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

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

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

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

“Come on girl. Time to go.”

“I’m coming.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What guy?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

****

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

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

“Yeah. Apparently.”

“Well. You can join us.”

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

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

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

“Wait a minute.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“For what I have planned.”

“And what is that?”

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

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

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

“Oh god. Yes.”

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

“You.”

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

“I want you to fuck me.”

“What else. Do you want my mouth?”

“Yes.”

“Where?”

“My breasts.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Tonight will be your first then.”

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

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

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

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

“Breath in and out slowly.”

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

“Just breath.”

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

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

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

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

“I don’t even know your name.”

“Jeremiah.”

“I am Sierra.”

“I know.”

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

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

“What do you mean waiting for me?”

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

“And how is that?”

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

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

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

I winked at him then.

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

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

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

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

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

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

****

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

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

Sierra,

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

J.

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

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


2. My Tattooed Biker Rescue: MILF Sex with a Biker

When Annie starts to rebuild her life after her divorce, she expands her horizons to include some new friends.  One of her friends offers a lovely weekend getaway, and Annie jumps on the opportunity.  When she runs into car trouble on her way home, she surprises herself by what she jumps on next.

It had been almost five years since my divorce, and I was still no closer to finding a new companion.  Well, I do have three companions at home, but my mother does not exactly get excited about my two cats and the new kitten.  I cannot go to a family function without her bringing up the divorce or the lack of a suitable replacement.  I do not really mind being single I guess, it would just be nice to have some company.

I married young, straight out of college.  We had been married almost fifteen years when I caught him with his secretary.  It seemed like a bad movie.  But there he was, going at it with her right on his desk when I surprised him for lunch one day.  It took me almost a month before I could eat mid-day again.

So now I am just past my fortieth birthday and single with three cats.  That is the recipe for a pitiful old maid if I have ever heard one.  I ended up getting a job at a local accounting firm, processing invoices and such.  It was not a bad place to spend my days, it just was not very exciting either.  I signed up at a gym to get myself back in shape.  Everyone there has been very nice as I learn my way around things.  I also joined a book club to meet some female friends, and that turned out rather well.  We meet once a month, and about once a week I meet at least one of them for dinner somewhere.  I have never had a large group of friends, so it is nice to have someone to get dinner with.

Everyone in my family knows why I left Charles, and I have mostly gotten over the embarrassment.  At first, I thought it was because our, ahem, sex life was rather plain.  But I have since learned that it does not really matter; if a man wants to cheat, he will cheat regardless.  My mother makes veiled references of my inadequacies as a wife, but I really try hard to push them out of my mind.

My sister, the younger one who has already produced four grandchildren for my mother, recommended that I needed to join a church to find the ‘right’ kind of man.  I liked the idea and found one near my house that seemed okay.  It even had a singles’ group which I was considering joining.  I attend the Sunday School lessons and the regular services, but I am not brave enough to join some singles’ group just yet.

Anyway, I do enjoy my nice quiet little life with my apartment and my cats and my job.  My car is in need of replacement, but I do not want to spend the money just yet.  I have been saving up for a nice down payment to keep the monthly payments low, and I am not there yet.  So far it has kept me running to work and to the grocery store, but it will not last forever.

One of my book club friends recently suggested that we get away for a weekend to her aunt’s cabin out by the lake.  There is a small desert just outside of town, and the lake is just on the other side of it.  There really are not any other towns around, but we can take the supplies that we need.

Samantha went through a similar divorce about a year before mine, and we have become good friends so I agreed.  I rarely did anything on my weekends other than errands and laundry and church, so something different sounded nice.  I even took the Monday off which was almost unheard of.  I figured that even though Samantha had to be back at her job on Monday, I never took days off and could use it to catch up on the things I would not get done over the weekend.  She offered to let me stay at the cabin until Monday morning, but I have not decided about that just yet.

Samantha was planning to drive up Friday morning after stopping at the grocery store, and I would meet her up there that night after I got off of work.  I was pretty excited since I had not traveled since the divorce and I always enjoyed it.

I made arrangements for my neighbor to watch the cats for the days I was gone and on Thursday night after work I packed a small overnight bag with some clothes for hiking and a swimsuit since Samantha said there was a small pool in the backyard of the cabin.

About mid-day on Friday, Samantha called me from the cabin all excited.

“Oh, Annie!  It’s so much nicer than I remember!  I think my aunt had it remodeled or something.  I can’t wait for you to get here.  I think I’ve gotten all the groceries we need, but if you want something specific, you are more than welcome to bring it with you.”

I had planned to take a couple bottles of wine, so I let her know.

“That will go great with the spaghetti and garlic bread,” she commented.  I could hear the smile in her voice.

I told her I was going to try and sneak out a little early to beat the traffic, and she teased me a little.

“You are such a bad influence, Annie,” she laughed.

“I am not!  You are for making me sneak out!”

We sounded like two sixteen-year-old girls instead of two women in the forties, but I did not mind; it was fun to be silly again.

I did manage to shut down about thirty minutes early, and drove out of the parking lot wearing a huge grin.  About three hours later, I was still wearing it when I saw this quote little cabin of Samantha’s aunt.  What she really should have called it was ‘the summer getaway if you can spend a million dollars on a second house’.  It was insanely large and gorgeous, and the ‘small pool’ appeared to be Olympic sized.  When I dropped my bag in the foyer, I just spun around staring with my mouth open.

****

“Samantha,” I breathed, “this is incredible!”

She laughed, “I know!  I didn’t want to oversell it, but I love this place!  They’re, um, loaded.”

I ran my hand over the polished marble staircase railing and just stared up at the enormous crystal chandelier.

“Are there, um, servants?” I whispered softly, suddenly self-conscious.

Samantha giggled as her red curls bobbed, “Yes, but normally only when my aunt and uncle are here.  So we have the run of the place this weekend.”

“Party time!” I laughed.

Samantha waved a wine bottle at me, “Let’s get started!”

“Oh, you have to give me the tour first.”

She pointed down one long corridor, “Fine, let’s start in the kitchen so I can grab a couple of wine glasses.”

We headed down the hallway as I studied the artwork on the walls, but I stopped short when I came to the kitchen.  It was easily larger than my entire apartment, and outfitted in granite and stainless and marble.  The kitchen section was almost the size of a commercial kitchen, and that did not include the eating area in the back.  It looked more like a closed-in patio, with live greenery everywhere, and a wall of windows that overlooked the back garden.

After she opened the wine, and poured two healthy glasses, we headed back down the hallway to finish my tour.  She took me to the library, the study, the office, the formal dining and living rooms, and then finally we headed up the huge winding staircase.  Upstairs were mostly bedrooms with a large game room space at the landing.  I chose one decorated in soft shades of blue and cream.  I was afraid to even set my beat-up overnight case down for fear of leaving a smudge.

“Are you really going to cook dinner in that monstrosity of a kitchen?” I chuckled.

“I’m going to try.  If they don’t have something I need, then I must not need it.”

“Good point!”

“But first, let’s hit the pool and finish this bottle off!”

She scurried off to her room, and we both changed.  About ten minutes later, we emerged from our rooms ready to spend the last few daylight hours in the cool water.  We splashed around in the pool, finished off the first bottle of the evening, and let the sun finally dwindle down into the horizon.  The temperature dropped dramatically once the sun disappeared, so we headed back inside to figure out dinner.  In short order, we had prepped a large loaf of garlic bread, a huge pot of spaghetti, and a nice dinner salad.  We made our plates and carried them back out to the patio with another bottle of wine.

“So Annie, what do you think?” Samantha grinned at me.

“I could get used to this life, especially if it came with the servants to cook and clean.  Because I’m sure as hell not cleaning this entire place.”

“Oh the staff will prep it right before they come out to visit the next time.”

“Must be nice,” I sighed, suddenly sad over my tidy little apartment and dull little life.

“Can I ask you a question?” Samantha startled me out of my dreariness.

“Sure,” I replied, not really thinking about what she might have in mind.

“Have you dated since your divorce?”

“What?  No, not really.  A few dinners and a couple of movies, but that’s about it.  Why?  Have you?”

“Not really.  I think you and I have been single for about the same amount of time, right?”

“Five years?  Yeah.”

“It’s hard at our age.  I mean, we have good jobs, take care of ourselves, watch our figures.  Why is it so hard?”

“All the worthwhile guys are dating 20-year-olds,” I mumbled.

“Oh?  That what happened?”

“Yeah.”

“Me too, his personal trainer.”

I laughed, “Mine was the secretary.”

We finished the rest of our delicious meal in peaceful silence, and headed off to bed after the second bottle of wine was demolished.  Saturday and most of Sunday were about the same, too much wine, too much delicious food, and a lot of time in the pool and on the patio.  As Sunday was winding down, I regretted not being able to stay longer.

“Well, listen, why don’t you stay tonight and go home tomorrow?  I told my aunt we might do that.  I have to be back at work, but you said you took Monday off,” Samantha generously offered me another night of escape.

I accepted her generous offer, and we discussed how I could lock up when I left the following day.  After an early supper, Samantha headed back to reality.  I tidied up a little, and then took the last bottle of wine and a book out to the patio.  I did not end up reading one single word; I just stared out into the desert landscape with the lake shimmering under the moon.  I finally dragged myself away from the oasis and slipped into bed.  The next morning, I washed and folded my linens, and left them neatly on the bed.  After I did another walk-through to make sure we left no messes, I locked up and slipped the key into my purse to return to Samantha.  I also made a note of the address, so that I could send a thank-you note to her aunt and uncle.

My car rattled unnervingly when I started it up, and I made a promise to myself to start the process of getting a new one.  I was hoping it would have lasted a little longer, but I could not take the risk of getting stranded somewhere.

I got about halfway between the house and the city when my car gave me one final death rattle, and rolled to a stop in the middle of the desert highway.  I sighed heavily and banged my fist on the steering wheel.  It was a horrible end to a perfect weekend.

I looked around at my circumstances, and found myself literally stranded in the middle of nowhere.  I was in no condition to walk the 90 miles back to the lake house nor was I interested in walking the 90 or so miles to the city.  Off to the right side of the highway was a grove of trees, and I knew that had to be better than sitting in the car baking in the sun.

I shouldered my purse and stepped out of the car into the blistering sun.  I grabbed the two bottles of water and stuck them in my purse to keep them as cool as possible.  The sun beat down on my bare shoulders, and my sundress was already sticking to my skin.  There was not even a breeze to help the heat.

