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1. 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.


2. Assisting the Boss: MILF Sex with The Assistant

Clara Greyson is a self-admitted bitch and is not ashamed about it.  She blatantly hired Cole as her assistant because of his charm and dashing good looks.  When they sneak out of the company party together, she ends up with an entirely different Cole than she ever expected.

I was a bitch.  I know that sounds harsh, but there it is.  There is no sugar-coating it and quite frankly, I was not apologetic about it either.  I was not the fun snarky smart-ass bitch that people like to hang out with.  I was the teeth-bared, claws-extended, drawing-blood kind of bitch.

When I got my promotion to vice president, I took my job seriously and everyone under me paid the price.  My subordinates, the production room staff, the marketing flunkies, everyone.  But no one more so than my assistant.  Looking back, I am amazed that he did not report me or at minimum quit the job.  But he stuck it out like a trooper.

He was recently out of college and looking for his first job.  I hired him directly myself but mostly because of the way he looked in a suit.  And I liked the idea of being a female executive with a young male assistant running my errands.  I realize that if the roles were reversed, it would be misogynistic and sexist, but it did not feel that way when I was in charge.

Cole was in his early twenties, dark hair that he wore combed straight back, and flashing green eyes that always looked like he was hiding a secret.  It turns out he was, but I did not know that when I hired him.

I had been with the bank for almost ten years when I finally got the vice president position.  I had worked the long hard hours that were required and my boss finally got noticed.  Or more to the point, my boss got his own promotion and left me in charge.  I suppose it is a compliment but I thought it was way overdue personally.

I knew that my reputation was not flattering but I was on my way up the ladder and I did not care.  In my earlier years, I might have been known to let my looks carry me forward but the years were creeping up and I had to rely more and more on cutthroat tactics and ruthless abilities.  I am certain that my stiletto heels and tight French twist only added fuel to the rumor fire.

On Cole’s first day, he showed up promptly at 7:45 in the morning with his suit and tie and I whipped him straight to work.  Within the first hour, he was filing, fetching coffee, scheduling meetings, and logging sales calls.  I was mildly impressed that he did not even balk once.  I sent him out to pick up my lunch at one o’clock sharp and admittedly he did get the complicated order correct.  When I returned from my last meeting, it was a few minutes past five and I did notice that he was already gone.  Since he was an hourly employee, I was not certain whether I appreciated his attention to cost control or whether I was upset that he clocked out without waiting for me to return.  But since he had been there since before eight, I did not waste too much time thinking about it.  After all, I was a busy executive and had no time to worry about such things.

As per my routine, I packed up at five thirty sharp, arrived at the gym at six on the dot, and finished my spin class at seven.  I was home by seven thirty to heat up the meal left by my private chef and had finished eating by eight o’clock.  I showered and dried my hair before finally crawling between my sheets at nine.  I operated by my clock and by my schedule.

Everyone does need a slight deviation and mine happened at night when I was alone.  Despite my buttoned-up suits and flawless French twists, at night I slept with my hair down and I read trashy graphic romance novels.  It was my escape and I did not share it with anyone.  Granted, part of the addiction might have been the lack of male companionship in almost a year.  But dating just was not a priority to me.  It seemed like such a waste of time and resources, not to mention the fact that my life revolved around my career and I certainly was not going to date anyone from work.  At that stage, who would have wanted me anyway?

Seriously, the comments that I heard about my Prada handbag all referred to a movie about the devil carrying one.  That was not conducive to flirtatious lunches and giggling over drinks after work.  Luckily, the idea of either of those activities almost turned my stomach.

On Cole’s second day at work, he again arrived slightly before eight and was ready to go.  I cracked the whip to his surprisingly nice ass, and put him straight to work.  I was buried in a report that I had to turn in when he stopped in at 11:30 sharp.

“Ms. Greyson?” he asked politely.

“What is it?” I snapped, my head barely moving from the papers in front of me.

“Same lunch as yesterday?”

I nodded and waved him off.  He returned in about twenty minutes with the exact same meal, down to the special substitutions I usually asked for.  I was mildly impressed as I handed him a $20 to cover the cost.

This time at five o’clock, I was still in my office so he stopped in before he left.

“Ms. Greyson?  Is there anything else?”

“No, Cole, but thank you.” I tried to soften since he was still new.

He nodded, and I noticed a smirk on his lips.

“You have something to say?” I challenged.

“No ma’am, nothing at all.”

His dark hair seemed slightly disheveled and there was that glimmer in his green eyes that hinted of a secret.  I narrowed my own eyes at him but did not push the issue.

“Did you put the company function on my calendar?” I asked instead.

“Yes, ma’am.  This Friday at the club on the top floor.”

“Excellent, thank you.” I returned to my report as a silent dismissal.

****

I did not pay Cole much attention for the rest of the week as I banged out my own work.  I knew that he probably had questions, being his first week, but I just did not seem to have the time.  Well, in retrospect, I simply did not make the time.  But in the moment, it felt like I did not have the time to waste.

On Thursday after work I actually skipped my spin class and headed to the spa instead.  I was not normally a spa kind of woman, but in honor of the company function the following evening, I got my fingernails and toenails painted and a lovely bikini wax.  I had forgotten just how badly those hurt, and nearly punched the attendant before I realized that it would have smudged my nail polish.  I considered getting my hair blown out as well, but opted to skip that so that I could shampoo and shower in the morning.

By the time I got home, I was feeling pretty fancy.  I ate the last remaining meal from my chef stash and slipped between the covers at nine, right on time.  I read a few chapters of my trashy romance novel and realized that, to my embarrassment, I had hired an assistant that closely resembled the descriptions of the main male character in my favorite series.  Granted, the character in the book was a swashbuckling pirate hell bent on capturing the innocent princess, but the physical descriptions fit Cole to a T.

I even suspected that under his pressed suit and crisp button down shirts, he was actually quite built.  He struck me as a guy who spent a lot of time at the gym, probably just to gawk at the scantily clad girls.  He probably had no issues getting dates.  I was a little surprised that a young man of his education and with his looks was working as an assistant but what did I know.  I could barely remember his last name.

But the scene in the book was making me remember the way his strong jaw tensed when he seemed annoyed with me, and the way his emerald eyes always looked slightly devious.  I finished the section of the book, and lay back on my 600-count Egyptian cotton sheets.  They felt cool and soft against my bare skin and I closed my eyes with thoughts of a naked Cole hovering over me.  I felt something in my core that I had not felt in a very long time, desire for another person.

The next morning was the day of the party and I am afraid I was a little more abrupt with Cole than necessary, probably more from embarrassment than anything.  I ordered him around and barely made eye contact with the unflappable young man.  I had carefully selected my outfit for the day.  I normally wore traditional suits with high-necked blouses underneath.  I had done a 180 from my earlier days and was determined not to be taken for my looks any more.  But I had chosen a buttoned blouse today and a suit that rode a little higher on my thighs than normal.  I felt almost sexy in my lacy push-up bra and matching thong.  The peep toe pumps accentuated my glossy pink toenails as well.  But sitting behind my desk, I know that all Cole could see was the buttoned blouse, long-sleeved suit jacket and prim bun in my hair.

Around four o’clock, Cole poked his head in tentatively, “Are you ready for the party ma’am?”

I looked up from my computer, startled at the time.

“Yes, just give me five more minutes.  And please shut the door on your way out.”

He silently pulled the door closed and I whipped out my purse.  I shook my bun down into loose waves over my shoulders and carefully laid the suit jacket out on the back of my chair.  In front of the full-length mirror on the back of my office door, I unfastened two buttons on my blouse and regarded the peek of cleavage.  I then unfastened one more and grinned at the swell of my full tits. I swiped on creamy red lipstick and ran my fingers through my hair one more time before rearranging my boobs for maximum effect.  The skirt hugged my hips snugly and I shimmied just a little to make sure everything was in place.

When I opened the door back up, Cole was standing there waiting patiently.  His green eyes widened when he saw me, and his gaze raked over every inch of my body in this new outfit.  I walked up to him with a grin, and rested my palm flat on his chest.  He had shed his suit jacket as well, and his chest as firm as I had expected, and I could feel a certain heat radiating out from his body.  He had even rolled up his shirt sleeves, revealing muscled forearms and just the hint of a tattoo peeking out from one sleeve.

“You taking me to the party then?”

“Y-Yes, ma’am,” he nodded eagerly.

I tossed my hair over my shoulder and spun on my tiny stiletto heels.  I could feel his eyes on my swaying ass as I walked in front of him.  I knew I had a nice firm rear and the thong made sure there was very little clothing to hide each motion.  The elevator door closed silently around us and I cocked my head to the side to regard him coolly.

“So, Cole, how was your first week?”

“Busy,” he chuckled, “but good.”

“We didn’t run you off yet?”

“No Clara, you haven’t,” he emphasized the word indicating me.

“Maybe I need to try harder?”

Cole crossed his arms over his muscled chest and his eyes suddenly flickered from eager young man to something darker but I could not put my finger on it.

“If you feel the need,” he replied smoothly.

“I need a lot of things,” I smarted back before realizing what I had just said.

He smirked but smartly did not respond.

****

I could feel Cole’s eyes on me during the entire ride to the top floor but we rode in awkward silence.  Once the doors opened to reveal the party, I tightened up when I felt his warm hand on my lower back as he escorted me from the elevator.  The thin silk of my shirt did nothing to ease the heat from his body and I felt his fingers slide slightly lower than my waist.  I tried not to respond but the dampness was collecting between my thighs and I was mortified to be aroused by my assistant.

Our first stop was the bar on our right.  He ordered a dirty martini with a sly grin in my direction and I demanded a tumbler of Scotch neat.  I knew that too much would not help my situation but I needed at least a little something to take the edge off.  We wandered over to the tables of food.  With drinks in one hand and small loaded plates in the other, we headed to a dimly lit corner and found a table.

We aimed for the back corner of the back table, and ended up sitting next to each other with a view to survey the entire room.

“So, boss, fill me in on who we’re looking at,” Cole dipped a shrimp into the cocktail sauce and sunk his teeth into it.

