not mind.  I was not the ‘Mary Kay with a spatula’ type anyway.

I slipped my pink painted toes into the white sandals and took one last glance at my reflection before heading out of my room.  I snuck over to my best friend’s room next door, tiptoeing carefully so that Chris did not realize I was out in the hall.  I did not want him to see me before the big entrance.  She heard my light tapping and threw open the door with a squeal.

“Charlotte!  You’re getting married today!” Amber was jumping up and down in her navy blue sundress.

I rolled my eyes, “What’s the big deal?  We’ve been living together for almost three years now.”

She waved her hands dismissively, “It’s a huge deal.  You’re getting freakin’ married!”

I laughed, “Yeah, I guess it is kind of a big deal.”

“You were the one that I never thought would settle down, and look at you!  All domesticated and everything.”

“Hey, hey, hey.  I may be getting married but no one will ever domesticate me!”

I wagged my silver clutch at her and grinned.  She laughed with me and hugged me tight.  Amber and I had been best friends since the day we met when we were freshmen in high school and now we were in viewing range of thirty.  She was already married but no kids.  Her husband was not able to make the trip down to the Caymans because of work and I was sorry about that.  He was a great guy, and even better, got along perfectly with Chris.  The four of us had even discussed getting a duplex together once the craziness of the wedding was over.

I perched on the chair in her room while she finished getting ready and pondered the step I was about to take.  I had never really thought about certain aspects of getting married until recently.  Like the fact that Chris was the last man I would ever have sex with.  Not that the sex wasn’t great or anything, it was just weird to think that I would never again share my bed with anyone else.  How do married couples keep it interesting?  How do they keep it alive and hot and urgent?

I stared out the window into the curling ocean and let the thoughts roll through my mind like the waves.  Amber was bustling around the room but I was only vaguely aware of her presence.  Finally she lightly rested her fingertips on my shoulder and I jumped a little.

“Already dreaming of your honeymoon?” she giggled.

I laughed, “We’re just staying here.”

“So?  It’s still your honeymoon?  Everyone else will leave by tomorrow night and you’ll have Chris all to yourself.”  She wiggled her eyebrows at me suggestively.

I shook my head, “Nothing new under the sun there though.”

“Oh you just never know,” Amber winked and motioned towards the door, “but we need to get going.”

I nodded back and snatched up my clutch as we strolled towards the door.  She shouldered her tote bag and followed me out.  She was in charge of bringing everything I might need that did not fit into the little silver purse that I was carrying.  Plus she was in charge of the little silver purse during the ceremony.

On our way down to the beach, we stopped in the drawing room that would host our dinner afterwards.  The flowers were purple and white orchids and the table was dressed with simple white linen tablecloths and white china.  It looked so beautiful and elegant that it was hard to believe all of it was for a retired party girl like me.

“If they could only see me now,” I whispered to Amber.

“They would all be so jealous,” she wrapped her arm around my shoulder and squeezed.

I rested my cheek on the top of her head and hugged her back.

“I hope someone reminds Chris to put sunscreen on that shaved head of his,” I mused out loud.

She barked a quick laugh, “Already thinking like a wife!”

I goosed her ribs, making her squeal and run away.  I chased her through the fancy drawing room and started to feel more like myself instead of someone playing dress up for the day.

The beach setting was already set up as well, with the white wooden archway for us to stand under, and a white blanket for under our feet.  The ceremony would be short and sweet, so there were no chairs for the guests.  Since the entire group was so intimate anyway, Chris and I had opted not to have assigned attendants, and we just considered everyone there to be a part of the wedding party.

As the time approached, I started to get nervous.  I was pacing back and forth at the water’s edge, letting the soft white foam dampen my toes with each wave.  Amber just let me wander and sort out my thoughts.  I did not know why I was nervous.  It’s not like I was some eighteen-year-old virgin being sent off to an arranged marriage.  This was the man I had been living with, the man who had once convinced me to toss my halter top out of the car window in Louisiana on a road trip, the man who had carried my drunk ass up more steps than either of us cared to remember.

Would married life still be fun?  Would married sex still be interesting?

****

Chris looked so amazing when I came down the little aisle between our well-wishers.  He was wearing black linen slacks and a white linen button-down shirt, untucked since we were on the beach.  His shaved head sort of glistened in the sun but his dark sunglasses blocked my view of his incredible blue eyes.  I giggled just a little when I spied his bare feet peeking out from under the hem of his pants.  All I could think about was getting this done and making him carry me over the threshold to our little tropical hut.  His biceps bulged so nicely when he picked me up, and I loved to feel the muscles in his back twitching.  When we are just lounging around together, I like to trace the outlines of his tattoos but he always complains that it tickles.

The wedding itself went by in a blur, but I am pretty sure I am now Mrs. Chris Anderson.  He seems very excited about something so I think that’s what happened.  Amber warned me it would go quickly, but had no idea.

Our small group of celebrators moved into the drawing room for cocktails and food.  There were all kinds of fruity drinks floating around and I know I had my share.  Chris never left my side and seemed very focused on moving things along.  I thought he was being a little rude but I decided not to say anything to him.  After all, it was his wedding too.

After a few drinks, they quietly ushered all of us to the large round table for food.  When the shrimp cocktail bowls hit the table, everyone dug in excitedly.  We started with our fresh Caprese salad then the main dish arrived.  Chris and I had selected sautéed fish with vegetables and couscous.  We had to get all the seafood we could, we were on an island after all!  Instead of a traditional wedding cake, Chris and I had opted for something simpler.  Everyone got their very own little white cupcake served with two chocolate covered strawberries.  It was a wedding cake and a groom’s cake all on one little china plate.  The meal was perfect and we were all stuffed.

As the group was finishing off their coffee, Chris stretched his long arm around the back of my chair and leaned over to my ear.

“I can’t wait to get that dress off you,” he whispered.

His warm deep voice tickled my skin.

“Why, don’t you like it?” I giggled back.

“Oh it’s beautiful, but I think it would look even better hanging off the back of a chair in our room.”

His wicked grin was accompanied by a devilish gleam in his deep blue eyes and I shivered slightly.  He and I had been abstaining in the weeks leading up to the wedding, just to make it more special.  I greatly missed his touch.  He was easily one of the best lovers I had ever had, and I was missing our sex life.  His fingers were lightly tickling the back of my neck.  He knew just how to drive me crazy and it was working.  It made me want to rush right back to our hut but I also wanted the night to last forever.  I decided to drag it out just a little, and tease him back to make the waiting worthwhile.

I leaned over a little bit more and gave him a full view of my cleavage while my fingernails lightly raked over his muscular thigh.  Out of the corner of my eye, I saw his cock twitch under the thin linen material and I winked up at him.  He shook his head and started tickling lower on my back.

“Want to dance?” I asked him softly as the flute music filled the room.

He stood and helped me up gallantly.  As we made our way to the dance floor, everyone clapped for us newlyweds.  He swung me around in a circle to show me off and then clasped me close.  I could feel the warm solidness of his thick muscular frame and I wound my arms around his neck.  Our first dance was slow and sweet and perfect.

When that song ended, the rest of the group joined us on the small wooden dance floor and the music slid into more of a club sound.  Pretty soon, Chris had me pulled tightly against his body and was digging his fingers into my ass as my hips gyrated against his swelling cock.

“Linen doesn’t hide much,” I giggled.

He shook his head, “It will be an interesting exit.”

I laughed and ground into him more.  With the formalities passed and everyone just celebrating together, my thoughts of proper etiquette were slowly losing the battle against desire.  I pulled Chris’ face to mine and kissed him roughly.  To my excitement, he returned the urgency by raking his teeth against my lower lip.

The heat was rising in my body minute by minute and judging from his cock twitching against my belly, he was feeling it too.  I twirled around and pressed my ass backwards into him.  He responded by digging his fingers into my hips and pulling me tightly against himself.  His lips and tongue found those sensitive spots just behind my ear and I let out a soft moan.  I had missed him terribly.  After just a few songs, he was ready to leave.

His voice was raspy in my ear, “Let’s go.  I want you baby.”

I nodded and wriggled against him one more time before darting away from his attempted spanking.  We hugged and kissed everyone good night and everyone made the expected little jokes and giggles about where we were headed.  In a show of ridiculous machoism, Chris picked me up and flung me over his shoulder as we left the room.  I tried to tickle his sides in protest, but all that earned me was the missed spanking.  My ass tingled from his large palm and I nuzzled his neck to show my appreciation.

He did not put me down until we were in our little beachfront hut and he tossed me onto the huge king-size bed.

“Mrs. Anderson?” he addressed me formally, “are you ready for your husband?”

I leaned back on the bed and beckoned to him with one finger.  And he pounced.

****

Chris slowly raked his nails up my thighs, taking the hem of my dress with them.  When the dress finally inched up past my pussy he groaned at the sight of my little white lace G-string.

“You had this on all night?” he murmured as his lips tickled the seams of my panties.

“Uh huh,” I moaned, barely able to focus on anything besides the nearness of his mouth.

“Damn baby,” he grinned up at me as he hooked his thumbs into the strings across my hips and yanked the tiny clothing right off my body.

“Not that is doesn’t look great on you,” he laughed, “but it looks way better on the floor.”

“Oh Chris,” I sighed as I reached for him.

He tickled my inner thighs with his tongue as I squirmed.  I wriggled away from him with a grin, fighting every ounce of desire I had to feel his lips and tongue against my pussy.  He knew exactly how to get me off and he loved doing it.

“Where are you going baby?” he growled at me as he crawled further up on the bed.

“Uh, uh, uh, my turn first,” I wagged my finger at him with a giggle.

“Mmm, I like married life already,” he grinned.

I laughed, “It’s just to make it last longer.”

He pretended to pout as he slowly removed his shirt and pants.  It was no wonder I could see and feel his cock all night, he was not wearing underwear.

“You are a naughty boy!” I crowed as I stroked his stiff shaft with just my fingernails.