I clicked the remote attached to my keys to lock the car and laughed out loud at my own stupidity.  Hell, if someone wanted to take the damn thing with me sitting right there, I would let them.  If it got stolen, I would get full value from my insurance company.  I walked over to the straggly trees and dropped to the ground to figure out a plan.

My cell phone was fully charged, but reception seemed to be spotty.  I dialed in a request for assistance to my AAA chapter, and was told it would be several hours until someone could get out there.  I sighed heavily again, and settled in for the wait.

About twenty minutes into my vigil, I heard a loud rumble coming from the direction of the lake house.  By the time I could actually see anything in the glare of the sun, the silhouetted figure was in front of me.

****

“Geez!  Watch it!” I hollered as the dust flew up around the motorcycle.

A deep voice chuckled as I stood up to defend myself.  Once I was eye to eye with the leather-clad individual, I realized that this was not a good situation.  I was a middle-aged woman stranded in the middle of nowhere, and now I had been found by a tattooed, black leather covered biker.  I was never going to see my kittens again.

He kicked the stand down and swung his leg over the bike with his helmet still on.  All I could see were two very muscular tanned arms covered with black ink designs.  The black leather vest hung loosely over a tight white tank top, and his broad chest stood out like a brick wall.  The black leather pants hugged his legs all the way down to his dirt-covered biker boots.

“No, please, I…” I stuttered at him while my mind raced for a reason for him not to kill me right then and there.

“Relax lady, I’m not going to hurt you,” the deep voice rumbled again.

I clutched my purse to my chest and inhaled the dusty air deeply.

“You stuck out here?”

“Yes, but help is on the way.  You better just keep moving, mister.”

He pulled his helmet off and my fingers dug into my purse.  He was gorgeous, and it had been a long time since I had experienced the closeness of a man.  His brown hair was slicked back from wearing the helmet, and his blue eyes glittered darkly at me.  When he stepped closer, I could smell the dust from the road and a faint whiff of musky cologne.  At least he didn’t smell filthy.

“Keep moving?  I don’t think I can just leave a pretty lady out here by herself.  Who knows who might come along.”

I raised one eyebrow at him sarcastically and was rewarded with another chuckle, his white teeth flashing brightly against his smooth tan cheeks.  He could not have been more than twenty-five years old.

“Maybe I should just keep you company, in case a ne’er-do-well rides by or something.”

I giggled as I looked him up and down.  I felt his gaze do the same but much slower, over the swell of my breasts under the clinging damp sundress, my trim waist, and the outward curve of my hips.

“We can just sit and chat,” he offered politely, but his voice held something I no longer recognized.

I nodded and sat back down cautiously.

“So how did a pretty thing like you end up out here alone?” he sat down right up next to me, his long legs stretched out in front.

“I-I was headed back home from a weekend away.”

“A weekend away?  Out here in the desert?”

“No, over there by the lake,” I pointed in the direction of the house.

“Ah, those fancy houses back there.  I was just in the neighborhood.”  He laughed as he tucked his leather gloves into a pocket of the vest.

My eyes scanned him up and down, but he only laughed louder.

“I wasn’t robbing the place, if that’s what you’re trying to figure out.”

I shook my head, “No, of course not.  I can see where you would just blend right in out there.”

My sarcastic tendencies had surfaced, and I had always known that someday they would get me in trouble.  Now they were going to get me killed.

He leaned closer to me, his minty breath tickling my neck, “Just what do you think of me?”

“I-I-I don’t know,” I stammered, “I’ve never met a biker before.”

He laughed, “Young lady, I think you need to get out more.”

My cheeks flushed, and I looked down at the purse in my lap.

“What?” he wanted to know.

“My friend was just telling me the same thing.”

“Oh really?  Why’s that?”

“I haven’t really dated since my divorce.  And the last few years of the marriage were rather, ahem, lonely.  At least, once he found his little secretary.”  I had no idea why I was telling this hot young man about the fact my husband had not shown interest in me since he had hired that secretary.

“You’re serious?  Looking like that and you can’t get a date?”

I let my eyes wander over my own body in disbelief.

“What are you talking about?  No one wants a middle-aged divorcee.”

“I don’t know,” he grinned, leaning back against the tree and tugging me into the crook of his arm, “I’m not much into the ditzy girls my age.”

I felt the heat of his body pressed against mine, and it awoke certain parts of my own body.  I was mortified to feel turned on by this nice young man’s kind words.  When I looked up at him to protest what he was saying, I suddenly found myself staring into a very direct gaze.  And before I knew what was happening, I felt his warm lips against mine.

They were surprisingly soft, but the kiss was insistent.  His tongue tickled my lower lip and demanded access.  I heard a soft moan as my lips parted for him.  His arm was still wrapped around my bare shoulders, and his fingers were slightly rough against my skin.  His other hand clasped the back of my neck and held me in place while his tongue plundered my mouth.

He slid both hands down my sides until they rested on my waist and he pulled at my body until I found myself straddling his lap.  I gasped quietly as he buried one hand in my damp tangled hair and held my face within inches of his.

“Ma’am, tell me ‘no’ and I’ll be gone.  I have no intention of taking something you don’t want to give.”

I studied his young, eager face and saw no signs of force there.  His hips moved slightly underneath me, and I felt his interest in me pressing up against my panties.

“But if you don’t tell me ‘no’, I’m going to make you scream until all the cops from five counties show up to find out what’s going on,” his cocky grin was what did me in.

I wound my hands around the back of his neck and pulled his mouth to mine again, letting his tongue dance with mine as his hands roamed over my body.

“Stand up,” he growled, startling me.

I stood over him with my legs resting on the outside of his.  He raked his nails up my thighs until he was able to hook his thumbs in the strings of my bikini panties.  I gasped when he yanked them down, feeling the hot desert air against my wet flesh.

His fingertips dug into the flesh of my ass as he urged me to step forward.  I gasped as I shuffled forward.  I was pretty certain what he had in mind, and to be perfectly honest, my ex-husband hadn’t done that since before the wedding.  With my legs parted around his head, he buried his face under my skirt.

His lips were surprisingly soft against my inner thighs as he kissed upwards from my knee.  I shivered when his warm breath tickled my wetness and then he left a damp trail of nipping kisses down the other thigh.

I squirmed at his teasing but could not bring myself to ask for anything.  Instead, I braced myself against the rough bark of the tree and parted my legs further.  I could almost hear him grin at my silent plea.

His smiling face popped out from under my skirt, “What does the lady have in mind?”

My cheeks reddened at his direct question, and I could not answer him.

With a devilish wink, he disappeared back under the skirt of my sundress, and I gasped when I felt his tongue find its target.  I grasped the tree trunk tightly with both hands as he swirled and flicked his tongue over my aching clit.  I felt my knees buckle as he pressed harder against, my wetness making his tongue slippery against me.  I had never been very responsive to oral, but within minutes I felt my blood boiling and my tummy trembling.  He pressed harder, his urgency matching mine, and suddenly I burst.  I tensed and shuddered, digging my nails into the bark of the tree.

As he eased me down from the explosion, his hands gripped my hips tightly, and he pulled me back down to his lap.  I was filled with a desperate need to feel him inside me, and in my haste, I struggled with the zipper on his tight leather pants.

He shoved the sundress straps down from my shoulders and buried his face between my heaving tits.  His hands pressed them together to form a deep valley of cleavage, and his teeth and tongue teased from one tight little nipple to the other.

I finally freed the fly of his pants and his swollen cock bobbed free into my hand.  He was thicker than any man I had ever been with, and I ran my fingers over him lightly in amazement.

“You like what you see?” he whispered hotly in my ear.

I nodded, still teasing him lightly with just my fingertips.  He thrust his hips upward for more contact, but I giggled and just keep playing with him.

“C’mon,” he growled at me.

With just my nails, I lightly tickled his heavy balls, hefting their weight and rolling them back and forth.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned as his head fell backwards out of my cleavage.

The skin was smooth and hot to the touch, and his entire shaft throbbed as my fingers enclosed it.  His hips thrust up again as I held my hand steady.  He was jerking himself off with my hand, and it felt so filthy and fun.

With a soft smack, he slapped my hand away and frantically tried to guide my hips to align his cock with my pussy.  I gyrated my hips, letting my slippery wetness lubricate both of us until we were sliding against each other like a pair of teenagers.  With one lucky thrust of his hips, he impaled me hard.

“Oh God,” I groaned as he filled me, stretching me in ways that I had never felt.

His lips closed tightly onto one of my aching nipples, and I arched into him, grinding my hips against his.  I could feel his nails digging into the flesh of my ass as he held me down tightly onto his cock.  I shifted my hips just a little, and he groaned against my throat.

“Please,” I pleaded with my muscular biker.

His head snapped up as though I startled him with my presence, and his eyes widened with excitement.  Without warning, he thrust hard up inside me, and I bounced on his lap.  His gaze fixated on my bouncing tits as we slammed our hips together over and over.

I felt his cock swell inside me, and suddenly he lifted me up off his lap at the same time he pulled his pelvis downward.  When I felt his thick cock leave my body, I felt empty and needy.

“Turn around,” he ordered roughly, his voice catching in his throat.

Desperate to have him back inside me, I scrambled around until I was on my hands and knees facing the highway itself.  I heard him shuffling around behind me, and then suddenly he was filling me again.  This time, it was smoother without the delicious texture of his cock, and I realized he had sheathed himself.

He gripped my hipbones hard and pounded into me.

“Fuck,” he breathed raggedly.

With his hips angled down, the swollen head of his massive cock rubbed just the right way, and I felt my whole body surge with heat and need.

“There,” I begged, “just like that…”

The flat of his palm struck my upturned ass sharply, and I gasped, loving the sensation mixture of pain and pleasure.

His thrusts were faster and more urgent, losing his rhythm as his end neared.  I pushed my hips backwards against him, and he lunged into me once more.  I shrieked and clawed at the dirt beneath me as I exploded.  I felt his cock swell even thicker inside me.

“Shit, shit, shit,” he announced his impending explosion.

I reached back underneath us and massaged his swinging balls firmly, and his hips slammed against me as he exploded inside the safety of my body.

In the desert heat and dust, we were both panting and sweaty and dirty, but when he collapsed forward onto me, I did not want him to move.

We had just collected ourselves and had rinsed the worst of the dirt away with a warm bottle of water when the AAA assistance vehicle pulled into view.  My biker stud tucked my panties into his pants pocket with a wicked grin, and walked with me to greet the intruder.

