
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Lisa Finds a Better Lover 

	by Jenna Masters

	 

	 

	  

	She had met Jessie at a church retreat a little over a year ago, right before she turned 18. She was almost a year older than him, but that might have been part of the attraction. Jessie Brown was careful, gentle and safe. He had the most beautiful, feminine features. Perhaps that had been part of the attraction. At the time, she wasn’t even sure she was really interested in boys. Jessie had been one of the few boys she had ever felt deeply drawn to. Together they swore a vow of abstinence, and a year later they were still true to it. 

	But now, standing in front of this older man, looking up at his chiseled features and strong, broad shoulders as he ran his coarse hand across her soft face, his thick thumb gently tracing the line of her cheekbone, she felt anything but pure and chaste. “Such a pretty little thing you are,” he said to her and something about it, something about the way he said it, perhaps the timber or his deep, heavy voice, or the gentle confidence of the way he formed the words themselves, just melted her. She could feel a warm, wet heat rising up inside her panties and into her stomach, turning into fluttering butterflies there. Edward was so intensely, brutally masculine. He was tall and hairy and completely unwavering.  

	He took her hand as if it wasn’t her hand at all, but really belonged to him and he pressed it down into his open slacks. She thought suddenly of poor, beautiful Jessie. “I have a boyfriend,” she confessed as she felt the heat of his strong, thick shaft against her hand. 

	“So,” he said. “I have a wife.” 

	She wrapped her fingers around that big, hard dick and began slowly stroking it. 

	He moaned softly. “Good girl,” he said. 

	She thought again of poor, innocent little Jessie Brown. 

	She released Edward’s fat erection and pulled her hand away suddenly. “No,” she said. “I’m sorry. I can’t do this. I’m sorry.” She turned for the door, terrified he wouldn’t allow it. She wondered what she would do if he restrained her. She would be so helpless. 

	“It’s okay, Doll. I understand,” he said as she moved to the door. “You know where to find me if you change your mind.” 

	She ran out the door and to her car. Ever since she had met Edward, the manager of the artsy little coffee shop where she worked, she had been inexplicably drawn to him, even though he was nothing that she would have previously said she looked for in a man. He was crass and raunchy instead of refined and civilized.  He was large, hairy and muscularly built instead of slim, delicately featured and graceful. Most of all he was forty years old.  

	No. She wasn’t attracted to him. Not really. It was her precious, cute Jessie that she wanted. With his light brown hair, piercing green eyes, full, pouting lips and slender, lean body. It was just that this abstinence pledge wasn’t working anymore. She couldn’t do it anymore. She needed to give herself to Jessie, to the man she really loved, or she would end up doing something she regretted. 

	She drove straight to Jessie’s house. Practically running up the walkway, she came to his door and knocked, trying not to sound as frantic as she felt.  

	Mrs. Brown opened the door. “Oh hello, dear,” she said, brightly looking at Lisa. “How are you doing tonight?”   

	Lisa stood there in her sandals, tasteful knee length cotton skirt and t shirt, feeling like she was naked as the heat of Edward’s attention still radiated through her body. She could still feel the contours of Edward’s cock throbbing against the skin of her hand. “I’m good Mrs. Brown. Can I see Jessie? I mean, is he here?” 

	“Of course he is,” she answered, stepping aside so Lisa could enter. The woman clearly had no idea what Lisa wanted to do to her beloved youngest son. “Let yourself in, Sweetheart. He won’t mind.” 

	Lisa walked down the hallway and into Jessie’s room, going through the door and locking it behind her. Jessie looked up from his desk, a pile of homework spread out in front of him. He looked so cute, so absolutely picturesque; her adorable boyfriend, studiously at work. Her body was still burning with the desire that had been ignited by that cretin Edward, and she didn’t want it to evaporate. She wanted to cling to this wild, excited feeling, but she was afraid Jessie would remind her of their vow. It would be so easy for him to talk her out of it. Just a word would do it, but she knew to wait any longer was asking for disaster. 

	She pulled her t-shirt up over her head. She reached back and unclasped her bra, letting it fall to the floor and revealing her small, pert breasts, the pale skin of them shimmering in the lamplight.  

	Jessie stared up at her, jaw dropped, eyes glazed. She pulled down her skirt so she was wearing just her white cotton panties and she walked up to him. She leaned down and kissed him on the mouth. She straightened up and looked at him. He was stunned, silently staring up at her, a little spot on his lower lip quivering where she had kissed him with her wet mouth.  