I chuckled as I took another swallow of my Scotch.  It slid down my throat with a burning warmth and I felt my fingers starting to tingle.  I knew I had to go easy and focus on the food rather than the alcohol.

“Her there?  In the skintight red dress?  She’ll sleep with any penis in the room,” I giggled as the Scotch started to seep into my bloodstream.

“Hmm, maybe I’ll have to chat with her,” he grinned at me.

I stiffened my spine and felt a chilly edge tickle over my skin when I realized that I did not want him chatting up the slut of the company.  I wanted him chatting up this slut, me.  His eyes darkened again as he witnessed my reaction.

“Or we can just drink ourselves stupid and gossip about everyone,” he gestured to my nearly empty tumbler.

“I need more,” I nodded.

He waved down a wandering waiter and ordered refills for both of us.  By the time we finished the second round, I was extremely aware that our thighs were pressed together and that his arm was slung over the back of my chair.  I was grateful for the dim lighting and was ready for whatever the rest of the night was going to bring.  I had not been laid in months and it seemed that tonight needed to be the night.

“I think it’s time to get going,” he mumbled softly.

His warm breath tickled as he whispered in my ear and I shivered, my nipples tightening from his nearness.  We abandoned our glasses and plates and made a hasty exit to the elevators.  We returned to our floor and I was just about to gather my things and head home when he appeared, leaning sideways against the door frame.

His arms were crossed and his green eyes glittered like diamonds.

“It’s not time for you to leave yet,” he said coolly and calmly.

“Excuse me?  This is my office and I can leave whenever I want to.”

I had my purse on my shoulder and my jacket slung over one arm.

“No, you may not.”

I raised one eyebrow at him and cocked my head to the side, trying to understand what he was getting at.  He stepped forward into my office and shut the door behind him.  With a practices flip of his fingers, he even managed to lock it without looking.

“Cole?  What the hell are you doing?”

“I think you need to learn a little lesson, boss,” he called me that sarcastically now.

“A lesson?  Who the hell do you think you are?”

He strode purposefully towards me, yanked the things from my arms, and pushed me backwards against my desk.  The sharp edge bit into my ass and I blinked at him.  He stepped forward again and managed to wrestle his hips between my thighs, pinning me in place.

Without so much as a warning, he rested both palms flat on the desk and kissed me hard.  His lips pressed against my mouth, his tongue demanding entrance between my lips, and his teeth grasping roughly at my lower lip.  I let out a muffled gasp but made no effort to push him off.  Instead, I locked my ankles around his waist, letting the points of my stilettos dig into his ass, and kissed him back.

He finally broke free and growls in my ear, “I’m the boss now.”

I nodded, too surprised by the change and the conquering to argue with him.

He raked his nails up the outside of my thighs and withdrew them just as sharply, dragging my thong with them.  His hand buried itself between my thighs and when he feels the slippery wetness of my smoothly shaven pussy, he grins at me.

“You been waiting for this?  Hmm?  Are you the real slut of the office?”

He laid his palm flat against my pussy and massaged large circles over my flesh.  Tormenting and teasing the throbbing need buried within my folds.

“Oh I think you are.  I think you’ve been waiting for me all week, boss lady,” the twinge of his sarcasm was lost in my building arousal.

My breath was escaping in small faint gasps as he teased my pussy.  His teeth left tiny tingling bite marks down my throat until his nose was buried in my cleavage.  He dipped just one single fingertip between my pussy lips causing me to gasp loudly and then withdrew completely.

He made quick work of the remaining buttons on my blouse and yanked the garment open to expose my full ripe tits.  He stepped back to look at my flushed face and chest, my heaving boobs, and my spread thighs.

“No one pictures this when you are on those rampages in your meetings,” he grinned evilly.

“Now, boss lady, strip for me.”  He dropped into one of my office chairs and lounged backwards with his legs spread.

I tossed my hair and tried to catch my breath.  It was my moment to regain control and I had to reestablish who the boss was.

I stood up from the desk and slowly approached him, swaying my hips and staring him down.  I peeled off the rest of my blouse and my lacy push-up bra, letting my aching tits swing freely.  I stood just in front of him, spun around on my sharp heels and slowly unzipped my skirt, letting it slide down my ass until I was naked except for the spike-heeled shoes.

“Well damn,” he exhaled sharply, “Now get me hard and suck my cock.”

I turned back towards him, pressing his knees together so that I could straddle his lap.  I felt the stiffness of his cock underneath his crisp slacks and I rubbed my wet pussy against the swell.  I pressed my tits up against his chest as I gyrated my hips, feeling his cock twitch beneath me.  I finally slid my body down his until I was kneeling in front of him.

I reached for the fly of his slacks and he slapped my hand away sharply.  He grinned down at my upturned face and slowly unzipped his own pants.  His cock bobbed out eagerly, thick and long and ready for attention.

I excelled at cock sucking and I was determined to show him every last skill.  I pressed his length upwards against his stomach and ran my tongue over the underside of his shaft, flicking my tongue sharply over the opening at the tip.  I released my firm grip on his shaft and let it flop stiffly on his shirt.

I ran my tongue over his heavy balls, flicking and suckling lightly.  There is hardly a man alive who can tolerate having his balls played with while his cock goes untouched.  I sucked one of his swollen balls into my mouth, running my tongue over the crinkled surface in rapid little circles, then switching to the other.  As my fingers massaged the sensitive area just behind the sack, he groaned loudly.  And then right on cue, started stroking his own cock.

“I told you to suck my cock boss,” he released it with a downward motion, causing the shaft to smack me on the cheek.

I grinned up at him and engulfed his entire shaft into my hot wet mouth and let my tongue dance over his hot skin as I slid down.

“Holy shit,” he exhaled loudly.

I wrapped my fingers around his shaft and slowly slid the warm wet tunnel up and down, massaging his balls with my other hand.  I worked his entire cock with my hand and mouth, sucking and stroking firmly, dragging him to the edge of pleasure.  Suddenly, he yanked his hips backwards, pulling his cock from my grip with a wet popping noise.

“On the desk,” he grunted at me.

I perched my naked ass on the edge of the desk and he dropped his pants as he stood up.  His legs were lean and muscled, and they flexed as he stepped between my spread thighs.  He raked his nails up my inner thighs and I squirmed at the sharp lines of pain.  His fingers teased and rubbed at the outer lips of my pussy, tickling and stroking lightly.  I gasped in rhythm with his touch and was near begging him for more.

He stared as my breasts rose and fell with each shallow breath, and he pinched my nipple hard, twisting it roughly between his fingers.

“Oh!” I finally cried out in surprise.

“Don’t cum until I tell you,” he ordered.

I bit my lower lip and nodded.

I agreed easily because since his teasing was driving me crazy but did not push me closer to the edge.  As I finished nodding, he drove two fingers deep inside my slick wetness.  I gripped the edge of the desk until my knuckles turned white and my eyes closed to half-mast.

“Don’t cum for me,” he warned, continuing to drive his fingers in and out of my pussy.

I tried to think of something else, anything else, to keep myself from violating my orders.  But just when I thought I had distracted myself, his thumb landed on my clit and pressed firm tiny circles around my throbbing nub.  He kept finger-fucking me roughly and tormenting my needy swollen clit until I could not think straight.  My smooth stomach trembled as my peak grew close and he watched with rapt attention.

Just when I knew I could not hold it off, when the need and the teasing hit the breaking point, he withdrew his hand completely.

“Oh, no, please,” I did not intend to beg but the words just slipped out.

He roughly pulled me down off the desk and whirled me around so that I had to brace myself with my palms flat on the surface.  He grabbed my hips, his fingers digging in to my skin, and pulled my ass backwards so that I was bent in half.

His hand slid between my thighs again and pushed against my clit, rubbing and flicking until I was squirming against him.  I felt the edge of my climax pressing against my skin from the inside and again, just when I could not hold it back, he withdrew his hand and buried his cock inside me.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned and rested my forehead on the desk between my hands.

“Exactly,” he grunted as his hips bucked forwards against my ass.

And he pounded me.  He fucked me.  He drove his hips into my body.  He shoved his thick hard cock so far inside me, I think he touched new places.  His hands twisted in my hair and pulled until my back arched and my ass struck his pelvis with each stroke.

“Shit, shit, shit,” he suddenly burst out.

I tightened up my inner muscles, squeezing at his cock to force the cum out.  I gyrated my hips against him, massaging his orgasm to the surface.

He leaned over my back and growled in my ear, “Cum with me.”

I screamed something unintelligible and came harder than I ever had.  I am amazed I did not force his cock out of my body with the muscle spasms, but he shot jet after jet inside me, slamming his hips into the quivering cheeks of my ass.

After he was drained, he collapsed forward to rest his forehead against my gleaming skin.

****

Surprisingly enough, no one heard or caught us.  In retrospect, we probably both should have lost our jobs for fucking like that in my office.  We continued to play it off for quite a while.  By day, Cole remained my sweet doting assistant.  And by night, he was master of my pussy.  But if anyone noticed at all, they never reported it.

Eventually we realized that there was more going on than simple fucking, and we altered half of our relationship.  He found another position at the bank, and in turn, I found all new positions in which to tease and torment him.

It was part of our game -- to run into each other in the breakroom.  I would tilt my head to the side, exposing the soft underside of my throat that he liked to bite.  He would casually rub his palms together like he did before he spanked my ass.  If we had several of these encounters during the day, then that evening was really on fire.  Those nights, I would show up at his apartment and he would bend me over the table as soon as I walked in.  He loved to fuck me while I still wore my suit.  He just yanked the panties out from underneath and went to town.

One day in particular, for his birthday I think, I stopped by his desk while he was away.  I left a tiny black G-string in his chair so that he knew I was spending the rest of the day naked and wet under my suit.  When I saw him in the breakroom that afternoon, he had to adjust himself when I sashayed past him.  That night I had to suck him off before he would even touch me.

I have since learned that he is actually into the lifestyle, and we are looking forward to our first outing as a couple to one of the clubs next weekend.  I am excited to see what Cole is really about.


3. The Dressing Down of the Secretary: Gangbang Sex with My Co-Workers

When the boss asks shy little office manager Sherry to put on a party for the foremen of the construction company, she has no idea just what kind of party it will turn out to be.  But when the margaritas start flowing, all bets are off and so is Sherry’s little dress.