****

My vehicle was declared Dead on Arrival, and we eventually had it towed to the nearest junkyard.  Despite the strange look from the AAA representative, I declined his offer for a ride and opted for the bitch seat of the bike instead.  I had grabbed my overnight case from the trunk of my car just before it was towed away, so I slung it across my body and let it rest against my ass.

When I wrapped my arms around the biker’s trim waist, my hands drifted a little further south than they should have.  With my tits pressed up against his back and my naked pussy just inches from his rumbling motor, his cock was already waking back up.

Before we took off, he leaned back and told me that we would be going to his parents’ house for the night until we could come up with a better plan.

Imagine my abject shock when we finally pulled up in front of the house I had just spent the weekend at.  After one more round of steamy hot fucking in the swimming pool, we discovered that Steele was Samantha’s cousin, and parents owned that very lake house.


3. A Class of Their Own: The Sexy Professor’s Gangbang with the Frat Guys

Laura Cain is a brand-new college English professor and still getting used to the ropes.  When she is cornered one afternoon in her office by three sexy frat boys, she ends up getting a lesson of her own.

I was a brand-new professor, teaching my first classes out of graduate school.  As a new professor, I was only given the introductory classes.  And since my degrees were in English, I got to teach the basic Literature and Writing courses.  I was excited to finally be where I wanted to be, but I was less than enthused about a classroom full of hungover freshmen and football players who just needed the credit.  I was ready to teach excited young writers, but that was for more experienced professors.  It did not really make much sense, to give the inexperienced professors the class of rowdies but what could I do.

I still remember my first day getting ready.  I donned my brand-new suit and combed my hair into a tidy ponytail at the base of my neck.  I wore a little makeup just so I looked polished and grown-up.  I was glad my suit looked professional, and masked my figure just enough.

As a new addition to the teaching staff, I did not have a private office.  The tenured professors all got their own, but the three of us contractors had to share one large space.  It was fine for now, I was just excited to be there.

I had moved across the country for the job, but opportunities for brand-new professors were few and far between so I did not mind.  I had just graduated and was ready for a change so it worked out perfectly.  I was sharing a small two-bedroom apartment with another new professor, Alice.  We had met at an orientation meeting and discovered a mutual need for cheap lodging near campus.

As we got to know each other, we also discovered a mutual need for Mexican food and margaritas, so I was happy to have found her.  It always helps to have at least one friend.  Most of the professors in my department were stodgy old men with grandkids so it was hardly a social circle that sought out someone like me.

As I strolled around campus one afternoon to get a feel for the layout, it was hard to believe that just a couple of years ago, these students were me.  I had just graduated with my master’s degree, so at most I was maybe three years older than the oldest students.  Wearing jeans and a tee shirt, I still fit right in.  I did not want to stand out as a professor just yet.  Most of the students were very helpful when I asked about the locations of the cafeteria and the English building.

It was funny, even though I was now a professor instead of a student, I still could not walk up to the sexy football players or their bratty cheerleader girlfriends.  Maybe I just blended in a little too well with the glasses-wearing English majors.

Anyway, on my first day, I picked up my brand-new leather satchel, grinned at my own reflection, and headed off to campus to teach my first class.  Sure, I had helped out as a master’s student, but this time, I was on my own.

As I paced nervously at the front of the classroom, the students started filing in.  Some looked barely old enough to drive, and some of them looked like they were closer to my age.  The bright-eyed, eager students took the front row, and the hungover football players took the back row.  The middle started to fill with an assortment of regular students, frat boys, cheerleaders, and assorted others.  It was a full class, but then again, it was required for all majors at the university.

“Good morning,” I began, “My name is Professor Laura Cain and welcome to Writing 101.”

There was shuffling and murmuring, but I could not pick up anything in particular.

“Does everyone have their required textbook?”

Most heads bobbed up and down, but one fellow raised his hand with a smirk.

“They were all sold out,” he claimed.

“Really?  Because I was in the bookstore earlier today, and there were quite a few available.”

The class collectively giggled, and the guy shrugged, “Guess I’ll check again.”

“They are in the writing section, if you get lost.”  I did not mean to be sarcastic, it just slipped out sometimes.

The class tittered again, and the guy was now pouting in the third row.

“We will be doing a lot of reading and writing in this class, so buckle up,” I warned my students with a friendly smile.

“Can we write about anything we want?” It was one of the beefy football players in the back row.

“What did you have in mind?” I was just curious.

“What about sex?”

“Excuse me?”

“I said, what about sex?”

“What about it?  Because I’m afraid, I’ll have to decline if you are offering.”

The class guffawed as I mentally berated myself for my lack of filter.

“Naw, I meant can we write about it?”

“Oh well, that’s different.  If you feel that an intimacy scene is relevant to your story, I encourage you to include it.”  I thought it was a pretty good professor-y answer.

“Sex is always relevant, ma’am!”

This time, he got the giggles, and I had to hand it to him, he earned them.

I handed out the syllabi and dismissed the class early.  It was not uncommon on the first day, and I wanted to start off on the right foot.  As the classroom emptied, I noticed three frat boys hanging around.

“Can I help you?”

“Well,” one of them grinned, “we were hoping for some tutoring.”

“Tutoring?  We just started.”

“Don’t want to get behind,” he replied.

“Or maybe we do,” one of them smarted off as I felt his eyes rake over my rear end.

“I will have designated office hours for one-on-one assistance,” I tried to play it off as professionally as possible.

“Duly noted,” the eyeball-er grinned at me.

I waved the trio off and chalked the class up as a success.  I was meeting my roommate for coffee since we both had nine o’clock classes and wanted to compare notes.

****

It seemed that both my and her first days went great.  Her students were about the same mix as mine, except that statistics did not lend itself to references of sex during class discussions.  She giggled when I related the conversation to her, and berated herself for not choosing a more interesting topic for her life’s work.

“Oh, I can’t wait to read his first paper,” I laughed, “I’m sure it will be as raunchy and racy as he can make it.”

“No doubt!  A nineteen-year-old college boy who’s allowed to write about sex?  ‘Dear Penthouse’ is more like it!”

“In his dreams!” I mocked the boy’s enthusiasm.

We finished our coffee, and she headed off to her second session of the day, but I had an open schedule for the rest of the day.  I had not even set office hours yet, so I swung by my shared office space to see what the best schedule might be.  Luckily the other two occupants were there, so it was nice to meet some of the fellow professors in my field.  We compared class schedules and worked out a general office-hour routine that seemed to work for all of us.  After I set my textbook on my little corner desk, I headed home to relax for the afternoon.  I only had one session on Mondays and no office hours.  Besides, even if I had been given Mondays for hours, none of the students knew it yet.

Our apartment complex was just far enough away from the campus to be mostly free of loud college students, and with the pool calling my name, I was ready for my afternoon of swimming and sunning in about ten minutes.

While my business suit politely masked my figure, my swimsuit did not.  It was still the skimpy red string bikini of my college days, and I vowed to myself to hit the end-of-summer sales to replace it with something more ‘grown up’.  I gathered my book and my water bottle and headed down to the empty pool area.

I was about three chapters in when I heard an obnoxious male voice crowing at me from one of the balconies.

“Professor Cain!” the voice cried out.

I tried to hide behind my sunglasses and ignore him.

“Hey!  Professor Cain!” he yelled louder.

“What?” I finally barked back.

“Nice swimsuit!”

I peered over my sunglasses rim to see the face of one of the frat boys who had inquired about office hours.

Ugh, I thought to myself, really?  It had to be one of them?

I waved politely, but instantly threw on my tee shirt, gathered my belongings, and fled back to my apartment.  I moved as fast as I could without actually running.  I locked my door behind me, and released my breath with a whoosh.  I did not even realize I had been holding it until it exploded from my lips.

I stripped out of the bikini and immediately tossed it into the nearest trashcan.  I swore never to leave the house in something like that again, unless I was at least a thousand miles from campus.  I slipped back into the tee shirt and a pair of running shorts, and curled up on the couch to finish my book.

I know students take advantage of these free afternoons, and I figured I should too.  Mine would be fewer and farther between as the semester progressed.  Around noon, I wandered into the kitchen to get something to eat and returned with a small green salad.  It was unexciting, to say the least, but it filled me.  I spent the afternoon mostly asleep on the couch.  That night, Alice came home with more boring reports of statistics classes and we made dinner while a movie played in the background.

The next day was about the same.  My only class was slightly later in the morning, so right before it started, I stopped by my shared office and posted my office hours.  As I walked into the classroom in my nice suit, I could not help but notice someone lingering just around the corner from my office.  It was the frat boy from the other class, and from my apartment complex.  He was whispering to his two buddies and pointing in my direction.  I tried not to pay any attention, but it was hard since I still felt more like a student than a teacher.

I ended that class session early as well (it seemed only fair) and headed back to my office to pretend to work.  So far this professor job was pretty easy, but I had to make an effort.

When I arrived at the shared closet slash office, the three frat boys were waiting with very disarming grins on their clean-cut faces.

“Tim here says you have a very nice swim suit,” one of them was leaning up against the door frame.

“Tell Tim thank you,” I said, trying to squeeze past the trio.

But as soon as I unlocked the door, they all three pushed inside with me.  It was a little overwhelming, being surrounded by these muscular young men who seemed intent on staying very close to me.  They all smelled great, it was an intoxicating mix of cologne and cockiness.  Their arms were bulging at the sleeves, and their pecs stood out flatly against their polo shirts.  In short, it was everything I had dreamed of as a college girl, but never would have had a remote possibility.  Apparently, my chances were much better as a professor.  And the nearness of all of them just reminded me of how long it had been since I dated anyone.

“You’re welcome,” piped in a second voice.

“But you see,” the first voice continued, “Joey and I are jealous we didn’t get to see.”

“Boys, I really don’t think...”

“Aw c’mon, you showed Tim.”

“I did nothing of the sort.”

“Then how did he see it?”

“It was an accident,” I tried to defend my attire from yesterday.

“But I want to see it again,” the one who must have been Tim was lounging against my desk, staring at my clothed tits with a hungry grin on his face.

****

I felt the heat bloom in my belly the longer he stared at me, envisioning the bikini from yesterday.  I felt like prey in the middle of their trio.  Tim was a tall blonde all-American sort of guy, while Joey was a shorter dark-haired Italian.  The unnamed one was in between, with wavy brown hair and a very eager look on his face.