He groaned and fell back into the mound of feather pillows.  Based on the way his cock bobbed and reached for me, it seemed that he was missing me as much as I missed him.  I ran the tip of my tongue up the warm shaft and savored his moans like sweet and salty candy.  As my fingers lightly rolled and massaged his full balls, I teased and tickled the head of his cock with the tip of my tongue.

“Fuck, Charlotte,” he groaned deep in his big chest, “I’ve missed that mouth of yours.  And those hands…”

I stroked him with my lightly balled fist, edging his climax closer but only by a millimeter at a time.  His hips were twitching and bucking as he silently begged for more.  I loved having him in the palm of my hand, feeling the hard velvet of his cock as it slipped in and out of my hand.  I kept the loose grip still stroking but started to swirl the tip of my tongue over the sensitive head.

Just when I thought he was going to shove me off and finish the job with his own hand, I tightened my hand and enveloped his cock with my hot wet mouth.  Stroking my hand and mouth in unison, I let his cock slide in and out of the warm slippery tunnel.  I knew exactly how hard and fast he needed to get over the edge and I kept just shy of it.  I just loved keeping him right on the edge of exploding for as long as I could.  He sometimes got mad at me during, but he always forgave me after an ass-clenching orgasm.

“Oh god, oh god,” he mumbled, pumping his hips up into me.

His cock throbbed in my hand and the drops of pre-cum were soaking my tongue as I kept teasing and torturing my husband’s hard thick perfect cock.  I finally gave in to my poor squirming husband and hit the rhythm he needed.  I knew that combination of my warm snug fist and slippery hot mouth along with that perfect blend of speed and tightness would send him straight into oblivion.  His balls tightened between his legs and I felt the head of his cock swell even further.  His fingers dug into the bedspread as I felt the first jet hit the back of my throat.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” he chanted as the jets spurted over my tongue and dripped down onto my lips.

He finally fell back into the pillows again, panting and grinning.

I rose up to kneel over his drained and naked body.  Slowly I started removing my white lace dress.  I almost felt virginal in it, except for the fact my brand-new husband was still reeling from the one of the best blowjobs of his life.

My unencumbered breasts popped into view, and he reached up to knead them.  My nipples were already stiff but his touch made them achingly hard.  He pinched and rolled them until I was mewing for more of him.

With his muscular build, he easily flipped me over and slid down between my naked thighs.  His strong hands pressed my legs apart and my back arched as his tongue found my aching clit.  It had been so long and I wanted him so badly.  I was so very glad that he was not tormenting me like I had him.  Chris flicked his tongue hard and fast against me, slowly twisting one thick finger inside my pussy.  When he held my clit between his lips and rubbed hard circles over it, my body tingled with the anticipation of an explosion.

“Oh, Chris, oh god,” I mumbled just before my whole body erupted.

I soaked his face, the bedspread, and probably the sheets underneath.  He gently slowed, easing me down from the explosion until I was shivering and grinning stupidly.

“God I’ve missed you,” he murmured softly against the pulse pounding in my throat.

“I need you inside me,” I admitted softly, “please baby?  Inside me?”

He thrust his hips against my body and I was suddenly aware that he was fully hard again.

I chuckled, “See?  Wifey knows what she’s doing!”

My sexy naked husband crawled on top of my humming body and slid into my warm wetness with very little resistance.  As typical of my body, I came again almost instantly.  I can usually have multiples when he’s given me such an amazing first one.  Suddenly, as my second one was finishing, I felt him withdraw from my body.

“Chris?  What are you doing?  Where are you going?”

He gently flipped me over so that his hard slippery cock was nestled between the smooth globes of my ass, and he bent over to whisper in my ear.

“Charlotte, I wanted tonight to be special.  And this is something you’ve asked for but I kept putting it off for this reason.  On our wedding night, I want to take your last remaining cherry.  It will belong to me forever, just like you.”

As he tickled my ear with his warm breath, I could feel his fingertip slowly circling my virgin asshole.

“Oh Chris,” I moaned, “really?  This is why you wanted to wait?”

To most people, it would seem odd to save anal sex for your wedding night.  But for some reason, that struck me as the most romantic thing he had ever done for me.  I felt my hips rise backwards to nudge his cock and he chuckled.

“I take it you want it?” his finger slowly slid inside my tight little hole.

“Oh god yes…”

My body tingled and hummed as he slowly inched his finger in and out.  I had wanted to try it for a while now and he always deferred.  I had assumed he just did not want to do it, but with one finger knuckle-deep in my ass and his other hand teasing my still aching clit, I knew just how wrong I was.

“Do women actually cum like this?” I asked quietly.

“I think so, I’ve never done it before either.”

“Oh baby,” I swooned.  We were each other’s firsts.

I heard the squirt of lube and then felt the cold gel against my little rosebud.  He stroked himself to lube up and then worked his slippery finger inside me, getting me nice and ready.  Then I felt the thick swollen head of his cock against the same opening and it made me momentarily nervous.  I tightened up and felt his other hand stroke my hair.

“My little virgin on our wedding night, so nervous and tense.”

He slipped his other hand underneath me and slowly worked his fingers into my needy pussy.  As I focused on how close his touch was already getting me to yet another orgasm, I felt his cockhead pop clear of the ring and slide inside me.

“Oh fuck,” I breathed, trying to relax into the sensation.

I knew my husband was endowed but he felt enormous inside my virgin ass.

“Oh Chris you feel huge,” I sighed.

“Damn skippy baby, I am,” he laughed.

As his fingers slowly slid in and out of my pussy, his cock started to move.  It was an unreal feeling, to be filled in both places at once.  The strangest thought crossed my mind, that his fingers could probably feel his cock through me.  When that thought occurred to me and I really considered it, my whole body tightened with spasms and I came hard.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” he groaned as my body tightened around his hand and cock.

He kept working his hand until I eased down but his cock was not moving inside me anymore.

“Did I hurt you baby?” I worried.

“N-N-No, I had to stop moving or I was going to lose it,” he admitted.

I giggled, “Not ready just yet?”

“Not at all,” he grinned as he pulled out and we rolled around in the huge bed until I was straddling his hips.

“I want to see your face this time,” he looked up at me as together we guided his bobbing cock back to my ass.

I slowly slid down, letting him enter my tight channel inch by inch.  His hands rose up and clutched at my tits as my whole body engulfed him.  His palms pressed against the flesh of my breasts while his fingers pinched and rolled my taut nipples.

“You feel amazing,” he mumbled as he struggled with his self-control.

I gyrated my hips up and down and back and forth so that I was stroking his cock with my ass.  His eyes rolled back in his head and I fought back a giggle since he was the one who wanted to watch me.  I paused in my motions and his eyes flew open.

“You okay?” he wondered.

“Yes, but I thought you wanted to look at me,” I teased.

His tanned cheeks turned slightly pink, “I can’t help it, it feels amazing.”

“Your little virgin bride,” I giggled.

“I’m about to fuck the hell outta my bride,” he growled.

His hips thrust faster and faster until we were bouncing on the bed together.  My hand flew to my clit and I rubbed my aching little nub until my whole body quivered and I screamed his name as I climaxed again.

It was a different sort of climax than anything I had felt before.  When he sucks and flicks on my clit, it is sharp and intense and toe-curling.  When he is fucking my pussy, it is a roller coaster with one right after another like ocean waves so that I don’t know when one stops and the next one starts.  But this was a full body tingle sort of orgasm, like soft heat radiating out from where he was inside me and encompassing every inch of my body.

I could feel the inner muscles of my ass stroking and rubbing against him and then I felt that telltale tickle against my ass cheeks that told me his balls were tightening up to fill me.

“Shit, shit, shit,” he grunted.

I knew exactly what that meant and I raked my nails down his chest to push him over the edge.  I felt each jet of warm cum as it filled my tunnel and I stroked him with my body through every last drop.  I finally collapsed on top of him and sunk into his warm and sleepy embrace.

Everyone’s wedding night should feel that special.

****

Chris and I had an amazing honeymoon in the island and sometimes even left our little hut.  Well, of course we had to leave sometimes, we had to eat to keep up our strength.  Whenever we needed nourishment or a break, we would head to the little café for more of that amazing shrimp cocktail plus a fruit drink and then go sit under the palm trees in a hammock together.

Admittedly, after finishing our drinks and food, we always ended up fooling around until we both were ready to dash back to the hut to finish.  I had taken to wearing just sundresses with nothing underneath and as soon as Chris discovered that little fact, his hands would explore as much as he dared in public.  I even stroked him through his shorts until he was semi-hard.  He would murmur something terribly naughty in my ear and off we went.  I think in the course of our week there, we had sex on every possible surface in the hut.  One time we almost did not make it out of the hammock before it got too far, and he fingered me right there on the beach.  My moans mixed with the screeching of the seagulls until he was dragging me back to the room.

It was very hard to come back to reality, but married life is good.  And so far has eliminated all my fears of being boring, especially in bed.

It meant so much to me that Chris and I got to share something special on our wedding night but it has become a regular part of our sex life.  He seems to like the anal sex as much as I do, and by default it works as great birth control for now!  We’ve been experimenting with double penetration as well.  He goes absolutely crazy when he’s balls deep in my ass and the vibrator in my pussy kicks on.  I have to make sure I have a good grip on the headboard before I flick that switch.

Amber keeps harassing me about the strange little smile I wear some mornings but I can’t bring myself to tell her about my little secret.  Someday I will; she does know all the other secrets of my past.  But not this one, not yet.  For right now, having my husband’s cock up my ass is something that belongs to only me.


3. My Professor’s Office Hours: Anal Sex with My professor

When Abbie and her friends start dishing about the sexiest professors, Abbie wins the contest hands down with her Dr. Evans.  She confesses that he has been making eyes at her and her friends tell her she should go for it.  Abbie is not the girl for that job; she is pretty shy around boys overall, let alone her tall dark and handsome English Literature professor.  But she gets herself into hot water after a steamy lecture and may end up opening that door after all.

We were all sitting around finishing the red wine to celebrate Amy’s birthday when the topic came up of who had the sexiest professor.  Amy giggled when she talked about Dr. Anderson from Psychology and Suzanne swooned just a little when she brought up Dr. Phillips from her Statistics class.  But I won hands down when I said that I had Dr. Evans for English Literature.