I was the one that no one noticed.  I chose loose-fitting clothing and long pants and loafers.  I pulled my hair back into nondescript ponytails and wore almost no makeup.  Most days I ended up eating lunch by myself in the breakroom with hardly a glance from any of the men I worked with.

I work in a construction company, and am the only woman in the office.  I handle everything from dispatching jobs to paying the utility bills.  I have been known to answer the phones as well, but mostly the calls are forwarded directly to the foremen’s cell phones which makes me much happier.  I only interacted when I had to, but I got my job done.  And I liked having my own private office with a door to keep out any occasional noise that rumbled through the warehouse area.

My home life was about as exciting as the work life I just described.  I am unmarried with one cat and I liked it that way.  It was quiet and tidy and neat, and I did not have to worry about what to fix for dinner.  I could make whatever it was that I wanted, from grilled chicken to microwave popcorn.  My favorite meals were usually Mexican food.  I could make a batch of tacos on Sunday night and pretty much eat that for dinner every night without having to cook again.  I liked cooking big batches of food on the weekends so I didn’t have to worry about it when I got home from work.  I could just heat up something and maybe dice a few fresh vegetables as toppings or a salad.  I even went so far as to pre-make my lunches on Sundays so that I could just grab and go on work mornings.

My weekends had nothing going on.  I grocery shopped, cooked, read, watched movies, and sometimes went to church.  It is not that I was anti-social, I just had nothing in my life that was conducive to meeting people or interacting with them.  Sure, sometimes my sister would push me to join a yoga class or a book club, but it was just easier by myself.

One morning when I got to work with my pre-packed turkey sandwich, the owner of the company was waiting for me.

“Good morning Mr. Alston,” I greeted him politely as always.

“Hello Sherry, good morning.  I was wondering, do you have a moment to chat?”

I nodded and followed him into his office.

“We were hoping to get your help with something,” he smiled from behind his massive oak desk.

“Certainly, how can I help?” I was never in the mindset of saying no.

“Well, we were hoping you could put together a little celebration for all of us for this weekend?  We’ve been having a great year so far, and I thought the guys could use a little fun.”

I nodded, “I’d be happy to.  Do you have anything specific in mind?  How about a budget?”

He rattled off a few details that he had been thinking about, gave me a rough number to target, and pretty much told me the plan was up to me.  It all sounded reasonable, and I was looking forward to doing something out of the ordinary.  Even if it meant I had to socialize and make small talk at the party.  I reassured myself that I could always just putter around with the party fixings to avoid conversation.

I got started that day.  Mr. Alston wanted something more casual than fancy.  After all, these were construction workers.  I found a great Mexican restaurant that had a private room available.  Their catering and bar prices seemed reasonable so I went ahead and signed the contract.  The room was technically free, but we had to hit a certain amount in food and alcohol.  I was pretty certain these big burly guys could handle putting away enough food and beer.

I perused the menu and picked all my favorites, keeping the guys in mind of course.  The Taco Bar looked easy enough, and everyone could put together their own meals instead of me figuring out each person’s special needs.  I also added a quesadilla platter, a salsa bar, guacamole, queso, rice and beans.  I was making myself hungry just planning the menu.  I also took care of several kegs of beer and a margarita machine.

I was not sure what exactly we were celebrating so I declined any sort of decorations package.  I figured a bunch of construction workers did not care about poufy crepe paper flowers anyway.

A few days later, Mr. Alston was back in the office so I ran everything by him just to cover my own ass.  It seemed safer.  He agreed to everything but did have me order a few bottles of tequila for good measure.

That night I was chatting with one of my few friends, and she had a hilarious suggestion.  She told me to go buy a terrifically slutty dress for the party just to see what the guys would do.  I laughed her off but that night I started thinking about it as I laid out my clothes for the next day.  I planned to wear a grey short sleeve turtleneck sweater and a pair of black slacks.  It was as boring as you could get.  I decided that maybe my crazy friend was right, maybe I could try something to knock their socks off.  I called her up and asked her to meet me after work to go shopping.  She jumped on the opportunity and we made plans to grab dinner and then hit the mall.

By the time work ended the next day, I was getting cold feet but I still wanted to meet her for dinner.  I figured that could buy me about an hour to talk her out of the idea.  I spent the entire meal trying to convince her to drop it, but she refused.  We ate our queso and argued; we ate our enchiladas and argued; we paid the check and argued.  And we ended up at the mall.

****

Amber ended up convincing me to buy a horribly slutty blue dress, cut down to here and up to there, if you know what I mean.  She was actually surprised when I took off my shapeless work top and slacks, that I do have a nice figure.  I tried to explain to her that I was not hiding anything in particular, I just did not feel the need to show everything off all the time.

She giggled, “You know, those construction guys are gonna flip over that dress.”

I knew she was right and it scared me a little.  I was grateful the party was on Saturday evening so I did not have to worry about changing in the tiny women’s restroom at the office slash warehouse.  I would have all day to lounge around in my comfy yoga pants and then I could get ready.  Amber offered to help me with my hair and makeup, but I declined.  Her input on the dress was enough; I opted to skip the all-out-hooker look.

On Friday, I re-confirmed all the reservations and arrangements with the venue and then confirmed the plans with Mr. Alston.  He said everything was good to go, but was unable to attend himself.  On my way home, I stopped at a nearby Indian restaurant since I was having Mexican food the next night.  I picked up enough saag paneer with rice and raita and naan bread to last a few meals.

I found one of my favorite movies on television and settled down in those comfortable yoga pants and tee shirt to enjoy my food and my entertainment.  My little calico cat curled up on the throw pillow next to me for the evening.  I realize it was not a particularly exciting evening for someone in their late twenties, but I liked the quiet.

The next day I got up at my regular work time, as always, and headed out to run my errands.  I stocked up on the groceries I wanted for the week and stopped off for a light brunch at the deli near the store.  After downing a few cups of coffee and a spinach omelet, I headed back home.  I would have all of Sunday to prep my food for the week, so I curled up on the couch with the kitten and nodded off.  I rationalized that the party that night was going to last longer than I would normally be awake.  I have no idea who I was justifying that to, other than myself.

When I woke up, I realized it was time to get ready.  I was still nervous about the dress and as I neatly folded my lounging clothes, I almost decided against it.  But I figured, what the hell, and hung it in the bathroom to steam smooth while I showered.

I shaved everything from the neck down.  With the tiny spaghetti straps and high hemline, I needed to be smooth.  And I figured since I was shaving everything else, why not the personal parts too.  After I finished shampooing and bathing, I wrapped my hair in a towel and smoothed cocoa butter into my skin.  I love the fresh chocolate scent.

While my skin absorbed the lotion, I pulled out my rather sparse makeup collection and tried to determine what look would be most appropriate for the skimpy tight dress.  I decided that minimal was best since anything over the top would be way too much.  I finished applying my face and uncoiled my hair from the towel.  I carefully blew it dry and smooth and let it tickle my shoulders.  I usually pulled it back at work so having it down was ‘fancy’ enough for me.

I slid the little blue dress on, and actually smiled at my reflection.  It accentuated my firm breasts nicely, and hugged the curves around my hips and butt.  I shook my head to make my hair move, and it really did not seem all that bad once I put the whole look together.  I slid my feet into the basic black heels and twirled once for the calico.

I arrived at the Mexican restaurant a little earlier than the start time in order to make sure everything looked okay.  The room was decorated simply with white linen tablecloths and colorful cloth napkins.  The bar section was already set up and they were bringing out the food as I walked in.  One of the young servers eyed me up and down with a grin, and I felt a little boost to my ego.  As long as no one laughed at my transformation, I would make it through the night.

When all of the guys started arriving however, it was a different story.  There was not a laugh out of any of them.  They all stared in wonder as I smiled and sashayed up to them in my dress.

“Sherry?” one of the foremen asked.

I nodded, “Hi Thomas, welcome.”

His eyes were wide in amazement and I don’t think they ever left the generous cleavage that peeked out from the top of my dress.

As they all looked at me little differently, I realized I was looking at them differently as well.  Thomas was tall and nicely built with wavy dark hair and flashing green eyes.  Rob was slimmer but still tightly muscled, sporting a shaved head and dark eyes.  Andy was average height but seemed to be made of solid muscle.  They were all the foremen.  Apparently their actual workers were not invited, which I thought was odd.  I hoped I had not over-ordered on the food and drinks.  As I watched the guys drain mugs of beer, I realized the alcohol would not be an issue.

Someone handed me my first margarita and the party began.  Since apparently I was going to be drinking, I loaded up my plate with chicken tacos, guacamole, and several of the different salsas. I finished my food about the time I finished my first margarita, and Thomas never left my elbow.  I was surprised that I found the attention flattering instead of annoying, and happily accepted the second drink.  By the third one, I was giggling and touching his arm.  By the fourth one, he had his arm around my waist and his hand firmly planted on my hip.

****

I’m not sure if it was the margaritas or just the restaurant, but the music started getting louder.  I could feel my hips starting to sway and Thomas moved behind me, resting both hands on my hips.

“This dress is unbelievable,” he whispered in my ear, making me shiver.

I wriggled my hips against him and feel the pressure of his enjoyment against my ass.  I slid up and down just a little, letting the swells of my ass stroke him just a little.  He groaned softly against my neck and I knew his eyes were looking straight down into my cleavage.

“Sherry, I never knew…” his voice trailed off as though he didn’t know how to politely finish his thought.

I leaned back against his chest and feel the solidity of him against my bare upper back.  He ground his swelling cock against me, and was running his hands up and down my hips.  It had been so long since I Had had sex, he felt good even through our mutual layers of clothing.  I could feel the short skirt of my dress inching up and his hands were slowing sneaking inside the hemline.  I had opted for a G-string because of the tightness and briefness of the dress, and his fingers were tickling my bare skin.

I kept rubbing my ass against his thick cock as the music continued and suddenly I found myself sandwiched between Thomas behind me and Rob in front of me.  I wrapped one arm around Rob’s waist to hold him closer and I threaded the other arm behind me to hold Thomas in place.