I tried to ease out of the group, but unfortunately, as I backed up, I ended up pressed against the bookcase against the wall.  Tim was slowly strolling towards me, and I knew he could see my chest starting to rise and fall faster.

“Professor?  You okay?  Your face looks flushed,” he grinned at me, winking at his counterparts.

“I-I’m fine, really,” I stuttered.

“You look almost as red as that little bikini…”

“How little was it?” the unnamed one piped in.

“Oh, Andy, it was tiny,” Tim bragged about what he had seen.

“Damn,” Andy and Joey muttered under their breath.

“I think these fellow deserve a peek too, Professor,” Tim had stopped just in front of me.

“I’m not so sure about that.”

“Not so sure?  Well, that leaves room for negotiation, doesn’t it?” Tim was smarter than I gave him credit for.

He pressed one of his palms against the wall behind my head so that our faces were inches apart.

“Tim, I really don’t…”

“Now, Professor,” he said softly, running his fingertips over my neck.

When he saw me shiver, he grinned and leaned forward until his lips were right against my ear.

“I really think they deserve a peek,” he whispered as his fingers trailed down to unfasten the top button of my blouse.

My eyes tracked his fingers as he popped open another one and from his vantage point, I knew that he could see the generous cleavage that swelled inside my lacy white bra.

“Damn, looks even better up close,” his eyes swirled dark blue as his fingers kept unfastening buttons.

When he came to the waistband of my skirt, he slid his hand inside my jacket and around my waist to pull me against him.

“Tim…” I had no idea what was going on, but the more attention he paid me, the less I cared about how wrong it was.

His warm lips left a trail of light kisses from my ear along my jawline until he paused right in front of my lips.  His fingers splayed out against my ass, and when he rubbed against me, I could feel just how much he liked messing with his professor.  His cock was thick behind the fly of his jeans, and my body yearned to be filled.  I was hazy and foggy with desire for this guy, and I had almost forgotten about the others.

“Tim?” Andy’s hesitant voice piped up from the room somewhere.

“Yeah?” he answered without ever taking his lips off my throat.

“You gotta share this time.”

Tim released me and stepped back so that Andy and Joey could see my open blouse and my lacy bra.

“Mmmm, nice,” Joey exhaled his approval.

Andy nodded, almost too excited to speak.

Tim firmly pulled me away from the wall and nestled his body behind me so that I was leaned up against his still swollen cock.

“That better?”

Both of the other guys nodded as Tim started to remove the rest of my clothing.  He was polite about it, laying my jacket and blouse over the back of my chair.  His fingers tickled my lower back as he fumbled with the zipper of my skirt.  I could feel the teeth vibrating as he slid it down and peeled just the top few inches open to reveal my smooth flat tummy.

He lightly pushed me forward, and I heard a low moan from behind me.

“You think the front is nice, you should see this side,” he bragged again to the other two over my shoulder.

His hands slid inside my skirt and gripped my ass tightly through my lace panties.  Both Andy and Joey were shuffling their feet, and when my eyes came to rest on their jeans, I could see why.  They were both sporting erections as Tim stripped me for them.

Tim raked his nails down the sides of my hips, taking the skirt to the floor.  I gingerly stepped out, leaving me in nothing but the white lace bra and panty set, and a pair of black stilettos.

“Oh damn,” Joey mumbled, adjusting himself right in front of me.

Tim was pressing his clothed cock against me, and I couldn’t help but wriggle against him.  His fingers dug into my hips as I swayed and gyrated my ass until he roughly pushed me forward and away from him.

“Tim?” I giggled.

“Yeah?” his voice was raspy when he responded.

“You okay back there?”

“Uh huh, just don’t want to be selfish,” he muttered a half-assed excuse.

Suddenly, just like that, the tables were turned.  I was in charge now, and I had three very nice college boys who seemed eager to please.

I walked forward in my lace and high heels, swaying my tits and ass as I moved.  The two in front of me were just staring as though I had stepped off the pages of one of their wrinkly porn magazines.  I could hear Tim trying to catch his breath behind me.

I giggled to myself when I remembered that little fact about college boys, they were eager to rise and eager to finish, but always rose again.

With a wink at Andy and Joey, I turned around, moved my clothing off my desk chair, and pulled it over in front of Tim.  I straddled the back of the seat towards Tim, leaving the curves of my ass spread out nicely under the lace and facing Andy and Joey.

Tim’s deep blue eyes were wide with interest, and I watched as he adjusted his swollen cock under his jeans.  I beckoned to him with one finger, and he stepped forward quickly, almost tripping over himself.  When he was right in front of me, I ran one fingernail down the front of his jeans, sending tiny vibrations through the material to his cock underneath.  He gasped and shivered as his hips thrust forward on their own.

“I hate to be the only one showing off here,” I grinned up at him.

“Ma’am?”

“Let’s see what we have to play with,” I gestured to his jeans.

He unzipped his jeans so fast I was worried he might injure himself, especially when I saw that he was not wearing underwear.  His thick cock bobbed out towards me, eagerly reaching for whatever I had to offer.  I ran my nails up the sensitive underside, relishing the shiver that coursed through his body.

“Been a while?” I teased the young man as I rolled his heavy balls in my hand.

“Uh huh, a little while.”

“How long?” I pressed my fingertips just underneath his sac.

“About a week?”

“Since you got laid?”

“Since anything,” he admitted, his cheeks flushing.

“Oh really…  This is a week?  Stored up just for me?”

He nodded, still embarrassed in front of his friends.  When I slid my warm wet mouth down his length, he groaned deep and loud, and I heard two zippers release behind me.

I held his warm shaft in my mouth and let my tongue flicker and dance over the sensitive spots under the head.  His fingers gripped the back railing of the chair tightly as I teased him.  I knew I had to tease lightly, or it would be over in seconds.  When I slid my lips back up his length, his knees buckled slightly.

With a loose and light grip, I stroked him absentmindedly as I turned around to check the other two.  They both had their cocks out and were stroking eagerly.

“Slow down, boys,” I giggled, waving at them to drop their cocks.

When they released their swollen shafts, the two dicks just bobbed in the air forlornly.

“Well, c’mere,” I beckoned to them.

They both shuffled forward eagerly, their pants gaping open to free their throbbing members.  Andy stood on one side of me, and Joey took the other.  I was surrounded by thick young cocks and their eager-to-please owners.

I released Tim’s erection, and he released the breath he had been holding in a whoosh.

“You just sit tight, big fella,” I kissed the tip of his cock.

I wrapped one hand around each of the others, letting their hot smooth flesh fill my hands.  I stroked them in unison, with a loose light grip just to torment them.  Just a few strokes before my fingers wandered down to tickle their sensitive aching balls.  Back and forth, a few strokes and then a light tickle.

Tim just watched with wide eyes as I tormented his two friends.  A few strokes and a few tickles, and then back again.  I kept this up, every so often reaching out to lick the underside of Tim’s cock.  After almost fifteen minutes, all three guys were panting and swearing and begging.

Andy seemed to be having the hardest time controlling himself; he kept grabbing my shoulder in a death grip as he struggled not to cum.

I finally relented for him first, and without warning, I sank his short but thick cock wholly into my mouth.

“Oh fuck,” he exhaled loudly, “Fuck, fuck, fuck.”

I worked his shaft with my hand, sliding up and down quickly, while my mouth and tongue sucked and licked the swollen head.  After all that teasing, it did not take long for him to swell that final time.

I pulled my mouth off just moments before he went off.  I stroked his cock fast and hard until he exploded on my tits.  When he was finished, he staggered back to one of the other desks, and fell against it panting.

Joey was playing with himself when I turned his direction, and I giggled.

“That all you want, my Italian stud?”

He shook his head, “No ma’am, I just couldn’t help myself.”

“What about you Tim?  You just want to play with yourself too?”

“No!” the tall blonde man said emphatically.

I giggled, and reached for a tissue to clean myself up.

After I had dabbed my tits clean, I gestured to Tim, and he hurried out of his jeans and sat down on the chair for me.  With a flair I did not know I had, I stripped out of my bra and panties, and straddled his lap while still wearing my black high heels.  I let the tip of his cock lightly rub against my wetness, and he groaned loudly and tried to thrust upwards.

“Uh, uh, uh,” I pulled up away from him.

I beckoned to Joey, who was impatiently waiting his turn.  When he stepped forward, his cock was at the perfect height to slide right between my lips.  I worked my tongue down his length as he entered my mouth, and from the way he groaned almost painfully, I knew he wasn’t going to last long either.

I rested my body on Tim’s thighs, letting my wetness glide over his skin to torment him, while I worked on Joey’s cock.  He was longer than Andy but not quite as thick, so I could close my lips around him tightly while I sucked his cock.  I massaged and rolled his full balls as I drew my mouth back and forth along his shaft.  My tongue found every sensitive spot on his cock, and I loved the moans that spilled from his mouth.

“Oh fuck, yeah, yeah, aw man,” Joey groaned deep in his throat.

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

I pulled my mouth back from his cock and finished him off with just a couple of strokes, until he too left white jets all over my full tits.

Joey stumbled backwards to rest with Andy, and I turned my full attention to the man on whom I was sitting.

“Hi Tim,” I grinned down at him.

“Hey there Professor,” his tension had subsided just a little, and his cockiness had returned.

I glided my pussy along the length of his shaft slowly, making sure he was good and slippery for me.  His fingertips dug into my hips as he tried to dictate my motions but I fought his urgings.

He stared up at me, the torment evident in the need on his face, and I threaded my fingers through his soft blonde hair.  His nails raked up my back as he pulled me in for a hungry kiss.  His lips devoured mine, his tongue dancing inside my mouth just as I knew his cock wanted to do with my pussy.

As he focused on kissing me and teasing me back, I sunk his cock into my warm wet pussy.  His head fell back as he groaned loudly, and pulled me down against his thighs.

I leaned forward and whispered the words that I knew would send him into overdrive, “Fuck me college boy.”

His head snapped back up, and he growled at me, and thrust upwards with everything he had.  It had been so long since I was filled and I had picked the perfect cock for the job.  He was as long as Joey and as thick as Andy, and stretched me in ways that my body had forgotten.

His hips and mine found a fast and urgent rhythm together, and the room was filed with the wet sounds of his cock pounding my pussy.  I could feel the need bubbling inside and with an evil glint in his eye, Tim snuck one hand down between our writhing thrusting bodies.  When his thumb found my aching clit, it shoved me over the edge, and I groaned his name against his muscular shoulder.