They all knew exactly who I was talking about.  Dr. Evans was well over six feet tall, broad shoulders, muscular arms and chest, with dark wavy hair and deep blue eyes.  Just about the perfect hero from any of the novels we were reading that semester.  What I declined to mention was that he had been flirting around with me for the first few weeks of class.

Now I am not normally the girl who gets the flirtations.  Well, I do not think I get them, despite what my friends say.  They all tell me that so-and-so was making eyes at me, or some random guy in the bar was checking me out.  But I never picked up on it.  For some reason, this gorgeous and educated man had set his sights on me.  And he had been so obvious about it that even I noticed.

“So Abbie,” Amy was still giggling, “tell us more about this Dr. Evans.”

I felt my cheeks flush and I looked away.  I did not know why I was embarrassed; it was probably due to the fact that he had noticed me and I was not sure what to do with that.

“Oh look, she’s all embarrassed,” Suzanne chimed in.

“Quit it, he’s just one of my professors.”

“But he’s gorgeous!” they both cried.

“Well, yeah, I know.  And so do all the other girls in his classes.  Not to mention a few of the guys.”

They laughed, “Who wouldn’t notice him?  Gawd, he’s straight out of a movie or something.”

The fact was that while I was not a virgin, I actually had very little experience with guys.  I had certainly never dated anyone as sexy as Dr. Evans, or someone that much older than me.  He was not old really, late twenties I think.  But still, that was about six years older than me.  And I had absolutely no idea how to handle the fact that he was my professor.  Luckily, I was at least smart enough to notice that he was not wearing a wedding ring.  That would have been a layer of complication that I just could not handle.

Amy nudged me with her foot, “See?  She’s all swoony thinking about him.”

“Shut up, I am not!”

“Oh really?  What was I just talking about?”

“Ummm, your birthday present from Andrew?”

They both burst into laughter, “Not a clue!”

I sighed and rolled over to my tummy on the floor.

“Weren’t we going to watch a movie or something?” I tried to change the subject.

“No way, not now.  What’s with you and this Dr. Evans?  You got all distracted after you brought him up.”

“Nothing, it’s nothing,” I felt my cheeks redden as I lied.

“Bullshit!” Suzanne cried, “Spill it!”

“Well,” I dug my nails into my palms as I debated whether or not to tell them.

“C’mon, we’ll keep your dirty little secret.  Do you fantasize about him when you’re all alone?”

“Gawd Amy, shut up!  No!  But I think he’s been hitting on me!”

“What???” they both cried out and fell backwards into the couch cushions.

“You know me, I wouldn’t make that up.  But he’s been hinting around about the fact I need to visit him during office hours and stuff.”

“Well, how are you doing in the class?” Suzanne asked the obvious question.

“I’ve got an A, so I know I don’t need tutoring.”

“Maybe he wants to tutor you in something else,” Amy wiggled her eyebrows up and down when she made her suggestion.

“Oh my gawd!  No!” It was what I had been thinking but it sounded terrible when someone else said it out loud.

“C’mon, college is for having fun and trying new things.  Trying on a new professor who happens to look like walking sex?  Now that you have to try!  For us!” Suzanne was incorrigible.

“No!  I’m not going to sleep with him just so you can hear about it!”

“Really?  Then why are you going to sleep with him?” Amy thought she was pretty funny.

“I’m not going to!  That’s terrible!  He’s my teacher!”

“Oh, Dr. Evans, touch me here,” Amy grabbed her own breast.

“Geez, knock it off.”  I was getting more and more horrified that I had even brought it up.

Suzanne patted my arm, “It’s okay, we’re just giving you shit.  Besides, what’s the harm in a little fantasy.  You should totally imagine him next time you’re by yourself under the sheets.”

I slugged down the rest of my glass of wine, “Been there, done that.”

They stared open-mouthed at me for my confession.

“Well, how could you not?  Especially if he’s been offering private sessions.” Amy nodded authoritatively.

“Besides, you haven’t had a boyfriend in a while,” she added.

“Yeah, thanks for reminding me.  Maybe that’s why I think he’s hitting on me.  Wishful thinking.  But man, he puts all these silly college boys to shame though.  Strutting around in those khakis and polo shirts, looking like his biceps will rip the sleeves in half.  Grinning that sparkly white smile and winking at me with those eyes.”

“Winking???  He actually winked at you?” Suzanne was floored.

“Yeah, a few times at the end of class.  When he was reminding me of his office hours.”

“Oh you have got to check this out!” Amy was getting more and more adamant as she poured another glass of wine.

We eventually finished our last bottle and I was eager to escape to my room.  Thinking about Dr. Evans all night while getting tipsy had left me rather lonely and just a little horny.  I took the edge off my terribly naughty thoughts with my favorite vibrator, but it mostly left me wondering about the reality of what everyone seemed to be suggesting.

****

The next day I had English Literature which was extra awkward.  I tried not to make eye contact as I entered the lecture hall, and I took a seat in the last row possible.  Until class began, I tried to make myself look busy with shuffling papers and flipping through the book.  The whole time I could feel his piercing blue eyes on me but I never looked up.  Eventually everyone else arrived, and I could more easily blend in.

And of course today we were talking about sex scenes in classic literature.  Holy crap, was I in trouble.  I did not even check the syllabus; I should have skipped class today.  We were going to be discussing how some classic authors handled intimate scenes in their writing.  Some of these excerpts were even banned in the United States!  And this sex god of a professor was going to be talking about them for the next two hours.  Everyone around me seemed very excited about the lecture today but I was just mortified.

I thought to myself, If he calls on me, I hope I just have an aneurism and die on the spot.

It started off tamely enough, with illusions and hints and subtlety which I could breathe through.  I had done the readings the weekend before but just had not put it all together since my conversation with Amy and Suzanne the night before.

His rich deep voice rang out and filled the room as he talked about innuendo and indirect ways to write about sex.  It was almost too much for a room full of college coeds who were, in turn, full of raging hormones.  The guys were nudging each other with sharp elbow jabs and the girls just grinned up at Dr. Evans with goofy smiles on their faces.  I was trying not to make eye contact with anyone in the room, especially Dr. Evans.

Several students made snide and filthy remarks as Dr. Evans lectured but he tried to brush them aside and stay focused.

Eventually his discussion came to one particular passage about a young woman submitting to her tutor’s advances, and of course I chose that moment to look at the front of the room.  Dr. Evans stopped his pacing and looked directly at me.  Even from nearly fifty feet away, I could feel the meaningful intent in his gaze.  The heat soaked right through my eyes and into the very core of my body, pooling in a damp warmth between my thighs.

“Ms. Gayle, do you have anything to add to this discussion?”

My head snapped up from my notebook and my cheeks burned with embarrassment.

“N-No, sir,” I stuttered, eliciting giggles and guffaws from the rest of the room.

He nodded with a smug little smile, and continued to discuss the euphemisms that authors used for cock and pussy.  It was horribly mortifying to be singled out in this topic in particular.  And even worse, I realized that I liked his attention.  Granted, I did not like his attention in front of the rest of the class, but I suddenly realized that Amy and Suzanne had been right.  I wanted this man.

I tried to focus on taking notes from his lecture, but it is very difficult to concentrate when you are writing things like “penis equals staff, rod, manhood”.  Those are not the notes your parents thought you would be taking in college.

When he finally reached the end of his lecture, he leaned against the edge of the long table and regarded the classroom with an arrogant grin.

“Anyone curious what the assignment will be?” he gestured to the students.

Everyone’s eyes darted around to each other but no one spoke up.

“We are a Literature class.  We are going to write!” he commanded.

“By next class, you will have written a three page sex scene using none of the traditional words or descriptions.  You have to write the entire thing in innuendo and subtlety.  You have to pass the censors!”

The room released a collective giggle then a unanimous groan.  I started stuffing my notebook and papers into my backpack but I did not move fast enough.  Before I even realized what had happened, I was the only student left in the place.  And Dr. Evans was waiting patiently at the front of the room, still leaning on the table with his arms crossed over his muscular chest.  Grinning at me and waiting for me to pass by him on my way out.  I took a deep breath, shouldered my backpack, and headed in his direction.

“Abbie?” he asked quietly when I got within arm’s reach.

“Yes, Dr. Evans?” I was embarrassed by the shaking in my voice.

“You seemed particularly disinterested in my lecture today, and you sat in the back of the classroom which is highly unusual.  If you are an English major like your file says, then I would think you’d be more interested in these classes.”

“Oh I am.  I like our writing exercises.” I shuffled my toe against the floor and looked down at my hands.

“Perhaps you can swing by my office to discuss this lack of interest?  I have office hours until this afternoon, if you don’t have anywhere else to be.”

I tucked a loose strand of hair behind my ear and sighed heavily.  I was in trouble now, and to decline an invitation from a professor in my major was a very bad idea.

“O-Ok, I can follow you.”

When he stood up, I realized just how tall he was next to me.  I almost came to his pecs, which were nicely pronounced in his royal blue polo shirt.  He rested one large hand against my lower back and I trembled slightly at the heat of his touch.

“Right this way,” he whispered in my ear.

His warm breath tickled down inside me and I knew that I was going to give in to whatever he had in mind.

****

I was grateful that the corridors were empty of students as Dr. Evans and I headed to his office.  I had never been to a professor’s office before so I was not sure what to expect, let alone what to expect from this professor in particular.

The shabby wooden door was relatively small with one frosted glass window that bore his name.  Dr. Evans unlocked the door and held it open for me.  He nearly had to duck to enter the room after me.  I was shocked at the décor.  It was a modest square room but beautifully outfitted, with a deep red throw rug in the center topped with three chocolate brown leather arm chairs surrounding a coffee table, and a reasonable size desk in the corner.  There was even a small table, a microwave, and a dorm fridge in the opposite corner.  Two of the walls were lined from floor to ceiling with full bookshelves.  The reading area certainly was the focal point of the room, followed by the bookshelves.  I guess it all made sense for an English Literature professor though.