The thought of Amber flickered through my brain, and I was certain she would have gone insane to see me like that, grinding away between two burly construction workers who both seemed intent on touching every inch of my skin.

While Thomas’s hands continued to tickle under my dress, Rob’s thick fingers were gripping the outer curves of my breasts.  Andy walked in from his trip to the restroom and stared at the transformation of our little party. I met his surprised and curious eyes with my own and beckoned to him with one finger.  He nervously strolled up to our little trio and I leaned over to kiss him.

He responded immediately, his teeth nipping at my lower lip while his tongue demanded entrance between my lips.  I accepted his plundering exploration and tasted the tequila from the shots he had taken.

As I kissed Andy roughly, I felt Thomas’s lips on the back of my neck and I shivered.  When Rob’s mouth found the swell of my tits, I moaned softly and let them taste my skin.

“We need to get this off,” Thomas whispered hoarsely, tugging at the G-string under my dress.

I nodded and wiggled my hips as he slid it down my legs.  I delicately stepped out of it and said a silent prayer of thanks that I had thought to shave before coming out tonight.  When his fingers found the growing wetness between my thighs, he and I both moaned deeply.

He looked at Rob over my shoulder and they both nodded.  I heard Thomas’s slacks unzip and I reached behind to push his hand out of the way.

I slipped my fingers inside and felt the thickness of Thomas’s cock.  It was hard and hot and heavy in my grasp, and I stroked him lightly.  My small fingers barely fit around him, but I grasped him loosely as I stroked him.  His groans were deep and rhythmic from his chest.  I twisted my fingers around the head with each stroke, rubbing against the sensitive spot just below the head.  His body tightened up with each twist of my fingers.

Rob grabbed my other hand and pressed my palm against the hardness under his own fly.  I grinned at him and rubbed him roughly through his slacks.  His hips thrust against my hand as I rubbed him to full hardness inside his clothing.  I was able to even squeeze his balls lightly.  His eyes rolled back in his head as I jerked him through his slacks.

Andy had stopped kissing my lips and had moved on to licking the tops of my tits.  He yanked the spaghetti straps down from my shoulders and the top of the dress slowly slid to my waist, revealing my rather sizeable tits.  Andy fastened his mouth onto one while Rob zeroed in on the other.  I moaned loudly as they teased my already tight little nipples.  My hand was still working Thomas’s cock inside his pants and he was panting against the nape of my neck.

I finally released Thomas from his torment to let him calm back down a little and I reached out for both Andy and Rob.  They thrust their hips towards my hands and my palms found to hard cocks straining to escape.  I massaged both of them through their clothing until they were panting as well.

In a tangle of arms and legs, the three men slowly led me over to a chair and slowly pulled the rest of my dress down to the ground.  My generous breasts were already exposed, but when the dress slid past my trim waist and curvy hips, they all three hummed their approval.

Once I was completely naked, Thomas gently pressed me down into a seated position.  The cool pleather startled me when my warm bare skin touched it.  Thomas grinned as I shivered, and dropped to his knees in front of me.  With his big callused hands, he pressed my thighs apart while Rob and Andy took to standing on either side of me.

They slowly unfastened their slacks and pulled out their swollen cocks.  Rob’s was short but thick and Andy’s was long but without noticeable girth.  I grinned at both of them and reached out a hand toward each of them.  The two cocks felt warm and alive in my hands and I played with them.  I stroked them lightly and loosely, eliciting pained groans from both men.

Thomas’s hands were tickling my inner thighs and I squirmed in my chair.  But when his tongue nuzzled between my folds and found my aching clit, I squeezed both cocks firmly.  Both men yelped a little and I breathlessly apologized.  As further apology, I lightly tugged on Rob and he stepped close enough so that the tip of his cock brushed against my lips.

I licked his thick cock from base to tip and back again, and groaned loudly as Thomas did the same to my needy pussy.  Rob suddenly pushed his hips forward and thrust his cock into my mouth.  It was hot and throbbing against my warm wet tongue, and I let him bury himself down my throat.  My tongue wiggled around to flick over the sensitive ridges at the tip and he grunted as my slender fingers massaged his heavy balls.

I pulled off and grinned up at him as I hefted the pair.

“Been a while?” I giggled.

He nodded with a pained look on his face.  I bent down to run my tongue over the crinkled surface of his sack.  I pulled them into my mouth one at a time, suckling lightly and pulling them away from his body.  Few men can stand to have their balls played with and their cocks ignored, so as I tickled and teased his full load, he stroked his own cock.  Out of the corner of my eye, I realized Andy was stroking himself too.

Suddenly Thomas caught my aching little clit between his lips and flicked the tip of his tongue fast over the taut surface.  I released Rob’s sensitive package only moments before I erupted in the biggest climax I think I had had in years.  I pulled Thomas’s face against my body as I came and came.  Rob pointes his thick cock at my tits and kept stroking until the jets of his seed splashed over my tit.

Andy groaned and stopped stroking himself, trying to hold back.  I reached for him and he obliged by rubbing the swollen tip against my lips.  His cock was slimmer but longer so I was only able to slide half of it into my warm wet mouth.  He held my cheek with surprising gentleness as he slid his cock between my lips.  I reached up to massage his full load as well.  I could feel his cock pulsing against my tongue and his sack slowly tightened up against his body.  Within minutes he grunted and whipped his cock from my mouth.  He stroked it just a few more times and covered my other breast with his cum.

Both Andy and Rob shuffled over to a couple of chairs and sat down heavily.  Thomas on the other hand was still raring to go.  He stood up between my thighs and pulled me up from the chair so that I was pressed up against him.

“My turn,” he growled as he dragged me over to an empty table.

Thomas pressed my ass against the edge of the table and kissed me roughly, sinking his teeth into my lower lip as his hands gripped my quivering tits.  He suddenly released me and spun me around so that my bare ass was facing him, just like when we were dancing together.

His strong arm on my lower back pressed me down until I was bent over the table, squishing my tits into the scratchy linen tablecloth.  I could hear quiet comments from Andy and Rob but could not quite make out the words.  I assumed they were egging Thomas on since they seemed spent for the evening.

I heard was a soft metallic sound followed by the whoosh of moving fabric, then Thomas was buried inside me to the hilt.  I gasped and gripped the table until my knuckles turned white.  He was as thick as Rob but as long as Andy.  In short, he was huge. (so to speak, of course) His fingers bit into the flesh of my hips as he held me steady for the pounding.  His pelvis struck mine with force on each thrust and the edge of the table bit into my tummy.

Rob and Andy had shuffled over to watch and were urging their own cocks back to stiffness.

“Flip her over, man,” Rob leered at my upturned ass.

It took Thomas a moment to fully register that Rob was speaking to him.  I twisted around when he stopped, still buried inside me, to look at Rob confused.

“Let me see those tits again, flip her over,” Rob repeated.

Thomas pulled out slowly, letting me feel each thick inch of his cock.  I quickly spun back around but only to get Thomas back inside me as fast as possible.  As Thomas slid back in, Rob stood over me, still stroking his cock and rubbing it on my breast.

Andy was feeling left out at this point so he hurried over to the other side and offered his cock to my mouth.  I was moaning from Thomas’s hard plunging inside my needy pussy and the vibrations were driving Andy insane.  As Rob and Andy both came on my tits for the second time, my body gave in to Thomas’s thrusting and I groaned loudly as I came for the second time.  I soaked the nice linen tablecloth as my body gripped tightly to Thomas’s cock.

“Shit, shit, shit,” Thomas gasped, meaning only one thing.

He whipped his cock out at the last minute, and sprayed his sizeable load on my belly.  He collapsed forward, leaning over my spent body and panting for breath.

After several minutes, we all refocused our eyes and realized the situation we were in.  Should any of the restaurant employees have walked in at that moment, at minimum we would have been kicked out; at maximum, we could have been arrested.  We lucked out.

The men nicely gathered several napkins from the buffet table and soaked them in cool water.  Together they all cleaned me up and cooled me off.  I kissed each of them in turn, Thomas last and deep.

Andy, ever the smartass, quipped, “Guess we can tell Mr. Alston you plan a helluva party.”

We all chuckled and helped ourselves to a snack from the buffet.

****

We all got home safely that night, and I spent most of Sunday recovering from too much margarita and too much man.  I took a long hot bath and tried to restore my mental sanity from the craziness of the party.  The odd thing was, I had enjoyed myself.  I had never done anything like that in my life, let alone with three coworkers.  Hell, I could get fired for being the little plaything at the party if any of the guys reported me.  I did like Thomas though.  He was the sexiest one of the three and seemed to have a sweetness as well as a heat to him.

I was a little nervous headed into work on Monday, dressed back into my loose fitted blouses and unimpressive work slacks with my hair in its ponytail.  I was the first into the office which did not put me more at ease.  I stowed my lunchbox and made a fresh pot of coffee.  I poured my first cup of the day and headed back to my little office.  Thomas came in shortly afterwards with a sheepish grin on his face as he stood in my doorway.

“Sherry?” he asked.

“Yes Thomas?” I replied nervously.

“I-I-I… was, um, wondering…”

I regarded him with what I hoped was professional detachment.  Not aloof or snotty or anything, I just didn’t want to appear overeager.

“Would you go out with me on Friday?”

I blinked at him, not believing what I was hearing.  He shuffled his big feet and stared at the cracked tile floor.  His square jaw and stubbled cheeks were growing pink.  I stood up from behind my desk and walked over to him.  He was growing redder by the minute and I knew he was scared about what I was going to do.

I stopped directly in front of him and paused for a long moment.  Then I reached around behind him and pulled the door closed.  His muscled body tensed visibly as I turned my face up to meet his gaze.

I stood on my tiptoes and slid my hands up his solid chest, feeling the warmth of his body against my palms.  When my hands were threaded behind his neck, I kissed him firmly, right on his full lips.

“I thought you’d never ask.”


4. The Sweet Bridal Suite: Having a Lesbian Stripper on my Wedding Night

When Briana heads to Las Vegas a few days before her wedding, her friends take her out to celebrate in Vegas style.  Through no fault of hers, they wind up partying with another bachelorette group and end up in a strip club.  Much to Briana’s shock (and arousal), she receives her very first lap dance.  The stripper takes quite a liking to the pretty bride and crashes her wedding night in style.