When my pussy started squeezing and stroking his cock as I came, he let loose a stream of cuss words and filled my pussy with his seed.  Afterwards, I collapsed on top of him, and let his soothing hands stroke my naked body until we could breathe again.

****

Oddly enough, all three of those guys dropped my Writing 101 class the next day, but I was mostly grateful.  It would have just been awkward to see them in the classroom every day.  But once Tim had dropped the class, we did see each other every night.

When he would come to pick me up, Alice always gave us strange looks, but never said anything.  In addition to being a nice cock, Tim turned out to be a nice guy too.

Oh, and that football player who wanted to write about sex?  Every single one of his stories contained a raunchy sex scene.  But none of them lived up to what those boys and I did that afternoon in my office.  Truth is better than fiction!  And my truth was three very hot college guys.


4. A Temporary Encounter: Lesbian Sex with a Co-Worker

When Jenny first meets Andi, she cannot figure out why she is flustered and nervous around her.  After a series of botched encounters, Andi finally gets her alone outside the office but Jenny is still confused.  When Andi corners her in the office, all of the nerves flip into high gear and Jenny discovers just how convincing Andi can be.

I do not know why I remember the first time I saw Andi.  I mean, I know now that we made an impression on each other, but at the time I really did not know why I noticed her.  She was tall, slender but nicely muscular, with short dark brown hair and smiling green eyes.  It sounds all doe-eyed when I describe her, but that does not distract from the fact that that is what she looks like.

I was working as the office manager for a large warehouse.  Single at the time, I had just split up with my most recent boyfriend and was not in the mood to deal with anyone else.  I had moved out of his apartment and found one of my own.  It was small and not in a great part of town, but it was all mine, and that had a certain satisfaction.

I was pretty good at my job.  I worked around warehouse workers and learned very quickly to dress in baggy jeans and loose tee shirts to avoid any workplace discomfort.  I did not need any of those creepy old men making lewd comments like they did when I wore tank tops.  I stuck to the office space as much as possible, unless I needed something specific from the foreman.  I was in charge of the bookkeeping and front office, and that did keep me pretty busy.

My friends liked to go out any night of the week, and while I liked to have as much fun as the next single twenty-four year old, I also liked my job.  I had pretty much relegated my nights out to the weekend which did not always make my friends happy.  Most of them waited tables or tended bar so they had weird schedules.

Andi started working there about a year after I did.  I was walking through the warehouse looking for Robert, the foreman so that he could sign off on a few invoices when I rounded a corner and nearly head-butted the new girl.  Well, when I say head-butted, it would have been more like boob-butted since I am about 5 feet four inches, and she was almost six feet tall.  She let out some sort of screech as did I, and we jumped apart as though there was a giant spider between us.

“I-I-I’m sorry,” I stuttered, bending over to collect my scattered paperwork.

“No, my fault,” she answered, her voice smooth and rich as honey.

I giggled in spite of myself, “I’m Jenny by the way.”

“Andi.”

She reached her hand out to shake mine, and I got all flustered for some unknown reason.  Her green eyes were sparkling at me as though they knew a secret, and when I went to shake her hand, I lost my mind and dropped the papers again.  Now I looked like a real idiot.  But to make matters even better, we simultaneously bent down to collect them for the second time, and collided foreheads.

“Oh God, I’m so sorry.  Again,” now I am really tripping over my own tongue.

She took one giant step back and threw both hands in the air in mock surrender.

“I had no idea this was a hostile workplace,” she laughed.

I giggled again which only irritated me.  I am not a giggler by any stretch, and yet thirty seconds with this tall chick and I was falling all over myself.

I grabbed up the paperwork and clutched it to my chest.

“I really am sorry,” I blurted out as I turned and ran away from her.  I could feel her eyes following me as I disappeared around a stack of boxes, and I thanked whatever karma gods were watching that I did not trip over them.

I spent the rest of the afternoon holed up in my office pretending to catch up on paperwork.  I buzzed Robert’s office and asked him to come sign the invoices just so I did not run into her again.  Literally.

At five o’clock on the dot, I grabbed my purse and darted for the parking lot.  As I peeled out of my parking space in my slightly ‘antique’ Civic, I heard and felt a thump against my trunk.  I checked the rearview mirror and found an unknown black Jeep touching bumpers with me.  I sighed heavily and stepped out of my car.  When Andi stepped out of the Jeep, I nearly died on the spot.

“So is it me personally?  Or do you just not like brunettes?  Or are you anti-gay?” her lips were smiling but this time her eyes were not.

“Oh God, oh, I’m so sorry,” I babble at her for the third time in about four hours.

She bends down to check our bumpers, and I get a peek down the front of her snug white tank top.

“I don’t think there was any damage, so how about we call it even?” she suggested.

I nod, “Thank you, thank you so much.  I can’t really afford…”

I left my voice trail off, realizing that this poor victim of my clumsiness certainly is not interested in the details of my most recent breakup.

She strolls over to me as though she has all the time in the world.

“But now you have to buy me a beer,” she declares.

“A what?”

“You. Buy. Me. A. Beer.” She annunciates sarcastically.  “You are old enough to do that, right?”

“Yes!” I said emphatically and indignantly.

“Well then, follow me.  I know a place where you can find my favorite kind of beer.”

When I climbed back into my car, I rested my forehead on the steering wheel, wondering what sort of evil I had committed to have been given such a day.  I followed the Jeep out of the parking lot at a safe distance, and we ended up at a bar just a few miles away.

Andi held the door open politely for me (although it might have just been self-defense) and we walked into a dimly lit bar that was scattered with a few people.  When I realized that every single person in the room is female, I flashed back to her questions after the little parking lot bump and my heart stopped for a moment.

****

Andi glanced over at me and grinned at my squirming.

“You okay Gracie?”

I rolled my eyes at her and allowed my annoyance to momentarily overwhelm my nervousness just enough to let me swat her bare upper arm.  She laughed and gestured to a table in a far back corner.  I chose to think of it as protection rather than seclusion.

Andi held up two fingers to the bartender who brought over two frosty brown bottles of some unknown microbrew, and I smiled as I handed the stocky woman a $10 bill and waved her off when she said something about change.

“Just flashing that money all over the place?” Andi grinned at me as she took a long pull on her bottle.

I fingered the label on my bottle as thought I was intently studying this new brand, but I could feel Andi’s gaze burning through the top of my head.

“You really that nervous?” she asked quietly.

I nodded, “A little.”

“We don’t have to stay,” Andi offered politely.

“It’s fine.  Beer is beer, right?” I smiled, but I could feel my lips wavering.

“Right,” she said softly as her eyes started scanning around the room.

We finished our drinks in silence, with her looking everywhere but at me and with me picking at the damaged edge of the wooden table.

“Well, thanks for the beer,” she finally said, startling me out of my cocoon.

“Sure, it was the least I could do.  Sorry about today,” I shrugged as I tried to be nonchalant about seeing the inside of a lesbian bar for the first time.

Andi stood so I followed her lead, and we walked out in single file.

“See you tomorrow,” she waved casually as she climbed into her Jeep.

I slid behind the wheel of the Civic and waited until she was well down the street before I pulled out.  This was going to be very awkward at work now.  And I had no idea why I felt bad for the way things went.

The next few days really were awkward.  I do not know if she was doing it on purpose, but it seemed that every time I walked into the warehouse, I would catch a glimpse of her disappearing behind a stack of boxes or a huge shelving unit.  I just ignored it and tried to pretend it was just coincidence, but I really did not believe that.

Come Friday night, I thought I had made it through the week without further damaging our new employee or her belongings.  As I shut down my computer for the weekend, I looked around to make sure the office was clean enough for Monday morning.  I shouldered my purse and let out a yelp when I saw her silently standing in my doorway.

“You scared me!”

“Self-defense,” she grinned.

I rolled my eyes and fought the urge to swat her arm again.  I could still feel her warm skin under my fingers if I let my mind wander back.

“Everyone gone?” I asked.

“Why?  You gonna run me down again and don’t want witnesses?”

“C’mon, I said I was sorry.  And you said there was no damage.”

Andi laughed, “Yeah, I know, sorry.  And yes, everyone is gone.”

I suddenly felt very trapped and self-conscious with her barring my exit.  I shuffled my feet and leaned my ass against the corner my desk.  Andie walked slowly towards me, and I knew that making any sort of exit was going to look very bad now.  She stopped with her long legs standing on either side of mine, distinctly trapping me in place.

“Jenny?” she asked quietly, “Do I make you nervous?”

I nodded mutely.

“Why?  Do you not like gays?”

“N-N-no, it’s not that…” I stuttered, not even sure where to look.

“Then what is it?” she asked quietly.

I shrugged one shoulder, “I don’t know.”

She leaned slightly back and crossed her arms over her chest.  The white tank top accentuated her smooth golden tan and for the first time, I noticed the edges of a black tattoo peeking out from one of the straps.

“What do you think when you look at me?” she asked, startling me with a ‘pop quiz.'

“I-I don’t know, I don’t really know you.”

She shook her head, “I didn’t ask that.  What do you think when you look at me?”

I dragged my eyes away from the curious tattoo and finally looked her square in the eyes.  She was rattling me something awful, and I had no idea why.

“I don’t know.  You just make me nervous.”

Andi nodded, “I see.  Wonder why…”

I shrugged again, and looked away from her green eyes as they grew clouded with emotions that I did not recognize.  Suddenly she leaned forward and rested both palms on the desk next to my hips.  Now our faces were just inches apart, and I could see a faint scar above one eyebrow.  Her skin was smooth golden honey and looked like it would be warm to the touch.  Her green eyes were still swirling with questions and answers that I did not understand.  With her eyes still open and staring into mine, she closed the last few inches and faintly met my lips with hers.

I just sat there and blinked at her with our mouths pressed together chastely.  I felt her lips part slightly, and when her tongue tickled my lower lip, I squirmed.  She broke the lip touch and leaned to my ear.

“Do you want to know why you’re nervous?”

Her warm breath tickled my skin and I shivered.  She exhaled lightly against my neck, and I felt the goosebumps erupt down my arm.

“I think your body knows more about what you want than you do…” she spoke softly, and her voice trailed off into an expectant nothing.

I turned to look at her and this time the kiss was neither faint nor chaste.

****

It’s not that I have what you would call sexual hang-ups or anything, but I had no experience with another woman, only failed relationships with guys.  But when Andi’s mouth pressed against mine with a new kind of urgency, I was nervous to respond.  I didn’t know what to do or expect.