Dr. Evans smiled down at me and gestured to the chairs in the middle of the room.

“Have a seat, Abbie,” his lips smiling politely but his eyes flashing something naughtier.

As I perched on one chair, he dropped into the one next to me and stretched out his long legs with a sigh.

“So… can you tell me why you were disinterested in my lecture today?”

I nibbled on my lower lip while I shook my head, and could not meet the intensity of his deep blue gaze.

He sat forward in his chair, resting his forearms across his muscular thighs.

“Abbie, come now, are you uncomfortable with the topic of sex?”

I gasped quietly and felt my infernal cheeks redden.

He chuckled, “Perhaps that is it then.”

“N-No, sir, it’s not that…” I stuttered.

“Well?  If you are comfortable with discussing sex, then what could it be?  Other students?”

I shook my head again, willing the butterflies in my stomach to sit still.

He leaned over until his face was merely inches from my own.

“Is it me?” he asked quietly.

My cheeks must have darkened again because he chuckled softly.  But it was not a friendly little laugh, it was deep and dark and full of the innuendo he had lectured about.

“That’s the answer, isn’t it?  It’s me.  Do I make you nervous?”  As he asked, his fingers trailed slowly up my bare arm.

I felt the goosebumps trickle over my flesh in the wake of his touch.

“I do, don’t I?”

This one-sided conversation was getting a little weird but I hardly knew how to participate so I kept my silence.  I was regretting the simple little sundress I had worn but the look in his eyes told me that he approved of my clothing.  I knew that the chill of his office was soon going to have an effect on my nipples and I prayed that they would stay masked under my clothes.  I glanced down at my own chest and realized that I was already wrong.

His fingertips tickled back up my arm and slowly tucked a stray strand of hair behind my ear.

“If you are thinking that I have been inappropriately noticing you,” he whispered, “you are correct.  I can’t seem to keep my eyes off you.”

I twisted my hands in my lap and still refused to meet his eyes.

His hand cupped the back of my neck warmly and he turned my face towards him.  His eyes shimmered darkly with a passion I had never seen before.  His full lips quirked up in a suggestive smile and I felt the heat spreading from his palm into the core of my body.  College boys were not this powerful; they were more interested in beer and a quick roll in the upstairs bedroom.

His fingers laced into my silky hair and he pulled me closer until I could feel his breath against my lips.  He paused for that long intense moment before a first kiss, then he claimed my mouth as his own.  His lips met mine, his teeth nipped softly, his tongue demanded access inside, and I granted it to him willingly.  The wet heat was pooling between my thighs as his other hand slowly caressed the outside of my thigh.

He finally broke away from my mouth and knelt in front of me with both hands cupping my shoulders.

“You tell me to stop and we walk away,” he said, “but I will only make that offer once.”

I nodded my understanding and in response, I skimmed my hands up his flat pecs and laced them around his neck.  He grinned hungrily and slid his hands down my sides to grip my waist firmly.

His mouth brushed mine lightly before trailing across my jawline and down my collarbone.  As he nibbled and licked along the tops of my cleavage, he worked the straps of my dress down until my full braless breasts slid into view.  He exhaled sharply just before burying his stubbled face between my curves, his fingers rolling and pinching my stiff nipples until they ached under his touch.

My thin dress pooled around my waist as his mouth moved further south.  His fingers still tormented my sensitive nipples as his tongue laved spiraling circles down my tummy just on top of the waistband to my thong.

He roughly shoved the skirt of my dress up to meet the top half until the entire garment was bunched around my waist.  With a hungry and lecherous grin, he hooked his thumbs into my panties and slid them down my thighs.

With his biceps twitching, he lifted my slim thighs to his shoulders and left a trail of damp kisses from my knee to my needy pussy.  The wet heat coiled and curled through my body and left damp droplets on the smooth shaven skin in front of his hungry mouth.

His breath tickled my wet skin and I squirmed as he breathed slowly, coolness when he inhaled and warmness when he exhaled.  By the time he slipped his tongue between my wet folds, I gasped and slid closer to him on the chair.  His tongue played no games as it tormented my clit.  He circled and flicked and nibbled lightly.

“Oh god,” I moaned as I buried my hands in his thick wavy hair.

I could hear and feel him hum a response against my skin and I pressed my body against the teasing tongue.  The heat bubbled and swirled under my skin, rising and swelling and spreading, until I dug my fingers into his shoulders and silently begged for release.

He held my swollen little nub between his lips and flicked his tongue hard and fast until the heat exploded into light.  I groaned and whined and whimpered as I came, digging my heels into his back and holding his face against me.

When he finally surfaced and stood back up, he flashed me a slippery grin and slowly drew me up to stand in front of him.  My dress slipped completely off my body and he maneuvered us around so that he was in front of the chair.

He slowly removed his polo shirt, revealing the flat hard planes of his pecs, the rippled cuts of his abs, and the swell of his biceps.  When he unzipped his khaki slacks, his thick swollen cock bobbed out eagerly.

I reached out hesitantly and paused.  When I stopped, his large hand engulfed mine and wrapped it around his needy erection.  I stroked him lightly and loosely, his deep groans spurring me on.

“Oh like that, Abbie, just like that, not too fast,” his voice rumbled in his chest.

He was already giving me little drops of fluid, and his hot velvet skin slid easily in my delicate hand.  My grip tightened as I stroked him faster, my other hand moving gingerly to massage his heavy balls.

“Oh shit, no, stop,” he growled, pulling his cock from my grip.

I giggled, “What is it, Dr. Evans?”

He chuckled, “I have other plans for that ripe little body of yours.”

He sat down in the buttery leather chair and pulled me down on top of his lap.  I could feel his stiff cock nestled between the rounded curves of my ass and I wiggled against it.  He looked up at me, stroking the hair from my face.

“You’ve got the idea,” he grinned.

I must have looked startled because he chuckled.

“It’s quite alright, best birth control there is you know, and I’ll be gentle.”

He reached into a hidden drawer of coffee table and pulled out a small tube of lubrication.  He squirted some on two fingers and slowly worked them over my tight little rosebud.

“Is this your first time?” he asked softly as his finger started to invade my body.

I nodded, afraid to breathe at the pressure he was creating.

“Oh god,” he groaned, “that’s so fucking hot.  I get to pop that little virgin cherry ass of yours.”

I nodded again, wriggling as the pressure of another finger stretched me further.

“Can you feel how hard that makes me?” he thrust his hips up against me so that his cock slid between my ass cheeks.

He offered me a generous dab of the lube and I reached behind me to stroke him lightly, rubbing my fingers against that sensitive ridge just under his swollen head.

“Oh fuck, c’mere,” he growled.

His biceps flexed as he lifted my hips up and nudged my tight little ass hole with the thick head of his cock.

“You aren’t going to fit,” I whispered shakily.

He smiled gently, “I’ll go slow.”

He eased my entire body down against his swollen cock, the pressure almost unbearable as he pushed to break the seal then suddenly he was inside my body.  He eased me down further, my body clenching and gripping at his thickness as I gasped.  He stretched and filled me in ways I had never felt before in my life.

When I felt his pelvis contact my ass, he waited until my body adjusted to the thickness of his invasion.  I smiled nervously and he kissed me.  His tongue invaded my mouth as his cock invaded my ass and I moaned softly, my hips starting to squirm on their own.

He slowly raised me up and then lowered me down again, stroking his own cock with my entire body.  The heat that he ignited was different, it was not sharp and urgent like his tongue but slow and steady in building.  I started moving my hips without his guidance and he leaned back in the chair to let me take the lead.

“Oh fuck, you are so tight,” he groaned as I fucked his cock with my ass.

“Just like that?” I panted breathlessly.

“Oh yeah baby, god, like that,” he spurred me on with thrusts of his hips.

As our bodies sped up, we found the rhythm and he grunted with every thrust.  I felt a strange tickle against my ass and I realized that his full balls were tightening up to his body.  His edge was getting closer and I intentionally slowed my strokes.

“Oh gawd,” he moaned, gripping the arms of the chair.

As I slowly rode his throbbing cock with my tight little virgin ass, I started to rub my throbbing clit in front of him.  He grinned at me and pinched my nipples, thrusting his hips urgently upwards.

He released my taut little peaks and dug his fingers into my hips, moving my body faster and harder around his cock.  He was stroking himself off using my body and I loved it.  I rubbed my clit furiously as he filled my ass and suddenly he shoved himself hard inside me and I felt the hot jets of his cum fill my tunnel.  I groaned, feeling a warm electricity flood my body as I clenched and spasmed around his cock through my own climax.

Eventually we collapsed together, panting for air in a his small stuffy office.

“Dr. Evans?” I asked nervously.

He stroked my hair from my face as I lay against his chest, “What is it Abbie?”

“Do you do this a lot?”

He laughed, his whole body vibrating with the sound and motion.

“Thanks a lot you little brat!  And no, I can honestly say I have never ass-fucked a student before.”

I giggled, “So I was your first in a way too?”

He shifted in the chair so that we were face to face.

“Yes, and I’d like to imagine that this was only the first of many.”

I curled back into him without an answer, because I had none.

****

By the end of that semester, Dr. Evans had given me an entirely unexpected education.  Not only did it turn out I loved anal sex, but he was amazing at traditional sex too.  And his tongue could curl your toes.  I was already acing his class, so the fact I got an A by Christmas had nothing to do with our extracurricular activities.  Just before the Christmas break, I got a phone call from him, asking me to meet him in his office.

I was a little nervous, afraid he was going to break it off or something.  As it turns out, he made the more romantic gesture I had ever received.  With a slightly bashful smile, he actually asked me out on a date.

“Since you are technically not my student any more, we can make things official.  Can I take you to dinner and a movie?”

I grinned and jumped into his muscular arms.

“But just so you know, professor, I don’t necessarily sleep with guys on a first date.” I giggled coyly.

“Oh, well, I can be very convincing, you know,” he set me back down on the floor.

“Why professor!  Do you plan to seduce me?” I batted my eyelashes innocently.