	“I can’t wait any longer,” she told him. “I want you.” 

	“Okay,” he agreed readily, his voice nervous and breaking. She kissed him again and this time he kissed back. She slithered onto him, straddling him on his little wooden chair. She could feel his excitement, poking her through his jeans, and she giggled. “I’m so glad you want this to,” she whispered into his ear. “I was so scared you’d…” 

	“No. Never. I want this. I want this so bad…” they kissed again, and then he kissed her neck, his gentle little kisses feather soft against her skin. She giggled some more, but the excitement was hot and wild inside her. He felt different than she had with Edward. There was a different energy, but Jessie was so considerate and soft and wonderful that her burning need was replaced with tingling anticipation. He lowered his head and softly kissed her breasts, which felt amazing. 

	She moaned. She was so blissfully happy. She wasn’t a bad girl. She didn’t want Edward. She was a good girl. She was just ready. It was just time. “Take me,” she whispered to Jessie. “Take me, I’m yours.” She slid off of him as he stood up. He took her delicately by the hand and led her to the bed. Her heart was trembling with anticipation as he laid her down on the soft mattress. He stood beside the bed. He took off his shirt, his narrow chest and flat tummy so beautiful. At nearly 5’10 he was barely 130 pounds, not weak looking but so small and lean, like rock star with his lovely shoulder length dirty-blonde hair. He pulled his pants down and stood there on his white jockeys. His hardon, poking out the top of his underwear, was way smaller then Edwards had been. But that didn’t matter. It was as beautiful as he was and she couldn’t wait for him to be inside her. She wasn’t worried about protection. Her mom didn’t put much stock in her claims of chastity and had forced her to take birth control since the day she turned 16. 

	Jessie leaned over her, pulling off his underwear as he climbed onto the bed. He began to pull down her panties. Working them down over her shapely little thighs and small legs, he buried his face into her crotch, licking her pussy with deep intense strokes. She shuddered with pleasure but it only lasted a moment. He moved up and kissed her mouth, pressing himself into her. 

	There was a moment of pain, followed by a moment of pleasure, as he rolled himself into her wet, eager pussy. His dick felt nice inside her as he began to push himself in and out of her. It felt very nice and she concentrated on the sensations, trying to feel that intensity that she had always heard about. Suddenly he stopped. 

	“What’s wrong?” she asked him. 

	“What? Nothing. I’m… I’m done…” 

	He had rolled off her to the side. “Oh…” she said. “Okay…” That couldn’t be all there was. 

	“I’m sorry,” he said. “I’m… I’ll do better next time. I…” 

	“No,” she said, rolling to face him and press her head against his chest so he couldn’t look at her face like that. “No, it was great. Thank you. It was wonderful.” She felt a feeling of affectionate pity for gentle little Jessie. She felt close to him, and warm and comfortable. But when she closed her eyes she pictured herself back at the coffee shop, with Edward’s big dick hot against the skin of her small hand. “I love you,” she told Jessie. 

	“I love you too,” he said. She kissed his cheek and got up to start getting dressed. He watched her. “Where you going?” he asked. 

	“I think I better go before your mom starts asking questions.” 

	Jessie actually blushed, his adorable face turning bright red.  

	“I’ll see you tomorrow, Sweetie,” she said, blowing him a kiss before she left. 

	She got in her car and started driving. She didn’t know why she drove back by the coffee shop. They had been closed for hours, and there was no way that Edward would still be there. He would’ve been long done with the paperwork, so the place would be empty. Besides, she had no reason to see Edward. She knew the place would be empty, and she knew she didn’t want to see Edward, but she found herself driving past the coffee shop anyway. She was slowing to look at the little glass building like she was driving past the scene of some terrible accident. The shop wasn’t empty.  

	Edwards motorcycle was parked out front and the lights in that back office where still on. 

	Why was she pulling her car into the parking lot? Why did she feel that warmth crawling up inside her once more? Hadn’t she extinguished it? Hadn’t she already given in? Her legs were trembling. She looked down at her thighs, as if they had betrayed her with their quivering. No. She wasn’t going to do this. She was going to start her car and drive away. She was a good girl. She was a faithful girlfriend. 