I am not even sure where to start this story.  I do not know how it all transpired or how it came about, but it happened.  I swear!

It was a few days before the wedding, and my crazy friends all took me out for a bachelorette party.  It is not normally my thing really, but I had to go along.  It was my last chance to be crazy and single!  We had planned it ahead of time.  Since the wedding was in Las Vegas anyway, we all headed out a few days early to celebrate.  I was the first of our group to get married so everyone was very excited about the first bachelorette party.

That first night, we had a relatively sedate dinner, a few bottles of wine but nothing overboard.  Sure we were all dolled up in our sparkly finest for a night on the Vegas strip, but we had to pace ourselves.  Susan was wearing something she called a dress but I think I have worn bigger swimsuits.  Annie decided that she was best dressed in her short-shorts, tube top, and stripper heels.  I opted for a simple little dress and everyone called me the prude for keeping a little modesty.

After dinner, we all headed over to a nearby bar and dammit if they didn’t whip out all of those horrid accessories made for the bride to be.  They had the veil and the sash and several obnoxious pins and buttons that played music and flashed little red lights.  It was horrible but I tried to be a good sport.  After a couple of hours of wearing those things, we had been given more shots than any of us thought to count.  It was a very good thing that we did not have a rental car.

We stumbled from that bar into the next one and the cycle repeated.  In the second one, we even found another blushing bride so our group grew.  I am still not sure how it happened (I mostly blame the ladies that joined our party), but by about midnight we ended up in a strip club.

Not men stripping, mind you, women.  But I had had what felt like an entire bottle of vodka, so to me all of the ladies shaking their asses and jiggling their tits appeared to have four boobs and like eight legs.  There was a table full of guys near our group and they started with the drinks again.  I was so past gone I did not even pay attention.  But then the night took a turn I was not expecting.

One of the guys offered to buy me and the other bride lap dances if he could watch.  She and I were not seeing straight at all, and just giggled at the idea.  But he kept pushing and soon his friends and our friends were all encouraging us.  Eventually he and one of his friends made it happen, I am not sure how that works even now.

The pushy guy and one of his buddies led us two brides to a back room where there were two strippers waiting for us.  The slim blonde girl was wearing that fetishist schoolgirl outfit and the brunette was wearing a cheerleader version.  The shirts barely covered their large tits and the skirts did not even come close to covering their bare asses.

The guys lightly pushed us down onto a couch and sat down opposite us.  They made sure that they were not anywhere near us.  I guess in case our respective fiancées were in the vicinity.  The blonde sashayed her little ass up to me with a big grin and the brunette sat down on the lap of the other bride.

I had never really looked at women that way but when she straddled my lap and started dancing on top of me, it was pretty sexy.  The other bride looked like she was kind of getting into it too.

The blonde schoolgirl who was rubbing her tits against mine leaned over and whispered in my ear, “Your first lap dance?”

I nodded, too distracted by her hands on my hips.

“I like it when the girls wear skirts,” she whispered again.

With the combination of alcohol in my system and thumping music in my head, her breath on my skin was making me shiver.  My hands floated up to rest on her hips and she clapped her own hands over mine, pressing down into her own skin.  I gripped her harder as she ground into me.

She leaned back so that I could see her tanned flat stomach and then suddenly the little white button-down shirt was gone and her tits were bare.  At the time I was pretty sure they were fake, but suddenly I realized the guys’ obsession with boobs.  Watching hers jiggle and bounce in time with the music made me want to touch them.

She sat up and grinned at me as she slid my hands from her hips up her sides and around the outer curves of those bouncing globes.  I heard a strange groan from behind the dancing girl and peered around her to see the two guys adjusting themselves in their pants.

The stripper in my lap started fiddling with my skirt and then I felt her fingertips tickling my inner thighs.  I probably gasped but she could not have heard it over the music.  Her fingers kept inching up and up and up and I just kept squirming.  I really did not know what she had in mind, but I was pretty sure I did not want her to stop.

One finger barely grazed the cotton of my panties before it withdrew and I wanted more.  I had never slept with another woman in my life, never even kissed one, but I wanted her to touch me again.  Suddenly the song ended and the girl withdrew her hands and stood up off my lap.  I am certain I gave her that same pitiful puppy look that she gets from all of the guys.  But she leaned over and as she suckled at the pulse in my neck, I felt a tickle of something down the front of my dress before she was gone.  I looked up at the two guys who were staring wide-eyed with obvious tents in their pants.

The other bride and I linked arms and teetered out of the private room giggling and laughing.

****

After all of that, the two bridal groups decided to split and mine headed back to our hotel.  I was coming down from my buzz and starting to get very tired.  Besides, there was a different buzz happening between my thighs and I was grateful to have my own hotel room for the evening.

We all hugged good night and disappeared into our respective rooms.  Some of the gals were splitting room costs but since this was my wedding weekend, I opted to have my own.  They gave me a hard time but in the end, I got my way.

I stripped out of my dress and panties, leaving them in a pile on the floor and padded to the bathroom naked.  I took a nice warm shower to rinse off the feeling of Vegas dust, and slipped between the clean sheets in nothing but a clean pair of underwear.  As I lay there, letting the cool air conditioning soothe my skin, I remembered the feel of that stripped against my body.  She was curvy and soft and seemed to know exactly how to touch a woman.  Men never quite know that in the right detail.  Her fingers had been tickling up my inner thighs, and the feel of her lips on my neck was addicting.  Her breasts had bounced and wobbled in front of my face and I only got a small feel.

I remembered how soft yet firm her tits had felt, and how my lips had been so tempted to feel the puckered little pink nipples.  She had been wearing a tiny G-string but it was small enough that I knew she was shaved smooth.  I wondered what someone else’s pussy would feel like, would taste like.

As the thoughts crashed through my head, my swollen clit started pulsing.  I slid my hand inside my little silk panties, and was shocked to find that I was wet and slippery.  I rubbed my fingertips against my clit, trying to calm the need.  I remembered her fingers on my thighs and wondered what it would feel like to have those same fingers touching where I was touching.  The idea of her fingers tickling my pussy and rubbing my clit sent me through the roof with an explosive climax.  I shuddered and shivered, and finally passed out with thoughts of that sexy busty blonde.  All night I dreamed of her stretched out in the bed next to me while I explored every inch of her silky skin.

The next morning, I saw the scrap of paper laying amongst my clothing from the night before.  I picked it up and it had a phone number scrawled on it, in a woman’s handwriting.  It flooded back to me, it must be from the stripper.  Just before she left my lap, she had stuck something in the front of my dress.  I had forgotten to see what it was.  But it was her phone number.  My thighs tightened against each other and a faint pulse started throbbing in my pussy.  She had been hot, and she was handing out her phone number.  I only had a couple more days before I was headed off to the altar.  It was a now or never proposition.  So I called her.

“Hello?” her voice was smooth and throaty, just like it should have been.

“Um, hi.  You don’t know me, but you gave me your number last night at the club,” my heart was racing.

“Ohhh, hi there.  I remember you now.  You let me feel up under your skirt.”

I could hear the smile in her voice.

“Uh huh, that’s me.  Unless you do that with everyone,” I tried to be funny.

She giggled, “Well, most of my clients are men so they rarely wear skirts.  And no, I don’t touch them inside their clothing.  They pay well, but I like women.”

My face felt hot and it was spreading to the rest of my body.

“So, what are you doing in Vegas?”

“I’m here to get married,” I still couldn’t believe I was chatting up a stripper in the hopes of…  what, I didn’t know at the time.

“Oh!  Then we need to celebrate!  Can you get a night off from your friends?”

“Probably, I can tell them I need some time to get ready or something.”

“Perfect.  Can I take you to dinner tonight?”

“I’ll let you know.  Oh, and I’m Briana,” I offered.

“You can call me Tonya.”

We hung up, and I seriously doubted that was her real name.  My friends and I spent the day sunning by the pool and surprisingly enough they let me off for the night.  I hoped none of them knew I had a hot date.  That would just be awkward.

That night Tonya and I met at the bar she suggested.  She was wearing a dress that made the entire room drool, and you should have seen the looks on guy’s faces when she walked up to me and gave me a very intimate hug.  Her body pressed up against mine, with her hands lingering along the swell of my ass.

We had a nice chat through dinner but I have no idea what we talked about.  I was completely distracted by the fact that her hand tickled my thigh through the entire meal.  We headed out afterwards, arm-in-arm.  As soon as we got into a cab to go I-don’t-know-where, she was all over me and I just let her take over.

I’m shocked the cabbie didn’t crash the car, because he was watching as she was kissing me and running her hands over my tits and shoving my skirt up so she could tease around the edges of my thong.  Eventually, the cab pulled up in front of my hotel but I was so breathless and overcome with desire, I didn’t even notice.

“So can I come to the wedding tomorrow?” her voice sounded hoarse with her own need.

I nodded, too turned on to deny her anything.

“Just let me know when and where.”

****

By the time I got back up to my room that night, I was shivering from desire.  I stripped out of my clothing and stepped into the shower to let the cool water calm my aching body.  It was still hard to believe that I was getting married tomorrow and was incredibly turned on by this stripper, Tonya, tonight.  My friends would not have believed me if I could have found the guts to tell them.

As I lay between the silky hotel sheets, I slid my hand inside my panties and imagined her body against mine.  She was firm and soft at the same time, and I got the distinct impression she would be able to do things to me that I could not have even imagined.  I was quivering at the thought of her skin sliding against mine, and my climax hit me like a lightning bolt.  I passed out with thoughts of her in my head.

The next morning, I had a text from Tonya asking about the time and location of the wedding.  I sent it to her with trembling fingers and started off my wedding day with a throbbing between my thighs.  I had just gotten out of the shower when my friends started banging on the hotel room door.

“What?” I laughed as I yanked the door open.

I was met with a chorus of “Oh my gawds” and squeals as the group rushed in.  I knew that somewhere in the hotel was my fiancée since he had arrived in Vegas last night with his group.  The girls’ plan was to get brunch in my room via room service and then head to the on-site spa for hair and nails and makeup.  The wedding chapel was not far away so we did not have to worry much about traveling.