He wrapped his thick fingers around my delicate wrist and yanked me over to one of his chairs.  He sat down abruptly and bent me over his lap.  I felt a slight breeze as he flipped up my skirt and I yelped loudly when his palm landed heavily on my bare ass.

“Oh I will do much more than seduce you my little Abbie,” he threatened excitedly.

I wriggled against his stiffening cock, “Oh professor, no.”

We did not end up on our date that night, he ended up taking me on his desk within minutes of the spanking.

After the class was officially over, I did tell Amy and Suzanne about my professor.  They were angry at first that I had been keeping the secret, and then flabbergasted at the idea.  But pretty soon they were harassing me about all the gory juicy dirty details.  And I gave them most of them.


4. Sierra's Hot Night: First Time Anal Sex with a Stranger

I had a good life. Good family, great boyfriend (or so I thought), the best of friends and a full ride to Brown University. It was the same as every Friday night when me and my best friend Jewel made our way into the fraternity house. Same kind of party, same music and same people. It used to be the best times of my life but all that changed one night. The night I met Jeremiah everything changed. He changed me in one night. From the girl next door to the fiery vixen in bed. Now I can’t get enough. He shows me a passion that I never knew excited and things about my body that made my head spin. When the night is over will I be able to go back to the way I was or am I changed forever?

It was the same way every Friday night. I sighed as my hands slid the skirt onto my hips. Tonight was going to be no different than any other weekend. Don’t get me wrong, I loved to party. And party I did well, but it was the same party and the same people every weekend. I would soon become bored with it and have Jay take me to his place or sometimes even just bring me home. My long dark hair was left down tonight. I looked at the dark blue eyes staring back at me in the mirror and smiled. No curls in my hair tonight. I just didn’t really care that much.

The loud pounding on the door made me alert to the people outside waiting just before Jewel ran into the room.

“Come on girl. Time to go.”

“I’m coming.”

I followed her out with a laugh. I knew I really couldn’t complain about my life. Who wouldn’t be happy? I had everything that most girls could dream of. Great parents, great boyfriend, head cheerleader of a profound university and great friends. I always just seemed to click with people. It was my personality. It was something that I was good at. Making friends.

The house was loud when we got there, and most of the yard was filled with people and kegs. Then again that’s how every fraternity party started. It was how it ended that let you know if it was good or not.

I thought about Jay then. He has been my boyfriend going on two years now. I felt like it was standard for the two of us to be together. It was a cliché that somehow was always true. Star football player and head cheerleader. He was a good guy and good in bed but not someone that I could see myself with for the rest of my life. This was just college after all. I was there to surprise him. I walked beside Jewel as we made our way in. Looking from the left to the right I scanned the place but didn’t see Jay.

I felt a feeling come over me then. Like someone was watching me. A shiver ran through my body fiercely with the realization that something was not right. I let my eyes travel around the room then, and that’s when I saw him. There was a guy who was leaning against the wall and staring at me. His eyes were piercing as his stare became more intent. I moved behind some people suddenly and obstructed his view.

My curiosity is always one of my downfalls as I leaned out from behind the girl I had snuck behind. There he was in the same spot with the same intense stare. For some reason, I didn’t feel alarmed. I knew I should. I mean here was a guy who was staring me down in a way that should make you feel violated. Instead, it was a sudden rush. I turned to find Jewel and saw her smiling at me.

“Hey. That guy over there is staring me down.” I indicated slightly with a slight wave to my head.

“What guy?”

“The one over there in the black shirt and jeans with the intense looking stare.”

“Huh, I don’t know what you’re talking about. There is no guy over there.”

My head swam around to look, and sure enough, the guy was gone. “He was just right there.”

“Yeah. I think you should go upstairs and find your boyfriend honey. You must be having withdraws.”

Laughing and agreeing with her, I made my way to the stairs. Jay wasn’t downstairs so I knew that he must be upstairs somewhere. I stopped and scanned the room again. Something was pulling me towards the stranger I saw.

“Looking for me?” The words were but a whisper into my ear as he spoke softly. It was like a caress against my ear.

Turning I looked at my new stalker. My mouth hung open for a minute, and I watched his eyes drop to my lips before coming back to my eyes. “I knew you were real.”

He chuckled. It was a deep laugh filled with mystery. “Yes, honey. I am very real. I could show you just how real if you let me.”

“I uh, I have to find my boyfriend.” The words slipped from my mouth as I spoke.

“Are you sure. I could make you scream like he never could.”

“I huh, yeah. I gotta go.” I felt my feet begin to move away. I don’t know why I tried to hurry up the steps. Maybe it was because he was intimidating or maybe it was the shocking truth that I wanted to stay there and let him do all the things that we were currently thinking of at that moment. I wanted him to make me scream. My eyes met his as I tried to draw in the ragged breaths. It was almost too much as I saw his eyes travel down my bare legs to my feet and then back up again. I felt a shiver run through me again at the look. It wasn’t one of fear or revulsion however but one of something much more intoxicating.

Turning I hurried up the stairs but not before I heard him call to me. “I’ll be around if you change your mind.” I didn’t say anything just continued up the stairs.

****

I made it to Jay’s door and was so overwhelmed that I didn’t even knock. His door like always was unlocked and I pushed right in. The room was dark and thinking he was asleep I quickly flipped on the switch. Light flooded the room and shone on a face that was not my boyfriends. It was Jessie Sinclair. She was on top of Jay fucking the hell out of him. They were oblivious to me standing there as his hands roughly brought her down on top of him again and again. It took them a bit before she turned and looked at the door. Her bare tits were shaking continuously as she froze. They seemed to have a mind of their own. Her eyes were wide as they looked at me and then I looked down at Jay. He looked at me with shock.

“I thought you weren’t coming tonight?” He whispered. He acted like I hadn’t just walked in on him fucking my co-cheerleader. It was like I just walked in on him studying.

“Yeah. Apparently.”

“Well. You can join us.”

My eyes widened as he said the words to me. Realizing what he had said he lifted Jessie up and put her on the bed beside him before rising from the bed. I looked down at his still hard cock. The same cock that I had rode just like that multiple times. I looked back up at him and cocked my head to the side. “Seriously?”

“Look babe, you couldn’t have believed that you were the only one. I mean I am a star football player after all.”

“Yeah and an asshole. You know what that’s fine. There are plenty more where you came from. I can find dick anywhere.”

“Wait a minute.”

“Sorry. I gotta go.” I turned from him and made my way out into the hallway. I couldn’t’ believe I had been so stupid. I should have known better. I heard a yell from behind me. Something about us being together for appearance and I couldn’t’ screw it up. I didn’t care at that moment. I wanted to get as far away from there as I could.

Walking down the stairs, I told Jewel I was leaving. Her concern was on her face as she asked me what was wrong. She followed my stare to where Jay stood at the stairs in a pair of jogging shorts looking at us.

“Come on. Let’s get out of here.” I turned to see my mystery man and smiling I took his outstretched hand. I followed him outside and to his car before getting inside. I don’t know why I went with him. I didn’t even know him. He could be some weird psycho for all I knew but at the moment I wasn’t’ thinking.

Nothing was said as we pulled into a housing complex. He pushed a button for a garage to open and as we came around the corner he pulled into the garage of a townhouse. The lights suddenly flickered on inside as the garage door began to shut.

I felt my eyes widen as I looked at him, finally realizing what was going on and what I was doing.

“No need to worry. Tonight I am going to take your mind off of everything. No need to be alarmed. I will not hurt you.” He slid from the car and held my door open. As I stepped out, I finally realized that we had just ridden in a really nice Porsche. “Just a car. Come on.”

We went inside of the townhouse. It was as expensive and impressive as his car had been. He pulled me into the kitchen and quickly grabbed a bottle of wine before pouring us both a drink. I could feel my insides begin to shiver with anticipation. What was he going to do to me? He handed me the glass and then came around behind me. His hand was warm where it slid around my waist.

“You have an amazing body. I have seen you at the games and watched how you kick your legs up.”

“Yes.” I felt my breathing begin to catch. The wine was forgotten in the glass until I felt it at my lips as he pushed it against them.

“I want you to drink the wine. It will loosen you up.”

“Loosen me up for what?” My eyes looked at him again.

“For what I have planned.”

“And what is that?”

“I plan on fucking you. Slow, then fast and hard. I want to hear you scream. Loud.” His hands were slowly creeping up and down my back and touching me while his words made their way to my ears. He tipped the glass up to my lips again, and I gulped the contents into my body. I watched as he filled it again and I gulped the second glass as well.

His hand was warm as it slid across my shoulders then down my arm to engulf my hand and help sit the now empty glass on the counter. He turned me then, and I felt his hand grab my ass and bring me close to him His lips dropped to mine. He kissed me hard. I wore a small thong that was made of lace and could feel the heat of his hands as they slowly grasped my ass in a firm grip. His kiss was intoxicating as his tongue made sweep after sweep in my mouth.

“The minute I saw you tonight I wanted nothing more than to bend you over that couch and fuck you. My dick has been hard all night for you. Now I will finally feel what it’s like.”

“Oh god. Yes.”

“Spread your legs open.” His breath was hot as he whispered against my neck. I did as he commanded and then gasped when I felt his fingers slide up my pussy to my clit. It sizzled with the intense need I was finally feeling. Nothing else mattered at that moment. I wanted him. The thrill of not knowing him and being in a strange place mingled with the desire that his fingers were causing making me pant with the sensations. “Tell me what you want.”

“You.”

“What do you want from me. Tell me what you want.”

“I want you to fuck me.”

“What else. Do you want my mouth?”

“Yes.”

“Where?”

“My breasts.”

He stepped back away from me then, and I stared at him with a shocked expression. Was this some kind of joke to him? Get me all hot and bothered and then just back off. He stood there for a minute and smiled at me before taking another step back. “Take off your clothes.”

My eyes widened at the demanding voice. Slowly my hand went to my shirt, and I lifted it above my head before letting it drop to the floor. His eyes immediately went to my heaving breasts as I tried to catch my breath. The lace bra that I wore matched the thongs and left little to the imagination. Slowly my hands went to my skirt, and I slowly slid the zipper down and felt the material slide against my legs before it fell to the floor at my feet.