Her tongue teased at the crease of my closed lips, and I felt my body stiffen.  Her warm hands gripped mine, and it was surprisingly soothing.  She released my hands and swiftly lifted me so that I was sitting on the edge of my desk.  My legs naturally parted around her slender hips, and she seized the opportunity to wrap her arms around my waist.

I gasped as I felt her body against mine and when my lips parted, her tongue snuck in.  She tasted of sweetened coffee and spearmint, and her tongue felt good as it danced with mine.  My hands were still gripping the desk firmly as she held me tightly against her body.  I was not participating yet, but I was not pulling away.

Andi broke the kiss with a huff, “Are you really that uninterested?”

“I-It’s not that, I-I just…” my voice waivered as it trailed off.

“Have you ever been with a woman?” she asked softly.

I shook my head as my cheeks turned pink.

Her face softened into a smile, “Well the first step is to release the desk from its death grip.”

I looked down at my hands and giggled as my fingers slowly pried themselves off.  She carefully took my hands and placed them on her own waist.  Her body was muscled but still soft, very different from touching a man.  And my cheeks flushed again when I realized I liked how she felt.  Andi was studying my face and chuckled when she saw my discovery.

“See? Not so bad, right?”

I shook my head and slowly slid my hands around her waist until they met in the back.  Her tummy was pressed against the center of my body, and I fought the urge to squirm.  I wanted to touch more of her, but I was worried she would misread my wriggling.  Instead, I turned my face back up to hers and pulled her closer.

Andi leaned in and kissed me again, with the same urgency as the second one.  This time, I was better prepared for it, and succumbed to the fact that I liked it.

Her lips were soft despite the need I sensed yet her tongue demanded entrance again.  I yielded, letting hers dance against the smooth surface of my teeth and the twisting motions of my own tongue.

I was so focused on her mouth that I did not notice her hands moving down until they had snuck inside the hem of my loose tee shirt.  Her fingertips tickled my tummy, and I giggled against her mouth.

“Ticklish?” she whispered against my neck.

I nodded, and she wriggled her fingers against my tummy again, eliciting more giggles from me.

“What about now?”

Her teeth nipped the side of my throat as her fingernails lightly ran down my lower back, dipping just inside the waistband of my baggy jeans.  I shook my head no, feeling strangely turned on by her touch.  I was worried about liking it too much as my mind began to wonder about what else she had in mind.

Her mouth trailed from my throat to my neck and then my ear.  She kissed and sucked and nibbled and licked at the sensitive area just behind my ear until I was squirming for real.  The harder she pressed her tongue against my skin, the more I wanted.  Suddenly, in one of those flashbulb moments, I realized what she was previewing.  Instead of shrinking away from the thought, my body reacted to the idea by surging damp heat towards my pussy.  In my surprise and desire for her, I dug my nails into her back.  She sunk her teeth into the top of my shoulder roughly and I felt another surge of wet heat.

“Andi,” I whispered softly, letting my hands slide up her back to hold her tightly against myself.

“Jenny,” she replied, “are you sure about this?”

I nodded, “More.  Please.”

I arched into her as she raked her nails up my back and took my tee shirt with them.  She tossed the shirt to the floor and exhaled appreciatively when my full D-cups bounced into her view.

“Good God, where have you been hiding these?” she grinned hungrily.

I giggled and shrugged, “Under here I guess.”

She buried her face between them, letting my warm, soft flesh surround her.  Her adept fingers made quick work of my bra clasp, and I felt it release as my tits fell out of their bonds.  I looked down at the top of her head and was surprised to see that my nipples were taut pink rosebuds.  They usually weren’t responsive but without even touching them, she had made them ache for attention.

Her mouth closed around one while her fingertips grasped the other, and I moaned against her silky hair.  Her tongue flickered quickly over the tiny peak and again I flashed to what else she was implying.  I pulled her head against me as she pinched the other tightly.  I had never really been big on receiving oral, but suddenly my head was filled with thoughts of what she would do to the rest of my body if just my nipples strained for her touch.

With both hands still teasing and tormenting my aching nipples, she slowly kissed her way down my tummy.  I lay back as she moved until I was lying flat against the desk and her tongue was teasing just inside my waistband.

She finally released my tits but paused with her hands on the button of my jeans.

“Jenny?  Tell me no now if you want, but I beg you not to stop me if you let me continue.”

I ran my hand through her feathery brown hair, “Kiss me first.”

She obliged quickly, nearly lying on top of me as her mouth assaulted mine, teeth nipping and tongue making promises I only prayed she could keep.  When she pulled away, I realized that her hands had been busy too, and my jeans lay open between us.  She grinned when she saw the tiny peek of white lace.

Her mouth made a slow, tortuous journey down my neck, through the valley of my tits and down past my belly button to stop just at the top of the triangle of my G-string.  She swiped the tip of her tongue under the lace, eliciting a pained groan as she teased me.

I’m not sure what happened but something sparked in her, and she became urgently needy.  She tugged my jeans off and to the floor until I was wearing nothing but my tiny white lace G-string.

“God, you’re gorgeous,” she breathed, running her hands over my tits, down my smooth flat tummy, and over the swell of my hips.

She exhaled warmly at the damp spot on my panties, and I felt the flush of embarrassment that my arousal had been discovered.  My embarrassment dissolved into desire as she kissed her way up my inner thigh, slowly inching towards my anxious pussy.  She blew cool air against the wet spot and then slowly made her way down the other thigh.  By this time I was squirming and silently pleading with her and it was not from nervousness.  She kissed her way back up the delicate skin of my inner thigh and paused right above the core of my need.

“Tell me what you want,” she whispered softly.

“Oh, oh, please,” I urged her.

“Tell me,” she instructed again, kissing the tiny scrap of lace that separated her mouth from my pussy.

“There, oh, there, oh please,” I begged again.

She rubbed against me with her mouth, the lacy barrier driving me insane.  I wasn’t even aware that my hands were moving until I felt her hair twisted in my fingers.  She looked up from between my thighs with a delicious grin on her face.  She yanked my panties down so fast, it left a burning sensation on my skin.

When I felt her breath moving across my smooth wet flesh, I gasped and writhed on my desk.  And just to torment me further, she pressed my legs further apart and ran her tongue up and down my inner thighs.  Up and down, back and forth, each time inching closer to where I yearned to feel her.

“Ohhh,” I finally exhaled, longing to pull her against me.

She pressed her lips lightly against the closed lips of my pussy, kissing delicately around the sensitive flesh.  I felt her fingers firm against me as she held open my slippery folds and when her tongue finally found the aching source of my need, I bucked so hard I worried that I kicked her.

She swiped the tip of her tongue once across my stiff little clit and then slid down to bury it inside me.

“Oh God,” I moaned loudly, “please…”

When she returned to my clit, she was done with teasing my poor denied pussy.  She drew fast tight little circles over the swollen nub, urging me closer and closer to the edge.  As my body trembled with need, she caught my clit between her lips and flicked her stiffened tongue over the taut surface until I burst.  The sensations were almost overwhelming.  I wanted to push her away and pull her in at the same time.  I arched my back and buried my nails into her scalp, holding her against my pussy until the last shudder was wrenched from my body.

I finally fell back against the desk, panting for breath.  I had never cum from oral before, and I could hardly believe the intensity.  Thinking she would move up to hold me until the aftershocks wore off, I reached for her but instead she dodged my hands and returned her tongue to my overly sensitive flesh.

The quick little flicks were so intense, I tried to squirm away, but she held me fast in place, digging her fingers into my hips.  Just when it got to be right on the edge of painful, I was shocked when I fell into the abyss again.  I came even harder the second time, writhing and squirming on the desk and calling her name into the warm air around us.

When I faded back into reality, I realized that she was lying stretched out next to me on the desk, her fingers lightly stroking my skin.

“Holy hell,” I breathe softly.

She chuckles in response, “I knew you had another one in you.  I suspect there are even more looking for an escape.”

Her fingers dip down between my thighs, and I squirm at the thought of yet another one.

“But what about you?” I asked hesitantly.

“Don’t you worry about me,” she replied calmly.

“How do I please you?” I wanted to return the gift.

Andi propped herself up on her elbow and studied my face, “Pleasing you pleases me.”

“Andi, I want to return it, I want to.”

She slowly unfastens the button of her jeans and slides the zipper down.  I can see the waistband of her cotton panties hugging her chiseled stomach.  She took my hand gently and held it against her lower tummy.

Her skin was warm under my fingers, and I run them back and forth to feel the cuts of her abs.  Her stomach quivered under my touch, and I was emboldened to slide my hand inside the cotton briefs.

The heat radiated out from her pussy, and I could feel her smooth skin getting wetter as I inched southward.  I had no idea how to touch another woman, but I knew how to touch myself so I started with that thought.

She was shaven smooth like me, and so slippery under my fingertips.  Her breath caught in her throat as my fingers grazed underneath, along the outside of her pussy.

“You really don’t have to,” she whispered, her voice shaky with need.

“I want to, Andi,” I replied softly.

And I really did; I wanted to see the look on her face when I touched her.  I knew how she had made me feel, and I wanted to make her feel the same.

Her pussy was tightly closed, but as I ran my fingers up and down through the wetness, they grew puffy and opened to my touch.  When I slid one finger inside and found her swollen little nub, she gasped.  With every slow stroke against her, I could feel Andi’s pulse and breath quicken.

“Like that?” I whispered in her ear.

She shuddered as my breath tickled her skin, and I ran the tip of my tongue up the side of her neck as my finger dragged slowly across her clit.

“Oh God,” she moaned, clutching at my naked hip with her fingers.

She rolled onto her back on the desk, pulling me with her until I was lying on top of her with my hand still buried in her underwear.  Through her snug white tank top, I could see the impressions of her stiff nipples.  My fingertip settled on her throbbing clit as my teeth gently closed around one nipple.  As I rubbed tight fast circles, just like I like, I flicked my tongue hard against her tight nipple.

Her hands dug into my hips as she thrust up against me, and I felt her whole body quake when she came for me.  From my own experience masturbating, I eased off her clit slowly until I was fully stopped and out.  After I withdrew my hand, I stared her straight in the eyes and slowly ran my tongue over the fingers that held her taste.

She groaned low and deep in her chest as I sighed from the sweet taste of her pussy.  I nuzzled against her neck as she enveloped me in her long arms.