We ordered up a pile of croissants and fresh fruit along with several pots of coffee.  We all sat around in our plush white hotel robes and laughed the morning away.  I was not quite ready to give up my time with the girls but Rick, my fiancée, seemed to understand that I would still need them.  I certainly had no plans of asking him to give up his poker buddies after all.  Then again, I might be jealous if they ever hit a strip club, but for entirely different reasons than most people would think.

After a lazy morning, we all padded down to the spa still wearing our bathrobes for our appointments.  A couple of hours later we returned, all dolled up and still wrapped in plush white terrycloth.  They grabbed their clothes from their own rooms and piled into mine to get ready.  Another hour later, and we were all dressed.  I was in my simple white dress and they in their navy ones.  The concierge downstairs called my room to announce that the car service was there, so we headed out with one last group hug.

The chapel was adorable, and as we snuck into the small bridal room, we saw a few friends start to arrive.  I felt my heart beating faster when I saw Tonya slink in with her blonde mane flowing and her generous tits bouncing underneath her skimpy sundress.  All of the men’s eyes were following her every move and I grinned to myself.

The time finally came and my friends all trailed out one by one for the procession.  Then it was my turn.  Rick looked so handsome up there in his tuxedo, and I loved the way his dark eyes lit up when he saw me.  The vows were a blur and it was over before I knew it.  We sauntered out to the car waiting for us under a flurry of whoops and flower petals.  The reception was back at the hotel where everyone was staying, in one of their private little rooms, and our driver took the long way so that our guests would beat us there.  They all hugged us as we entered and Tonya squeezed me extra firmly.

It was party time now.  We had chosen a Mexican food buffet, so tacos were passed out and the margaritas started flowing.  Rick and I took our requisite spin on the dance floor to some slow song I didn’t recognize and then the dance music filled the room.

Rick was hanging out with his buddies in one corner when Tonya snuck up behind me.

“What is it about the virginal white dress?” she whispered in my ear.

I shivered and leaned back into her, her breath tickling my skin.

“And I plan to have you before your brand-new husband.  I’ll get you all nice and ready.”

I gasped softly as her hands slid over my ass and squeezed it lightly, out of sight to everyone.

“Come on,” she urged, tugging at my hand.

Everyone seemed distracted so I let her pull me out of the banquet room and into a large single-room bathroom.  As soon as she locked the door behind us, she pressed me up against it and kissed me hard.

“God, I’ve wanted you since I danced for you in the club,” she murmured against my lips.

I moaned softly and parted my lips to her invading tongue.  She nibbled my lower lip as her hands explored the contours of my breasts.  I was wearing a simple white slip dress, and she slid the straps off my shoulders to bury her face in my cleavage.  Her fingers rolled and pinched my nipples as she licked my flushed skin and I leaned my head back against the door for support.

As her lips closed around one tight little peak, her hands started working my skirt up towards my waist.

“Ooo, white panties even,” she grinned up at me as her fingers traced the outline of my slim thong.

As she continued to kiss my tits and squeeze my ass, she was slowing moving us over to the small bench against the wall.  With a firm push, I was sitting down with my legs spread around her.  She dropped to her knees in front of me and slowly ran her tongue up my inner thigh.  I gasped and wriggled as she grew closer to the very need she had created.  I could feel myself growing wetter and wetter inside my silk panties.

“Wait,” I pleaded breathlessly.

“What?” she blinked up at me, almost irritated at the interruption.

“Before we go any further, I h-have a request,” I stammered nervously.

“Yes?”

“Can I please touch you too?”

She grinned and straightened up so that her chest was right in front of me.  I tugged at the hem of her thin cotton tank top until her sizeable tits popped free.  I ran my fingers lightly over the outer curves and giggled when she shivered.

“Grab me,” she urged.

I closed my hands around them, letting my fingers pinch the taut little rosebud nipples.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, arching her back into my hands.

I kneaded them and finally bent over to pull one of my nipples into my mouth.  I flickered my tongue over the pebbly surface and loved the moan that she rewarded me with.  Back and forth, I tasted her flesh and teased her the way she had been tormenting me.

“I need to taste you,” she finally groaned breathlessly.

She dropped back down and licked my inner thigh again, this time letting her nose bump up against my soaking wet panties.

“Ohhh,” I moaned.

Tonya hooked her thumbs into the straps at my waist and she yanked those panties off with rough intention.  I pulled up my skirt to my waist so I could watch her beautiful face.  Her blue eyes glimmered and shone with desire for me and I was drunk on the feeling.

When her tongue worked its way between my slippery pussy lips, I groaned deeply and lost the ability to keep my eyes open.  The tip of her tongue teased my throbbing clit lightly, drawing little faint circles around it, barely dancing over the surface.  I wanted to reach down and press her face into my body but I gripped the edge of the bench for balance.  The circles grew harder and faster until I felt the most amazing surge inside.  I was within a hair of coming and she paused.

I groaned painfully but she only waited a moment before resuming the light delicate circles.  She slowly sped back up until I was so close and this time she did not stop.  She caught my clit between her lips and flicked her tongue over it hard and fast until I exploded.  I writhed on that bench and buried my hands in her wild blonde hair so I could pull her face against my dripping pussy.

Halfway through my thunderous climax, she slipped two fingers inside me and found a spot that I didn’t believe existed.  I think I screamed her name as I soaked her face and her hand.  Afterwards, she finally withdrew with a glossy grin on her face.

“God I love your pussy,” she said triumphantly.

I sagged on the bench, still breathless in wonder.  She rested her cheek on my thigh and stroked my skin lightly to calm me down.

“Can I taste you too?” I panted.

She chuckled, “Not all the straight girls offer.”

“I’ve never done it before, but I want to please you too.”

We squirmed and wriggled in the small space until she was sitting on the bench with her thighs spread and I was kneeling in front of her.  Her tight little skirt was pulled up to her waist and she was already missing her panties.

I kissed the velvety skin of her inner thighs, and relished the soft gasping moans that slipped from her talented lips.  She smelled of tart raspberries and feminine desire, and I wanted more.  She was indeed completely smooth and I tentatively pressed the flat of my tongue against her.

Her moans spurred me on and I buried my tongue between the slippery folds to find her swollen little clit.  I rubbed and flicked at it, loving the way her hips writhed and she buried one hand in my hair.  I sucked the tiny nub between my lips and flicked my tongue hard.  Tonya’s body went rigid and then I felt the flow of juices over my chin.  I kept flicking and sucking until she grunted and tried to wriggle away.  I rested my head on her thigh as she had done and she gently stroked a stray curl back from my cheek.

When we both finally stood up, she kissed me hard.  It was intoxicating to taste her on my own lips and to taste me on hers.  We straightened out our clothing and she helped me put my fancy hair-do back in place.  When I tried to grab my discarded white silk thong, she snatched it out of my hand with a grin.

“This I get to keep,” she winked.

I giggled as we opened the bathroom door.  Much to her surprise and my horror, my brand new husband was standing on the other side of the door waiting for me.

“I was wondering where you had gotten off to,” Rick said pointedly.

“I, uh, ahem, well…” I stammered as I felt my face go flush.

He leaned over to kiss me and I knew he could smell her on my lips.  He backed up and crossed his arms over his chest.

“She looks like a stripper,” he observed as he candidly looked Tonya up and down.

“I am,” she said proudly.

His face was expressionless as he looked from her to me and back again.  Then suddenly his face split into a huge grin.

“I’m so glad my new wife has good taste!”

I stared at him open-mouthed while Tonya erupted into laughter.

He squeezed in between us and wrapped an arm around each of our waists.  I stood stiffly against him until I looked down and realized that he was sporting a rather noticeable erection.

“What a wedding night this will be,” he declared as he escorted both of us to the elevator.

****

At first, I was admittedly more hesitant to share Tonya with Rick than to share Rick with Tonya but when I realized that she really was not interested in sleeping with any man let alone my husband, I calmed down just a little.  And on his very own wedding night, Rick got to fulfill two fantasies in one.  He had an amazing threesome with his brand-new wife and he (technically) bedded a stripper.

I had never seen him as hard as when he watched me go down on Tonya again.  He was stroking himself as he watched me play with her tits and tease her pussy.  I could hear him groaning as I buried my tongue inside her pussy.  By the time he entered me from behind, I thought he was going to pound her and I through the headboard.  After we all climaxed repeatedly, she made a polite exit but made sure we still had her phone number.

My husband and I have made an annual trip up to Las Vegas every year for our anniversary since then, and for the first few years, we always called Tonya to celebrate with us.  Last year, she did not respond and we sadly filed her away in our memory banks.

But besides that annual trip down memory lane, I had discovered that while I still love and desire my husband, I also enjoy the company of women.  Sometimes I get to play around on my own, but mostly we enjoy a swingers’ lifestyle together.  I was a little surprised that Rick took to it so readily, but he was truly amazed that I embraced it.  Recently, we have even begun partner swapping and not just inviting a woman as our third.  Rick was a little slower to accept another man fucking me, but the first time it just sort of happened and he was crazy aroused by it.

We have met some amazing lovers through the group, and made some terrific friends.  Besides getting to sleep with my sexy husband and a few hot women, I mostly enjoy spending time with other couples who “get it” and who understand that our marriage arrangement may not be made for everyone, but it is perfect for us.


5. The Double Service Garage: Interracial MFM Double Penetration Threesome

Casey finds herself stranded on the side of the road yet again, and has to be towed to the nearest garage.  She can’t afford to fix this one and purchase a new one, but instead of having to make that difficult decision, the pair of hot mechanics give her a different kind of offer.

I hit the center of my steering wheel with my balled up fist so hard and so many times that my hand started to go numb.  I was stuck on the side of the highway yet again.  This old clunker car of mine was so close to death it was probably unsafe to actually drive on the roads.  I had been saving up for the down payment on a new one but had not hit my goal yet.  It looked like I was getting a new car regardless.  I punched up the tow truck company on my cell phone and hit the steering wheel one more time as it rang.

“Tow Jam.  How can we help you?” the grating voice pierced my eardrum.

“Yeah, I need a tow to the nearest garage.”