His hands went to the shirt he wore and lifted it up over his head and then he tossed it to the floor. I watched the muscles in his abdomen move as he dropped his hands to the button of his jeans. Slowly he slipped it down and pushed his jeans down his legs. He stood in his boxer briefs and I saw the outline of his cock through the fabric. It was apparently large, and I felt my breath catch as he made his way toward me. He looked like a predator then, and I gasped yet again when his arm wrapped around my waist and brought me close to him again. His fingers made quick work of the latch on my bra and my panties and within seconds I was standing there completely naked.    

His hand slid against my clit again, and I felt my knees almost buckle out from under me. His arm wrapped behind my knees and lifted me to carry me to what was the bedroom I assumed. I stood in front of a massive bed then. I didn’t pay much attention to the things around me. My focus was on the man in front of me as he leaned forward and wrapped a tongue around my nipple. I felt a sharp intense feeling shot straight to my pussy, and I began to clench the muscles there in need. His fingers soon found my clit and he pinched it lightly then sunk a finger inside me. The moan escaped my lips then, and I felt my head fall back as he sucked a nipple hard into his mouth. He gave attention to the first nipple and then the other. Over and over he brought me closer and closer to my need. My body burned with an intensity I had never found before.

My shoulders felt his hands as they grasped them right before he pushed me back onto the mattress. He wasted no time spreading my legs wide. I felt the embarrassment of being on display like this to a man I didn’t know but when I tried to shut my legs he chuckled and pushed them wider still. His tongue licked along the inside of my thigh before it came to my pussy and licked my slit over and over. When I thought I would go insane, he slipped a finger inside me again and moved it in and out of my body. I was to the point of orgasm when he continued to thrust into me over and over, faster and harder. Finally, I felt his mouth suck my clit so hard that I saw stars in my orgasm. It hit me full force as I saw him rise up and kiss me.

My body began to stretch around his large cock as he then eased inside me a little at a time. When he was fully inside me, I sighed and then he began to move. Over and over he began to slam into me. Every movement brought me closer to the headboard as I slid on the sheets. He stood in front of me and smiled then as his hands rested on the inside of my thighs and pushed me open wide to his thrusts. He watched as his cock disappeared inside me over and over. Suddenly he stopped and flipped me over.

“Have you ever had someone fuck you in the ass sweetness?”

“No.” I felt myself joke as he slammed into my pussy again. He began to move inside me again, and I moaned and clawed at the bed searching for my orgasm.

“Tonight will be your first then.”

I felt panic rise inside me then. I had never had anal sex before. I had always been afraid of it. I was told how bad it hurt. I didn’t know if it was something I wanted to do or not but I realized that he wanted it. I felt him pull from me then. “I don’t know.” I looked back and knew the fear was in my eyes.

“I will be gentle. Believe me, it is an experience that you will never forget.” I really didn’t know if that was a good thing or bad thing. Before I could say another word, his mouth was on me again from behind and the minute his tongue licked my clit I was gone again.

I felt a coolness touch my back then and slide down the crack of my ass. It was cold and felt funny at first. He stood again and slipped inside me. As he began to move slowly in my pussy, I felt his finger slowly circle the small hole at the back. My head dropped to the bed. I felt my fear turn to anticipation and realized then that it was something that I wanted to try now. The moment his finger slipped into my ass, I jolted. It wasn’t unpleasant just different, and I gasped at the intense feeling.

I felt one finger turn to two and then somehow he was stretching me wide. It was a deep kind of pressure then, and I felt my head drop back down again. I felt the tip of his cock at my entrance then right before he began to slide inside me.

“Breath in and out slowly.”

I did as he said and then gasp at the burning pain that seemed to radiate from my ass then. I tried to breathe and coughed in a deep breath.

“Just breath.”

I felt the burning sensation slowly disappear and then his fingers were on my clit again causing me to moan into the bed under my face. I felt my body begin to respond to him slowly pushing in and out of my body. I felt the intense need begin to burn through me then and unable to control myself, I pushed back against him. His moan was deep and filled with longing as I began to push back harder and harder against him.

“Come on baby. Push back against me. That’s it, take it all in. God, you are tight.” His words caused me to smile slightly as my body began to swirl into an array of sensations. I felt the orgasm building again. It was right there.

His hands gripped my hips and then I felt him slamming into me hard and fast. My body shook, and my teeth chattered against each other as he thrust so hard there were smacking sounds. I groaned and begged for more. I didn’t know what I was saying at that point and didn’t really care. I just wanted the orgasm and fast. When it hit me, I went completely still. I felt my body stiffen and saw the kaleidoscope of stars behind my closed eyelids. The pleasure was so intense that my body shook with it. It was like small volcanoes were setting off in my body as I fell into the orgasm. Over and over my body seemed to convulse around the large cock that was still thrusting in my ass.

I heard him yell out just before I felt his release inside me. His hands were still gripping me tightly around the hips when he finally seemed to calm. He was leaning his head against my back and then stood behind me. As I felt him slide out from me, I felt burning and soreness there, but it was worth it. His arms slid around me as I stood up and he led me to the massive shower in his bathroom where we started to wash each other. Amongst washing each other and the small caresses given to the other, I felt warm towards this man I didn’t even know. I may not know him. Then I stopped.

“I don’t even know your name.”

“Jeremiah.”

“I am Sierra.”

“I know.”

I looked at him for a moment. I wondered if I should be alarmed that he knew who I was, and then I remembered that he had seen me cheer. He obviously knew who I was. I felt cheated however that I didn’t know who he was at all. “So who are you, Jeremiah?”

“I am the man that has been waiting for you.”

“What do you mean waiting for me?”

“I have been waiting for you to see the dumbass you were with could never make you feel the way you should feel.”

“And how is that?”

“Cherished. Not to mention, he couldn’t give you the orgasm that I can give you.”

I thought about it for a moment and knew he was right. I had never had an orgasm as intense as the one I just had. It was amazing and mind blowing. I didn’t know how long that we were in the shower, but I turned and smiled at him a while later. My hands made their way across his chest slowly, caressing it lightly before I leaned forward and kissed his chest lightly before taking his nipple in my mouth and sucking it hard as he had me.

“Don’t start something unless you plan on finishing it.”

I winked at him then.

“Finish it then.” I felt his hands on my shoulders, and he pushed me gently. Dropping to my knees, I wrapped my hands around his already hard cock and tightened my grip.

Moving my hands up and down his length, I watched as he leaned forward and braced both his hands against the shower wall.

“Lick it.” My tongue peeked out to lick along the head of his penis, picking up the dribble of pre-cum there.

At his gasp, I smiled. This is what it felt like to be in complete control. I had him where I wanted him. Within my grasp, literally. My tongue came out to run along the ridge under the head. I knew that it was a sensitive spot and at him moan I knew I had done well. I was pushing every technique I had ever used on him. My hands worked up and down his cock as my tongue ran from the base of his cock all the way up to the top. Over and over I did it.

“Suck it into your mouth now. Take it in.” I opened my mouth wide and braced myself as he thrust into my mouth so hard it hit the back of my throat. I gagged slightly before relaxing my muscles there. I grasped his hips as he began to move in and out of my mouth. “Suck it.” My mouth closed around his length as I began to suck him as hard as I could. He continued to move inside my mouth. “I want to fuck your throat. Let me in.” I relaxed my muscles then and let him slide into my throat. It took a minute or two to get past the gagging, but I finally did it. He began to thrust harder and harder, slamming against my lips. It was almost too much, and then he pulled from my mouth and picked me up to brace me against the wall.

He didn’t waste a moment or hesitate as he slammed into me in one powerful thrust. Over and over he slammed into me until I was screaming with need. When he finally came and my third orgasm hit it was almost simultaneously. We sighed with pleasure at last. I felt him wash us both off then dry us both off before carrying me to the bed.

****

My body felt like a spaghetti noodle then. I had never had so many intense orgasms in my life.  I was languid and couldn’t erase the smile that suddenly seemed plastered to my face. It was a permanent marker that night as I curled under the blankets. I felt him curl into me on the bed and soon I didn’t remember anything as I fell fast asleep. It was some time later that I awoke alone in the bed.

I moved from the bed then, feeling the soreness in my body and saw the note that laid on the table in the dining room.

Sierra,

Thank you for a wonderful night. It definitely will be remembered. I have instructed my driver to take you home when you wake. He is waiting outside. Take your time and fix something to eat before you go. It was more than nice meeting you and getting to know you. You are more than I could have ever imagined you would be.

J.

I stared at the letter for a few minutes. I really didn’t know what to take from it. Was that it? Was he done with me? I felt cheap and used all of a sudden, but I couldn’t deny the things I had felt. It was a night that I would remember then I laughed as I remembered that those were the same words he had said to me the night before when we met. I sighed before wrapping the sheet tighter around myself and making my way to the fridge. He did say eat something and I was suddenly starving. I looked at all the food that seemed to pour from the fridge and then looked to the cabinets. The man must eat an awful lot. After eating a hearty breakfast of eggs, bacon, hash browns and toast I made my way to the bathroom to shower again. After dressing, I went to the door and down the front steps. Sure enough, there was a car and driver waiting for me.

The ride home was quiet. The only thing said was me giving him my address. I realized then that my life was different now. I felt free and wasn’t’ tied down anymore. Whether it was from the sex last night or breaking up with Jay, I didn’t know. It was funny that I hadn’t even thought of Jay once the night before. Although I could still feel that I was sore, I knew that my mystery man was right. It was an experience that I would never forget. 


5. The Bachelorette Party in Vegas: Anal Sex with a Stranger

When Annie heads to Las Vegas for her best friend’s bachelorette party, she was expecting a nice fun weekend with her girlfriends.  She was a good girl and did not really know how to cut loose.  When her friends introduce her to an unexpected party guest, she ends up with one hot weekend.