****

As it turned out, Andi was just a temporary employee at the warehouse for that week only.  But when I found out this potentially terrible news, I was actually quite excited.  After that Friday night in my office, I knew that I could not work around her and maintain my composure.  Instead, she found another more permanent position, and I discovered all kinds of new positions as her girlfriend.

I’m not saying I would never date a man again, but for now, I am quite content and quite satisfied as Andi’s girlfriend.  I was much less nervous the second time she took me to that bar.

And when I finally did learn how to please her with my tongue, I discovered that she had been right.  My body wanted something that my mind just didn’t know about.


5. The Nympho gets a Surprise Visit: Horny MFM Double Penetration Threesome

I love sex. So it was only natural when my boyfriend called me that we'd have a quickie, and that I'd agree to his threesome fantasy. What I didn't expect was for it to be so soon, and with his best friend of all people. Still, I agreed because I really wanted to get laid.

I clicked my vibrator on and it made a familiar buzzing sound. I had finished work an hour ago, had eaten supper, cleaned up, and now it was time for some… alone time. I had been waiting for this all day because work had been stressful and I’d woken up in a lovely mood but hadn’t had time to do anything about it. Now I would take my time pleasuring myself, and if anyone tried to interrupt me, I’d ignore them or cut them off for the night.

I turned on my laptop and went to look for some porn while I masturbated. There wasn’t a lot that I enjoyed – most of it was either fake or I just wasn’t into it. Oddly enough, I was into almost everything when it came to doing it. But it felt boring watching it. I wondered if that was just me or if almost every girl didn’t really like the porn they saw. It felt bland and uninspiring. I needed more than the context they gave me. I liked porn with a story to it. Then again, that was pretty hard to find so you had to go searching to the deepest corners of the net.

I decided then I didn’t want to watch any porn and just laid back and tried to think of something to get off to. I wasn’t a very imaginative person, so maybe that’s why I didn’t really enjoy porn without something concrete to it.

My phone rang just then. I felt irritated, but then I looked at the caller I.D. It was my boyfriend Josh, so I supposed I’d answer it. He could help me get off… right?

“Hey, baby,” I said in more normal a tone than I’d intended.

“Hey,” he said, panting a little. “Are you busy?”

I wondered why he seemed so flustered so I asked. “No, but why are you panting like you’re giving birth?”

I could practically hear the smirk on his face. “Well if you play your cards right you could be giving birth in nine months.”

Well, at least now I knew what kind of a mood he was in. “So tell me, where are you?”

“At home, without pants of course…”

I placed the vibrator on my pussy and let it pleasure me. I moaned into the phone to let him know exactly what I was doing and it seemed to please him. “Well… I suppose I’ll just have to describe to you everything I want to do to you.”

And that’s what he did. It had surprised me that he’d called for this and so suddenly, without warning, but I liked it. I liked it so much in fact that I was more turned on than I had been in a long time so that when he finally described to me what he would do my imagination went wild with possibilities, something that would never have happened with regular porn.

As he told me how he would fuck me in every manner, I put him on speaker phone and used both of my free hands – one to finger myself and another to hold the vibrator. I loved that he was taking the time to think of all these things. In a way I felt more special to him than I had in a while, even though he’d always treated me fairly. I liked how that felt, and it pushed me over the edge in moments. “I’m coming!”

I bit my lip as my vibrator rippled my orgasm through my body, stifling a loud moan. He growled at me in the sexiest way possible while I was coming. It extended my orgasm by a few seconds, but those seconds were precious and I savored them.

I came down quickly though, and I found myself feeling unsatisfied. I wanted more, but he wasn’t here to give me more. The phone sex wouldn’t finish me completely, I realized. I sighed a little in resignation and clicked my vibrator off.

“Why so down, babe?” he asked, sounding a little concerned at my sigh.

“It’s nothing,” I replied. I felt a little childish so I wanted to withdraw from him. I both wanted to be alone and not, wanting him to come over but not wanting to badger him for more. He probably had things he wanted to get done. “I can help finish you off though…”

“As tempting as that is, sweetheart… I don’t want to yet.”

I felt confused and slightly insulted but I let him explain. “And why is that?”

“See, I just wanted to know something. I know we’ve tried a lot of things, sexually, and… well, I want to try something new.”

I felt my excitement growing. “And what’s that?”

“A threesome.”

Suddenly I felt my excitement die. He couldn’t possibly have someone in mind yet, so it wouldn’t be tonight. I felt a little let down, but I didn’t want to show it. “With who?”

“You know Sean, right? My best friend is willing to do it. You like him?”

Did I know him? Yeah, he was an okay guy, but I wasn’t sure he was the type of guy I was into. Still, I would give it a try. I wasn’t uncomfortable around Sean so it wasn’t a terrible idea. “He’s a good choice. I’m game.”

I could hear him smile on the other end. “I’ll get everything settled then. I’ll see you?”

I felt even more disappointed that he was leaving without letting me finish him off but if he wanted to do it himself that was up to him. It probably had nothing to do with his opinion on me – he’d just asked me to do a threesome with him, for fuck’s sake. I couldn’t act like he didn’t find me attractive.

“Yeah, I’m looking forward to it.”

****

He hung up then and I found myself feeling lost. I put my vibrator away and went to the kitchen to get a snack – I wasn’t quite hungry, but I needed something to help me feel better about myself. I searched through my fridge, but I had no ice cream or cake. I searched through my pantry and decided on a box of chewy cookies. It tasted good enough to make me forget about what just happened, so I grabbed a quick drink and went back to my room to watch TV.

As I sat down and relaxed, I realized I had a craving for more than just cookies. I hoped Josh would hurry up with his threesome idea – I wanted to try it possibly on the weekend when I wasn’t working so I could enjoy it as long as possible. I wondered why he had bailed on me so suddenly, and I couldn’t help but feel like it had been me even though he’d suggested an idea that implied it wasn’t. Maybe he just had an emergency bathroom run or something. I couldn’t just assume he’d left me after that for no reason. There had to be a reason other than him not being interested… right?

As if on cue, my doorbell rang. I closed my laptop, a little irritated. Who could be showing up so fucking late at night, and without telling me? I planned to go off on them once they explained why they were there and slam the door in their face. I really didn’t appreciate strangers at my door for no reason.

I opened the door without bothering to peer through the peep hole. I wanted to deal with them without thinking about who it was because they were invading on my personal time. When I opened the door, however, I was greeted to the faces of two familiar men; Josh, with his boyish dewy face speckled with black facial hair, and Sean, with his blond hair and chiseled jaw. Sean was much taller, but he was also chubbier.

I couldn’t contain my surprise as I greeted them. “Oh, hello…”

I knew exactly why they were here because Josh had a tent pitched in his pants. He still hadn’t finished, I gathered. I stood there in pajamas that were nowhere near sexy and now I felt sheepish and nervous.

Still, they smiled at me, Sean with his lop-sided grin and Josh with his genuine wide smile. “How are you doing?” Josh asked.

“Fine, but… why?”

Josh shrugged. “You said you were up for it and you seemed down when I asked, so… we’re here to cheer you up with a new experience.”

Sean opened up then. “I hope you don’t mind that we’re here? Cuz I can…”

I motioned them into my apartment. “No, it’s fine! I just wasn’t expecting it so soon!” I felt excited to get started, and went over to the fridge to be a good host to my guests. “Do you want drinks?”

Josh closed the front door behind him and Sean picked a seat. He took off his t-shirt, folded it nicely and hung it over the side of the chair. Then he sat down. “Yeah, a soda would be nice.”

I pulled a can from the back of my fridge and handed it to Sean. Josh just went into my fridge and took what he wanted, but I didn’t mind. He was my boyfriend after all, he practically lived with me. I wondered then if we ever actually would. It would be a whole lot more convenient, and I would get to cuddle him every night. Not to mention, he would be closer to his work living with me. I made a mental note to ask about it at some point. Of course, I wouldn’t push him. I loved my alone time and empty house just as much as he probably did.

I took a wine cooler and sat down on the couch, feeling slightly nervous about what might happened. Josh joined me, and eventually Sean felt awkward sitting at the kitchen table alone so he sat down next to Josh. It was silent for a while but I didn’t mind it. It gave me time to sort out my thoughts on the situation.

“How do you want to do this?” Josh finally asked. “It’s really up to you.”

I shrugged. “It’s awkward so there’s no real good way to begin. Let’s just start when we’re ready. We’ll get into it, right?”

I didn’t like focusing on ifs or buts, or thinking of every possibility in the book. I liked my answers clear cut and the steps to them laid out in a blueprint for me. That’s probably why I had always been good at math, but math didn’t help you in relationships or the bedroom. So I just dove into it hoping for the best. It had worked for me so far, so why not today?

“Sounds like a great idea,” Sean said simply, and sipped his soda. “Getting right down to business, huh?”

Sean wasn’t the brightest person, but it wasn’t due to his blond hair as most might tease him for. He was on the autism spectrum, so you had to be pretty straight with him if you wanted anything. He didn’t typically pick up on social cues like other people and he had a hard time picking up on other people’s emotional states. It was even hard for him to read facial expressions. Still, he was a great guy and I didn’t think any less of him for it, or any less capable than anyone else I knew. I wondered just how capable he would be in bed. I also wondered if he experienced sex any differently. I guess I would find out.

****

Josh put down his drink and kissed me deeply, looking to get things started off quickly. I didn’t want Sean to be a third wheel of sorts so I climbed over Josh and put a hand on his cheek. “How are you feeling?” I asked him.

Sean looked thoughtful for a moment. “I really like the way you’re touching me, if that’s what you’re asking.”

It was good enough for me. I smiled and leaned in, and softly kissed him on the lips. I saw Josh smile out of the corner of my eye. Sean blushed a little, but he sprung a tent in his pants quickly. He put an arm around me, looking stranger than I’d seen him. The look in his eyes spoke of more than just lust but it didn’t make me feel uncomfortable. I wondered if Josh realized what it was. Heck, I wondered if I knew what it was. Nevertheless, I got on with it and removed my pajama top. Of course, I wasn’t wearing anything underneath so both of them admired my bare breasts for a striking moment.

Sean brought his hand up to touch and then it hung there, hesitating. Knowing what he needed, I took his hand and placed it on my boob. It was a strange feeling, this threesome. It certainly felt more intimate than I’d expected. Then again, maybe it was all in my head. But pretty soon, their heads would be in me. I chuckled to myself.