	She looked back up and Edward was standing at the door, holding it open for her as if he’d been waiting for her this whole time. What an arrogant jerk. She was going to tell him. She was going to tell him she was a good girl and he had no right to think she was some kind of dirty little slut who would cheat on her wonderful, perfect boyfriend. She got out, slamming the car door and stormed into the coffee shop. He closed the door behind her, locking it and closing the blinds. 

	“Now you listen here,” she started to say, but he wasn’t listening. He put his strong hands on her small shoulders and held her there a moment. She stopped speaking. She forgot what she was going to say. With a gentle but firm twist of his arms, he spun her around so she was facing away from him and he bent her over the counter. Her pussy was dripping. Her panties were so wet. 

	He reached under her skirt and jerked the panties down to her ankles.  

	“Right foot,” he instructed her, and she lifted her right foot so he could slide the panties over it. “Left foot,” he spoke again and she obeyed again. What was she doing? What kind of asshole talked to someone like this, and why the hell was it making her feel this way? 

	He reached up and pressed his fingers into her. She moaned as his thick, rough fingers pressed past her lips and explored the warm folds of skin beneath. He began to slide the two fingers gently in and out of her. She whimpered softly, her back arching, her skirt thrown up over her hips and the small of her narrow back.  

	“Do you want me to fuck you?” he asked. 

	“Uh huh,” she whimpered, not realizing that was her answer until it had already drifted out of her mouth. 

	“Say it,” he said. 

	She absolutely hated him. He was everything she despised in a person. He was arrogant and crude and inconsiderate. “I want you to fuck me,” she said. 

	“You’re going to have to suck it after,” he told her, still sliding his fingers in and out of her warm cunt. “You’re going to have to suck it and eat every drop of my cum, and then thank me. That’s my condition. Say yes, and I’ll fuck you. Say no and you can go on home to that boyfriend you keep talking about.” 

	She didn’t care. It didn’t matter. Whatever he wanted to do… whatever he wanted her to do… It was a small, almost insignificant price to pay to have this need that was burning inside of her finally fulfilled. “Fuck me,” she said. “I’ll do anything, just please fuck me.” 

	His fingers slid out of her and the hand that was inside of her moved to the back of her neck, holding her steadily against the counter. His other hand took control of that massive cock, holding it as he began to press against her silky smooth skin, so wet with anticipation. She reached underneath herself with her right hand and pressed her lips apart with her fingers, making way for his burning meat. 

	He pressed into her with a grunt, slowly pushing past the point of resistance and entering into her open depths. She suddenly felt the intensity that she had heard about before, creeping in and taking over every corner of her consciousness. She was dripping warm wetness across the counter as that huge cock pressed deeply into her, hitting another point where her body seemed to stop it. It felt he couldn’t possibly go any deeper. 

	He spoke, his calm, heavy voice telling her to, “Hold the edge of the counter, Doll.” 

	She obeyed and suddenly he pressed firmly and savagely past the resistance, freezing her mind with a flash of white hot pain followed by an ecstatic release of unbelievable euphoria. She cried out, “Oh fuck. Oh fuck. Oh fuck.” Her whole body was trembling and shaking and she felt the wet heat running through her and out of her. He wasn’t even moving, just holding that big dick deep inside her as she whimpered, wrapped around it like a decorative sheath. She pushed against it, the pain outweighed by the incredible sense of deep, pressing fulfilment.  

	“Oh fuck. Oh fuck,” she said again. How was he doing this to her? He wasn’t even moving. 

	“Dirty little mouth on you, isn’t there doll?” he said in his sexy, arrogant voice. “I thought you were some kind of church girl.” 

	It didn’t matter what he said. He could say anything he wanted to. Her whole body was tense and quaking. Her knees were buckling. Her toes were curling. She bit her lip. She rolled her body back and forth just barely, barely an inch, pressing against him, but every movement sent shockwaves of pleasure mixed with little bursts of pain. She cried out, inarticulately, her high pitched voice shrieking through the room as her body burned with what felt like a never ending orgasm.  

	She stopped moving. She couldn’t take it anymore. She was going to lose her mind. She shrank away from him and he pulled out of her slowly, easing out as the pain of his leaving marked her facial expressions. She lay where he’d put her, bent over the counter where hipsters drank their mocha cappuccinos, panting like a tired dog, her skirt folded over her hips to reveal her naked ass. 