So I have to admit, I was not very adventurous.  I am still not wild and crazy, but I have loosened up my mind just a little.  It all started with my best friend’s bachelorette party in Las Vegas.  I mean, if you can’t loosen up your restrictions in Vegas, you can’t loosen them up anywhere!

I was nervous for the trip.  I had never been to Vegas before, and had no idea what to expect.  The other members of our little group of four were very insistent that I go despite my reservations.  They kept telling me I would come back a changed woman.  I thought they were nuts, but they were right.

The instant we got to the hotel, they dragged me to the bar before we even saw our rooms.  Whatever kind of drink they ordered for me burned hot down my throat, but I tried to be a good sport.  I barely sipped wine back home, but now I was doing shots in the Vegas bar.

After a couple of those, we finally dragged our luggage upstairs.  Suzanne and I were splitting a room, with Wendy and Megan splitting another.  It seemed cost efficient, given the prices of those rooms out there.  Suzanne was the bride-to-be, and I was her maid of honor.  As she was hanging up her clothes, I noticed that the dresses were all very short and looked like they would be very tight as well.  I hung up my modest items, and Suzanne immediately noticed the difference.

“Annie, those are not Las Vegas dresses.  Those are church dresses!”

“What’s wrong with them?  They are perfectly nice dresses, thank you!” I protested her critique of my wardrobe.

“Oh, I know, they are, they are very nice.  But they are not Vegas dresses!  We are taking you shopping before we go anywhere!  I will not be hanging out with a Sunday School teacher this weekend!”

I dropped onto the bed in a mock pout, but I could see what she meant when I compared my clothes to hers.  Wendy and Megan burst into the room, and Suzanne immediately began telling them about my poor choice in attire.

“Those are all I have!” I protested again, embarrassed as they all fingered my dress selection.

“Look, just throw on some shorts or whatever for tonight, and tomorrow we’ll go find something.  We’ll keep the price reasonable, we promise,” Wendy was sitting next to me and patted my shoulder to console me.

For that night, I did change into a pair of relatively short shorts (for me that is), and a nice fun flowy top.  Suzanne made me wear her sky-high platforms sandals to ‘jazz it up’ as she put it.  I felt silly, but everyone seemed to like the outfit.  I stuck my wallet in one pocket and my phone in the other, and off we all went to dinner.

This was not our planned fancy night out, since we had just arrived, so we headed to the buffet inside our hotel.  It was still Thursday night so the cost had not skyrocketed to the weekend prices yet.  It was about $15 but all-you-can-eat.  I was not normally a big eater, but I had the strong suspicion that I should fill up before these crazy friends dragged me to the first bar.

I try to be diet-conscious even when I travel, but the food was actually quite good, especially considering the price.  I loaded down my plate with shrimp cocktail, a huge green salad, some pasta with a little olive oil and Parmesan, and half a grilled chicken breast.  I felt pretty good about my choices, especially when I looked over and saw everyone else’s plates covered in steak and smothered baked potatoes.

They laughed at my choices, “C’mon girl, eat up!”

“I have to pace myself,” I tried to explain.

“It’s Vegas!  There’s no such thing!”

I laughed nervously, because I had no idea what they had in store for this weekend.

After we finished dinner, we all piled into a cab and headed to some random bar that Wendy said we just had to go see.  It really did not look that special from the outside, but once we walked through the doors, I could feel my face flush hot instantly.  There were scantily clad men all over the place, up on stage, milling around in the audience, and behind the bar.

“Wendy!” I stage-whispered, clutching at Suzanne’s arm.

“Oh relax,” they all whispered back, “you’ll be fine.”

I tried to hide in the middle of our foursome as we were ushered to a table towards the back.  I was grateful not to be front and center, at least not this early in the vacation.  Several of the costumed men stopped by the table, but I could not even make eye contact with them.  I think there was a policeman, a fireman, and perhaps someone in a tuxedo.  I just focused on the glass in front of me that magically kept refilling.  After about two hours, we decided to move along, and when I stood up, it hit me just how much I had had to drink.

Suzanne laughed out loud when I tripped and fell against her, “Oh my gawd, Annie is drunk.”

Wendy and Megan laughed too, but it took all three of them to help me into the cab because of those damned platform shoes.

“We should take her dress shopping now, while she’s already lit!”

“Megan!  Not helping!” I mumbled from my corner of the cab’s backseat.

I heard them all whispering together, but I was too sleepy to really pay attention.  I must have dozed off because when I woke back up, they were dragging me back into our hotel.

“We don’t want to wear you out too fast,” Wendy giggled, “so we’re calling it a night.”

I nodded as Suzanne led me into our room and unceremoniously dropped me onto my bed.

“We’re showing you no mercy tomorrow, though!” Suzanne giggled loudly.

I groaned and passed out.

****

The next morning I woke up with a fuzzy tongue and a cloudy head.  Suzanne just laughed at me as I stumbled to the bathroom to shower.  I did feel better when I emerged, but she took pity on me and ordered room service instead of dragging me down to the brunch buffet.

We polished off two pots of coffee, a spinach and mushroom omelet, and a huge stack of pancakes between us.  I felt much better with caffeine in my system and food in my tummy.  We finally called Megan and Wendy to come over, and I was excited to start the day.  I had completely forgotten their critique from yesterday, but when they burst into the room, I immediately remembered that I had to go clothing shopping.

“Ugh, do I really have to?” I whined as I flopped on the bed.

“Yes!”  Suzanne declared, “I’m the bride, and I say so.  We have to get you slutted up!”

“Seriously?” I peered at her through one eye.

I put back on my shorts and flowy top, but exchanged the insanely tall platforms for comfortable flip flops.  We headed out on foot to explore while we shopped.

Three hours later, we returned to the hotel.  They forced me to buy a terrible dress that I planned to abandon in the hotel room at the end of the trip.  To make up for it, they paid for my lunch at the little deli in the hotel.  We all opted to spend some time by the pool and then take a nap before our big outing of the night.

They all sported their little bikinis, and I still stuck to my modest one-piece.  Most of the weekend crowd had not arrived at the hotel yet, so we found a great little cabana by the pool and ordered up the first round of the day.  I hid out in the shade so as not to charbroil my pale skin and they all bronzed themselves in the blistering sun.  The cabana boy was very attentive to the four of us and within a couple of hours, we had each managed to polish off several of those fruity umbrella drinks that go down easy but are surprisingly strong.  Full of giggles, we tumbled back to our rooms and promptly passed out in our respective beds.

When the front desk rang to wake us up, I was disoriented and groggy.  As I awoke, I started to get nervous about this crazy outing that Megan and Wendy had planned for Suzanne.  I had not been allowed to participate in the planning because, and I quote, no one wanted to go to the library.

Suzanne and I took turns showering again, and she insisted that I let her blow dry my hair straight.  I sat impatiently until she had dried the whole curtain glass smooth.  When I whirled around in a circle, it flowed around my shoulders like satin.  I grinned at her, and she nodded knowingly.

A little while later, we all gathered in the hallway to head out.  I was very self-conscious in the tight blue dress, but the catcalls from my friends helped a little.  We had dinner reservations and then the big mysterious outing.  I had guessed a male strip club, but they all just laughed at me.

Dinner was at this amazing Italian place where we ate too much pasta and drank too much wine.  We were all quite giggly by the time we piled into a cab for the next stop.  Apparently, the first three stops were bars.  I had been in charge of Suzanne’s decorations, so she was all decked out in a white tiara and veil, giant fake diamond jewelry, and a huge white sash that said ‘bride’.  It was ridiculous, and she loved it.  At every bar, the guys were all over us, buying drinks and making horribly inappropriate comments about Suzanne’s wedding night.

I played along but kept tugging at the short hem of the dress.  Megan and Wendy took to slapping my hands every time I pulled it down which only drew more attention to my scanty attire so I stopped.

The last stop of the night turned out to be Megan and Wendy’s hotel room.  They had ordered up some sort of fancy in-room catering which included a small spread of finger foods and what appeared to be the entire bar.  I was very confused by the whole thing, but they started pouring me drinks and handing me food to nibble on so within about an hour or so, I forgot to be suspicious.

I almost dropped my shot glass when someone knocked very loudly on the door to their room.

“Oh, my gawd!” I blurted out a little too loudly, “What did we do?”

When Megan yanked open the door, and I saw four very large police officers, I nearly jumped out the window.  Suzanne grabbed my arm just in time.  In fact, even today she still asks for favors under the guise of saving my life in Las Vegas.

“Ma’am?” one of the officers said in a low deep voice.

“What is it, officer?” Megan was giggling and leaning against the doorway.

“We’ve been having some noise violations, and we need all of you…” his voice trailed off mysteriously.

“To assume the position!” the other three finished the sentence.

Suddenly all four of them were in the room, the music was turned up louder, and they started to lose their uniforms.  Before I knew what had happened, I found myself pressed up against a very muscular blonde man who was wearing nothing but his policeman’s hat and a tiny black G-string.  And when he rubbed himself against me, I realized that there was nothing fake about him.

He was grinding up against my tummy and running his hands up and down my thighs.  I squirmed to try to escape, but he thought I was dancing with him.  All of the other gals had their own dancers, and I was on my own.  The tall fake policeman brandished a bottle of vodka and promptly poured another shot into my glass.

“Drink it up, baby,” he winked at me.

I looked around in vain for a rescuer, looked back at the flat hard planes of his bare chest, and threw the alcohol down my throat.

****

The straight vodka hit my system like an express freight train on fire, and I was more than ready to play his game when he poured the next shot.  As soon as I downed the second one, he poured a third but this time slipped the glass from my hand and drank it himself with a quirky grin.  The whole time we exchanged burning liquid, at least one of his hands continued to stroke my thighs, even up under the very short hemline.

Once he had swallowed his own shot, he set the bottle and the glass down nearby, and the dancing became much more, ahem, energetic.  His hips were thrusting against mine, and his hands had clearly shoved my dress up higher on my thighs.