“Where are you located?”

I gave the curt dispatcher the highway number and the mile marker that I had stopped next to.

“Someone will be out as soon as possible.”

I thanked the woman and hung up with a heavy sigh.  It was sweltering outside and even hotter inside the enclosed car.  I rolled down the windows but there was no cross breeze so I finally got out so I could stand outside.  My cut off denim shorts and snug tank top were clinging to my damp skin and I received more than a couple of cat calls as cars whizzed past me.  I flipped off the last one since his remark was particularly vulgar.

I pulled my long hair back into a ponytail to let the air hit the back of my neck.  It really did not help since the air moving past me was the equivalent of trying to cool yourself down with a hair dryer on full blast.  Finally the tow truck drove past me at about five miles an hour and then backed up down the shoulder of the highway until it was parked in front of my car.

The guy who climbed out of the cab was like something from a scary movie but I was out of options.  I told him I just needed to get to the nearest mechanic, and felt the need to shower as his bloodshot eyes raked over my figure.  His sleazy grin was missing a few teeth and I was sorely tempted to ride in my car even as it was being towed, but I knew that was against the law.

I climbed into the cab and sat as close to the passenger door as I could.  Luckily the nearest garage was just over the hill so I had a short ride with the slime ball.  He dropped me and the car off at the garage and I handed him the requisite $50 cash.

I saw no one around so I stepped inside the waiting area and nearly fainted at the feel of air conditioning on my skin.  The tiles on the floor were grimy but I was tempted to lay down on them just for the coolness.

I dropped into one of the cracked pleather chairs and dug my phone out of my purse.  My best friend bemoaned my poor luck and said that she would take me out to dinner that night, depending on when I got finished.  I plugged the phone into the wall next to me, and stared unseeing at the cars racing on the television screen.

Mentally I was beating myself up for letting this car get me in this situation.  If my ex had not run off with his secretary and all of our cash, I would certainly be in a better spot financially.  But one morning, I had woken up to a note on the bathroom mirror and an empty checking account.  Luckily I already had a good job and a car that was paid off, so I was able to make it.  It just was not as comfortable a life as I had planned to have.

My best friend, Amber, had encouraged me to try exotic dancing in the evenings for extra cash but I brushed her off immediately.  I had a decent job at the law firm and was not looking to risk a stable career for a little cash.  To be honest though, I had considered the idea when she brought it up, but if I had given her any indication I was interested, she would not have let it go.  I was relatively certain I could have made some decent money, but my life was not so bad that I had to shake my tits for dollar bills.  Besides, just the thought of my ex walking in and seeing me was enough to keep me clothed.  So instead of grinding in a G-string, I was pouting in a mechanic’s shop.

I was at the turning point with the stupid car that I had to decide whether I spend my money on fixing it or I spend my money as the down payment on a new one.  With the assistance of my smartphone, I pulled up my bank account balances and made a mental note of what amount would be the breaking point.  I decided what the dollar figure was and toted my purse to the ladies’ room to refresh my flushed face.

I locked the door behind me and sighed heavily yet again.  The water from the sink was not cold but cool enough.  I splashed my face then held a damp cloth to the back of my neck.  It felt nice, especially when I stood under the air conditioner vent.

I did not realize that the combination of damp skin and cool air had stiffened my nipples under my thin cotton tank top until I stepped back out of the ladies’ room and found myself staring at two shirtless mechanics who were staring back at me.

I knew it had been awhile since I got laid but for some reason those two were the sexiest men I had seen in a very long time.

****

The taller one had deep dark eyes and skin the color of caramel with a few days’ worth of dark growth on his shaved head and his jaw line.  The shorter one was blue-eyed and blonde, with lighter skin but still nicely tanned.  Both of them were well-built with the muscular chests, bulging arms, and defined abs that come from hours of physical labor.  They were both staring at me hard.  Or more to the point, were staring at my chest.

“Oh!  Hi there,” I smiled nervously.

“Hey there,” the taller one had a deep voice that rumbled through the small space.  His hungry grin was gleaming white.

“Y’all work here?” I asked the stupidest question my brain could produce.

The shorter one grinned also, “We sure do.  You need some service?”

I could not help myself.  I raised one eyebrow at the loaded question and the blonde guy had the decency to look sheepish.

My eyes took in the muscular chest of the tall broad-shouldered guy and the tight compactness of the shorter one, and my whole body responded to the sight.  My heart did a little flip-flop in my chest and my thighs tightened against each other.

“Yes, I could use some servicing,” I retorted, flipping my ponytail over my shoulder.

The blonde guy’s eyes widen but the dark-skinned man just looks smug.

I cock one hip to the side, making sure to bounce my full tits under the thin cotton.  “What did you have in mind?”

I was mildly entertained by the eager blonde one but I was intrigued and definitely interested in the tall silent one.

“Well, miss, did you have a car with you?  We are mechanics.” The blonde one was a little too smart for his own good.

“No, it’s a hundred degrees outside so I thought I would just walk to the garage miles from my house,” my irritation at my circumstances was starting to slip out.

The taller one finally stepped forward, growing larger as he came closer.

“I’m Tyrese,” he offered his large hand for me to shake.

My delicate fingers were engulfed in his thick callused hands, “I’m Casey.”

“This is Bobby,” Tyrese gestured to the shorter of the pair with his thumb.

“Hi Bobby,” I smiled condescendingly to the overeager blonde.

“And yes, I do have a car that needs help.  Hell, it might just need an incinerator,” I rolled my eyes.

Tyrese grinned again, flashing those pearly white teeth, “We’ll check it out.”

I gave him a very obvious once-over with my own hungry eyes and nodded, “Just let me know.”

I dropped back into the tattered pleather chair and watched them walk out of the waiting area and back into the garage bay.  It was only twenty minutes later when Tyrese returned without Bobby.  He took a seat next to me, his large frame filling the seat and coming very close to touching me.

“Well Casey, your little guy out there is in deep trouble.”

He was so close that his voice rumbled in my ear and sent shivers down my spine.

“Crap.  I know.  What’s the damage?”  I ran my hand over the top of my head, smoothing the stray hairs back into the ponytail.

Not only was I in deep shit over the car situation but now I was distracted by this muscular man sitting very close to me and smelling strangely of mechanic’s garage mixed with Ivory soap.

“With parts and labor, we’re talking probably close to $1000 altogether.”

“Shit,” I sighed and studied my lean thighs as they stretched out from under my short denim cut offs.

“That bad?” he was closer now, the warm air from his mouth tickling my cheek.

I nodded, surprisingly close to tears.

Suddenly I found myself surrounded by the man’s bulging and corded arm as it rested across the back of my seat.

“Maybe arrangements could be made?” he said softly.

“Arrangements?  Like a payment plan?”

“Something like that.”

I finally looked up at him, his deep chocolate eyes glimmering brightly with copper fire.

“Like what?” I whispered softly, afraid of the answer.

He cupped the back of my neck with his large hand, eliciting a gasp from my lips and a stiffening in my spine.  As sexy as this shirtless hunk was, the idea of actually accepting what I thought he was offering was terrifying.

“I think you know.  You seem like a smart woman that has a lot to offer a man.”

“A man like you?” my eyes danced across the flat hard planes of his chest.

“Well, that’s the rub.  Bobby and me are partners.”

My eyes flew open, “You and Bobby?”

His laugh tickled down through the core of my body, “Not like that.  Business partners.  50-50 all the way.”

The reality hit me like a punch to the solar plexus.  My mind skittered through this plan of his – to offer up my very body to the two of them in return for assistance with the car.  My eyes went momentarily blurry and my heart stopped for a beat.  It was intriguing and scary all at the same time.  But when my eyes looked down at the snug jeans on Tyrese’s thighs, my pussy thumped for attention.

“Partners,” I whispered.

Tyrese nodded, “All the way.”

His hand still cupped the back of my neck.  I rested my fingertips lightly on his chest and looked him square in those deep dark eyes.

“You are all man, I can tell, but I’m not sure Bobby can keep up with us.”

Tyrese chuckled, “I can’t wait to tell him you said that.”

I shook my head violently, “No!  Don’t tell him!  Well, don’t tell him before.”

“Um, ‘before’?  So you like the arrangement plan?”

I nodded, “I’m definitely in need of service.”

****

Tyrese took my hand and pulled me from my chair.  Although his touch was gentle, his large hand completely engulfed mine as he led me to a small closed door behind the register area.  It opened into what was essentially a small two-bedroom apartment.  Bobby was lounging on the couch in the living area with a beer bottle in his hand and a shit-eating grin on his face.

“Payment plan I take it?” he motioned to Tyrese and me with his beer bottle.

“Do you both live here?” I was nervous about the whole set up because of my lack of experience.  I had no idea how something like this even worked.

Bobby nodded, “Sure do, saves on rent since we already pay for this place anyway.”

My skin was damp from the hot day and from my nervousness, and my thin cotton tank top was clinging to everything.  Bobby’s eyes were traveling slowly up and down my body as Tyrese clutched my hand tighter.

The tall coffee-skinned man leaned over to my ear and his warm breath tickled my hypersensitive skin.

“You see, Bobby here doesn’t know all that much about women.” I could hear the grin in his voice.

“Really?” I stage-whispered back, “Is he a complete virgin?”

Bobby set the bottle down on the coffee table with a clang.

“What are you two saying about me?  Is Tyrese lying about me?” his light brows knitted together.

“Oh he’s just telling me how you’re pretty inexperienced with women,” I giggled nervously.

“What???  I am not!”

“Hey now,” Tyrese dropped my hand to put both of his palms up in mock surrender, “I didn’t say that.  I said you didn’t know that much about women.  You’re not inexperienced, you just don’t know enough to keep one around for longer than one night.”

I laughed out loud since Tyrese’s explanation made Bobby look even worse.

“What the hell, man?” Bobby was approaching us in obvious anger.

Tyrese took a large step forward, placing himself between Bobby and me.

“Calm your little white ass down, I’m only joking.”

Bobby pouted as his eyes darted from my face to Tyrese’s and back.

“Why don’t you just sit back down and let’s make our new friend more comfortable instead of less?”