	Some time passed. A minute, and hour, she didn’t know what. His voice brought her back to reality, “Time to keep your promise,” he told her. She turned to look at him and he stood there, magnificent and savage. His body muscular and covered in manly hair; his cock still hard, big and thick as her wrist, glistening with the wetness of her; she realized she wanted to keep her promise. The idea of sucking a man’s dick had always appalled her, like it was some fundamental betrayal to the struggle of women, and she never really thought there was anything sexy about it. But now, she wanted that meat in her mouth more than she had wanted just about anything she could ever remember. 

	She dropped to her knees at his feet and began kissing his thigh, rubbing his rigged member carefully with her soft hand. She kissed her way up his thigh. Hovering under his legs, looking up past his cock to his eyes, she gently kissed his balls. She pressed her little wet mouth, lips slightly parted, to the wrinkled flesh of each one, breathing in his potent scent as she pecked at him. 

	 He ran his fingers through her hair, rubbing her head approvingly. “That’s a good girl,” he said.  

	She straightened up and leveled her chin, opening wide and taking the massive mushroom head into her mouth. She sucked on the head. She reached up with one hand and grabbed him by the shaft and gently stroked as she took more and more of him into her mouth. She couldn’t get very far without gagging and whenever she’d hit that point she’d back off, stroking him as she caught her breath. But each time she got a little farther, took him a little deeper. He stood there watching, letting her experiment, seeming to enjoy her struggle. 

	He pet her hair with patient understanding, but he didn’t seem close to cumming. She felt embarrassed and ashamed that she couldn’t suck his dick good enough to make him cum. She took a deep breath and jammed her face deep onto his cock. She gagged hard and had to pull back to catch her breath, but he moaned, rolling back slightly as if losing the concentration he needed to stand. She felt proud and encouraged so she did it again. Again he moaned, “That’s right, that’s a good doll.” She began to fuck his shaft with her face, gagging with every thrust but pushing through it, looking up at him for clues as how to please him more.  

	He seemed relaxed and content, lost in the sensation of her lips and throat as she bobbed her head back and forth on his hot, throbbing cock. She stared at his masculine, older face. She studied his strong jawline and inhaled the manly scent of his flesh as she drove that big dick savagely into her own struggling throat. He just stood there, moaning with pleasure as she gagged and salivated and forced herself to eat his massive erection again and again. 

	Suddenly he took hold of his shaft and jerked his dick out of her mouth. She stared up at him with a confused, distressed look. Had she done something wrong?  

	He looked at her with calm, gentle eyes. “Get ready,” he told her. 

	It took her a second to understand what he meant, and by then it was too late, he was spewing gallons of creamy sperm onto her face. She opened her mouth, remembering her promise to eat it, but it was coming out so hard and thick. It got all over her face, in her hair, in her eyes, up her nostrils. She just gasped, totally in shock. She didn’t know what to do, so she just knelt there, eyes closed, covered in cum.  

	When he was done splattering his seed all over her surprised young face, he began to wipe her skin gently with his semi erect cock. The thing still huge even as it grew slightly limp. He swirled his cock across her face, wiping up some of his cum with it. He coated the large but flaccid tool in gleaming sperm, then pressed it back to her lips. Lisa opened her mouth and he pushed his dick between her lips. She looked up at him with eager, obedient eyes as she began to suck him clean.  

	She knelt there for a long time as he did this over and over: coating his dick in salty jizz, then feeding it to her.  Finally, he handed her a cloth to clean the rest of her face off. She wiped her eyes clean so she could open them and looked down at the soft cloth he had handed her. It was her own panties. She didn’t have anything else so she finished wiping the remaining cum from her face with it. 

	“It’s too late to change the schedule for tomorrow,” he said, suddenly using his manager voice. “But I’m going to schedule you as closing all next week. Buy some sexier panties and shorter skirts.” 

	He was going through the building now, turning off the lights and gathering up his things, not even giving her a chance to argue. “Yes sir,” she said, mostly to herself because he wasn’t even listening.  

	“Aren’t you forgetting something?” he reminded her as he walked suddenly back into the room. 

	She looked down, “Thank you,” she said. 

	“For?” 

	“For the privilege of eating your cum,” she answered. 

	Edward patted Lisa on the head like she was his pet. “Good girl,” he said. 
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