One of his large hands slid around back and splayed out across my ass, pressing me into his cock harder.  He was already partially firm, and I could feel it straight through his G-string, my dress, and my panties.  If I had been remotely sober, I would have been horrified at myself.  But since I was nowhere near sober, I was only preoccupied with the fact that it had been way too long since my last boyfriend.

I was gyrating my hips against him, but had no idea where to put my hands.  With another quirky smile, he grabbed both of my hands and slid them against his own chest.  His skin was waxed smooth and stretched tightly over his hard-earned muscles.  I ran my hands lightly down his skin and couldn’t help but notice a slight shiver.  His pecs were hard and flat while his stomach was rippled with the cut of his abs.  His hips were slim, but his arms bulged invitingly.  I guess I asked something when I looked into his deep green eyes because he nodded and let me run my fingertips up his forearms and biceps.

I was still marveling at his body when he leaned forward and ran the tip of his tongue down the side of my throat.  I shivered against him but could not pull away.

“Kiss me,” he whispered in my ear.

I turned towards his young face, with its square jawline and slightly bent nose.

“I didn’t know kissing was allowed,” I mumbled at him.

He chuckled, “It is if I say it is.”

In a trail of urgent kisses, his full lips traced the damp line his tongue had left on my neck.  When he reached my mouth, his hunger was evident.  He kissed me hard, his tongue demanding entrance between my lips.  I threaded my hand through his thick blonde hair and let him plunder my mouth roughly.

One of his hands spanned my ass while the other toyed with the tiny spaghetti strap on my shoulder.  He kept pulling it down and back up, letting the top swell of my breast peek in and out.

“Wh-wh-what are you doing?” I mumbled breathlessly against his stubbled jawline.

“Just having some fun, you?”

“Uh huh,” I had no answer since I was completely distracted by his fingers gripping the side of my breast.

“How much fun do you want to have?” his lips against my ear tickled and made me shudder.

“What?  What do you mean?”

“I mean, I’m as willing as you are.”

I could feel him swelling more inside his G-string.  It was so tiny that there was very little room for doubt as to what was on his mind.  The vodka swirled in my head with the other drinks, and I had almost forgotten about the rest of the party until I heard someone giggle very loudly from across the room.

When I dragged my eyes away from the blonde god pressed up against me, I could see Suzanne and her fake officer in the corner of the room.  He was seated in a chair, and she was straddling him with her skirt hiked up.  She had her head back, and she dug her nails into his shoulders, and there was very little doubt what they were doing.  I was slightly appalled since she was engaged but I was also so turned on myself that I could not help but watch.

My blondie turned his head to follow my gaze, and when he realized what I was staring at, he turned back towards me, and I felt his hand creep up my inner thigh.  I squirmed against the advancing fingers, but when his teeth raked against my shoulder, I lost all willpower to defeat his attempts.

“Is there some place private we could go?” he breathed into my ear.

I nodded, “My room is across the hall.  I’m sharing it with Suzanne, but you can see she’s already busy.”

He grinned down at me, “Show me the way.”

He slung his clothes over his shoulder arrogantly, and with him wearing nothing but his cop’s hat and black G-string, I led him by the hand across the hall to my unoccupied room.  My tummy trembled as we hurried, partly from nervousness and partly because I wanted to take him right there in the hallway.

As soon as we got the door closed, he pounced.  I had always read about that in romance novels, but never really had it done.  But this guy actually pounced on me.  He picked me up and as I wrapped my legs around his waist, he spun us around until he was holding me in the air against the door.

He tore at the straps of my dress until they finally gave way, releasing my tits into the cool air.  They did not stay cold for long as his mouth descended to one of them while his hand spanned to cover the other.  His tongue teased my already tight little nipple and his fingers rolled and pinched the other.  I was gasping and clutching at him, praying that he did not drop me especially once his teeth closed lightly on my nipple.

I raked my nails down his muscular back and pulled him tighter against my chest.  He was moaning softly as his hand dropped between my thighs and snuck up inside my dress.  When his fingers found the damp spot on my panties, his moans grew louder.

He shoved his hand entirely under my skirt and yanked my panties off my body.  I gasped at the sudden cool air against my wetness, but his warm palm soon chased the coolness away.  He rubbed his palm in flat circles against my pussy, dragging breathy air from my lips.  When he buried his finger deep inside me, I clutched at the nape of his neck and groaned loudly.

He drove his finger in and out of my body, spreading my wetness around until he could fit two inside me.  With each stroke of his hand, I could feel his thumb rubbing against my clit and the heat bubbled hot in my bloodstream.  My legs tightened around his waist, and his fingers dug into my ass as he filled me with his fingers over and over.

When my first climax roared through my body, I screamed senseless words and buried my face into his neck.  My body convulsed and gripped his fingers tightly as he groaned against my bare breast.  He eased me down from the peak, slowly rubbing lighter and lighter until I finished shivering from the aftershocks.

“You up for something new?” he growled against my lips as he kissed me hard.

I nodded, at this point willing to try almost anything.

He lowered me to the ground and led me to a chair at the desk of the hotel room.  With a smug grin, he slowly slid his G-string off, letting his swollen cock bounce free of the constraint.  He was not extremely long, but he was thick.  He stroked it a few times, letting me watch with baited breath.  With the other hand, he snatched something out of his pants pocket, and sat down on the chair.

“Come here,” he beckoned with the bottle of lube.

I moved towards him and tried to straddle, but he caught me in mid-air.

“Want a fool-proof guard against pregnancy?” he grinned up at me.

I nodded, not really knowing where he was going with this.

He dabbed his finger generously with the lube and reached around to rub his fingertip against my asshole.  I gasped and tried to wriggle away.  His strong arms were no match for me, and he held me in place as he kept rubbing.

The shock of being touched there wore off, and when I started to concentrate on the actual sensations, it started to feel good.  He slid the slippery finger inside, and I gasped again, wanting to feel more as he explored this virgin territory of my body.  Soon he was slipping the finger in and out as though it was my pussy, and I pressed back against the intruding finger.

“Now come here,” he guided me to straddle his lap with my asshole hovering above the swollen head of his cock.

“J-J-Just go easy,” I begged.

“I will,” he reassured me.

I felt him stroke his cock again with another generous dollop of lube, and then I felt the mushroom-shaped head pressing against me.

“Just relax,” he cautioned.

I nodded, “I’m trying.”

Suddenly the head slipped inside, and I dug my nails into his shoulders.  He paused and waited for my body to adjust before he guided me down his cock by my hips.  It seemed to take forever, but when I felt his balls against the flesh of my ass, I exhaled loudly as the full feeling.

“Oh my gawd,” I breathed softly.

He grinned, “First time is always surprising.”

“Uh huh,” I acknowledged.

He slowly began to move both of our bodies, up and down, together and apart, as his cock slid in and out of my ass.  He was stretching and filling parts of my body that I never knew could feel that way.  The heat in my bloodstream was back, but it was different.  Not sharp and sudden like when he fingered me earlier, but slow and roiling like a slow pot of water.

His hips sped up and soon he released my hips so that I could guide myself.  I fucked his cock with my ass like I would normally, but it felt so different, almost overwhelming.  The slow build-up inside me was reaching a boiling point, and my breaths were getting rapid and urgent.  Just when I thought I could not take any more, he slipped one hand between us and started fingering my pussy again.  With two fingers buried inside me and his thumb firmly on my clit, I exploded.

I screamed and writhed against the onslaught of sensation, and hit yet a third one when I felt him unleash inside me.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” he growled as he came deep inside my ass.

We finally collapsed with my head on his chest, and panted in the warm hotel room.

“Holy hell,” I breathed against his pec.

He laughed, “Protect and service.  That’s what we cops do.”

I pulled my head back to look at him and busted into giggles.

“Would you like a shower?” he offered with a grin.

I nodded, and we chased each other to the bathroom to clean up.  As our soapy bodies slipped and slid against each other, I felt his cock start to stiffen back up between my slick thighs.

“Hey,” I whispered as I stroked him lightly.

“Yeah?”

“I don’t even know your name.”

He laughed and thrust his hips forward into my soapy hand.  Now that the urgency of needing him was slightly dulled, I took my time teasing him.  I stroked him lightly and loosely until he was cursing and banging his fists against the shower wall.  I ran one hand down underneath and tickled his already heavy balls.  I forgot how quickly those young ones can resuscitate.  Just when I thought he was going to smack my hands away and finish the job himself, I dropped to my knees and stroked him firm and fast, letting my wrist twist at the end of each stroke.

Soon enough he was growling again, “Fuck, fuck, fuck.”

And he erupted all over my tits right there in the shower.

****

It turns out his name was Chad, and he was stripping while he put himself through school.  The funniest part was that he actually wanted to be a real cop.  Much to my friends’ delight and surprise, I spent the rest of the weekend with him.  He was just as skilled at regular sex as he was at anal sex, so we spent most of the weekend naked or barely clothed (just enough coverage to accept a food delivery).  Oh, and on a side note, what that man could accomplish with his tongue would not even be fit to print here!

Once the weekend was over, I was sorry to part ways with him.  In between our screaming and writhing, I discovered that he really was a nice guy.  Suzanne did not give me too hard of a time for missing the rest of her weekend, but for weeks, every time we would pass a cop she would elbow me, and we would both bust into gales of laughter.

It turns out she spent most of her time with the stripper she had found.  I guess it is true that what happens in Vegas stays in Vegas because I never mentioned her tryst again.  She, on the other hand, constantly asked me about what the heck happened to me that weekend.  I guess she just could not believe that I had done what I had done; I can hardly believe it myself really.  I never gave her too many details, though.  All I could ever do was giggle and just tell her that cops know what’s best.  After all, does she really need to know about how that blonde hunk of a man popped my last remaining cherry?

A couple of months later we all had a blast at Suzanne’s wedding.  The four of us made a few veiled references to cops, and each of us carries a small fake badge in our purse as a reminder of our great weekend together.  We joke around about a reunion of sorts for the next bachelorette party.

I think that maybe next time I’m in Vegas, I will have to look up my very own Officer Chad.  After all, my new boyfriend has him to thank for expanding my horizons.  That reminds me, I wonder how they would feel about double-teaming.
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