Bobby nodded and dropped back onto the couch still pouting.  Tyrese sat down next to him and pulled me to his lap, with his thick arm around my slender waist.  His fingers started lightly tickling up my side, causing me to giggle and squirm on top of him.  What I didn’t realize immediately was that as he was tickling, he was also raising my tank top up with each wiggle of his fingers.

“She’s got a nice rack,” Bobby said off-handedly as though I was not sitting right there.

“You ever seen a pair like these that are real?” I winked at Bobby as I ran my hands over my own still clothed tits.

He shook his head, unable to take his eyes off the three sets fingers that were exploring my body.  Tyrese slowly pulled the top up and off and tossed it to the side.

“Here you go, man, take a peek,” he cupped my full tits from underneath, holding them up for presentation.

Bobby grinned and had to adjust himself on the couch.  He tentatively reached out to touch one and but Tyrese swatted his hand away.

“For being an asshole earlier, you have to wait your turn.”

Tyrese easily spun me around until I was straddling his lap and facing him.

“Damn, they are nice,” he grinned at me as his hands slid up my firm stomach to cup them again, his callused thumbs lightly brushing the tips of my taut nipples.

I couldn’t stop the soft sigh from escaping my lips as I leaned into his touch, my body already aching for more than a casual brush.  He started to pinch them lightly and roll them in his fingertips.  My hips wriggled against him on their own and he sighed deeply.

“That’s it, pretty girl, wake him up,” he mumbled as he buried his face between my warm breasts.

I gyrated my hips on his lap harder, feeling a distinct bulge pressing against the crotch of my denim shorts.  I only had a G-string on underneath so there was little between us except two layers of cloths.

“He’s not awake?” I was genuinely surprised since he already felt rather large.

Tyrese grinned proudly, “Oh he’s just starting.  Whatever you feel is not even what I can give you.”

I started rubbing up and down against his cock under his work pants, his hands digging into my hips and pressing me down against himself.  My tits were bouncing right in front of his face and he caught one nipple between his lips and pinched roughly.  I gasped and moaned as his tongue flickered against the taut little nub.  Bobby was eyeing me hungrily but Tyrese paid him no attention.

I slipped one of my hands down between our bodies and slid my delicate little fingers along the growing bulge of his stiffening cock.

“Just like that,” he rumbled from deep in his chest, “oh just like that baby.”

I squeezed lightly, growing more and more nervous about where he intended for that monster to fit.  He pushed me slightly back so that I was leaning away from him, and his fingers started fidgeting with the fly of his pants.

“You ready to see what I have for such a pretty girl?”

I nodded eagerly, the pulse radiating through my entire body was getting more needy and more insistent.  He slowly peeled open his pants and revealed just a hint of the long thick cock that hid underneath.  I reached out, staring at the size, and ran my fingertips over the hot pulsing surface.

“Go ahead, baby girl, take him out and show him off,” he was leaned back on the couch to give me better access.

I slid off his lap to kneel between his thighs and slowly pulled his cock out into the light.  He was bigger than I had ever seen in real life and even Bobby seemed a little impressed at the sight of my slim fingers wrapped around the dark thickness.

I pressed his cock upwards to his own tummy and ran my tongue up the entire underside of his shaft, eliciting a deep groan from both men but mostly Tyrese.  I turned my head sideways and nibbled over the entire surface, my lips and tongue dancing lightly over him.

“Fuck, man,” Bobby exhaled appreciatively.

Tyrese chuckled, “You like what you see?  Cuz she really knows what she’s doing.”

I had a little trick up my sleeve that always drove every boyfriend crazy.  I pulled his work pants down further so that I had access to his sensitive swollen balls.  I dipped my head lower and with just two fingers pressing against the base of his cock so it rested on his stomach, I started running my tongue over his heavy sack.  I licked and sucked and nibbled every inch of the crinkled skin.

“Oh damn,” Tyrese groaned, “suck those baby.”

I pulled one into my mouth and sucked firmly, feeling the skin tighten and his body tense up.  I switched to the other one, this time lightly tickling my tongue over the surface.  Back and forth, I teased them and tormented him until he hit the point that all men do.  He started to stroke his own cock.  Most men can hardly tolerate having their nuts teased without contact on this cock.  He was no different.

I released both of his balls and grinned up at him, “They all do that eventually.”

He dropped his cock and looked almost sheepish at being caught.

I loosely gripped his cock with both hands and slid them up and down lightly.  Slowly, I tightened my grip and sped up my strokes until I was jerking him off completely.  His hips rose to meet my strokes but suddenly he yanked his cock away from me.

“Not yet, baby girl.  How about you see how Bobby’s doing over there?”

I looked over and the younger blonde man had his cock out and was stroking it as he watched us.

“He’s having a party by himself,” I giggled.

Tyrese stroked his large hand over my blonde ponytail, “Why don’t you go see if you can help him?”

I nodded and stood up to slowly peel the tiny jean shorts and G-string from my lower body.  They both eyed my nakedness like a starving man with a steak.  I crawled up on the couch onto all fours with my ass facing Tyrese and my mouth around Bobby’s cock.

“Oh fuck, fuck , fuck,” Bobby muttered as I engulfed his throbbing cock with my warm wet mouth.

I bobbed my head up and down, using my hand to stroke at the same time.  I almost lost my rhythm completely when I felt Tyrese shifting around behind me to lie underneath me and suddenly burying his tongue between my thighs.

I moaned deeply when his tongue found my aching clit and Bobby moaned in response to the vibrations I created on his cock.

“Stop, stop, stop,” Bobby pleaded as I sucked and stroked him purposefully.

I let his cock go with a wet popping noise and wriggled my ass against Tyrese’s face.  His tongue rubbed and flicked over my clit until the tension in my body was nearly unbearable.  When I felt him suck at my clit and bury a thick finger inside me, the tension exploded.  I gasped and groaned and thrashed against him, soaking his hand and his face with my climax.

Tyrese pulled out from underneath me and resituated into a seated position, and seemed to have lost his pants.

“Now you’re all ready for this guy,” he was stroking his own cock again.

On wobbly knees, I cautiously straddled his lap again and eased my body down over his thick straining cock.

“Oh god, oh god,” I moaned as he filled and stretched me in so many new ways.

“Saddle up, Bobby” Tyrese groaned as my tight little pussy clenched around his thickness.

Bobby crouched behind me and nudged the tip of his cock at my asshole.

I wriggled against him and looked down into the intense gaze of his dark eyes.  He threaded one hand through the base of my ponytail and pulled me down towards him.  As his lips devoured mine, I felt Bobby pop past the tightness of my asshole.

I moaned against the plundering of Tyrese’s tongue.  My whole body tingled at the sensation of fullness, with Bobby balls-deep in my ass and Tyrese still stretching my pussy to capacity.  Our three bodies moved and circled and twisted together until we found a rhythm.  Both of them were thrusting into my body while I held on to Tyrese’s broad shoulders for support and balance.

“Fuck, she’s tight,” Bobby muttered from behind me as he thrust his cock into my ass harder and harder.

Tyrese grasped my tits as they bounced, squeezing and rolling my nipples in his rough fingertips.

“God, she feels…” Tyrese grunted as my body continued to grasp and clench at his cock.

When my second climax of the afternoon ripped through my body, I thought I was going to expel both of them.  My muscles clenched tightly, squeezing at the two cocks that filled my ass and my pussy.

“Shit, shit, shit,” Bobby grunted from behind me, his thrusts getting rougher and more irregular.

“You about done back there, white boy,” Tyrese grinned at Bobby over my shoulder.

I felt Bobby pull out and then the jets of warm cum splattered over my gyrating ass.  I heard him sit down hard on the coffee table and pant for air.

Tyrese wrapped both arms around my waist and held me tightly to his muscular body.

“You’re all mine now, baby girl,” he whispered in my ear, half arrogantly and half possessively.

I circled his neck with both of my arms and held on as his hips pounded me, driving that thick cock deep inside my pussy.

“Oh fuck me, fuck me,” I pleaded, needing more and more of him by the second.

He lifted me off his cock and we scrambled around until I was leaned over the arm of the couch and he was kneeling on the couch behind me.  His callused hands grabbed my hips hard as he shoved his entire cock back inside my warm wet pussy.

His hips crashed into mine with every stroke and the apartment was filled with the sounds of wet hot sex.  Bobby looked nearly unconscious, laying backwards on the coffee table and staring at the ceiling.  I was so close to a third orgasm as I pushed off the arm of the couch for leverage backwards into Tyrese.

When his hand wrapped around to my pussy, I let out a strangled scream of overwhelming sensations.  He rubbed my clit and pounded me from behind until all I felt was the nearness of my climax.  It burst out of me and every muscle gripped at his cock.  He grunted once and whipped his cock out.  Moments later I felt the warm splashes of his cum splatter my ass again.

I fell forward onto the arm of the couch and lay stunned as I tried to catch my breath.  I felt a soft wet warmth on my skin and realized that someone was cleaning me off.  Tyrese and I collapsed into a seated position and I rested my cheek against his heaving chest with one leg draped over his lap.

****

After a few beers and a cool shower, I dressed and thanked them both.  Tyrese and I ordered a pizza, which I gratefully paid for, while Bobby ran out to actually repair my poor car.  I did pay them for the parts but they waived all the charges for the labor.  All in all, the afternoon actually turned out to my advantage.  I was a little embarrassed when Tyrese told Bobby my earlier comment that he couldn’t keep up.  But Bobby was still too google-eyed in his post-orgasmic state to really be mad.

I did not mind springing for the parts or the pizza, and I ended up getting the new car anyway.  Since he was in the business, Tyrese was able to finagle an amazing deal on just the car I had been saving for.

On a side note, while Bobby pouted for a long time afterwards, I ended up dating Tyrese.  He obviously knew how to handle a woman in bed, but it turns out, he was quite the gentleman actually.  I was surprised when he asked me for an official date.  I learned that the afternoon I spent with them was only the second time they had done that, but that Tyrese was in no way interested in sharing me again.

Bobby pouts sullenly like a little boy if I go over, so it is usually easier for Tyrese to come to my place.  If only there was a delicate way to show my boyfriend just exactly what Tyrese had to offer a willing
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