Josh placed one of his hands on my other boob and squeezed a little, while his other hand worked the lump in his pants. He was impatient, clearly. I didn’t want to make him wait – well, maybe a little, since he had made me wait for it. I decided I wanted to focus on my own pleasure since I hadn’t been satisfied completely earlier. So that’s what I did. I took Sean’s hand and I moved it downwards, slowly. Down my abdomen, the side of my body, my hip, my pelvis, until finally it reached its goal. He seemed to know exactly what to do there so he moved his hand methodically. I decided I liked it, and kept him there for a while.

Josh undid his pants, unable to wait any longer as he watched me being pleasured by his best friend. He pulled out his cock and started jerking it shamelessly. Sean didn’t seem to mind. In fact, it seemed to make him more excited. Perhaps it was the anticipation of the sex he would be getting momentarily.

It didn’t seem fair for only the two of us to be bared so I reached down and zipped Sean’s pants, feeling more bold than usual. I wondered if it was the lust or something different. I wouldn’t know what anything else it might be, so I pinned it on the lust and the lack of satisfaction.

Sean continued to touch me even as I did this, following the instructions given until told to stop. That was just the kind of person he was – he followed orders, and didn’t mind if it took a long time to do them. I doubted I would take a long time though, the way he skillfully moved his hand.

Both cocks out of their prison, I reached for them both and got down on my knees. They seemed to enjoy the attention and didn’t stop me from jerking off one and sucking off the other, alternating when I saw fit. Sean finally let himself enjoy it, moaning a little when my mouth engulfed him. I took him immediately as the quiet type, which I didn’t mind, as long as he wasn’t completely silent. Otherwise I might wonder if he’s enjoying it, and that would make me feel awkward.

Josh, of course, didn’t really care who heard him. He’d always been the vocal type, and it was hot to me so he’d never stopped. When I switched my mouth over to him, he leaned his head back and let out a long, low moan.

I continued doing this for a few moments, content to just get them off. When they decided enough was enough, though, they kneeled down and lifted me onto the couch with them. Josh placed me in Sean’s lap facing his best friend, and then climbed up behind me.

I didn’t have to wonder what their idea was. I felt the first cock, definitely Sean’s, slip into my vagina effortlessly. I could tell it was Sean’s because he was bigger than Josh – not that I really cared about the size. I just noticed the difference immediately. The second pushed its way past the first and stretched my pussy past what I’d thought possible. It hurt a little, and I let him know that with a soft yelp of distress. He slowed down his assault on me and let the natural lube of my vagina cover him, and then the pain subsided, replaced by this full feeling. I was fuller than I’d ever been in my life, not that I could remember ever doing something that could compare.

Both Sean and Josh started moving at the same time, as if they were reading each other’s minds. The full feeling became a feeling of having my entire uterus ignite in pleasure, every nook and cranny of my insides being rubbed in just the right way. I moaned as they slowly thrust, gently at first but Josh, ever the impatient type, sped up quickly. I had to push on him to get him to slow down again just so I could feel it. It’s not that he didn’t care about my pleasure – it’s that he got carried away with trying to get me to come.

Not that I could complain about that. I was glad he wasn’t a selfish lover and Sean didn’t seem to be either, keeping pace with Josh. Then he asked, “Should I do something else?”

I wasn’t sure how to respond. I felt amazing as it was, my clitoris rubbing against him and the two cocks inside me. Still, I didn’t want to give him an answer that would make him feel lost or useless. “Play with my nipples,” I instructed through pleasured pants, hoping that would satisfy him.

It seemed to, as his hands roamed from my hips to my tits, fondling my nipples softly and then pinching them occasionally. I liked the pinching, feeling a volt shoot through my upper torso every time he did it. I encouraged him by leaning in a little, giving him little room to move his hands.

Then they started to move faster and I didn’t stop them then, my body no longer requiring foreplay. I just wanted to be fucked now by both of them and have a massive orgasm. I was focused on the pleasure, but now I felt I was just as impatient as Josh in my lust. I started grinding on them, moving my clit against their skin to encourage my own climax. They didn’t object – in fact, Josh took a hold of my ass cheeks and spanked me, knowing I loved it. I moaned loudly in response. It stung in a good way but it didn’t hurt because my ass was the fattest part of me. I knew that Josh loved how easy it was to grab me there.

Between Sean playing with my sensitive nipples and Josh smacking my backside it didn’t take me long to get closer to my orgasm, especially with them fucking me quicker and quicker every moment. It was hard for them to move like they normally would, but as long as it felt amazing to me, it didn’t seem to bother them much, if at all. They were so into it – especially Sean, who had moved from pinching my nipples to nibbling on them with his teeth and kissing my breasts all over.

Josh leaned over and whispered into my ear, “Shall we try a new position?”

I nodded, eager to discover what he had in store for me. They quickly set to work on lifting me off of Sean’s lap and they placed me on the carpet with my ass in the air, next to the couch so it would be easier for me to remain that way. Sean clambered over me then and didn’t even wait before shoving his cock into me. I moaned in uninhibited pleasure, the angle just perfect for what I wanted.

Josh got over me and put his dick in my mouth. I sucked eagerly while still voicing how good I felt, the vibrations helping him along in his effort to come. I didn’t even need to use my hands on him – he just fucked my mouth as if I were his toy and I loved it.

I wondered then just how long they’d been planning this because it seemed that Sean knew exactly what to do to me. Then again, Josh was a pretty good leader and he probably explained everything about me on the way to my apartment in short fashion. What I liked, what I didn’t like, what I absolutely could not do without – Sean seemed to know it all and I commended Josh on making sure my first time with another person was enjoyable. I didn’t want it to end, but at some point, it had to. I had lost track of time and I was reaching the end of my pleasure limit.

When Sean finally decided to lick his index finger and his thumb and pinch my clitoris with them, I came and I came so hard I thought I would pass out. He didn’t let go for long moments and during them I arched my hips and gripped whatever I could with my fists, groaning onto Josh’s cock as my pussy contracted around Sean’s. It was pure heaven, and I didn’t want to come down.

Josh came first and I tasted it at the back of my throat only just a moment before I heard Sean moan. His penis throbbed inside me and his thrust grew sporadic. I felt something warm cover my insides and I felt prideful that I could get him to do that. Sean didn’t like losing control of anything – so for him to lose control like that, was a huge accomplishment.

I swallowed all of Josh’s cum, something I was used to doing by now but I couldn’t complain about the taste. He tasted better than most, due to his healthier diet. When he finally removed himself from my mouth, I found that his cock was completely clean, without a single drop of cum on it. I felt good that I could do a good clean up.

Sean sat on the couch then and Josh helped me onto my feet, handing me some tissue. “I’m sure you’ll need it.”

“Thanks,” I said, taking it and wiping off with it. I was glad I had an IUD – another fact I’m sure Josh told him. If I hadn’t, I would’ve made him wear a condom. Then again, I would probably go for a test later on, just to make sure his best friend didn’t give me something.

Still, it was the best sex I’d had in a long time and so I couldn’t complain about what I got. I sighed as my body finally started to calm down and I felt oddly satisfied with what happened. I found that I wouldn’t mind doing it again with the same people. I finally pulled my clothes back on, and we all sat down together again, feeling both sweaty and comfortable at the same time.

“So, how’d you like it?” Josh asked us both. “No complaints?”

I shook my head, and when I looked over at Sean he seemed to have a dazed look in his eyes. I wasn’t sure if he was tired or what. “Are you okay?”

Sean nodded. “It was great.”

Simple as that. Sean wasn’t big on describing anything, and I was satisfied with his answer. I decided I didn’t want anyone to go home just yet so I went to my linen closet. “Hey, do you guys want to watch a movie?”

Josh smiled. “Pizza and beer?”

That seemed to wake Sean’s mind up. “How would we order pizza? It’s almost two in the morning.”

“Pays off to live in the big city,” Josh replied and took out his cell phone. “I know a place that delivers twenty-four seven.”

I realized just how quickly we’d moved on from the sex to the next thing. I carried a massive blanket over for the three of us. “Would you guys want to try that again sometime?” I asked, feeling a little shy now to bring it back up since they were all excited about food and movies.

Sean smiled at me then, something I didn’t expect. “I would definitely do it again.”

I blushed. “With Josh too right?”

“Yeah. You’re both really good at it.”

Josh smirked at his best friend. “Maybe we will do it again then. It’s up to Tess. I’ll order the pizza now.” He zoned out from the conversation, dialing the pizza place and waiting for an answer.

I took the empty bottles and put them on my counter, and then took out three beers for us and uncapped them. “I have to thank you for tonight Sean. It was probably a big thing for you to do.”

Sean shrugged. “It made me nervous but… isn’t that normal to have sex with someone you’ve never done it with?”

“Yeah, you have a point.” I brought the beers over. Josh nodded his thanks as I handed him his and Sean spoke it. I sat in between them curled up in the blanket. “It just feels strange now because it feels like we’ve already forgotten it.”

“Maybe that’s just a sign that we’re comfortable with each other,” Sean said, and took a sip of his beer. “I wouldn’t have been able to do that with anyone else.”

I smiled and leaned my head on his shoulder. “You’re right.” I got comfortable then and put my feet in Josh’s lap and leaned on Sean’s arm. He didn’t object to it, but I still had to ask. “Are you okay with this?”

“Yes.”

Josh finally got off the phone and put it away. “It’ll be ten minutes to cook and five minutes to deliver. I got half cheese and half all-dressed. Large.”

I leaned over and kissed him. “Thanks. So, what movie do you guys want to watch?”

****

As we decided on a movie and put it on and waited for our food, I looked at both of them and realized that while I loved Josh, Sean definitely liked me. It might present a problem for doing it again but I wanted to. I supposed that would just have to be something for us to talk about in the future if we ever did try and do it again. I wasn’t opposed to a three-way relationship if Josh and Sean weren’t. I mean, why would Josh and Sean be best friends if they didn’t like each other in some way?

The doorbell rang, taking me out of my thoughts. “Pizza!” I cried and bounded off the couch. I was starving.

Josh answered the door and paid the guy, then placed the box on the table. Sean came over and stood next to me, looking like he was about to drool as well. Josh placed pizza on plates for us and handed them to us, one cheese for me and one all-dressed for Sean. He took one of each for himself. “Dig in!” He said it as enthusiastically as if it were his birthday cake, and I was quickly reminded of how they dug in onto me earlier.

None of us hesitated on it and none of us regretted it the next morning.
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